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L ATTORNEY AT LAW,
WOoODETOCR, s VIRGINTA.

g, == R0 No. %, Burner Huilding, in
?r"n:;l:'whie::ulln- cian be fonnd “”'I'*,.‘ of
nonrly oF quite every day. | May = = Iy

S OBT. B, STONEBURNER,
RUUT ATTORNEY AT LAW,
EDINBURG, SHESANDOATL L0, Va.
Will practice {n the conrts of Sheuuns
doak und adjeining connties
Special uttention 1o Cuollect

Fov, 4, 'B—1y.

jun of Clatma.

I TRPLETE: A ronNEy AT LAW.
Commissioner in Chancery,
AND NOTARY FUBLIC
M7, JACKEON, VIRGINGA

Mag 21 v, tf
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e W T M
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Practivo Inw (2
Shepandoah sud
of each member of tha Grw wi
mess suirosted to tham,

Orrwx in Uourt Houss Yard, Wondstcek, Ve

didress JAS. ¢, DAKER, Jn

A E
Mav Tih S =lvif,

. L. BORUM,
*  Suoccessor to Dundridge & Horuns,
ATTOKNEYS AT LAaW.
= Will practice 18 Shenandosh ‘and  adjuiniog
oeuntiee

Wm's«- in Donry Hotie square .

Ju, B

® o ALLEN,

LLEN &k MAGRUDER,

ATTOKNEYS AT LAW,
WOODSTOCK,

SHENANDOAH COUNTY
May 15, '84-th

P. W, Masarnes

VA,

W, W. Locax,
Woodstovk, Va

LOGAN,

Jonx B. Rovpmn,
Tiarrisonbiurg, Vi

RIILI. ER &

—=ATTORNEYS A T-LAN,
WioonsToes, .

ViuuiNia
Offiee in Burner Building.
Practice in all the courts of Shenandu
county, and the Conrt of ApprainatStann-
son. Either mewber of the tirm can e
adilresaed ns aboye till may ‘ST,

JAS. B, WILLIAMS, WM. T. WiLsiams,

(LLIAMS K BROTHER
ATTORNEYS AT LAW
WOODETOCK, VA,

Practies i the Oourts of Shenandoal, llocking:
astn, Page, Prederiol and Warron Counties aiso
s ba Qonrts of Appeats of Virginia azd (nibe
0. 8. Distriet Oonrt,

Woscis! sttentioa given 1o thecollaciion of

alme
May 15, "S4-A1.

G, WYNEKOO,

-

ATTORNEY 4T LA V.

Office formerly ovcupied by Allen and
Magruder,

WOHIDETE VA

Willpraeties It Lhincourts of Shenandosd sud
sdiscent eounties

B Apecisl sttantiongives 1o the
waime snd alliegal buslpeescntrn

Witk sgis Mz, Jacssow ou ¥
day, befors the fud Toesdsy of
Dr. L. H. Jordss'sOffice

May 15, 's4-tf.

H.RIDDLEBRERGER,
ATTOREY AT LAW,

VIRGINIA.

id
-arh =

.
WoOoDSTOUK,

Will practice in the courts of Shenan-
doaby, the Circuit Court of the 12th Clrenit
and in the United States District wand
Circuit Conrts at Harrisonbuorg.

P Orrice in Grabill building on samo
foor with Hemarn.

OFF. 4. WALNEN.
ALKER & KELLER,
ATTURNEYS-AT-LAW,
Woorarocx, Vinaixa.

- (MBeo on Court Street.

One member of the firm will be in Mt.
Jackson from 3 o'clock Thurminy atter-
poon, until Batnnlay night of each week.
Oftiee over Irwin's Drog Store.

May T 'Rt

%0 L. LELLEN

. T. F. LOCKE,
Bunuros DexTist.
Orrice: Main St., opp. the Court Honwe,
Woopstook, VinGisia.

Artificial teeth inserted in any manuer
desiredd, Carefnl attention given to till
ing and extracting. Parentashonid bring
their chaldren and have their tecth ex-
amined, and procure informstion that will
e of L value in after life.

Wil visit Edinbong regulazly on the Ist
and 2rd Toesdays of esch month, at which
time | can be fonnd at the residence of
Mr. Jacob %, Rinker:

All work guaranteed. Prioes modorate,
July 10, "=5.—15

BR A. MA R'I'_i

SURGEUN @ UENTIST,

Respectiully Intarms the pulille that
he has resumed the practice of his pro=-
ssslon ecders lelt at the storeot P, J
Pravel, in Woodstock. willrevelve pro-

attention
sy 15, "S-l

R. B. F. MAPHIS & BRO,

e dontiste. ——
Qr
Orrices: Woodetoe)d a0 Saup He, Vieginla.
In Wondstock, 10t and 30 wewks of rach manth,
I Fanmeviile 3] amd dih weeks.
Thoee i nesd of first clase Daulistry st modor-

ais prices, will do weli e call
Full sets of Artificial testls from §7.0040 FIT.00,

$3b. 09 anch §30. 08

Fare ruld Allinge from 31 2 1o B0.00,  Bliver
Allings from T80, 10 §5.16,

Artigem teshi putup on solid gold, Gold and
Oslialaid Combtnsthon, Cellelold and Kubiber plates.

ol sed Purcelsin rivoling, clespe, Ko, Brecial
sttention givet to Blling and proserving ihe uee-
aral leeth, and correcting the Irreguisrition

All work warrantad firet claes.

8 Teath extracted sbeolubely withust pain by
e aan of Nitrous Uaide Uss
May 10, "S-t
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FATHER RYAK.

0y KEV. DEVRRLY b, TUCRER.

Thete wius never u voice to utter
Thie grief ayd pain of the Tamd,
Till his ninslo nwoke reapousive
To the tender touoh of his haud,

St bowerd o her desolate silenes,

And moorned by the graves of ber dend ;
Audfslio lunged for the cousolation

That cowes when the tears are shed.

T hibs strains, us thoy fell, swakened
1 the sonl that bent o'er the sod,
New faith in the gravions desiguings—
I the bidden porpose of God.

1e'd Jonrned, as He knelt ot His altam,
To trust an Ompipotent Love

And his song had an inspirstion

Which echoed the music above.

He took all otr idle somplainings,

And 1o * in their stead, in one month,
His song ns & low supplication,

Welled up from the heart of the South,

His strains, fall of pathios and glory,
And hoard of & listening world,
Entwinod ax s wreath of immortelles,
Tho flag that we wearily furied.

There is never u grave so humble,
1u all of the desclate land,

[lut his verse hias ioseribed npon it
An epitaph stately and grand,

(inoe more—Niy the bed of the dying,
In tlie hotmos of the pestilent West—
Hin song, like o low missrare,

Goes up from his pitying hireast !

A wasll for the woo of his people,

A plea that God's mercy would spare,
And wa take up ita lowly barden,

And change all our murmurs to prayer.

Ab! the Bonth Ix strickened aod snguisk-
el
Bnt never a heart can forget
Tho solace his musie has brought us—
And its echo lingereth yot.
— i

Everydny Work.

(Groat deeds are trumpeted, loud bells sre
rong.

And men torn round (o see;

Tho high poaks echo to the pwans sung

(Yer some great victory.

And yut griat deeds aro fow. The might-

vt men

Find opportunities but now and then,

Shall one sit idle throngh long days of
peace,

Waitipg for walls to scale

Of lay in port until some Golden Flecce

Lures him to face the gale!

There's work enough, why idly then delay 1

His work connts moat who labore every

day.

A torrent kweeps adown the mountain’s
hirow

With foam and flash and roar,

Avafi its strength ls spent, where is it
now 1

1ta one short day ino’er.

But the clear stream that through tha

meadow flows

All the long sammer on it mission goss.

Better the steady flow ¢ the torrent's daah
Soun loaves its rent track dry.

The light we love isnot the lightning flnah
From oot s midnight aky,

Hut the sweet saushine, whose unfailing
™y,

From its calm throne of blue, lights every
day.

The swooteat lives ate thosy to duty wed,

Whose decds both great and small

Are olose-knit strands of an unbroken

throad,

Where loye ennobles all.

The worlil may sound no trumpets, ring

oo bolls ;

The Book of Life the shining record tells.
——

Help One Another.

Let us all help ooe another,
Anid # heart of kindness show,
As adown time's sloping river
In the boat of life wo row ;
Aud, thongh rough may be the wenther,
Anil the aky overonat,
If we only pull together,
Wea cah brave the storm at Inst,

Let us all help oue another
o misfortune's wintry day,
At b kinder still than over
Fre earth's gifts are wontohed awsy.
When bright fortunes smileathe morrow,
Hollow hearts will fawn and cling,
Mut when comes the night of sorrow
(inly the hearts comforts bring.

Lot un all help one another
And do good where'er we can |
e that slights & needy brother
Kenrce dosarves the name of man.
For the one grent Inw of nature,
Whioh was meant mankind to Liess,
Bids us hold s fellow-creature
When we find bim in distress !

e
The Bravest Battle.

The bravest battle that ever waa fought

Shall T tell you where and when 1

(i the maps of the world you will find it
not ;

"Pwis fought by the mothers of tien.

Nay, not with cannon, or battle shot,
With wwaed, or nobler pen |

Nay, not with eloquent word or thonght,
From montha of wonderful men.

But deap in a walled-up woman's heart—
)i woman that would not yield,

But biravely, silently, bore her part—

Lo ! ihere s that battle-feld !

No marshaling troup, no bivouse song |

No bannar to gloam and wave!

But, ob! these batties, they last so long—

From babyhood tothe grave!
—Joaquin Miller,

Drugs, Medicines. Glass,
PAINTS. OILS
Varuishes,
DYE STUFF,

PERFUMERY, SOAPS, BRUSHES, |

Fancy-(ioods,
Statlonery, etlc., eic.

ALSO
CANDY NUTS, FRUIT&O-
@ As cheap s the cheapest. "W
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New Pension Bill Wanted.

| ——e

| Now whils our Solons sre dealing out pen-

| wious, and sponding our surplus with
bast of (ntantions, | present, sa & bard of
the humblest pretenaions, s few types of
men whom 1 desm most deserving.

(Give a pension for life to that man of solf-
donying—for such Spartan virtue ss this
is worth boging—who can fish all day
loog and go home without Iying, snd
toll iho stralght trath without shaking
or Nwerving.

Give s pansion to him who trades nags
withont cheading, and tells s good tale
withonut evar repesting, snd s plovs st
home as be'n plous at meeting—all men
of this stamp nesd a liberal pensiou.

Give a pension te him, whether married or
mingle, who In never too prond with all
men to commingle ; if yon have any
\aft, then the scribe of thin jingls pre-
sentoth himself to your kindewt atten-

tion.

——————————————
Got through his work quickly—
the cooper who tried to stand on
the head of & barrel be had jost
finished,

JAKE, THE FARMER' BOY.

Jake went whistling along tJm|
road on his way home from work.
He bad been plowing in the ruru|
fleld, It was a glorious evening |
September—seading  time, Soeh
an autnmny evening as could only |
be found among the hills of Ohio. |
The sun had sunk below the bori- |
zon, but with his expiring rays bid |
beautifully decorated the heavens
with blended shades ol purple and |
gold. Jake sat astride of his old |
gray mare contented and happy.—
“Phe field will ba ready for the har- |
row day after to-morrow,” he solil.
oquized, “then the next day 1 will
commence drilling, and finish it
Satarday. Whoop la!" Again the
whistling mingled merrily with the
jingling of the chains attached to
the plow harness.

Jake's bloe shirt was soiled with
perspiration and dust. A portion
of the crown of his hat was gone,
making an aperture throngh which
peeped his—I wish I conld say
blonde hair, but it was sandy, very
pandy. His hands and face were
sun-burned and rough, while his
feet hanging at the sides of the
old mare were bare and dirty, but
all this did not interfere in the least
with his peace of mind until upon
turning a fork in the road he found
himself by the side of Farmer An-
derson’s daughter, who was walk-
ing home from Squire Ford's, where
she had been invited to tea. She
rejoiced in the name of Rosa, this
girl of 17, with pink cheeks and
sky-bluc-eyes. Very pretty aml in-
nocent she looked in her white dress
and floating ribbons.

Wilow-da-do Jake 1" she sald,
with @ careless toss of Ler head.—
Jake's greeting was inandible be-
canse of a choking sensation in Lis
throat. Somehow of late he had

very peculiar feelings whenever he

was with Miss Rosa—such a queer
commingling of pain and joy. Ie
could not have told for his life which
predominated or which he prefer-
red, Tis pain was so exquisite,and
the joy so excraciating.

He slipped down from the mare
and started the teaw sahead, He
had » vagne impression that his
feet would be less conspicuous on
the gronnd than dangling in the
air in close proximity to Iosa's

nose, 11e wished in a confused and
dazed sort of way, for he bad lost
all control of his thinking powers,

that they wers not so large or so
dirty. He would have bartered his
hopes of eternal life just then for a
pair of shoes. The odor from bis
sweat-soaked clotbes had suddenly

become very apparent and offensive
to him. She appeared so dainty

and pure in conteast, Heavens!

how the blood surged fo his heart
as he stombled awkwardly along
by her side, trying to think of some-

thing to say.

“OF cottse you're going to the
fair, Rosa 1" he finally asked, timid-

ly, at the same time breaking off
the top of a tall weed that he might
have it to carry—his hands seemed

go swollen in size and so mauch in

the way.

“Oh, yes,” she angwered, “every-

body is going, I guess.” She did

not manifest any interest as to

whether, e would be there. Ie

withed she wonld.,

wHarry Ford will enter his brown

colt—the one he rides, you know.

I hope it will take the preminm,

don't you?” Then without waiting

for answer she launched into &
lengthy description of what & per-

fectly lovely time she had been

having at the Fords’ that evening,

and wonnd up with asking, “Don’t

you think they are such a nice fam-

ily ™

An entirely new feeling erept in-

to Jake's heart. Ho and Harry

Ford had aslways been good friends,

bat all at once he found himself be-
lieving that an opportunity to
throttle Harry wonld affond him

supreme delight, As they were
now at the gate that led into his
father's barn-yard, Jake did not

feel obliged to answer Itosa's ques-

tion, but hastily bidding Ler good-
bye, tollowed his horses to the wi-
tering-trongh. Rosa kept on down
the road towsrd her home, “How
awful Jake Baily looked this even-
ing,” she said to herself. “Yon
don't eateh Harry Ford in such a
plight.” Harry, knowing that they
had eompany invited, came in early
from work. Slipping up the back
stairs to his room, he arrayed him-
solf in his Sunday clothes, and came
down to tea looking like a gentle-
wan. “Jake thinks lots of me."—
She lingered tenderly over the
thought for & moment. “But mer-
ey! Icould never marry a man
who went barefooted aml wore
such & horrid dirty shirt.” Now—
Harry—she then went off into a
pleasant littla reverie, in which
Harry was the central figure. Thus
a little incident will sometimes
shape a whole after life. If Rosa
hina not happened to see Jake with
bare feet and dressed in his work-
clothes, I would probably have a
diftarent story to tell. But she
could not help having somewhat
fastidions tastes, and Jake as he
appeared that evening was not an
object calculated to excite admira.
tion.

Jake, back at the barn, was un-
harnessing his team and growing

pen s0,” he mutterad, as be jerked
the astonished horses aronnd,  “If

| 1 conld only a-known shs wus on

the road !" e dashed the oats in
to the feed tronghs, giving the old
gray o blow on the nose for nipping
at him, Within the lnst half honr
hie bad beeome very wuch dissatis-
fled with himself,  He vowed for
one thing hie would quit going bare-
footed. He conld ot halpeontrast:
ing the name of Harry with that of
Jake. Ie felt indignant at his
parents for selecting such o name
for him. Why conldn’t they just
as well have ealled him Harry, or
Charley, or anything but Jake. 1e
leaned against the gate post sulkily,
loath to go in the house to meet
the fatheér and mother who had
treated him #o shabbily by hestow-
ing upon him snch an appellation.

“Inky, cometo supper,” sereamed
his little sister.  When he worked
in the corner field they did not have
supper until night,  Jake gronnd
his teeth in rage at the sound of
his hated name, but went in. e
looked straight at his plate doring
the evening meal, answering the
questions addressed to him briefly
and grufily. When he got up from
the table he went immediately to
his room. '

“Wonder what's the matter with
Jake?" queried his father, as he
prepared to light his pipe for his
evening smoke. “Oh, only tired,
I reckon ; he'll be all right in the
morning,” answered the mother, as
glie shook the crumbs from the ta.
ble-cloth,

“You must remember, pa, iU's
pretty bard on a boy not yet ont of
his teens to work as our Jake does,
Thongl, to be sure,” she added
thoughtfully, “he’s uncommon
stont.”

“T’ooh I” said the tather, Hit's not
that. Jake's never tired. Il be
willing to put him agin avy other
hand in the country.”

“] gaw him and Hosa Anderson
comin' down the road together be.
fore supper,” chimed in the little
daughter. The father and mother
exchanged significant glances, but
wore discreet enough to drop the
conversation,

And Jake did come to his break-
fast apparently sl right. His ill
bumor lad yanished with  his
dreams. The only thing unusnal
abont Inm was that he had his
shoes on, “What's the matter 1
asked Lis mother, looking inqguir-
ingly at his feet, Jake blushed a
little for & moment. He was tempt-
el to make the exeuse that his feet
were sore, but he was an honest
boy, and he biurted ont the truth.
“[1e did not like to go barefooted,
and he wasn't going to any more,”

The mother suspected that Ioka
Anderson was the canse of this
change in her son, and she felt that
twinge of pain and Jealonsy that
all mothers feol when they first be-
come aware of the fact that a child's
Lieart has gone ont to a stranger.—
But she was in the main a sensible
woman, #o shie said nothing more
and Jake started for the corn field.

The sun, a red ball, was just peeps
ing over the tops of the trees, the
birids were twittering softly among
tho branches, for boisterous singing
was impossible. This lovely, hazy
autumn  morning  Jake's  heart
awelled with an indefinable sense
of enjoyment a8 he drank in the
delights of nature, and he broke
into whistling as musical as the
gongs of the Dbirds, Tlis parents
beard him from where they stood
on the house-steps. “Ob, Jake's
all right,” said the father, reassnor.
ingly, as his son disappeared from
sight, but the mother turned into
the bouse with a sigh. She could
not lielp thinking of Tosa Ander
son, and wondering how it woulil
all turn ont.

A little later on, when the eorn
stood in shocks and the frost had
ghriveled the leaves somewhnt,
Jake attended a “singing” held at
the district school-house, All the
young people ot the neighborhood
were there. Conspicuous among
them was Itosa Anderson, eapti-
vating with her radisnt beauty and
coquettish ways—at least she ap-
peared so to poor Jake.

There was a long recess, during
which games were played out of
doors by the light of the moon.—
Onee while these games were in
process Jake held Rosa’s hand in
his, and he was afraid she wonld
hear his heart thumping against
his vest. Me forgot himself and
erushed the little hand in his great
powerful palm. She complained
that be was rough.  Then he took
it tenderly in both of his, but she
jerked it away and ran off.

When the singing had closed and
the young people were filing slow-
ly out of the house, Jake, ever im-
pulsive, and too madly in love to be
discreet, pushed forward, offer ing
hia arm to escort Rosa home, but
she, with nose tilted in the air, gave
him the “mitten.”

The boys nudged cach other and
oast quizzing glances at him. A
few openty jeered him. He got ont
of the house as well as he could,
and cot across the fields toward
home. When he reachied his fath-
er's farm he sat down on & log on
the edge of a little pateh of tim-
ber. 1 donbt if Lhe moon ever
looked down upon grester misery.

He sat there for a long time, the
agony in his heart wringing bitter

more irritable every minute. “It's

too confounded bad it had to hap-

toars from his eyes. Do notlangh,
readder, yon have been in a similar

situation and know it was not a
laughable matter. Bt he stayed
there until Le lad strangled his
love, and hedug o grave in which
to bury it—a grave so deep that

| when onee interred, it conld never

be resurrected. Ab, it she hnd only
known what she had lost.

The struggle was over ; he wiped
liis face and put away his handker-
chief. Then he stood up and with
elenehed fists vowed ho wonld have
hig rovenge. She should sen the
day she wonld regret what she had
done to-night.

When Jake reached his father's
door thers was a faint streak of
light in the east, and the barnyari
fowls were beginning to stir, [Ilis
mother lot him in; she had been
watehing for him. Fle looked her
giquare in the face. Shesaw, though
the candle she held in her hand
gave bot a dim light, that her boy
had suddenly changed to a man,
and her mother's heart understood.
The two gazed into each other's
eyes for a moment, The son saw
an expression of tender sympathy.
The mother saw one of determing-
vion and defiance.  She knew some-
thing was going to happen, and she
felt that she hated 1osn Anderson.

Jake helped his father throngh
with the fall work. Then he quiet-
ly told his parents he was going to
visit his unele in Kansas, and if he
could find an opeming thers for him-
solf he wonld remain.  His mother
was prepared for sneh an announee-
ment, but it wasa great shock to
the father. It had never oecurred
to him that his son wonld do else
than remain on the farm, and final-
Iy, when hie was done with it, take
possession. e did everything in
his power to dissnade his son trom
his “fool notion,” as the father
ealled it, but to no purpose, The
only concession Jake would make
was that perhaps e would come
back In the spring. But spring
came find grew into Summer and
the Summer into Autamn, yet the
father still monrned the loss of his
boy. Then came the news that
Jake had entered as o atudent in &
law ofice in the town of B—,
Kan. As the years sped on re-
ports mueli to his eredit were ciren-
lated among his old friends and
nelghbora.  ITard work and honest
endeavor were bringing their legiti-
mate fruit, snccess. Apporently
be tiad forgotten all about Rosa and
the revenge he had once craved,

After Jake had gone, Rosa An-
derson, with an inconsisteney not
uncommon in females, felt a new
tenderness springing np in her
beart for him, and a regre’ that
her little episode at the school
Lonse had ever happened.  As time
passed both the tenderness and the
regret grew.  She cherished a sort
of ideal with Jake's face and form.
She forgot or forgave everything
ahe liad condemned in him before
e went away, and invested bim
with manuy noble attributes which,
worthy as he was, truth compels
e to say heo did not possess.  She
coddled the belief that he wounld
come Laek to her until it became a
certainty, She was sure she would
again feel the pressure of his hand
and see the look of adorationin his
eves, Soshe waited.  Hor friends
wondereil why she (did not. marry.
Thers were  many  coujectures
concerning  her,  but  never
the right one.  So little we know
of the real feelings of those with
whom we may be even intimately
associated.

Ten years had passed since Jake
left the neighborhood, During this
time there were many changes.—
Some of hisearly companions had
married aml were settled down into
staid fathers and mothers. A few
of both old and young had Deen
laid to restin the little country
graveyard, where in Summer the
briers and weads kept wateh over
their graves, and in winter the
bleak winds sang dirges for them.
Iiut nonethat we know were among
these silent ones,

1t was September, and invitations
were sent out tor Harry Ford's
wedding. Rosa Anderson was not
to be the bride, but Jake's sister,
now & woman of 20. Rosa was
among the invited. She was per-
feetly indifierent as to whom Harry
married.  She had long censed to
foel anything but a friendly interest
in bim., Bot she was greatly
agitatad when she heard that Jake
was coming home to be present ab
his sister's marriage.

A fow days hefore the ane on
which the wedding was to take
place an item of news appeared in
The Morwing Star, the prineipal
paper of B——, the county seat. 1t
read somothing ke this: “Wa aro
glad to be able to chronicle the fact
that Mr. Jacob Baily, formerly of
this connty, but for the last ten
years n resident of S5——, Kan,
hias formed a partnership with one
of our prominent lawyers, Barun.
pax King, Esq. Mr, Baily's past
record I8 ma enviable one. Oar
little oity is to be congratulated
upon the nequisition of 8o hand-
some and distinguished a citizen.—
We extend & hearty welcome.”

Teosn read thia item and  clasped
her bands in silent ecstasy, 0O
joy,” she thought, “he has really
come and my waiting is over. Will
bo eall? Ah, perhaps he will be
too timid beesuse of that deplorable
action of mine ten years ago. I

must explain to him as soon A8
possible how I have regretted that.

But it will come all right, [ feelir
in my bones, as grandmn nsed to
say when she had a presentiment,”
and Roua, leaving her chin on her
hand, sat long in  meditation, the
while smiling softly to herself.

Jake did not eall.  The hoor of
the wedding arrived, and with it
the invited guests. Hosa, not less
lovely at 27 than at 17, held ont
her hand timidly to the handsome
tellow Mra. Baily prondly Intro-
doeed as her son Jacob. Mrs,
Daily's hatred for IRosa had died
gradually as her son climbed ap
fortane’s ladder, and when hie came
back to her a great man she felt a
genuine pity for that poor, mis.
guided Anderson girl.

Conld it be possible that this
gracetnl, intellectual-looking man
was Jake Baily T Rosa pressed her
hand to her heart to still the tu-
mult thete, Jake stooped to pick
up the bandkerchief she had drop-
ped in her confusion, and after
some polite remarks passed on.

He treated hisold friends afably
and eourteously. They all called
him Mr. Baily, with an added tone
of respect quite different from the
old-time salutations.

After the marriage ceremony was
over and refreshments had been
served the company strolled about
the yard, smusing themselves in
varions ways.

Rosa found hersell alone with
Jake n fow minutes. She deftly
turning the conversation to old
times, “0! Mr. Baily,” she said,
looking wistfully into his face, *1
have regrotted very much alittle
ingident that happened at our
achool-house many years ago, You
may have forgotten it.” Ie was
regarding her so calmly and coldly
ghe beeame painfully embarrassed.
o] often came near writing to you
how silly [ thought I had acted—
that is, you know,” she gasped, I
wanted to ba friends.” Poor Rosa
eonld get no forther, She heartily

wished she had not undertaken to
say anything to him about the
matter. ITe drew himselfup. “Mias
losa," he answered, “that little
incident proved the turning point
in my life. But for you I would
probably be still working on my
father's farm, ragged and bare
footed.” There was a gleam of
mischief in biseyes. “So I thank
you from the bottom of my heart
that you acted just as you did that
night at the old school house.—
And,” he added with a frank,
cheery langh, “let us hope that
when I 'a-wooing go' again I shall
have better luck. At present my
only love is ambition,” looking
at his watch, he said he had an ap
pointment at B— — and was oblig-
od to leave, Ile lifted his hat po-
litely and was gone. He had his
rovonge after he had long since
censedStocare for it.  Bot she?
Ah! well, her waiting for Jake was
over.

This bappened some (ifteen years
back. Now, as Hon. Jacob Baily
rides through the streets of B—-o
with his wife and children—he
married the daughter of o wealthy
merchant — his fellow-townsmen
point to him with pride as o “smart
fallow.” 1lo has been in the State
legislature and hopes soon to be
sent to congress.

Rosa Anderson still lives with
ber mother on the old howestead,
her father baving died years ago.
Her hair is silvering; and the blue
oves have faded to o light gray.—
There is in them s look ot pain and
disappointment, whilo the once
ronnded clieeks are sully sonken.
The neighbors astonish strangers
by telling them that “Rosa was
once the prettiest girl in the whole
country, and there was n time she
could have married Hon, Jacob
Baily, of 13—, had shie been s0
minded.—Chicago Times,

e e B
| Forgot,

There is no excose for neglect of
duty more common, oOr more un-
satisfactory to those hearing it,
than “I forgot.” Whether the
forgetfulness comes from careleass
neas, inattention, or weakness of
the power of memory, the result is
the same, and the loss or damage
therafrom is no less than it wonld
o if the neglect was premeditated
and intentional.

If a boy forgets to shut the gate,
stray cattle can come through and
destroy crops to the same extent ag
if the mode of ingress was Inten-
tionally provided by some tramp,
who did it to revenge on the one
who had refused to give him
square meal, or o night's lodging.

The switchman at the railrond
station that forgets to fix his lever
properly, and allows the incoming
train to rush on to destruction, has
not the goilt of intentional murder
on his soul, but the inevitable law
ol foree works no less destruction
to life and property than if lie had
donn it with malice aforethought.

He who is not an idiot has »
facnlty of memory, and the strength
of any faculty can be, by exorcise
and caltivation, incrensed,  Those
who do not endeavor to enltivate it
are gullty of eulpable negleet, and
shonld not be allowed to plead
forgetfulness in  palliation of any
omisslon or neglect,

— el 8 D A—

“Pa,” said a little five-year old’
pointing to a turkey gobler atrut-
ting around in & neighbor's yard,
“ain’t that red-nosed chicken got

ALL GONE INSIDE 1"

0ld Uncle Jeff, At vol. Hackett's
Ranch In Nevada.

HY DAN DR QUILLE,

Ol Unele Jefl, is a venerable
colored man of & most benevolent
and  sanctimonious  appearance.
“Peace and good will to all” is
written in every line and wrinkle
of his ebon countensnce. Many
white lairs are sprinkled in bLis
beard and wool, and he has a bad
limin his leg, wuich Is bowed
outward at the knee, giving him a
somewhat rolling gait. He is wont
to “liot dat leg in de ole slabery
timea, sal, befo’ de wah,”

Some are so uncharitable as to
hint that he aequired his baa leg
one night while running awsy from
a smokehouse, back in Missouri,
being overtaken in his flight by a
obarge of buekshot sent in pur
auit of him by a man who had be-
come aware that his bacon was dis-
appearing more rapidly than was
accounted for by the statistics of
home consamption. Old Jeff, how-
over, has a romantic story of how
he “got dat leg” while fighting on
the side of his old master against
#de Buck Webster set.”

The old fellow loves to tell what
» powerful man he was before he
was lamed. The leg now serves
him as an excase for doing very lit-
tle work of any kind., Also, for
yeoars he has claimed to be con-
sampted—“all gone inside, sah"—
and in daily expectation of being
called to his long home. He there-
fore spends most of his time in mak-
ing farewell calls upon his old ae-
quaintances, particularly such as
hall from the South, where he is al-
ways sure ot a square meal in the
kitehen, DBesides visiting all snch
in town, ha scouts out into the
country to o distance of several
miles to enjoy the hospitality of
southern peopls who are settled on
ranchus,

At the ranches the old man may
make himaelf at home tor a week
or & month, with nothing to do but
tinker about among the chickens
and pigs, or to look after the young-
sters and amnse them with songs
and stories, As Uncle Jeff has a
weaknoss for drams, he is generally
betteroff in the country than knock-
ing abont town,

One of Uncle Jeila favorite places
of resort in the country is the ranch
of Col. Hackett, on the Carson riy-
er. The Colonel is a former Mis-
souri acquaintance, and one of the
old school whole-sonled southern
planters. There the old tellow does
a8 he pleases and can remain as
long a8 he chooses, as he affords
the Colonel much amusement, and
gorves to remind him of the days
when he had about him & seore or
more of colorad servitors.

Last week Upcle Jeft made his
appearance at the ranch of the Col-
onel, who is always to him “Marse
(ieorge,” and was more than usoal-
ly downhearted and nigh anto
death's door, As theold man hault-
ed at the vingcovered gate and
peeped in, the Colonel heard him
chuckle to himself: “Yas, dar he is
—dar e is a settia’ on de poach a8
readin’ his papah. Golly, 1 done
coteh um at home.”

#Marse George,”said the old man,
a few minutes later, as he hovbled
into the veranda, soated himsell on
a bench and decoriously adjusted
his old wool hat over the glaring
patehes on the knoes of his trousers.
#)urso (leorge I hopes [ seea you
well, sah. I'so come to see yeu once
mo'—onee mo’ befoh 1 leaba you
fo'ebber. Marse (ieorge, 'se gwine
to de odder shoali; U'se far on de-
way to my long home—to dat home
acrost tho ribber whar de wicked
hab no mo' tronble an' de weary
cease to rest! You 'uns has all been
barry kine to me heah. Marse

teorge—Dberry kine to de ole man—
but he's gwine away acrost the
durk ribber to jine de company ob
de blest, Dar, Marso Gearge, I'll
goon take my stan’ to sing sussn-
nas to do Lo'd for ebber mo’ "

WOk, no, Uncle Jeff,” sald the
Uolonel “you're all right yot—good

for another twenty years.”
“lerry kine o' yon to say dat

Murse George—berry kine—but it's
no use. It a’most breaks my hawt
to leab you, an’ toleab de missus
an' de chillum, Marse George, but
I'se got my call—I'se all gone In-
side,” and he swabbed his eyes

with his cotton hankerchief.
“Don't talk so, Unecle Jeft," said

the kind hearted Colonel, *“‘you're

still & hale old man.”
wNo use talkin', Marse George,

I'so got de call dis time, sunh.
Gittin' 8o ob nights now "pears like
I can heab do singin’ on de odder
ghoah, 'Penrs like I can Leali de
voice ob Aunt 'Liza su' de odders
dat gone befoh. You'se kin berry
xino to me, Marse George ; de mis-
sus an’ de chillin’s Dbin berry good
—'poars like all de people’s been
berry good to poor ole Jefl—poor
ole creetur like me,” and again the

old man swabbed his oyes.
A1l bin so kine,” continned the

old man, “dat | sometimes fecls
like I'd been passin’ for mo’ dan
what I'se wuit mo'n what U'se wofl,
I may setin de sun o few days mo’;
for  little time mo’ I may look on
do treen an' de grass, an’ do sky ;1
may hearken to de singin’ ob de
birds a little longer, but 'se got de
call an’ T fuels it.  T'se all gone in-
gide, Marse George—all gone in-

an awful big bustle 17

side, sah!”

“Nonsense, ['nele Jeff,” said the
| Colonel, emphatically, “nonsense!
| You're good for many years yet
You'll ses the sod piled on the
| graves of many younger men than
you are before they dig the hole for
you! What you wanf just now,
Uncle Jed¥, 14 & good, square meal,
Gio into the kitchen amd help ) our-
self—fill up your inside, There Is
no oue st bome just now but I
thiok you know the road, I'leuty

of cold vietuals of all kinds in
there,”
UBleeged t'ye, Marse George,

bleeged t'ye, sub, Ill go. For de
little time I bas got tostay U'll not
go agin' natur. But it's no use.
I'n oue dat begios to hear de eal
lin' ob de voices ob dem what's on
deodder shouh. I'se ull gone in-
side; I'se got my call™

Old Jeft’s limp was hardly notive-
able a8 he acooted for the reposito-
ry of eatables, and he pulled down
the corners of his month very hard
to keep back the vigorious smile
that was trying totake possession
of his features.

Leftalone the eolonel was soon
absorbed in his newspaper, and he
forgot about the presence of the old
darkey in thebouse. At Jast, how-
ever, ha was aronsed by hearing
carolled forth:

Jay bird, Jay bird, sittin® on s limb,

He winked nt me, su’ I at him;

Cocked my gun aod split his shin,

An' left de arrow o sbickin’ in!

“Zounds !” eried the colonel, “if
that old thing of a nigger hasn't
found my bitters bottle ! Jefl! Jeff!
you black raseal I

The only reply from Jell was:

Bualke bake s hoe cake

An' sot de frog to mind 1t ;
But de frog fall asleep

An' da lizard come an’ find it!

“Jeff, come out of that!” eried
the colonel.

Bat Jefl heard not, for he was
dancing a quiet shuftleand sing-
ing:

Do dabble coteh de groun' log,
A alttin' in de snn,

An' klek him off de back-log
Jea to ses de fan !

wleff! You Jeff!”

A cornstalk fddle and a shoestrin’
bow—

Htick to yer purtnor snd neliber lot her

Ro!

“31ast that nigger " shouted the
eolonel, becoming thoroughly
aroused, throwing down his paper
and roshing to the scene.

Unconseious of the colonel’s ap-
proach, and forgetful for the mo-
ment of his presevce in the world,
Jefl went on:

De wensel want to sen da poleoat’s
wike,
Nobhor semelt vicli 8 row inall yor life!
wJeff!" broke in the irate Missour-
ian. “Jefl, you infernal old rascal,
is that the way you are crossing
the river ¥  Are those thesongs
they singon the golden shore?
What sort of eonduct is this fora
man who has got his call—who is
all gone inside 1"

U'nele Jeft was startled, and for
o time looked mueh as e would
had be been canght near o hen
rooat as the colonel stood before
him 1o the pantry and thandered
these (questions at him, At last he
found eourage and said:

“Marse George, I'se got de call

ribber one of dese days, but de
goneness inside am not so bad as
it was, an' de 'scursion am  post.
poned sah !"—New York Sun.

o — -

He had to do So.

Among the excursionists on the
Qity Hall steps yesterday noon to
eat luncheon were o young fellow,
who had & wide-awake look, and a
girl who insisted on holding Ins
hand and lopping over on his
shonlder. Two or three gentlemen
observed the sitaation and halted
for n second look. Their smiles
were noted by the young man, and
he released himsellf and came over
to them and saud : “Gentlemen, let
me explain, Did either one of you
ever live in the country ¥* “No”
they replied in chorns, “Then yon
don’t understand the conntry girl.
8he requires to be loved atter s eer-
tain fashion. 8hbe wants a practi-
eal realization of the fact that you
love her. I might tell her how
much [ adore her, beginning now
snd talking until dark, bot she
wouldn’t realize it a tenth part as
much as if 1 put my arm aronnd
her waiat and let her head drop on
my shonlder. The one is talk—the
other cold facts.” “Exactly—that's
s0,” remarked the gentlemen.—
“When a vity girl is in love she
conceals the fact, or tries to. The
country girl is only too proud to
give it away. You saw ns squeez-
ing hands, You've got to squeezo
a conntry girl's hand abont =0 often
or she'll imagine you have got mad
abontsomething.” “Exactiy—that's
s0," observed his anditors, “You
may have noticed that I fed her
erackers and she fod me cheese.—
It must hava looked very silly to
you, but that's another phase of
conntry courtslip. If yow'd claw
off, the girl wonld imagine that you
felt above her, I tell you, gentle-
men, I've been courting conntry
girls for the last ten years, and I'm
giving you @& solid pointer that
thers is only one correct way, and
this is it “Exactly—that's so,”
replied the gentlemen in chorus,
and they lifted their hats to the
girl and walked of.—Detroit Free

Press,

sare, sn' I'se gwine acrost dat|

THE ART OF FORGETTING,

It wos o wise old fellow, the
Itoman emperor, or some other
historienl personage, that told the
phillosoplier who offered to tesch
Wi wn infallible art of remember.
ing: “No, | don't want anything of
thee kimd, | remember too mueh
as it is; but I will give yon untold
gold if you will teach me how to
torger.”  The fact is, the praises of
& tenaeions momory 48 an unmiged
blessing have been fairly run into
the ground,  Teachers in the pub-
lic schools are forever sounding
them. They think that the only
funlts of the children are that they
forget too early, forget the multipli-
cation table,forget their whippings,
und 8o require new ones as remind.
ers, It is a mercy often they do,
or their little overcrowded minds
would become mere lumber roows
of miseellaneous odds and ends.
The simple trath is that it is of
great advantage to Le able to re.
member some  thiogs and an  un-
spenkable boon to be able to forget
others,  Bat, who sets seriously to
work to teach himsell and to teach
others how to forget? The grudge
that rankles in the mind, the mortl-
fication that stings and homiliates,
the loss that depresses the whols
vitality, or the bereavement that
hanuts the brightest sunshine and
turns it into gloom—these are the
acids and cansties that are eating
into the minds of thousands all
around, and the root of their hold
is persistent, ever-recurring mem-
ory, Very little, comparatively, is
it to the solilier in battle when he
first gets wounded,  He beara the
thing with heroism in its early
days or months, No, it is that the
L old wounds will continne to ache,
that they become, a living, organiz:
ed memory of the flesh, part and
parcel of himself, and that it is all
he can do to absorb himself enough
in work, study, and thankfulness
that he did his daty, to get times
of relief trom thinking about them,
The very beginning of & tre
edueation of children lies in en-
conraging them to tarn away quick-
Iy and bravely from dwelling on
their little pains, mortifications and
wrongs, and from soffering these
to become magnitied by imagina.
tion Gl they intensify all the
sensibilities to & morbid point. The
earlier such a habit is formed, the
better augury for the future of any
one. Nineteuths of the aflective
force of many people are lost
through the depressing influence of
their rooted memories of pain and
grief, and nothing short of vigo-
rons and repeated acts of will to
throw themselves into stimulationg
relations  with nature, society,
books, publie service and religions
taith, will eftect their deliverance
through the blessed reliel of for
getfalness, To preserye elasticity
of mind and power of enjoying the
bright and good things of the
world, through all the wounds and
Liorts that nssail poor humanity, is
at onee the bardest aod the highest
of Linman feats.

WATRIMONIAL PHILOSOPHY,

Wa have had some birthdays re-
cently, for Mrs, Arp and I are both
June bugs, That is to say, | am &
bug unid she is a butterfly, I reckon,
I won't call her a bug, though she
does june wronnd sometimes when
things go wrong. She had a birth.
day last werk, and [ wonld tell how
old she is it I was sure she would
never be a widow, She thinks I
would marry again at the drop of
a hat, bot declares she wouldn’t,
and says something aboat a burned
child dreading the fire. Buot she
doesn’t mean that, [ know, and the
honest reason is that she is afraid
ghe could never find another man
like me. 1t would take ler a long
time to train another feller and get
him up to my standard of uxorial
docility. .\ young man will train,
bat one over 30 won't train worth
& cent, and that is why it isso dan-
gerons for a girl of ambition to
marry un old man or a widower, ~
The training is on the other side
then, and she had just as well sur-
rendor to the inevitable,

We had the birthday, and gath-
ered all the children bt one, They
were nine of them here, and some
grandehildren and some friends,
and we had a good time, 1 saluted
Mrs. Arp on her clieek soon in the
morning.  She always turns ber
chicek to me now, but dido’t ose to,
by no means.  We had musie, and
played eards,and went a-fishing,and
vat spring chickens and huckleber-
ry pie, and talked, and the boya
said smart things and told of ex-
ploits aud escapes, and their moth-
er and sisters thought they were
the smartest boys in the world. 1f
# boy sneezos his mother thinks it
smart. Mrs Arp thinks her boye
are an improvement on the ol
man, but my ambition is for girls
to be as smart a8 their mother,—
There I8 no room for improvement on
that line, Not long ago 1 went off
awl was gone & month., When I
came back 1 had a warm weloome,
and everything was calm and se-
rene. I played king and autocrat
for two or three days, and strutted
around with the same conseqoential
airs I had worn over in Caroling.—
But they don't last long at my
house, and now I am in my normal

state of sweet hu —Bill A
in Atlanta (,'ouﬁl‘:ﬂfo“: ?
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