
Circuit Court.
Robert C. Jacke-on, judge; H. BaneHar-

man, eltrk. Terms of court.1st Monday
in April, 4th Monday in August and 1st
Mopulay in December.

County Court.
J. H. Stuart, jut^ee; T. E. George, clerk.

Terms ofcourt.Tuesday after 3d Monday
in each mouth.

Officers.

Barnes Gilleepie,.Coni'th. Atty.
James Bandy.Sheriff.
Juo. W. Crockett.Deputy Sheriff.
II. P. Brittain.Treasurer.
H. G. McCall.Deputy.
S. V. Kelly,.County Surveyor.

Address, Unaka. Va.
P. H. Williams,.Comity Supt. Schools,

Address, Snapps, Va. .

THE CHURCHES.
Methodist Episcopal Church South.

Public worship of God on the 1st and
3rd Sundays at 11 A M., on the 2nd and
4th at 7:80 P. M.

Meeting for prayer, Wednesday at 7:30.
P. M. Sabbath School at 9:30 A. M.

Meeting of Epworth League each Sun¬

day at 3 p. m., the third Monday
night of each montn being devoted to

literary work.
A most cordial welcome is extended to all.

J. S. French, Pastor.

Christian Church.

Preaching 1st and 3rd Sundays at 7 p.
m. and 2nd and 4th Sundays at 11 a. in.

Prayer meeting Saturday night at 7

o'clock. Sunday school every Sunday at

9:30 a. m.
Philip Johnson, Pastor.

Rev. Mowbray's Appointments.
Preaching at Pleasant Hill Church 1st

Sabbath in the month at 11 a. m. ; and at

White Church the same day at 3 p. m.

Preaching the Third Sabbath at White
Church 11 a. m.; in the afternoon at 3

o.clock at Pleasant Hill Church.

SECRET ORDERS.
XCLINCH VALLEY

COMMANDERY. NO. 20,
KNIGHTS TEMPLAR.

Meets ürst Monday in each month.
JAMESO'KEEFFE, E. C

V G. YOUNG, Recorder.

O'KEEFFE ROYAL
ARCH CHAPTER

NO. 26.

Meets second Monday in each
month.
0. G. EmPSCHWILLER, H. P.
W. G. YOUNG,

Secretary.

JL TAZEWELL LODGE,
yJL NO. 02,.A. F. & A. M.

Meets the third Monday in each
month.

L. C WINGO, W. M.

»V. G. YOUNG, Sec'y.

TAZEWELL COUNCIL
NO. 11(J, Ju. 0. U. A. M.

Meets every Monday night
in their hall on Main St.

C. T. Patios, C
J. R. Laiud, Sec'y.

TAZEWELL TABERNACLE, PILGRIM
KNIGHTS.

Meets 4th Monday in each month.
.TAMES O'KEEFFE, Chief.

vV. G. YOUNG, Sec'y.

BLUEGRASS LODGE, NO. 142, l.O.O.F.

Meets every Tuesday night. Lodge
room over Pobst's store.

C. A. Steele, N. G.
M. J. Hankixs, V. (j.

C. C, Loxu, Sec'v.

TAZEWELL EN¬

CAMPMENT, No. 17,

I. 0. 0. F., meets ev¬

ery Wednesday night
in t all of Bluegrass

Lodge, No. 142.

W. D. BoCKNKB, C. P.
A. S. HlGGINBOTIIAM,

A. W. Landow, P. C. P. Scribe.

TAZEWELL LODGE NO. 100 K. OF P.

Meets every Thursday night in Odd
Fellows Hall.

Nfc. R. M. Steele, C. C.
J. B. CRAWFORD, K. of R. &. S.

LAWYERS.

AJ. & ?. D. MAY, ATTORNEYS AT LAW, Taze-
well, Va. Practice In the courts of Tazewell

count/ and In the Court of Appeals at Wvtheville,
Va. Particular attention paid to the collection ot
claims.

CHAPMAN & GILLESPIE. ATTORNEYS aT
LAW, Tazewell, Va. Practice in all the courts

of Tazewell county and Court of Appeals at

Wytheville. J. W. Chapman, A. P. Gtllespie.

FULTON & COULLING, ATTORNEYS AT LAW,
Tazewell, Va. Practice in the courts of Taze¬

well county. S. M. B. Couling will continue hte

gracttce in all the courts of Buchanan county. J.
Kulton, Wytheville, Va. S. M. B. Couling,

Tazewell, Va.

6REEVER Jfc GILI.ESPIE, LAWYERS, Tazewell
V». Prac.ct'. n the courts of Tazewell and ad-

oining counties. Office.Stras building. Edgar
L. Greever. Barns Gillespie.

GEO. W. ST. CLAIR. ATTORNEY AT LAW
razewell, Va. Practices in the courts of Taze

wall and adjoining counties and in the Supreme
Court of Appeals at Wytheville Particular at¬
tention paid to tha collection oi claims. Office.
btras building

H C. ALDERSON, ATTORNEY AT LAW. Taze-
i well, Va. Will practice ic the courts of Taze¬

well county and the Court of Appeals at Wythe¬
ville. .Collecting a specialty.

VINCENT L. SEXTON, ATTORNEY AT LAW,
Tazewell, Va. Will practice in the courts of

Tazewell and adjoining counties. Particular at¬
tention paid to the collection of claims. Office in
3tra» building

WB. 8PRATT, ATTORNEY AT LAW, Rich-
i lands, Vo. Practices in the courts of Taze¬

well and adjoining counties. Prompt attention
paid to the collection of claims.

I H. STUART, ATTORNEY AT LAW, Ta- well.
r, * V*.V, h??,7 llxiS,n McDowell and Logan coun¬
ties. West VtrgiiJ(^ a specialty. Office in Stras

ENRY & GRAHAM, LAWYERS. Tazewell. Va
nee in building near Court Home. R. R

8. C. Graham. B. W. Stras.

I P-nit, ;VBOTH VM. ATTORnEY-AT-LAW
«. Taze .veil. Va. (OTSce upstairs in Law Bnili:-
Jri?.) Practices in Courts of Tazewell And ad¬
joining eouatUis, aud in Court of Appeals of Vir¬
ginia.

THE SUNSET OF THE YEAR.

In richer hues than Tyrlan dyes could lend
Yon wooded hill by autumn's touch Is

dressed;
Where golden birch and silver poplar blend
With maples crimson as the robin's

breast:
And fragrant pines and stately hemlocks

vie
With cedars vested in perennial green,

While russet robes o'er oak and beeches lie,
And sumachs, raising flaming'torches high.
In sunny spots and sylvan nooks are seen.

With dog and gun the sportsman eager hies
Through browning fielda ouce fair with

waving grain,
Where timid quail from out the stubble

rise,
And poor "Hob White" must chant his

pica in vain.
KYom yonder marsh thero comes the plov¬

er's call,
A rabbit flits from friendly thicket nigh;

A .'oncly woodcock In the bushes tall
Whistles his note ere brown wings down¬

ward fall.
As rings his death-knell to the autumn

sky.
In forest depths the evening's quiet broods,
Save where somo lingering songster pipes

his tune.
And In the amber glory of the woods
Perchance rejoices In the suns of June.

But through the aisles, with rustling car¬

pets spread.
There falls no more upon the listening

ear,
Through spacious nave and archway over¬

head,
The melody of song.the choir has fled;
The calm that tells the season's close is

here.

O'er forest, field and marsh and wooded hill
The golden lights in wondrous splendor

lie,
Ere winter comes, of stern and rugged will.
And autumn whispers to the world good-

by;
But ere the song of mountain stream be

stilled,
And russet robes give place to ermine

drear.
Again Is earth with summer's presence

flllcd,
And nature's heart with Joyous whisper¬

ings thrilled
Iti this, tfce radiant sunset of the year.

.Beatrice*Harlowe, in Woman's Hon»
Companion.

¦m

f An Idyl of *ji }
{ Hardstone District, i
i . ?
\ BY THOMAS S. COLLIER. >

£
*

T11E hot beams of an August sun fell
ulmost perpendicularly on the

red clay road, that ran through Hard-
stone district, a sterile and shadeless
collection of much-tilled and small-
producing farms on the seacoast of our

land. The only good feature about
the place was its sea breeze, rich with
the aroma and coolness it gathered in

journeying over thousands of miles of
6alt water.

Along the road, his brow beaded with
perspiration, Obed Stroug plodded
stubbornly, as if both heat and cold
were alike powerless to affect him.

lie was commonplace enough in his
looks and dress. His coat was slung
across a stick on his shoulder, from
which also depended a bundle; a rough
straw hat covered his head, and still

rougher boots, red with the dust of the
road, shrouded his feet; whileacoarst
shirt, open at the throat, and a coarser

pair of trousers completed his attire.
Had a traveler met him he would

have passed him by, thinking him a

rough farmer, made after the genera',
making of his kind; but Obed Strong
was a dilferent man from the general¬
ity of his class, and his face was one to

study and remember.
It was dark and stern now, and there

was a deep glow in his eyes that sat

deep in the shade of shaggy brows, and
the lines about the brow were hard and
firm. The lips were tightly pressed to¬

gether, und the nostrils swelled and

compressed with the working of his
lungs, quickly and savagely; and his
hands we're clenched, so that the cords

stood out iu hard knots.
Some great passion was stirring the

man's soul with its power; and he
would have been dangerous even to a

friend, had that triend sought to stay
his way.
As he reached the brow of a small

hill, where a single tree stood like a

sentinel, he saw, sitting at its base, a

woman's form. She was clad, like him.
In coarse habiliments, and her hands
showed signs of labor. Like his, her
face showed signs of power and pas¬
sion, but the eyes were full of tears

and pleading, while his were full of
wrath. As he stopped she arose and
came toward him.

"I heard you were going, Obed, and I
came here to have a few last words with

you."
He did not speak, but his face grew

sterner, harder, if that could be, and
the knots on his hands worked with the

added strain he forced on them.
"Perhaps".and her voice faltered a

little, "perhaps I have done wrong, but
I love you, Obed, and we may never

meet again."
Her bosom rose and fell, as if a sob

was striving to break from its hold,
but she stifled it and went on.

"I have refused to marry you, Obed,
because I have a sick father to tend; a

man full of whims and notions, who
would fret and tire you and cause you
to feel that I had brought you trouble.
Please do not think me hard, for I have
thought only of you. Forgive me,

Obed, for oh, I am weary and heart¬
sick, feeling that you are going from
me."
He threw down the stick that held

his coat and bundle, and the words
came hotly forth, as if time was pre¬
cious, and much was to be said.
"You need not be weary, for I am

willing to bear your burdens; and if
you are heartsick because I am going
away you have it in your power to stay
me with a word. Say that you will

marry me in a month and I will stay
here until you are willing to let me go,
Phoebe Donne."
Her head was bent low now, and

the tears would not be stayed.
"Obed, you know I love you, but I

easzxot think it is right to bring to you
9Z~iy fretting avä toll; for the care of
my father is a toil and a trouble,
though I would willingly bear jt all
if I could keep you here near me."
"You can keep me here, and with

you. Why, what were my love worth
if it would not help you in your toil
and be glad to share your cares? Do

you think that being a man, I have no

feelings but those that are selfish? I
tell you, Phoebe Donne, I am willing
to work for you, help you, love you,
In all ways that a man can."

"I know it, but thure are trials that
sour love; and a man's patience fails
before the many trials of another man's
whims, and then there comes the feel¬

ing that love has imposed on him bur-
dens he has no right to bear; and so

he broods and grows cold, and his love

dies; and I could not live if I lost your
love."
The man stood silent. He was think-

ing of her words and of her acts. She
loved him and was willing to lose that
love so that she should not bring him
care and toil. And he? Why, he was

about leaving her simply because she
would not marry him when he thought
she should. Well, he was willing to
take her, care and work included, if
she would come, and was not that
enough ? No: for he *onrot that he had

snown only impatience wnen she had
tried to reason with him, and was this
the way to show her that he could bear
the strain a sick man's fancies would
entail?
She had forgotten this.butoh, he was

so willing to take her with it all, and
he loved her so, and to be put off when
his heart was crying for her love and
the power to call her wife. Then he

conquered his hot words and said, more
quietly:
"Phoebe, I may have been wrong and

hasty in saving what I have, and in

starting away from Hardstone, but the

place is one to kill a man with work,
for which he-gets no pay; and then to
have to put his love back, how far in
the future lie knows not, is very hnrd.
See, I ajn willing to stay here, knowing,
too, that in the west 1 can have a home
und comforts I cannot get here for
twice the toil. If you will marry me

I am willing to take all it will bring,
of sorrow and ill, so that you are my
wife. Is there more that a man can

do?"
;'There is no more, and I do not ask

you to do more; but will your love be so

strong that it can see me bestow care

and attention on another, when you
rnay desire my services? That is the
point, Obcd, regarding which I have
hesitated. Oh, if I only knew?" A
smile, calm and restful, stole over her
face.
As she paused, a breath of sea air

came wandering up from the low lying
beach and seemed to linger about the
solitary tree. Then the bird that had
sought refuge in its branches broke
forth in a low song, thut sounded like
a voice of hope and promise.
"Would you be willing to stay here,

to put away the golden promise of the
west, and bide the fancies of an in¬
valid, for this?" And she held out her
toil-marked hand.
He looked at her, and then his eyes

went wandering over the red hills to
where, afar off, mountains covered
with green rose like a wall against the
sky. And he thought: "Is the smile
and love of this woman, with toil and
poverty, worth the promise of peace
and rest, without it, in the distance hid
by those mountains?"
Then his soul called his eyes back

to her face, and he knew her love was
better, even with poverty to 6hare it,
than the richest promise that lay be¬
yond the mountains. So he took her
hand and said:
"This is all to me, and, unless it can

go with me freely, I will stay with it
here."
Was it fancy ? It seemed that to both

of them a low voice whispered: "Itis
well." But around them was the glare
of the sun, and the red, glaring land,
and even the bird was still; yet the
word had been spoken, and, though it
was only a whisper, It gave them
strength.
He stooped and picked up his stick

and bundle, and together they walked
on toward her home. It was a small cot
standing in the shadow of a hill. A few
vines and bushes grew about It, and,
with a sickly green, strove to relieve
the sameness of the scene.
In the doorway, reclining in a

rough-built easychair, sat an old and
feeble man. As he saw them approach
he uttered a peevish wish for them to
hurry.
She turned and looked at her lover.

Tie took her hand and, standing before
the sick man, said:
"Mr. Donne, I have asked your daugh¬

ter to be my wife. I think that it is in
my power to help you both to rest and
comfort. Are vou willing to let me

try?"
A strange look came to the old man's

worn and care-lined face.a look of
trust and hope.

"Bless you," he said, feebly, extend¬
ing his hands. They took them in
theirs. A smile stole over the nped face,
the eyes closed, the head sank on the
breast.
Obcd stooped to lift him, and started

back. The weary sickness had ended
forever and the trial of life had given
place to the peace of heaven.

A large farmhouse stands near the
still flow of a western river. Trees and
vines cluster round it and well-filled
acres, rich with the golden shimmer of

ripening grain, stretch off from it.
Children's voices in laughter ring
among the trees, and the sunshine
comes and goes, between the passing
of the summer clouds.
And here the promise has come to

Obed Strong; and the love of a true

woman has made beautiful a life that
had he not waited, might have been
so dark that none would care to know
Ms,end.. Rlliott's Magazine.
WAIT^WHLLE"RAYMOND.

The Gen tie mil n ObllfflBffly Exi>lnlnn
How He ( nine by IIIh Itnthcr

Peculiar Xume.

Wayte A. Raymond is a name which
one sees occasionally inscribed upon
the register at the liutterfield. There
is nothing peculiar about the name nor

about its possessor, but there is an in¬

teresting story about the way in which
the name was conferred. Mr. Raymond
is a commercial traveler who has been

coming to Utica for 20 years, and is one
of the best-known salesmen in the drug¬
gists' supply trade. The other after¬
noon while in a reminiscent mood he re¬

lated how it came about that he was

named in the way that he was.

"I was born in the west 47 years ago,"
began Mr. Raymond, "and I was the

youngest of a family of 12 children. My
parents are both still alive, and, in fact,
there has been but one death in our

family for the past 50 years. As is the
custom with parents, I was no sooner

born than my parents began casting
about for a suitable name to bestow

upon me. They did not find the task
an easy one, however, for they had
named 11 others and had exhausted the

category. Not being ablo to agree upon
a name for their last-born, it is said that

they invited the neighbors to make sug¬
gestions, but, it seems, with no bet¬
ter results. I was therefore allowed to

live along a nameless sort of creature
until one day my mother became impa¬
tient and said to my father: 'Now, it
is shameful not to name this child. Let
us agree upon something at once.'

"Father, tired of rehearsing the list,
replied as he had done before: 'Oh,
mother, don't let'B hurry. Wait awhile
and we will find something that will
suit us both.'

" 'Walt awhile,' exclaimed mother, an
idea striking her. 'Wait awhile? Well,
we have got to call the poor child some¬

thing else except baby, and for con¬

venience sake we will call him Wait
Awhile until we can think of something
better.'
"But father and mother never

thought of anything better or even dif¬
ferent, and the result was that I was

never christened. F^>m that time out
I was called Wait Awhile by everybody
in the neighborhood, and when I grew
old enough to know ray parents related
the circumstances which led to its be¬
stowal. When I moved away from the
state and came east the uume followed
me, and I have never tried to change it
save that I write the Wait wiih a 'Y'
and never sign the 'Awhile.'".Utica
(N. Y.) Advertiser.

FOGGY BOTTOM LITERARY.

Member* of the Club Enter Into ¦

Dinpnte Which Waxes
Warm.

"Ladies an' gemmen," taid the chair¬
man, as he wiped bis square silver-
rimmed glasses, "de puppose o' dishere
society is ter meet an' discuss de

greates' literary works in de Africo-
Enplish language."
"Dar ain' no sech language," inter¬

rupted Miss Desdemona Todd, a com¬

paratively light-complexioned young
woman with an air of general frivolity.
"Look yere; you doesn' wanter say

it dat way. Say 3-oh had yoh sp'icions,
but don't say 1 'tis,' ner ' 'tain't,' ease

yoh's gwineter git tripped if you docs.
Hist'ry done shows us dat de Angles
an' de Saxons made de Anglo-Saxon
language about which you read so much
in de newspapers."
"Let 'im alone 1 Let 'Im alone," said

Mr. Erastus Pinkley, admiringly.
"He's been de janitor In two high
schools, an' he knows what he's talkin'
'bout. I begs yo' paVding, Uncle Pas-
berry," he added, as the old man turned
a reproving look in his direction.
"Now, hyah In Foggy Bottom, soifie

er de talk we uses is white an' some

Is cullud; which Is why I makes It
known to dis assemblage, an' thence to
de worl', as de Africo-English lan¬
guage."

"I 'sputes dc p'int," remarked a big
young man with a polka dot collar and
shirt front, and a cane with a large
silver-plated handle.
"On what groun's does you desiah to

dispute it?" inquired the old man, om¬

inously.
"I doesn' make no dlff'unee 'bout

de groun's. I'll 'spute it right hyuh
on de flo'."

ITe had arisen from his chair, but
a couple of others pulled him back.
The chairman walked over to the stove,
stirred the fire nervously, and then pro¬
ceeded:
"As I was savin', we is hyah to let de

gentle influences of poetry an' prose
flow ovuh our souls. I hah always In¬
sisted dat a man who pits his system
well soaked wlf poetry is incapable of
crime. De selection which I has se¬

lected fob discussion dis evenin* is dat
beaut.'.'ul verse, which begins: 'De boy
stood on de burnln' deck.' "

"I 'sputes dat p'int," said the burly
man with the polka dots.
There was a buzz of apprehension,

and the chairman looked annoyed, but
he controlled himself and went on:

"Now, ladies an' gemmen, ef yoh
wants to git de true benefit of poetry,
you's potter go deep down. Who was

dis boy dat stood on de burnin' deck?"
"lie was a wahm member," comment¬

ed Mr. Pinkley.
"Dat is well taken," observed Uncle

Rasberry, affably. "Now, ev'ybody
was tellin' him to come away an* he
wouldn' move. What were de matter?"

"I oneet kacwed a pemmen dat got
excited an' stood on his own foot so's
he couldn't move," said Miss Miami
Drown.
"Dis war only a boy," was the grave

response. "His weight wouldn' have
held 'im down. We has not looked
down deep enough. We has took dat
boy to our hearts an' whooped It upfoh
'im jes' because somebody done wrote
a piece o' poetry 'bout 'im. My private
'pinion 'bout dat case Is dat de boy
dat stood on de burnin' deck was de
same breed as de man dat doesn' know
enough to come in out'n de rain."
"I 'sputes dat p'int," came the inter¬

ruption from the big young man's cor¬

ner.
"Is de party dat spoke got any weap¬

ons on Mm?" asked the old man, after
looking at him sternly over the top of
his spectacles.
"Yes," was the prompt answer. "I's

got a razzer; an' I's ready to make
pood."

"Is he got a revolver?"
"No."
"Well, snh, I Isn't got no razzer, but

ef he will allow me ter use de stove
poker as my weapon, he kin take out
his razzer an' eome on."
Friends tried to dissuade the old man

from his rash enterprise, but he held to
his purpose, and the crowd fell away
when the big young man swaggered
up with one hand at his hip pocket,
lie drew his razor, flung it open, and
was about to make a lunge when Uncle
Basberry reached over to the stove
and drew the poker. The bully fell
back In consternation. The poker was

red hot.
As his assailant left the place the

old man said:
"Ladies an' gemmen, we will meet

nex' Saturday night as usual. De sub¬
ject fob discussion on dat occasion will
be de wonders of science.".Washing¬
ton Star.

A GOVERNMENT JOB.
In Many Cases It Sap* the Kn-

evsT of It* Holder and Induces
Laziness.

The narcotic effect of government
employment is notorious, but, as in oth¬
er cases, the victim of the. sedative habit
does not believe and cannot realize Its

power until it is too late.
There is such a fascination to the old

and hardened to watch the young strug¬
gle against their fate. The same sensa¬

tions may be secured by observing the

operations of a sheet of fly paper. The
victim is "foot loose" and is looking
around for a favorable opening. In the
meantime, it seems desirable to havj
some temporary' lodgment.standing
room, as it were.until the delayed
opening appears. So the fly steps into
the soft government stickum. At first
It does not seem so bad, and It Is only
when he feels his feet sinking that he
decides to quit. But this he finds is not
so easy. He pauses and beplns to cast
about for a little leverage or a way to
wade out. In the operation he tangles
up another member or two. By this
time ho suspects that the danger is seri¬
ous and buzzes frantically. The result
Is the samj, and while he Is resting
from the exertion he tangles up one

wing. The other waves for awhile, the
emblem of a disappointed and hopeless
ambition, now and then buzzing about
the time to come when he will quit the
government fly paper and enter busi¬
ness or a profession. Then he rents a

larger house, and his wife takes a few
friends to board. His body is sub¬
merged in the government glue, and he
is in the government servlce^for life.
As secretary of the civil service com¬

mission, Mr. Doyle has had opportunity
to observe the number of government
employes who leave the service for oth¬
er occupations and then return to it.
"A few years ago," said Mr. Doyle, "my
attention was called to a man by the ex¬
cellence of the examination which he
passed. He secured the place, but after
a year or so he resigned. He had saved
money and was going io Yale college.
After four years I heard he had grad¬
uated and was studying law. Then I
heard he had been admitted and had
gone to New York to practice. And
just the other day," he continued, "the
man came in and made application to
take the examination for his old place'
in the department.". Detroit Free
Press.

alch Com
Easily?

Are you frequently hoarse?
Do you have that annoying
tickling in your throat? Would
you feel relieved if you could
raise something? Does your
cough annoy you at night, and
do you raise more mucus in
the morning?
Then you should always keep

on hand a bottle of

If you have a weak
throat you cannot be too
careful. You cannot begin
treatment too early. Each
cold makes you more liable
to another, and the last
one is always harder to
cure than the one before it.

Dr. Ager's Cfterrg Pectoral Piaster

protects the longs from colds.

Help at Hand.
If you have any complaint

whatever and desire the best
medical advice you can pos¬
sibly obtain, write the doctor
freely. You. will receive a

prompt reply.
Address, DR. J. C. AVER,

Lowell, Mass.

PUMPKIN PiE,
In the spring the eater's fancy
Lightly turns to rhubarb pio.

But a very modest portion
Of the stuff will satisfy.

Then ho feels an Inward ionging
For some pastry' that will please,

And Impatiently he's glancing
At the green fruit on the trees.

By and by the cherries ripen
And are made Ingredients

Of a pie whose fine appearance
Is attracting compliments;

But although he likes It better
Than the one of rhubarb made,

Still that long-felt want he's noting
And it cannot be allayed.

Soon the berries are arriving
And to them he promptly turns,

With a hopo that they wilt furnish
Pie for which his palate yearns.

But they make the crust so soggy
That'with them he's soon displeased.

And the appetite for pastry
Is remaining unappeased.

Then the summer brings tho peaches
And some ripened apples, tob,

And tho fragrant huckleberries
In their shining coats of blue.

Though he's finding them much richer
Than their predecessors, still

Ho Is mournfully declaring
That they fall to fll! the bill.

But at last, when days are cooler.
He Is fully satisfied.

By the good, old-fashioned pumpkm
Is that long-felt want supplied.

For an extra slice he's calling,
Then another ho will try,

And In. perfect bliss he's feasting
On the home-made pumpkin pie.

.Pittsburgh Chronicle-Telegraph.

} CARRIE'S CURIOSITY.
By Florence B. Hallowell.

l\/rOTITER, can I have the key of

JYJ[ the garret now?" asked Guy
Brooks, one October afternoon, coming
Into the room where his mother was try¬
ing a dress on his little sister.

"Yes, but I thought you wouldn't
want it for a month yet."
"James thought we had better take it

now," and then Guy went close to his
mother and whispered something in her
ear.

"Very well," sniri Mrs. Brooks, "just
as you like, of course. You'll find the
key hanging on a nail by my bureau. It
has a piece of blue ribbon on it."
"The garret isn't locked. I saw the

door open yesterday," said Carrie, as

her brother was turning away. "What
do you want of the key? And what are

you going to do up there, Guy?"
"1 can't tell you. Only mother and

James and I are to know about it."
"Oh, how mean! Tlease, please tell

me," and Carrie's face began to cloud
over at once.

"No, I can't tell you," repeated Guy.
"It's a secret."
"Then won't you let me come up into

the garret after awhile?"
"No; we're going to keep the door

locked all the time. You must learn to

curb your curiosity," and Guy went out,
whistling.

"He's just as mean as he can be," said
Carrie, fretfully. "He always has told
me everything, and I think he might tell
mc this."
"Don't be so curious, little daughter,"

said her molhcr. "Take it for granted
.hat your brother has some good reason

for not telling you his secret."
"There can't be any reason," whined

Carrie. "He's only afraid I'd tell. And
I can keep secrets as well as anybody.
I don't see why he can't let me come up
in the garret just a little while. I
haven't been up there lor ever so long."
Mrs. Brooks laughed.
"You might have gone up there every

day for the past five years if you had
cared to do so," she said. "Now, don't
fret, but take your dolly and go over and

play with Hazel Dent."
"I don't want to play with Hazel,"

said Carrie, pouting. "I want to go up
in the garret."
Mrs. Brooks made no reply, but, tak¬

ing her work basket, left the room. Car¬
rie heard her go into Ihe dining-room
and close the door, and she didn't like
to follow her, for she felt rather
ashamed of having said so much.
She went to the open window and

leaned out. Guy and James were in the
toolhouse. She could hear them throw¬
ing over boards and talking, but could
not distinguish a word they said; which
she thought very provoking, for she felt
sure they were talking about the se¬

cret.
"It will be so lonesome down here all

by myself," she thought, dismally. "I
think they might let me go up in the

garret. I wouldn't be any trouble to
them. I never even talk when Guy tells
me not to."
Then all at once an idea flashecfinto

he/ mind. She hesitated a moment, and
her face grew very red. She opened the
door which led into the hall, and crept
softlj upstairs.

She paused when she reached the gar¬
ret door, half afraid to go in, for the gar¬
ret was a very lonesome place, and she
had never been in it alone. But her cu¬

riosity got the better of her fear, and
she entered at last, and closed the door
behind her.
There were plenty of good hiding

places, for the garret was half full of
boxes, qarrels and trunks, and Carrie
crept behind a big packing box, feeling
sure that she would not be discovered.
She had hardly settled herself In a

comfortable position when she heard
the boys coming.
The first thing they did when they

entered was to lock the door.
"I don't want Carrie to get the least

suspicion of this," said James.
"No; that would spoil it all," said Guy.

"But I couldn't help feeling a little sor¬

ry when I had to tell her that she
couldn't come up here. She wanted to
come so much."
"We can explain everything to her at

Christmas," said James. "It will take
us at least six weeks to get the thing
finished, but I rather think we will turn
out a baby house nt the end of that time
which will throw Hazel Dent's all in the
shatte."
"Mother thought we were not going

to begin for a month yet," said Guy;
"bat it will be too cold to work up here
after the middle of November, and we

haven't any other place which we could
keep locked up."
And he measured a board, and began

to saw diligently.
"Mr. Cross has promised me a piece of

fur, ani I mean tc make some rugs to

go in front of the sofa and beds," said
James, "and we must paper the walls
of all the rooms, Guy."
"We'll make a balcony, and put a lit¬

tle rustic seat on it," said Guy. "I don't
believe I can wait for Christmas to
come, I'll be so anxious to hear what
Carrie will say when she sees it."

Carrie's cheeks burned. She had
never felt so mean in all her life. She
wished most sincerely that she had
taken her mother's advice, and gone to

play with Hazel.
She began to see now into what straits

her curiosity might lead her.
She heard the whole plan of the baby-

house from roof to kitchen, for the
boys talked continuously while they
worked, and she became very much in¬
terested in the details, in spite of the
guilty feeling in her breast. But after
a time she began to grow sleepy, and to
feel very uncomfortable. She did not
dare move, however, for fear of being
heard, and she wished the boys would
go downstairs and give her a chance to

get out.
But soon the sound of their voices

seemed to grow fainter and fainter, and
without being conscious of it, she
slipped into the land of dreams.
When she awake the garret was dark

and silent. She did not know at first
where she was, but when she put out
her hand and touched the box, she re¬

membered all about it, and began to
think that there might be spiders and
mice under the eaves.
She groped her way to the garret

door, and felt around until she got her
hand on the knob. But, though the
knob turned, the door did not open.
Then she suddenly recollected what the
boys had said about keeping it
locked.
She hesitated at first to knock, for

she knew how grieved her mother
would be to find her there, but the
squeak of a mouse close by frightened
her, and she began to scream at the
top of her voice.

It seemed a long time before she
heard steps on the garret stairs, and
she was sobbing bitterly when at last
the door was opened, and she fell into
her mother's arms with a loud crj\
"Why, Carrie, how did you happen to

be locked up here, my child?" ex¬

claimed Mrs. Brooks. "We thought you
were at Hazel's and had stayed to ten

there. James and Guy were just about
to go- after you."
Carrie hid her face on her mother's

breast and did not answer.
"You must have gone in before wc

did, of course!" said James, angrily.
"You hid yourself on purpose to find
out what we were doing, you know you
did!"

Carrie kept her face hidden. Oh, how
she wished that she had kept away from
the garret. It was so hard to be thought
a sneak and spy.
"Well, you've seen all of the bnby-

house you ever will see," continued
James. "Neither Guy nor I will ever

put another nail into it."
"I hopemy little daughter has learned

a lesson," said Mrs. Brooks, "and here¬
after will be able to restrain her curi¬
osity."

Carrie was glad to get into bed and
hide her shamed face in the pillow, and
she made a great many good resolu¬
tions before she fell asleep again.
But it was a long time before either

of her brothers would play with her,
and at Christmas time there was no

baby house under tt tree..Golden
Days.
DECEIVED BY APPEARANCES

ThLa Indian Wan Not as Sutdjc n» He

Appeared and Was Equal to

Any Emergency.

Many years ago a number of Peorla
Indians orgnized a show company and
made a tour of the east. They were

mostly half-breeds and all were .thor¬
oughly educated in English, but it was

stipulated by the management that

they must talk only in their native
tongue, and when they got on their war

togs they looked savage enough, in¬
deed. Among the company was Will
Labadic, well known in Galena, and one

evening he was standing in the corridor
of an eastern hotel, dressed in his
.hief's robes and looking every inch the
s. vage man of fiction, when he was ap¬
proached by an elegantly gowned lady
and the following conversation ensued:
"How?"
"Ugh."
"You big chief in your country?"
"Ugh."
"You go to Washington to see great

White Father?"
"Ugh."
"You cannot speak white man's

tongue; you no speak English?"
"No, madam. I regret to say that 1

do not understand the language."
The poor woman was greatly sur¬

prised and embarrassed, but perhaps
not so much as a bevy of girls on a later
occasion. In almost every town some

of the audience would remain behind to

get a better view of the awful savages.
One night Labadie had taken his seat
in the orchestra box after the show and
four or five young ladies who were

standing near commenced to comment
on his personal appearance. "How
would you like to kiss him?" said one

of the maidens, with a titter. "Oh,
girls! let's all do It, just to see how it
would feel to kiss a real Indian!" ex¬

claimed one more, daring than the rest,
whereupon Lahad'c turned calmly to
them and said:
"Ladies, nothing-would afford me

more pleasure than to give you a prac¬
tical illustration of the osculatory ac¬

complishments of the red man."
There was a chorus of little screams,

a swish of skirts and the theater was

empty..St. Lovis Glooe-Democrat.

RUNNING SORE
ON HIS ANKLE.

After Sin Years of Intense
Suffering, Promptly Cured

S. S. S.

Obstinate sores and ulcers which
refuse to heal under ordinary treat¬
ment soon become chronic and deep-
seated, and are a sure sign that the

Du C C C entire circulation is in a depraved condition. TheyUJ Oi Oi Oi ar0 a severe drain upon the system, and are con¬
stantly sapping away the vitality. In every case the poison must
be eliminated from the blood, and no amount of external treatment
can have any effect.
There is no uncertainty about the merits of S. 8. S. j every claim

made for it is backed up strongly by convincing
testimony of those who have been cured by it
and know of its virtues by experience.
Mr. L. J. Clark, of Orange Courthouse,Va., writes:

" For six years I had an obstinate, running ulcer on my
ankle, which at times caused me intense suffering. I was
so disabled for a long while that I was wholly unfit for
business. One of the best doctors treated me constantly
but did me no good. I then vried various blood remedies,
without the least benefit. S. S. S. was so highly recom¬
mended that I ooncluded to try it, and the effect was
wonderful. It seemed to get right at the seat of the
disease and force the poison out, and I was soon com¬
pletely cured." Swift's Speciiio.

8. 8. 8. FOR THE BLOOD
.drives out every trace of impurity in the blood, and in this way
cures permanently the most obstinate, deep-seated sore or ulcer. It
is the only blood remedy guaranteed purely vegetable, and con¬
tains not a particle of potasn, mercury, or other mineral. S. S. 8.
cures Contagious Blood Poison, Scrofula, Cancer, Catarrh, Eczema,
Rheumatism, Sores, Ulcers, Boils, or any other blood trouble. Insist
upon S. S. S.; nothing can take its place.Valuable books mailed free by Swift Specific Company, Atlanta, Qa.

tit

MARRIAGE BY PROXY.

The Peculiar Ceremony That
Sometimes Performed In Aus¬

tralia and Africa.

An extraordinary ceremony recently
took place In Amsterdam, with a couu- j
terpart in Africa. It appears that a

young man left Holland.some years ago
to serve in the telegraph department of j
the Transvaal It had been his ambi-
tiou to make a certain young lady in
Amsterdam his wife if he ever attained \
to prosperity. But when success was

achieved he was unable to leave kis
work for a journey to Holland. In this
difliculty a marriage proxy.known iu
Holland as a glove marriage.was sug¬
gested.
The details were nil carefully ar¬

ranged, the difference of time exactly
ealculebsd, and continuous cable con¬

nections between Pretoria and Amster¬
dam secured. The bridegroom and his
friends assembled in the Hotel Kruger.
An operator using a wire from the cable
notified the lady's family in Holland
that all was in readiness, and the reply
came that the ceremony would then
begin.
In the Amsterdam mansion a friend

of the bridegroom made the responses,
and when the time came to clasp hands,
produced a glove belonging to the bride¬
groom, which he had worn. The proxy,
holding one end of the glove and the
bride the other, the promises were ex¬

changed and the ceremony completed.
A cablegram from the bride to her

husband, 6,000 miles away, gave him her
wifely greeting, to which he responded.
There was a wedding feast in Pretoria
and another in Amsterdam, and the
cable was kept busy with congratula¬
tions. Then the bride said farewell to
her family and went on board the
6teamer to begin her voyage to her new
home.
The custom of the old glove marriage

dates back to old Dutch colonial days,
when they -were more common than
in these times of rapid and cheap jour¬
neys. But there is a contract older far
that resembles it in many of its par¬
ticulars. Many a tearful farewell to
mourning loved ones assembled around
a deathbed is like that bride's good-
by to her family, merely the parting
of one who goes to Him who has long
been loved, and who is about to enter
the mansion prepared before the foun¬
dation of the world..Pittsburgh Dis¬

patch.
PHYSICAL PAIN LEVELS.

Job Work. . .

The Republican
Job Office

Is complete in all kinds
>f work done neatly and promptly.

Letter Heads
Note Heads,
Envelopes,
Bill Heads
Statements,
Cards-
Pamphlets,
and Special Jobs.

Our prices will be as low as those
ot anv tirst-clast off ee.

Satisfaction Guaranteed.

NuBi
Sch lule in Effect

NOVEMBER 19, 1899.

TRAINS LEAVE TAZEWELL

EASTBOUND
5.00 p. m. daily, except Sunday.

WESTBOUND
10.59 a. in. daily, except Sunday.

An Experienced Surgeon Sayi That

llental Suffering; 1m Much
Eaaler to Bear.

"One frequently hears it said," re¬

marked a veteran surgeon, chatting in
his office, "that mental suffering is a

great deal harder to bear than physical
suffering, but the people who make the
assertion are usually people who know
very little about bodily pain. They
have a vague idea that a capacity fo:
mental anguish indicates a fine, high-
strung spirit, while there is something
gross about a sensitiveness to physical
discomfort. Such a theory is pure rub¬
bish, and the facts in a general way are

quite to the contrary.
"It is your thoroughbred, your re¬

fined, highly intellectual person who is
most susceptible to brute pain, and
your^rough, illiterate, dull-witted fel¬
low who is driven to distraction by a

tormented mind. I suppose the expla¬
nation is that the stupid, uneducated
man is unable to bring any philosophy
to bear on his troubles, while on the
other hand the nerves of the cultured
chap have been sharpened byr civiliza¬
tion. But as far as my observation
goes, pain, physical pain, is the great
leveller. Be the form what it may.
hunger, thirst, exhaustion or the agony
of wounded flesh.a given amount of
It will reduce all men to about the same
status. I got my first lessons in that
line whan I was a soldier in the civil
war and I have been getting them ever

since at the operating table and the
bedside. I beg to doubt whether there
is a single human being who can re¬

tain his or her nobility of character un¬

der long-continued bodily distress. Oh,
yes; I know what you are going to say
.that there are invalids and cripples
whose temper has been only sweetened
by years of torture. Snoh cases prove
nothing, nothing at all. They think
they are suffering continually, but
they arc not. There are long intervals
of relief and quietude.
"Take my word for it that pain de¬

stroys moral fiber as surely as fire de¬
stroys wood, and that, by the way, waa
what made the rack such a great suc¬

cess as an instrument of judicial in¬
quiry in the good old days. An indus¬
trious judge with a well made rack
never had any reason to lack corrobo¬
ratory evidence.".N. O. Times-Demo¬
crat.

TICKETS SOLD TO
IN-/IXU- I VJ p0|NTS

OHIO, INDIANA, ILLINOIS

WIS^NSIN,

MISSOURI KANSAS,

NEBRASKA, COLORADO,

ARKANSAS, CALIFORNIA"

TEXAS.

WEST, NORTH-WEST, SOUTH-WEST.
FIRST CLASS, of
AND EMIGRAN

.OND CLASS
TICKETS

-THE BEST ROliTE TO THE-

North AiNiD East.
Pullman Yestibnled Coacbes,

Sleeping and Dining Cars.
8EE THAT YOCR TICKETS READ OVSB THE

NORFOLK & WESTERN RAILROAD
cheapest, best ani. quickest line.

Time-Table*
any Station

Write for Rates, Maps,
Descriptive Pamphlets to
Agent, or to
w. B. Beviix, allen Hull, m. f. Braoo,
Gen'l Pass gt. Div. Pass. Aft.

T. C. BOWEN,
Attorney-at-Law,

TAZEWELL, VIRGINIA.
Office west end of Courthouse yard.

Firm Hellevcrs In Sqaavrpanlf.
In every family faith is pinned to a

certain kind of medicine which it is be¬
lieved will heal everything. In a cer¬

tain Atchison family it Is a medicine
caikd squawjpank, which is taken for

everything, from the baby's colic to
chills. The members of this family are

poor talkers till some one mentions
jquawpank, when they grow as elo¬
quent as the greatest orator In the land.
All baahfulness and self-consciousness
are forgotten when squawpank is men¬
tioned..Atchison (Hob*.

MRS. P.. J. LEW S,
Fashionable Milliner and Dress¬

maker,
tVest Main Street, . Tazewell, Va

A full lineof Millinery and Trimmings.

Notice To Trespassers.
All persons are hereby warned not to

trespass on my lands by hunting, fishing,
riding over, or otherwise. The sail lands
are situated west of Pis-gah, Tazewell
.x>unty, Va. I will strictly enforre the law
against any person who violates this no¬

tice.
James A. Pkeuy

1019-2-in.


