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TERMS, $1.00 A YEAR
IN ADVANCE.

&MT Remittances should be made by check

d aft, postal order, orregistered letter.

PROFESSIONAL.

(JAMES BUMQARDNEB, Jr.
L. BUMGARDNER. RUDOLPH BUMOAKDNEH.

J., J. L , & H. BUMGARDNER,
ATTORNEYS AND COUNSELLORS AT LAW.

Promptattention given toall iegal business
entrusted toour hands.

H. H. PLEASE. J. M. PERRY.

BLEASE AND PERRY.ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW,
SkinnerBuilding, Staunton, Va.

janl-lyr

CTarter braxton,
J ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,

No. 23 S. Augusta St.
Special attention given to collections.

I7» M.CUSHING & SON,
Id. GENERAL AUCTIONEERS.
Lan 8-tf Staunton, Va.

Charles curry. hulst glenn.
CURRY &.GLENN,

ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW,
Stout Building, Court Place.

Notary in ottlce.

WH. LANDES,
? ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,

STAUNTON, VA.? No. 2, Court House Square,
aug 9-tf

FB. KENNEDY.. ATTORNEY-AT LAW,
No 10 Lawyer'sHow,

Staunton, Va.
Special attention given to collections and

fiancery practice,
jan22-tf

DR. D. A. BDCHEK
DENTIST.

Officein CrowleBuilding,Room 25, 3rd floor
Office hours from 9 A, M. to 6 P. M.

may27"

HUGH G. EICHELBERGER,
ATTORN EY-AT-L AW,

Staunton, Va.
t»~Prompt attention to collections.

R. S. Turk. Henry W. Holt.
TURK & HOLT,

ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW,
No. 8Lawyers' Row, Staunton, Va.

Law Offices
_

ALEXANDER & TAYLOR,
Lawyers,

No 6 Lawyers' Row,
oct 17-tt

JM. QUARLES, .«_. ATTORNEP-AT-LAW,
STAUNTON, VA.

feb 17, '86-tf

Wm. A. Pratt, Hugh HolmesKerr.
PRATT & KERR,

ATTORNEYS-AT-LAW,
No. 17 Court Place, - - Staunton, Va

NOTARY PUBLIC.

JOS.A. GLASGOW,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW.

Room 5, No. 23 S. Augusta Street, Skinner
BuUding. STAUNTON, VA.

aug 10-tf

Dr. h. m. Patterson,
STAUNTON, VA.

Offers his professional services to the cltl-
Eens of Staunton. Offlce No. 121 East Mtain
Street.

JH. CROSIER,. ATTORNEY-AT-LAW.
Offlce on Courthousesquare,

STAUNTON, VA.
Promptattention given to all legalbusiness

entrusted tohim, in State or Federal Courts.
Will devoteentire time to his profession.
iune l-tf

0 E. B. NELSON,
Attorney-at-Lawand Commissioner w

Chancery.
OFFICE No. 10 LAWYERS' ROW,

jan4-tf STAUNTON,VA.

A C. BRAXTON
ATTORNEYAND COUNSELLOR.

OFFICE.?Crowle Building opposite Y. M.
C. A.

Special attention given tocorporation and
real-estate law.

Having closed up all outsidebusiness, which
(or ayear or two interruptedmy regularlaw-
practice, I am nowenabledto, andshall, from
ithis time, give my undivided time and 9xclu-
sive attentionto the law; and to such persons
as myentrustme with their litigation, I prom-
'se my best efforts and such ability as I may
lossess. Lan 18-tf

PROSPECTUS FOR 1890. 'TTTT? "P A ATCV A MagazineX ttFj rJ\rS!o I for Young People ,
Edited by Isabella M. Alden ("Pansy") an 'G. R. Alden. 1

The only Magazine Published by the
Lothrop house.

A New Volume begins with the November Num-
ber.

Thecoming year, The Pansywill appear in
1 new and improved form. It will present
nany fresh and original features, the Editors
md Publishers alike aiming to make the 1896
volume surpass anyother in thehistoryof this
popularmagazine. Amongthe many notable
jontiibutionswiU be the following:

SERIALS AND SERIES OF ARTICLES.
'Reuben Finding his Way," Serial Story by

"Pansy,"charminglyillustrated by Hiram
P Barnes.

'The Gingham Bag," an old-fashioned New
England story of the District School, by
Margaret Sidney, Illustrated.

TenPapersby Miss L. H. M. Palmer. Eachpaper will be accompanied by a full-page
and other Illustrations.

"Children of History," by Evelyn S.Foster.
Illustrated by photographs of some his-
toric child-faces.

"The CookingSchool," a series ofstories con-
cerning the fortunes of a young girl who
went to cookingschool, and what came of
It.

English Literature Papers, by Elizabeth?' Abbott.
SHORT STORIES AND ARTICLES.

"A Syrian Nightingale's Story," by Mrs. M.
C, M. Foster.

Frontispiece Story each month, by Pansy;
and many other interesting and timely
stories andarticles appropriatelyillustrat-
ed.

DEPARTMENTS.
Tonng People's Work. Baby's Corner.
Daily Thoughts. Pansy Society Corner.

$1.00 a year; 10 cents a number.
Boys and girls should send a postal asking

for information about the extraordinary
Prize Ou fee ln connection with The Pansy
ferlß96.

LOTHROP PUBLISHING COMPANY,92 PearlSt., Boston

What is

Castoria Is Dr. Samuel Pitcher's prescription for Infants
and Children. It contains neitherOpium, Morphinenor
other Narcotic substance. It Is a harmless substitute
for Paregoric, Drops, Soothing Syrups, andCastor Oil.
It is Pleasant. Its guarantee is thirty years' use by
Millions of Mothers. Castoria is theChildren'sPanacea
?the Mother's Friend.

Castoria. Castoria.
"Caitoriaisso well adapted tochildren that CastoriacuresColic, Constipation,frecommend it as superior toanyprescription Sour Stomach, D iarrhcoa, Eructation,

known tome." H. A. Archer, M. D? Kills Worms, gives sleep, and promotes d»
111 So.OxfordSt., Brooklyn, N. Y. gesUon,

Without injurious medication.
"The asp of ' Castoria' is so universal and

611 T**.'***T*aWork "For several years I have recommended
mtelUgentfamilieswho do not keep Castoria loaol|litlu, mTariabh/ produCedbeneficialwithin easy reach." results."CarlosMabtyh, D. D? EdwinF. Pabdioe, M. D.,

New York (Sty. 125thStreetand 7th Aye., New York City.

Thb CraTAtnt Compaby, 77 Murray Street, Nkw York Car. _ .r?. ?Mr?rwriir

I3ABYLAND Iahies'Own Cf) CKNTS A YEAK.gazine. JU, up to the Six-(and even Seven-
Tear-Old.

me for the Utile ones, which always
5/n," says The Ladles' Home Journal,

lingFeatures ofNew Volume:
\u25a0len's Playtimes. Her adventures
ilaymates. By Mrs. Ella Farman

urthday Songs. Charming verses
pictures, for every baby of every
1. By Grey Burleson.
r Peanuts. Entertainingoccupations
3 nursery. ByMarlon Beatty.
Drawing Lessons (for little fin-

By "Boz."
Goosk-ish Jingles and Pictorial

Stories in every number.
Beautiful Full-pagePictures that tell then-

own stories.
Mew Vol. begins with Nov.number. Sample

copy free.

ALPHA PDBLISHIN&CO. 81
B

B?SoeM°a n9S -st-
. . lilt' Favorite magazine

!LITTLE IN Al Will
jlsthe only Magazine edited especially for

Children from 7 to 11.
Its Serials, Short Stories, Poems. Art Pa-

pers, Adventures, Travels. Pictures, satisfy
and delight all the children. *1 -v,,--IMagazine tills its place. l])l "

ng Features of the New Volume;
A story of Two City S3hoolboys

irgaret Compton. (Serial.)
rnoi.E in the Fence. A Boy's Story,
tn Day, (Serial.)
gg ANnHer Goats. By Frank Pope
'hrey. A romantic true story of a
Scotch lassie in the days of "bonnie
i Charlie." (Serial.)
with Minds. True adventure stories
mal sagacity. By W. Thomson.
and Paintingsof Child Life. Art

8 for Children.
lama used to Play. True stories of
ttle countrygirls. By Percia V.White.
md a Doll House . Howto build and
h It. ByAnne Isabel Willis.
irling Globe. Gimpses of all the
en in all the world. By Charlest Pratt.
.: "Songsfor Children's Voices."
and Poems by Mrs. Jessie, Bentonmt, Mary E. Wilkins, Edna Dean>r, Olive Risley Seward, Mrs. Kate
i Clark, Mrs. Ex-Gov. Wm. Claflin,
.boy Morton Diaz. Mrs.Harriet Pres-
pofford, Sophie Swett, Sarah Orne
t, Hezekiah Butterworth and others.
Copy Free. New Vol. beginsNov.

number.

wishing co. "g^sr--

flours for Aimal and Closing of Mails at Stann-

Iton Postolce.
ARKIVE.

BY C AND O. RAILROAD.
from north, south, east and west.
a. from west,
m. from Richmond and Intermediate
nts.
n.from north, east andsouth.

BYB. AND O.
ii. from Lexington and Intermediate
nts.
ii.from the north,
n.fromthe north, Harper's Ferry and
srmediate points.

STAB ROUTES,
from Plunkettsville, dally except Sun-. from Mt. Meridian, dally except Sun-

from Middlebrook, dally except Sun-
n.from Monterey, dallyexcept Sunday,
m. from Sangersville.

CLOSE.
FOR B. AND O.

5.30 a. m. tor Lexington, 6.30 a. m. Harper's
Ferry andpoints north.

2.15 a. m. for Harrisonburg, Woodstock and\u25a0itsnorth,
m. for Lexington and intermediatets.
m. for Lexington and Intermediate
its.

FOR C AND O.

9.1.1 a. m. and 2,15p. m. for north, east, south9.00 p. m.for east, north, south andwest.2.15p. m. for Clifton Forge and intermediatepoints.
6.15 p. m. for the west.

STARROUTES?DAILY EXCEPT SUNDAY.
5.30 a. m. for Monterey.
6.00 a. m. for Middlebrook.\u25a0m. forMt. Meridian,

m. forPlunkettsville.m. for Mt. Solon dally,
STAUNTON OFFICE

is 7a. in., closes 7 p. ni. Money orderigistrybusiness opens at 8 a.m., closes 6
D. m W. T. McCUK. P. M.

FAIL AM WINTER GOODS.
I FOR GENTLEMEN AND YOUTHS

1 would most respectfully Invite the attention of my customers and friends, and thepublicgenerally,to my new flne stockof

FALL AND WINTER GOODS,
which will please all tastes. In variety andquality of goodsmy present stock has neverbeen excelled by any whichI have ever heretoforehad. Now ls the time to get tastefuland useful

SUITS IN THE LATEST STYLES.
Suits or Piece Articles of Clothing madeupnthe most approved styles, and
WARRANTED TO GIVE SATISFACTION.
Goods also sold to be made elsewhere if de-

sired. All I ask ls a call, knowing that amtastecan be pleased
J. A. HUTCHESON

sept 23 No. 121 West Main Stree

CITY CONSTABLE'S OFFICE I have
opened an offlce at No. 10 North NewStreet, and amprepared to give attention toanybusiness placed in my hands. I can be

found atmyofflce any hour, when not engaged
ln outside work pertainingto the dutiesofthe
offlce.

JOHNA. NOON,
Constablefor the Cityof Staunton v^.

eel whicn bad arrived by post. Ipro- iduced my pocketbook. Itwas stuffedwith 1,500 francs in notes. I noticed I
my guest greedily eying its contents 'across the leg of a chickenwhich he was :
gnawing. I"Plenty of money, Mr. 'Utchinson.P'raps I'll have abook like that myself
tomorrow. Only reel English notes, sir |
?£1,000 notes, sir. Not them bits of
dirty forrin paper."

I have nevermet a human being more
thoroughly wearisome and wearying
than the Hon. Patrick Kilfinane Winch.
"Gen'l'm'n," "English gen'l'm'n,"
"perfic Englishgen'l'm'n," "rentroll,"
"thousandsof pounds," "his lordship,"
"heir to thebarony ofKildyke"?rthese
words and phrases, reiterated nnto dis-
traction and mingled with fulsome
adulation of myself, seemed to make up
the whole conversation. His talk be-
came akind of loud, rasping incoherent
buzz. I could not follow him, and, ob,
how gladlyI wouldhave dispensedwith
any further study of him! The man was
a lowcad and a supreme bore, possibly,
too, a dangerous scoundrel, and surely
a species of lunatic. He was getting
powerfully on my nerves. But what
was he? What had he ever been? I was
tired of studying him, but I had not
made him out.

"Do you smoke, Mr. Winch?" I ask-
ed, after dinner was over.

"Hevery English gen'l'm'nsmokes, T'ope, Mr. 'Utchinson,"he replied loft-
ily.

"Then let us adjourn to mystudyand
have a cigar."

In the study I pulled np two arm-
chairs to the open wood fire and pro-
duced cigars. The same insufferable
droning chatter recommenced in his
thick, soapy, cockney voice?"Gen'l'-
m'n," "perfic gen'l'm'n, "comeintomy
thousands," "finestud of 'orses," "sure
as I'm a honorable," "all that 'orrid
gamblin," "never toucha card again."
My patience was exhausted, my temper
roused. I could bear it no longer.

"Mr. Winch," I said coldly, looking
straight into the fire, "as Lord KilJyke
is so seriously ill I think you had better
take the night train toRome." Iknock-
ed the ash off my cigar and turned to-
ward him to sco the effect of my sug-
gestion.

The Hon. Patrick Kilfinane Winch
was sitting bolt upright in bis armchair
not two yards distant from me, point-
ing a revolver full in my face.
I donot deny that a great and agon-

ized fear took possession of me. It is
curious how madly swiftthought travels
in such a situation, how keenly sharp
every faculty of the mind becomes. I
found myself reflecting wi(h lightning
speed as to whatI ought to do. Should
I remain sitting? Shonld I rise? Should
I fling myself upon him? If I didso,
should I receive a bullet in the brain,
the breast, the heart, or enly a flesh
wound in the arm? Could Iknock up
the revolver? If I did, whatwould be
comeof the first charge, tho second, the
third? What woulda man of nerve, re-
source, dauntless pluck?a Sloeus or a
Lngard?what wouldthey do under the
circumstances? All this and mnch more
sped through my brain in less than
three seconds.

The Hon. Patrick Kilfinane Winch
rose from his chair, took two steps to-
wardme and held his revolver within
twofeet of my face. Now whatshall I
do? Shall I rise? Shall I remain sitting?
Shall I fling? Precisely the same
thoughts tore through my brain with
evermaddening swiftness. I noticed ev-
ery trifle too. I noticed that my cigar
was still in my mouth, that my teeth
weretightly clinched upon it, that my
mouth was full of smoke, that the smoke
was lazily oozing out of my month, and
that yet it didnot choke me.

"Mr. 'Utchinson, sir,"ho said,keep-
ing therevolverpointed full inmy face,
"it's most repugnant to my feelin's as
an English gen'l'm'n to another Eng-
lish gen'l'm'n, I'm sure, but I must
troubleyouto 'andoverthat little pock-
etbook of yours as I saw at dinner."

At thatmoment therewas a loud, im-
periouspealat thefront door bell. Is it
salvation? ShaHlshout? Shall I? The
Hon. Patrick Winch was pink with ex-
citement

"Mr. 'Utchinson, sir, I'm sorry to
force the 'and of hany Enlgish gen'l'-
m'n, but I must arsk you to 'urry up
with that littlepocketbook.''
I slowly unbuttoned my coat and felt

in mybreast pocket. As I did so there
came aknock at the study door, then a
pause, then another knock. I felt that
to cry "Come ml"would be like pul-
ling the trigger of therevolver. Anoth-
erknock, then Concettaopenedthe door.
She saw the scene, and turning toward
the hall cried quickly, "Passi, Signor
Guardial"

An Italian policemanbriskly entered
the room. Why only one? Iwondered.
Whynot threeor fourwhen so desperate
a ruffian was in question? The Hon.
Patrick Kilfinane Winch had replaced
therevolver in his pocket and was mop-
ping his foreheadwith a dirty red ban-
danna. The gnardia had evidently seen
nothing.

Never had I felt sokindly toward any
humanbeing. The gnardiawasasturdy,
thickset littleman, inclining to embon-
point ; his reddißh face had the mellow
red and brown glow of a health bon

Viveur; his black eyes twinkled pleas-
antly. A thick, black mustache alone
served to impart to him a littleof the
truculentair necessary to his profession.
And then, like every Sienese, every
Tuscan?l might almost say everyItal-
ian?his manners were full of the most
engaging courtesy. He bowed repeated-
ly and began by apologizing for dis-
turbing me at that hour of tbe evening.

"Don't mentionit," I said heartily.
"Youcomeat a most opportnnomoment
forme. lamhappy to be of service to
you lam happyto think thatmyhouse
shonld have served to entrap the crimi-
nal whom you are in search of. (A

shade ofsurprisepassedoverhis good na-
tnred face.) "There," I exclaimed,
pointing angrily to the cowering sewn
of a noblehouse, "thereis thescoundrel
you want!" .

"What!"cried the gnardia,mamaze-
ment. "Is it possible that in youI have
not the honor of addressing the Signor
?Ootchisso?" \u25a0

"Certainly," I replied. "I am the
Signor Hutchinson."

"But," he answered,with thesnavest
courtesy, "it is you. signore, that I
want" , .

This was too much. I almost reeled.
Here was a man, evidently a notorious
scoundrel, who must surely bo hotly de- |
siredby all the police of the continent, ,
a man who had just held a revolver j
within a few inches of my head?here
he was in my room, within the easy-
grasp of the law, and the police polrtely-
inform me that of the two it is I they
want. I was about to remonstrate an-

gnardiaraised his hand deprecat-
inely, and,producing a formidable look- j
ing schedule, chanted the following rig- j
v - \u25a0 '-\u25a0 dulcet rooi ' \u25a0 \u25a0"'

A QUEER CHARACTER I
It was ou9 evening about a fortnight i

after I had installed myself in a little
villa at Siena. I had just sat down to
dinner and was waiting for Concetto,
my elderly parlor maid, to take the lid
off my tureen of minestra, when she
came into the room a little flurried and
indignant and announced that an "in-
dividuo," evidently a foreigner, was
waiting in thehall and desired to speak
With me on a matterof the greatest im-
portance. Who oould it be? I wondered,
for I knew scarcaly a soul, certainly no
foreigner, in Siena. I was struck, too,
by Concetta's emphasized use of the
word "individuo," for an Italianserv-
ant is usually ready enough to give the
"person" the benefit of the doubt and
call him a signore. He must be a toler-
ably low specimen, I reflected, bnt I
felt bound to go out and interview this
most mysterious visitor.

There stood before me in the dimly
lighted hall a being whom Iwould have
passed without a thought in a London

?street, bnt who here in remote Siena
compelledmy closest scrutiny and*arous-
ed to the full all my faculties of obser-
vation. He was a small, meancreature,
with small, bald head, small, puckered
features, small, pursed mouth and re-
ceding chin. He had.close cropped cler-
ical whiskers, and his upper lip and
chin were covered with a three days'
stubble. He waswearing a seedy brown
overcoat and shiny black trousers. In
his hand he held ablack billycock hat,
oily and crinkledwith age and much
wear, and I noticed that his ill fitting
bootswe/cdown at the heel and showed
patches of dirty white stocking at the
toes and sides. Waif, stray, bully, cow-
ard, sneak, cad, mendicant, outcast?all
were stamped on every lineament of
him, and yet thesecharacteristicsseem-
ed almost nullified by the indescribable
insignificance, the hopeless pettiness of
the creature. Whatwas he? What could
lie everhave been? I seemed to remem-
ber having seen creatures a little like
him hanging about the platforms of
Hyde park meetings, and he had a cer-
tain resemblance to a shabby, fawning
knave who once served an uncalledfor
writ upon me.

"Good evenin, Mr. 'Utchinson,"he
said, inarich, unadulteratedcockneyac-
cent, "I really must hapologize for dis-
turbin a English gen'l'm'n at this hour
of the evenin." (I noticed that hestrug-
gledgreatlywith his h's, but moreoften
put them on than left them out.) "Bnt
p'raps bet-ween one English gen'l'm'n
and another in foreign parts there's a
kind of brother'ood. Eh, Mr. 'Utchin-
son? The fac' is"?

His effronterybegan to amuse me a

"May Iaskyourname?"I said. "And
will you tell me what you want with

"Certainly?certainly, Mr. 'Utchin-
son." He unbuttoned his overcoat,fum-
bled in a waistcoat pocket, and produced
a dirty, greasy card, on which was writ-
ten, "The Hon. Patrick Kilfiuane
Winch, Castle Winch, Co. Limerick."

Of course I had often heard of Castle
Winch; it is the seat of Lord Kildyke.

"You bein a English gen'l'm'n will
know my name, no doubt, Mr. 'Utchin-
son," he pursued with a familiar wave
of the arm. "I'm Lord Kildyke's only
brotherand heir tothe barony. His lord-
ship's lyin desperate ill at Rome, and
can'trecover. In fact, at this verymo-
ment that I'm talkin to you, Imay be
Lord Kildyke with a rent roll of £12,-
--000. Mine's a sud story, Mr. 'Utchin-
son. I needn't trouble you with it. I've
been very much to blame. I've come
down in the world through my own
fault. All that 'orrid gamblin, Mr.
'Utchinson. I 'ope you never touch a
card." (With a confidential leer.) "I've
tramped it here from Florence. I'm
trampin it to Rome to arsk pardonof my
pore dearbrotherfor 'avin disgraced the
family; all I arsk of you, Mr. 'Utchin-
son, as between one English gen'l'm'n
and another, is a franc or two for a
night's lodgin and a mouthful of food.
In the mornin I'm off again, tramp,
tramp, tramp?'ard fate for a English
gen'l'm'n of noble family, ain't it, Mr.
'Utchinson?"
I was lookingat him curiously. Nev-

;er had I been face to face with such
matchless effrontery. But whata clum-
sy scoundrel he was! Could he possibly
'suppose that any onewould believe that
hewas a gentleman and heirto an Irish
peerage? The problem of this strange
medley of innocence, ignorance and
brazen self assurance began to fascinate
me. I desired to study it at my leisure.
;Too close a habit of studying and ob-
serving human nature leadsto rash and
morbid acts. I was about to doa su-
premely foolish thing.

"Mr. Winch," I said, "I am very
pleased indeed to have the opportunity
of making your acquaintance. I only
regret that your bad fortune should be
the occasion of it. I assure you I shall
have great pleasure in being of any
service to you. Of course Iknow your
name very well. I am just sitting down
,to dinner. I must insist uponyour join-
ing me. I cannot possibly allow you tosleep at an inn while I havo a bed to
offeryon. Nor can I hear of you tramp-
ling it to Rome. You must really allow
me to lend you money for a ticket inthe morning."

The Hon. Patrick Kilfinane Winch'sface was a curious study at that mo-
ment. Surprise, suspicion, delight,
greed?all flitted across it, but he did
not for a moment lose his colossalself
assurance.

"Mr. 'Utchinson, sir," he cried,
.grasping me warmlywith one of his re-
pulsive, clammy hands, "I could see
[from the momentyou hentered this 'all
as you was aperfic gen'l'm'n. Prom no
jone helsebnt a English gen'l'm'n suchjasyou conld I accept your hoffer, but'from you, sir?well?and to think, too,
as Imay be worth thousands of pounds
at this very moment that I'm talkin to

"No thanks, please, Mr. Winch,"l
said. "Comealong;come in todinner."

He divestedhimself of his damp look-
ing overcoat and revealed a threadbare,
musty, black coat now turning green
and very greasyat the collar and cuffs;
a frayed, black, made up didnot
hide much of his red and black checked
flannel shirt; his papercollar had been
soaked by last night's rain.

Thepoor devilwascertainly half fam-
ished. He lapped up his soup likea
dog, bolted his food with the most dis-
gustingvoracity and swallowed tumbler
after tumbler of my good red Pomino.
I was heartily sick and tired of him be-
fore dinner was over. The dignified
elderly Concetta herself, the soul of po-
liteness, visibly shrank from him and
winced nnder his loud, familiar de-
mandsfor food and drink.

"Well, Mr. 'Utchinson, sir," hekept
interjecting, with his mouth full, "it?
is?a?reel ?pleasure to be in company
of a perfic English gen'l'm'n again."

'"/ ' THE OLD FARM HORSE.

"Why don't yousell him? Hemust eat
His valueIn a month, twice told;

He's spavined, hidebound, nearlyblind.
He's twenty, if he's onoday old.

You never work him. What on earth
You keep the brnte for, I can't see.

Tour otherhorses, young and sound.
Seem to faro scarceas well as he."

"11l tell you. neighbor, why Ikeep
This old horse, though he's lame, halfblind;

Once?ho don't look it now, I own-
He wasa goodhorse, sound and kind;

He hadn't one bad trick, andworked
Right faithfully; day in, day out,

Ajid ho could trot; though he tolledhard,
He was as livelyas a trout.

"When I first took this farm on shares?
I own it now, all free andclear?

Twas twenty year or more ago,
Then land was cheapenough 'round here.

Itwashard scratching with me then,
Fcr I hadlittle cash or stock,

And though the soil was fairly good,
'T was sprinkledpretty thick with rock.

"011 Dan, there, was a little foal;
I laised him, fed him, broke him, too,

Put his flrst harness on, and soon
Oledient to my word he grew.

Ine/er saw a steadier horse
B< fore tbe harrow or the plow;

He'd work, yet scarcely turn ajpair,. Although he ls so feeble now.'
"11ought, one year, the landI'd leased;

This sorelycrippled me in purse.
The next, my crops failedout andoat,

Ar.d matters went from bad to worse.
My milk cow died; at length I had

To give a mortgage on the place;
Isold my team, bnt still kept Dan,

Though ruin staredme in the face.
"Bet I'd touchedbottom, though 'twas deep,
Aid thingsat last began to mend.

Iworked hard, pinched, crops turned outwell;
Where once I owed,I now could lend.

AndDan hadproved a friend indeed?
Friends, when you are down, are precious

few.
No, Dan, old boy, Iwon't forget

How hard you toiledto pull me through.
"And so you see that Dan andI

Haveknown the ups and downsof life
Together. I'll not part with him,

Neither will Mary?that's my wife.
The children, too, love poor old Dan,

Though failing fast in wind and limb;
When he was young he helped me out,

And now he's old I'll stick to him."
?W. R. Barber in NewYork Ledger.

When Wo Were Boys.
It happened to us, on glorious occa-

sions, to put up a far \u25a0wandering cock
pheasant, whose whirring wings made
our little hearts beat at sneb arate that
we conld scarcely see thewonder until it
bad risen high above the tree tops. Rab-
bits, even, wereso scarce thatwith all
our searching and digging we never
came upon r. nest, though we used often
to see them sitting in the field ontside
tbe boundary fence or catch a glimpse
of them astheyscudded from nsthrough
the bushes. Our little weapons, cata-
pults and tho like, wero not sufficient
for their destruction, and we never be-
came the possessors of any steel trap
larger than those in which we caught
tbepoor small birds.

Squirrels we used to see andpersecute
from tree to tree, until they escaped ns
behind abough or in some dense leafy
obscurity. Fur, in fact, is always too
big game for boys until they reach the
gunning age. The true quarryof boys ls
feather, and a sufficing delight to them.
Yetit did happen once that fur fell in
our way?once and once only, and not
in too satisfactorya manner. For, as we
wanderedin the winter time over the
crackling floor of red, dry leaves, we es-
pied a tiny bundle which lookedfor a
moment as if it had been got together
for apurpose?looked like an edition,
on a verysmall scale, of those balls of
leaves and grass which the hedgehogs
managetoroll round themselves,and in
which we often found them,both in onr
orchard hedge and in the wood.

We took up this tiny bundle and pull-
ed offa leaf or two; then, thinking it aft-

"erall a merechancecollection', we threw
it to the ground again. On which Joe,
more sapiently curious, picked it np,
and, unrolling yet more coats of leaves,
revealed at last, within this snng nest,
a coiled np, tiny red thing?a dormouse.
This was its winter home, in which it
badpromised itself to lie asleep all the
cold weather through.?Macmillan's
Magazine.

When Kings Are Administrators.
When kings are the actual adminis-

trators, they laborunder a special temp-
tation to hate the press. They seem to
be, or, in some cases, actually are, ad-
dressed by it, and they are so accustom-
ed to deferencewhen addressedand even
to a form of flattery that plain speech
of any kind, and especially sharp criti-
cism, evenif respectful in form, creates
in them a strongsuspicion of the loyal-
ty of the critic. We have heard of this
emotion being feltbecause a critic wrote
"hisMajesty" instead of "His Majes-
ty," and that curious instance of sensi-
tiveness is bnt an illustration of a far-
reaching truth. We can understand,
therefore, the dislike of the Germanem-
peror for tbe press and his readiness
when excited to allowprosecutionsfor
purecriticism, even respectful criticism,
on thepretext that thewriters are guilty
of leze majesty. "They cannot be loy-
al," thinks his majesty, "or they would
nevercriticise me.''

What we cannot understandis states-
men not seeing that if there is apress
at all it must be critical, and that the
critics who are respectful set an exam-
ple to the populace, who among them-
selves are never respectful unless they
approve, and therefore deserve rather
official favor than condemnation. The
mistake is the moreremarkablebecause
it ocenrs in Germany, where the gov-
erning idea has always been that while
action must be strictly supervised by
authority thought may be allowed to go
free, even if it chances to be expressed
inprint. There is not a country in the
World whererespectful criticism would
lhake the throne so littleor where there
is so little necessity for punishing at-
tacksoninstitutions with anything more
serious thana social sneer or an official
frown.?London Spectator.

Japanese Journalism.
A Japanesecorrespondentof the Bal-

timoreSon says: "Considering the fact
that JohnBlack founded Japanese jour-1
nalism in 1872, commendable progress
has been made. Four years ago there
were 658 newspapers, magazines and
journalsof different kinds published in
the empire. Newspapers, likebooks, are
written in thewritten language, which
is quite different in grammar and vo-
cabulary from the colloquial language.
The press laws in Japan are veryrigor-!
ons. Article 19 of the newspaperreg-1
illationsreadsasfollows: 'When anews-paper has printed matter whioh iscon-;
sidered prejudicial to public orderor
subversiveof public morality, the min-jister of state for the interior is empow-,
ered to suspend its publication eithertotally or temporarily.' During the.
monthfollowingtbeproclamationof the]
constitution the brethren of the press
expressed themselves rather freely, and]
newspapers were suspended at the rate
of two a week."

Barred.
Baron Alderson once released from

his duties a jurorwho stated that hewas deaf in one ear. "Yon may leavothe box," said his lordship, "since it is' necessary you should henr botb sidju. '

execution of the law of public safety,
No. 6144, of June SO, 1889, approvedby
royal decree No. 6517, thirdseries, dat-
ed Nov. 8,1889, requires a householder
to report himself and family to the lo-
cal office of pnblic safety within five
days of takingpossession. Vostra sig- 'norahas been in Siena afortnightwith- |
out complying with the requirementsof
the law. Nor has the Englishproprietor!of the villa furnished the report which
the law requires of him. The affair is 'very grave, and by article 115 of the
sameregulations may entail a fine of 60 ;
lire or imprisonment for ten days.''

InternallyI cursed all the formalities
of Italian law.

"Lookhere," I said firmly. "Iwill
satisfy yourrequirements and pay your
fine before Igo to bed. But first let me
tell you that that man has tried to rob
and murder me at this very moment.
Yonr timely entry probably saved my
life. I thank you, bnt now I command
you to arrest him. "

The gnardia looked good naturedly
incredulous. I could seewhat was pass-
ing in Iris mind. Evidently aperson
whohad failed toreport himselfunder
article 110for the regulation of the law
of June 30, 1889,was a suspect, and his
word counted for nothing.

"See here," I cried, producing it, "I
have a passport."

The gnardia glanced at it as if it had
been somehieroglyphicscroll that there
wasno possibility of divining. "Look!"
I continued in triumph as I reversed it
"It has been visedby the Italianconsnl
general inLondon.'' The guardia's eyes
brightened a little. "Ihave, moreover,"
I resumed, throwing as much solemnity
into my voice as the importance of the
fact required, "a certificate from the
lord mayor."

The magic charm of this august title
had its usual salutary good effect. I
saw that the last remnants of the
guardia's hesitation had vanished. He
turnedto do my bidding.

But a great change had meanwhile
come over the Hon. Patrick Kilfinane
Winch. He had sunk into an armchair,
his head had fallen forward, his teeth
were chattering violently, therewas a
streak of slimy foam on his small,
pursed lips.

The gnardia bent down kindly and
raised his head.

"The man has gone mad, signore,"
be said.

It was true enough. Half madat the
best of times, his brain had evidently
wholly lost balance in the excitementof
his attempt upon me. The gnardia pro-
duced the terrible instrument that had
been so nearly compassing my death.

"It is of ancient make, signore," he
said, "andcovered with rust and mud.
He must have found it in sore ditch.
And see, signore," he continued with a
polite smile, "it is not even loaded."

Not loaded? Oh, the ignominy! Ob,
the shame! I ground my teeth again
and again.

The Hon. PatrickKilfinane Winch was
was lodged that night in the Siena nian-

icomio.
? ?????
I made inquiry about him later on.

His name was Richard Davis. He was
born in Bermondsey. No trace existed
of his ever having been anything or
done anything. ,For the last 15 years ut
least he bad led the life of one of those
curious waifs, more numerous than it
might be supposed, who, possessed of
the devil nomad, wander aimlessly
over the whole continent, picking up
whatalms they can from the members
of English and Scotch churches and
from British continental charitableso-
cieties. Davis had played many parts,
all equally clumsily. He seems to have
had some skill, however, in personating
the rigid evangelical who had found
salvation. Atall events it was his most
profitable role. His career of wandering
came to an abrnpt end in my study at
Siena. But his restless spirit could not
brook restraint. Under confinement his
body gaveway as well as his mind, and
he diedthreemonthsafter his admission
to the madhouse.?Montgomery Car-
michael in Temple Bar.

The Fee.
Willis?What do you lawyers charge

for, yourability or the workyou do?
Breeves?lt depends. If I win, I

charge for the work, and if I lose I
charge for my great legal ability.?ln-
dianapolisJournal.

The Metal Plfciir?
From 1824 to the present timeplati-

num workinghas beencarried on among
the Ural mountains, and considerable
quantities are annually produced there.
The grains are found in alluvial depos-
its along with grains of several other
metals?iridium, osmium, palladium,
gold and silver?and theyhavealsobeen
discovered in the greenstone rook and
serpentineof that district. The process
by which the crudeplatinum grains are
purified islong and expensive, so much
so that most of the "platinum ore," as
it is termed, which is received at St
Petersburg from the Urals is exported
in its crude state to other European
cities.

Pure platinum has a whitecolor ap-
proaching to that of silver. It is re-
markable by its great weight, being
heavier than any other metal, gold
itself notexcepted. It is no lessremark-
ablefor its infusibility. It dossnot fuse
in any of our ordinary furnaces, which
soon meltcopper, iron or gold. Bnt at
a whiteheat it can be welded and fash-
ionedinto various shapes. In the new
electrio furnace and by means of the
oxyhydrogenblowpipe it can, however,
be melted and evenvolatilized. It is ex-
ceedingly malleable and can be beaten
out into thin plates and drawn into
wireswhich are only onatwo-thousandth
of an inch in diameter. Wires even ten
times thinner than this can be made
by a special process. Air.and moisture
have no effect upon platinum, even
when it is heated to a veryhigh temper-
ature, and itwill nc . .issolve in acids,
with the exception of aqua regia, which
is a mixtureof hydrochloric and nitrio
acids.?Chambers' Journal.

The King's Guard.

The most extraordinary precautions
are taken in Spain to provide for the
safety of the sovereign at night. His
slumbers are watched throughout the
night by the Monterof de Espinosa, a
hody of menv.ho for 400 yearshave en-
joyedIho exclusive privilege of guard-
ing iheirroyal nia: lev or mistress from
?muse! to Bunrfr -.

Giving Credit.
The customs surrounding thegiving

iof credit differ widelyin differentcoun-
tries. In Italycredit is given only on
undoubted security, in Cuba five months
after delivery. In the Bermudas settle-
ments are annual. In Austria it is im-,
possible to do business without giving a
year's credit; in England settlementla!
counted upon every three months; in'
Spainfour-fifths of the business is done,
on a cash basis; Turkish and Russian,
feedit is unknown, and 80 days is the
rul in Canada.?Rochester Herald.

ADAYDREAMINROMS
VISIONS THAT COME TO THE VISITOR

IN THE SACRED CITY.

'The Fascination ofthe Place and the tttjiM ,
orles It Awakens In the Impressionable
Mind?Ghosts of "the Men Who Were
Stars In the Forum.

MarionCrawfordin an articlefor The
Century, entitled "A Kaleidoscope of

There is a plan of the place in every
guidebook, with adescriptionwritten to
be readwhilerunning. Andyet,without
much definite knowledge?with "little
Latin and less Greek"perhaps?many
men and women, the guidebookin their
hands forgotten for one moment, have
leaned upon a block of marblewithhalf
closed, musing eyes, and breath drawn
so slow that it is almost quiet, held in
day dreamwonder, and they have seen
rise a vision of past things and beings,
even in the broad afternoon sunshine,
out of stones that remember Caesar's
footsteps and from walls that have
echoed with Antony's speech. There
they troopup the sacred way, the shock
headed, wool draped, beak nosed Ro-
mans; there they stand together in
groups at the corner of Saturn's temple;
there the half naked plebeianchildren
clamberupon the pedestals of the col-
umnsto watch the crowdand doublethe
men's deep tones with a treble of child-
ish clatter; there the noble boy, with
his bordered toga,his keen young face
and longing backwardlook, is hurried
homeoutof the throng by thetallhouse-
hold slave who carrieshis school tablets
and is responsiblefor his safety.

A consul goes by, 12 lictorsmarching
with him?black browed, square jaw-
ed, relentless men, with their rods and
axes. Then two closed littersare carried
past by big, blaok, oily fellows, beside
whomwalk freedmen and Greek slaves
and threeor fourbecurledand bescented
parasites, the shadows of the great men
in the litters. Under theirvery feet the
little street boys play their game of
pitching at tiny pyramids of dried lu-
pins?because they have no filberts, and
lupins are almost as good, and as the
dandifiedhangeron of Maecenas, strain-
ing his ear for the sound of his patron's
voicefrom within tbe litter, heedlessly
crushes the little yellow beans under his
sandal, the particular smallboy whose
stake is smashed clenches his fist, and
with flashing eyes curses the dandy's.dead to the fonrth generation of ascend-
ants, and he and his companions turn
and scatter like mice as one of the big-
gestslavesthreateningly raises his hand.

Absurd detailsrise in the dream. An
old crone is selling roasted chestnuts in
the shadow of the temple of Castor and
Pollux; a tipsy soldier is reeling to his
quarterswith his helmetstuck on wrong
side foremost; aknot of Jewish money
changers, with long curlsand high caps,
are talking eagerly in Hebrew, and
clutching the littlebags theyhide in the
sleeves of theiryelloweastern gowns; a
bright eyed, skinny woman of the peo-
ple boxes her daughter's earsfor having
smiledatoneof therich men'sparasites,
and the girl, already crying, still looks
after the fashionable good for nothing
under her mother'snpraisedarm.

All about stretches the vasthumming
cityof low built houses covering the
short, steep hills and filling all the hol-
lows between; the seething Subura lies
northeastward; the yellow river is be-
yond the few buildings to the west.
Southward rise the enchanted villasof
the Caesars; dueeast is the Esquiline of
evil fame redeemed and planted with
trees and beautified by Maecenas, but
haunted even today, say modern Ro-
mans, by the grim ghosts of murderers
and thieves who there died bloody j
deathsof quivering torture. All around,
as the sun sinks and the cool shadows
quench the hot light on the white pave-
ments, the everincreasingcrowdsofmen
.?always moremen than women?move
inward, half unconsciously and out of
inborn habit, to the Forum, tke center
of the empire, the middleof the world,
the boiling point of the whole earth's
riches and strength and life

Then, as the traveler muses out his
shortbreathing space, the vision grows
confused, and Rome's huge ghosts go
stalking,riding,clanging,ravingthrough
the surging dream throng?Caesar, Bru-
tus, Pompey, Catiline, Cicero, Caligula,
Vitelins,Hadrian?and close upon them
Gauls and Goths and Huns, and allbar-
barians, till the dreamis akaleidoscope
of school learned names that have sud-
denly taken shadowsof great faces out
of Rome's shadow storehouse, and
gorgeousarms and streaming draperies,
and all at once the sightseer shivers as
the sun goes down, and passes his hand
overhis eyes, and shakes himself, and
goesawayrather hastily, lest he should
take the fever and turn ghost himself.

Klngsleys Opinion of Music.

No one has touched the secret of mu-
sic moreclosely than Charles Kingsley.
"Music," he says, "goes on certainlaws
and rules. Man did not make the laws
of music He has only found them out,
and if he be Eelf willedand break them
there is an end of music instantly. Mu-
sio is a pattern and typeof heaven and
of the everlasting life of God whichper-
fect spirits live in heaven?a life of
melody and order in themselves; a life
in harmony with each other and with
God." This goes down to the bottom of
the subject Music is that obedienceto
law which secures order, harmony, one-
ness, and sympathy, the realization of
which is heaven. Kingsley does not here
speak as a preacher so muoh as a stu-
dent of natural science.

The point at which the harmoniesof
the externalworldtouch the correspond-
ing moralchords of our inner nature is

a mystery. It is a partof the greatques-
tion of the relationof sensation to con-
sciousness. We only know that harmo-
nies of sound touch the mind and sug-
gest a moral harmony. So true is this
that all thesemasters of thought whom
I am quoting donot hesitate to name
theresult as heaven,by which they do
not meanany place, nor any fulfillment
of earthlyexpectation, nor any here nor
there, but a moral condition which is
the outcomeof obedienceto laws.?Cen-

Dodged the Debt, as Canal.
I saw a funny thing at one of the

hotels.' A man cameinto the office, and,
seeing a guestwhom he knew, greeted
him with greatenthusiasm. The Wash-
ington man dilatedlargelyupon the suo-
cees he bad enjoyed since coming here
and insisted upon his friend going with
him to see how he lived. The more the
frienddeclinedthe harder he urged and
the more graphic the description of
how elegantly the Washington man's
house was furnished. Finally thefriend
\u25a0aid: "Iamglad youhave doneso well,
John. Perhaps you can now pay me the
|S yon borrowed threeyears ago."

"Certainly, Tom. I forgot it, but 1
haven't a checkbook with me. I-wilL
mail it to you." And the Washington

I %taunton Bytdatw.
RATES OF ADVERTISING.

I Advertisementsareinserted at the rates of
i£X cents per line, for the first, and tX centsi foreach subsequent Insertion.I Local Notices are Inserted at the rateof10
cents per line for the first, and 10 cents tor
eachsubsequent insertion.I Business Notices areInserted at the rate Ot115 centsfor thefirstand 8 cents for each ;sat>-
sequentInsertion.A liberal discountwill be'msdeon a 1 orders
for 3.8, or 13months.- Obituaries, Announcements of] Candidate*
for offlce, and all communicationsal orprivate character, will becharged tor an

Who docs not
know women and
younggirls who are
continuallyintears?

?Who always seethe
dark side? Who
have frequent fits
of melancholy with-
out any apparent
cause ? But there
is a cause. It is to

'be found by the in-
telligent physician in some derangement
of the complicated and delicate feminine
organs of generation. The woman who! half understands herself, feels that she
cannot always be complaining; she can-
not always have the doctorin the house.
The young girl suffers, bodilyand men-
tally, in silence. The trouble usually
comes so gradually it is attributed to
some outside cause. There is undue
weariness, unexpected pain, unreason-
able tears and fitsof temper. All these
symptoms are simply protests of the
silent, long-sufferingnerves. The trouble
shows in dark circles below the eyes, a
downward curveof the mouth,,a sallow,I
brownisli-yeliowneck.

Unregarded, the trouble grows. A
fewyearsof torturedinvalidism,probably
Insanity, before merciful death comes.
Dr. Pierces Favorite Prescription is thefruit of yearsof study. It is the product
of an investigating mind united with a
generous nature. When an intelligent
person gives years of study to a subject
there must be some goodresult. The
"Favorite Prescription" is a compound
of extracts of herbs that makes a
strengthening,soothingmedicine. Itacts
directly upon the distinctly feminine
organs. It stops drains from lining
membranes by healing diseased parts,
thereby curing also the inflammation
that is always present.
" Iwas in a critical condition. Often Iwas ial

despair. I experienced a great improvement by"
takingone bottle of Dr. Pierces Favorite Pre-
scription. I have taken six bottles, aud lam
sure that itwill not onlycure ulceration but all
diseases of females." Yours truly,

Neapolis, Ttyftlli,

CHURCH DIRECTORY.

First Presbyterian Church, on Frederick St
between New and Market streets, services
IIa. id. andBp. m. Pastor, Rev. A. M. Fraser

Second Presbyterian church corner Freder-
ick and Lewis streets. Services at 11 a. m
and8. Pastor,Bey. Wm. dimming.

Emmanuel Episcopal Church, worship at Y.
M. C. A. Hall. Servicesat 11 a. ni., and 8 p.m.
Rector, Rev. R. C. Jett.

TrinityEpiscopal church. Mam street, be-
tween Lewis and Church streets. Services at
11 a. m., and Bp. m. Rector, Rev. W. Q. Hul-
llhen

United Brethren chv.it.i, Lewis street, be
tween Mam and Johnson streets. Services at
11 a. m and Bp. m. Pastor, Rev. J. D Don-
ovan.

Methodist church, Lewis street, between
Mainand Frederick streets. Servicesat 11 a
m.and Bp. m. Pastor, Rev. J. H. Boyd, D. D

Christ Evangelical Lutheran church, Lew-
is street,between Main and Frederickstreet*
Servicesat 11a. m. and 8 p. m. Pastor. Rev.
H. F. Shealy. ?

Baptist church, cornet Main and Washing
ton streets. Servicesat 11 a. m. and 8 p. m
Pastor, Rev. w. J. E. Cox.

St. Francis Roman Catholic, North Augusto
street. Massat7 and 10.30 a. m. Vespers and
benediction of Most Blessed Sacrament at
p. m. Pastor, Rev. Father McVerry.

Young Men's Christian Association, corner
Mam and Water streets. Services at 4 p. m.
Sunda .

DIRECTORY OF LODGES.
M/ SONIC LODGE.

Staunton Lodge No. 13,A.F. andA. M.,meet)
every second and last Friday night ln eac>
month, in Masonic Temple, Main street. Jat.
M. Lickliter.W. M; B. A. Eskridge, Secy.

unicv ROYAL ARCH CHAPTER.
No. 2, meet third Friday ln everymonth, ln

Masonic lemple, on Main street W. W. Mo
Guffin, High Priest; A. A. Eskridge, Secy.

ODD FELLOWS' LODGE.;
Staunton Lodge, No. 45,1. O. O. F. meets cv

cryThursday night ln Odd Fellows' Han,over
Wayt's drug store, on Main street. John C
Fretwoll Noble Grand: C. A. Crafton, Sec*

KNIGHTS OF HONOB LODGE.
Staunton Lodge, No. 756, Kr .grits of Honor

meets everyflrst t*ii third Tuesday ln each
month, ln Pythian Hall, Main street. W. L.
Olivier, Dictator; W. A. Burnett, Recorder.

MOUNTAIN CITY LODGE.
No. 116,1.0. G.T., meetsevery Friday night

In theirlodgeroomover Wayt's drugstore on
Mam street. A. S. Woodhouse, Chief Templar
F. B. Kennedy, Secy.

DISTRICT LODGE.
No. 22,1.0.G. T., meets everythree montht

G. C. Shlpplett, D. C. T.; S. H. BausermanDistrict Secretary.

ROYAL ARCANUM.
Augusta Council, No. 490, Royal Arcanum

meets everysecond andfourth Tuesday in the
month, at Pythian Hall, Main street. W. W
Robertson, Regent; Jos. B. Woodward, Sec-
retary.

SONS OF TEMPERANCE
CharityDivision, M.A., Sonsof Temperance

meets every Monday night at Odd Fellows
au. W. A. Rapp, Worthy Patriarch; John

B. Coffelt, Secy.

UNIFORMED RANK, KNiGHTS OF
PYTHIAS.

E. B. Stuart Division, No. 10, meets second
and fourth Mondays each montn at Pythian
Hall. Sir Knight Captain, F. B. Berkley; H
Knight Recorder, S. H. Rosenbaum.

KNIGHTS OF PYTHIAS.
Valley Lodge, No. 18, K. of P., meets every
Monday nightat Castle Hall, on West Main
street, overDr. Wayt's drugstore. C.T. Ham-
mond, Chancellor Commander; Albes
Keeper of Records and Seal.

KNIGHT TEMPIABS.
Staunton Commandery, No. 8, Knights Tem-

plar, meetsflrst Friday night in efcry month
in Masonic Temple, on Main street. W. B.
McChesney, Eminent Commander; A. A. E k-
rldge, Recorder.

ONEIDA TRIBE, NO. 88,1. O. R. M.,
Meets ln their wigwam, ln Vans Building

every Wednesday at Bth run 30th breath
setting of the sun. J. D. Anthony, sacherr
James W. Blackburn, chief of records. 411
visitingbrothers welcome.

AMERICAN LEGION OF HONOB.
Valley Council No. 736 meets on the flrstand

third Mondays in each month. Commande-
A. S. Woodhouse; secretary, Dr. J. M. Hange
collector, IsaacC. Morton, Jr.

CATHOLIC HIBERNIAN BENIFICAI
SOCIETY.

Meets flrstSunday to every month ln their
hall on the church lot M. T. B presi-
dent; J. J.Kilgalen, first vice-president;J. J
Murphy, secondvice-president; D.J. O'Connell
recording secretary.

"BTONBWAXL" BRIGADE BARD.
Band meets every Monday and Thursday

orchestra,everyWednesday, at ftp.m.,ln CityHaU. Mr. J. M. Brereton, director
J. A. Ancentrout, president, and O. Harry
Haines, secretary.

CHAMBER OT COMMERCE.
Monthly meetings. Fourth Tuesday ln the

month at7:50 o'clock. Room ln City Hal build

T^^T^^^
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