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BN Not a soap, not a 7 ?g}j\:’{
= e/ 2 Gives fragrant [ CZWXN
f‘@? \‘i' cream __Halo cannot “soft-water” lather .3 =k
(N = = L ol
ALY leave dulling, dirt- 2 N
Q%C:‘ catching sgoap film ! —needs no special rinse! N\

& \  Removes embarrassing
‘gﬁ _dandruff from both hair
% and scalp!

€4
g-._'/ /'Zﬁ%

Yes, “‘soaping”” your hair with even

.. finest liquid or oily cream shampoos
leaves dulling, dirt-catching film. Halo,
made with a new patented ingredient,
con'tains no soap, no sticky oils.

Thus Halo glorifies your hair the very
first time you use it. Ask for Halo
—America’s favorite shampoo__at

any drug or cosmetic counter!
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Halo leaves hair soft,
manageable__shining
with colorful
natural highlights!

.v

Ved

Yes, Ritter beans-with-pork are packed in

47

glass for just one reason

: « = 50 you can see their wonderful quality at a glance. And just raste
’em! Plump, tender beans drenched in bacon-flavored tomato sauce!

Try 'em once,

These good beans are the basis for dozens
dishes. Here’s one everybody's sure to like:

and you’ll always serve Ritte

t Beans to your family!
of tempting, easy main

R B awo-Hisy Bar

1 cup sliced onion

2 tbsp. butter

1 3-0z. can deviled ham

1 tbsp. prepared mustard

1 tbsp. molasses

¥ tsp. salt

2 jars Ritter White Label Beans
¥ cup Ritter Catsup

2 tomatoes, peeled, sliced 6to 8,

ALWAYS LOOK FOR THE
BIG RITTER 2 LABEL

:--On catsup (tabasco flavored or
sweet), chili sauce relish, beans-with-
pork, asparagus, butter beans, blue-
berries and other fine foods. For
nearly 100 years they've been our
pride, and will be yours, too, when
you serve them.

©@1950—P. J. Rilter Co., Bridgeton, N, J.

of bean

minutes.

Cook onion in butter till golden,
Combine remaining ingredients
€xcept tomatoes, Alternate layers

mixlurq and onion and
slices in greased cas-

serole. Bake in 350° oven 30

Garnish with additional

tomato and onion sljces. Serves

_and pinks was painted by Jean

- # 8 = S 2L p PR Y
P ::'-_'-—‘.i A P e :
¥ 2 LS e - e s e - -

> HOME AND FAMILY ¢

They Make ‘em and Sail Mt e 5

Women Are So-0-0-0 Emotional. . ... . ... ... . 7

How to Beat the Summer Heat. . . .. .. ... . . . . 29
> LIVING TODAY

Confident Living: Easy Way to Easy Mind. . .. . 4
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and white
label on ev-
ery tail you buy

EE Recive folder P’

At your Dealer, or Write:

SOUTH AFRICAN ROCK LOBSTER ASSN., Inc.
8 West 40th Street o New York 18, N. Y.

FICTION

“Littlebit," by Eleanor Shaler
“Robinson Crusoe," by Daniel Defoe

(Capsule Classic)
“Trailing Trouble," by Will Jenkins

PEOPLE

Your Neighbors
He Carved a Career in Glass

GENERAL

Cities of Pennsylvania: Norristown
A School of Their Own
How Hot Are Your Clothes?
These Animals “Missed the Ark"
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Neadlscraflf Satn 2 0 i i i 26
On a'Shoestringrcy  p o o e 30
Pictirs Quiz sy 2o 50 C0L - v ileand 32
Recorded Music

RELIEVES
HEADACHE
NEURALGIA
NEURITIS PAIN

Here’s Why. ..

Anacin® js like o

doctor’s prescription. That is, it
contains not one but a combina-
tion of medically proved ingre-
dients that are specially com-
pounded to give FAST, LONG
LASTING relief. Dont wait. Buy
Anacin today.

AMALZING LIQUID

REMOVES CORNS

or double
Your money back?

Freezone Liquid Corn Remover
starts to cool, soothe, burning
pain —and remove corns the

Today We Remember:

HIRTY-SIX years ago on Aug. 1, Germany declared war
on Russia, embroiling most of the world in the grim
struggle of World War I.

About a month earlier, on June 28, 1914, the seed of the con-
flict had been planted when a Serbian nationalist assassinated
Archduke Francis Ferdinand, heir to the Austro-Hungarian
and his wife at Sarajevo in Serbia. Austria-Hungary
countered by dispatching an ultimatum to Serbia, demanding
satisfaction, Serbia, backed by Russia, sent 3 reply that was
declared “unsatisfactory,” and Au.stria-Hungary declared war
on St.erbia. Rus:sia, insisting she could not remain indifferent if

Germany
then declared war on Aug. 1. :

In rapid succession, Germany declared war on France, then
on Belgium when the latter refused free bassage of German
troops through the country. Great Britain, in support of Bel-
gian neutrality, declared war on Germj

[d War I Wwas under way. It
it, however.

ON THE COVER

IF YOU were to stroll into
an old-fashioned garden on

one of these hot summer days

you would be sure to find some

or all of the flowers shown

here. ~This water color of pe-
tunias, phloxes, delphiniums

N

_Summer time
Is especially
Tampax time

Summer brings heat, humidr‘ty,
Perspiration — particularly try-

. ing to women on “those days*

When the tem-
Perature is some-
Where aroungd
86° and the hu-
midity ig T8¢,
that’s when you
feel the heed of
moderniz; n

your method of
monthly san;i_
tary protection.
:T“e est advice

e
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aching eyes are indedwith ' te
raching hiearis e lieavy with h'l.h\
i, nr-asvay Agtygutiicr thie yeny
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wrong, e
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Do the iieaﬂ”l;now‘

BY AMANDA E. DER

‘know hu‘ﬁ' the living
Lowful d duys und YOaTs,
;he passionaie &

~  'a vanished 1: !
~ % a voice that neve
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: lgumm how I wake in the

' % 1o
=3 prayer upon my lipa—

B 4/Lr that wug, long years

equency of meun‘*ng—--

yer the Father angwered

L se way—not mine—

-d wu beyond &l Iwman need of
‘ng.

8 know, Mignone, I 5ay, how I wake
b1d fond prager .u,c'.: my lips,

outsireiclied, sgrope with piu the
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“émble with the > longing
Pe:more within thc ciusping of your
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b inow, then you know, Migaone!
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Even-Tide,* -

BY AMANDA BLIZABETH _n}wma.

. The glory of the “*Sunset Hills? creepsnp the

_shining battlements of' day,

And furls its golden banners on the wabtch-

towerg of the night;

The nightly gsll-cell sounds athw n.rt the sky,
And, one by cine, the vunctual starsiiast out

the answer, Hers aim T

The dusky pines grow duskier with
ing dusk;

And viewless flugers steal acr@a their whis-
pering boughs,

And turn them infe soft Edllan h:u'p

That mingle with their own swiet cadences—

A music of far-distani spheres and unduiating

“6CRE,

+The winding pati¥, thatlay nlh\mﬂ. thewhite
"resst of the day,

Lepse into silent sameness with the wide 1 )
. | sens 1_\re Nreart is wounded ¥ al: x.fu«., rentg’

¥ gtretch of the flielde;
The white lights of the far-oft town bhine
throuch the vista,
Of dim dlshuces likesstarsof fitful radiance,
Or lighthouse lamps thai flagh from rock-imi-"
periled coasts
And danger-haunted inlete of the uea.,\,..l_

And humsan voices—some with glad, trinmph-

ant clarion calls,
And others dropped to minor cadences that
hold 4 hint of hidden pain—
Leap Ommlm‘jmm the gathering atu,.,. and
mingls
Wiﬂl the hour's weird eymphony of tender-
g " thrented climes.

Azd homeward footsteps 11l the cvcning aisled

With restless echoes,titiat; have much to tell

Gf firealde lmnn‘fness or rizthlessniess of woe; |

And ehjidren’s ‘fices gruss against the window

. naj

With mcrinv cae®rness that fain would pierce |

The deepening duskiness of outer things,

To catell the firat wlad smile of homc-u-tnm-
in ling 3

And women's eyes, with soft expe!.taﬂt jo}‘
grow brichd,

As, f&r '\w'\y. Lhe echoes fumt of. comlng foot-

Thriil ath Fnrt their listoning hea!‘Lq. 3

Allthis comes back from the aaysof the paat—

From the Memarv.land of ‘* Long Ago,*’

When the 8ur i
nrl_wnr

And the s smglxm, wlnds fyere my hm-perb of
praisa;

And theEven-tide waa a lin;._,erlng pausg’

In the busy routins of‘the day.

But the lapsmn: yoars have made me for z;et
To notice tha charms of. the £7ven-tide{ &
And [ shonld not see, if I looked aloit,

The besutiful pngeanlrv of. the hour—

The Sunset Hills, and tho valieys of Iwm,
And the unfurled bawners of sungu goid. |

For the day and the nizht are 'lll tg BUIIC;

And the marning lapses to Even- rinle, .

And I malze namote: L only hear them ST,

“ The snn lsset!'” and darkness deepensin the

T Taom,

Aﬂd I light the lamps, and go on with the
vn)rh

Witk automatic dllivendc and®care.

And preseutly I lesr, abovei he fireside hum ||

Of sneech and laughter, she bappioga bl the
wrinds s ¢ }

But theirsnft Holian sy, mphonies are cnan'f"t{

To eorapnche a=d threnodies of paio;

I know it without listening. But what ghall
matter it ? -

The days and nights arg all the aamel

Tis growing dugky in my room} I tth

The Even-tide must be at hand. I ounnob
qen !
Iclibn-m_‘, hanpds and close my eyed submis-
- sively,

Andprmem'ly it all comes back again—
The.even-tides thal seemed like lingering
1 'r\"I!‘Qlli

Drmapul in the busy routine of the dm'n-

The v'qldun taburnacles of the Sunset Hills,

The soft ZEolian harpings of the winds,

That mingled with their own sw: mar.mumt. elay

A musicof far-distant spheres and undulatiig
" seas,

And, hearkening, T lean to cateh

The uigh.'.!v roll- cnl.‘ of the Blars;

And, for ona little space ol' wistiui time,

I linger ip ihe mist-land off thie past;

And Then arice, and light the housohoxdlnmll

Ang do the work thaf cometh next to hand,

With the same nuspoken thonght uind pasgicr-
leas protest.

11 does not matter wow; I shall not mmﬂl

And some sweet day an Even-tideshall coime,

the grow-

Hilln wore my templcs of
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MISJUDGED.

BY AMANDA.
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> II Thne was Ievon had tadeen the hand
T held Lo yan, in frlendly grasy,
Nowenman «'er had troer triehd—
Morvesfwithnl and more tender.

e “ .-.,-..u._—.‘l o

WON 10 rarify ©
(if ehristisn charity

Tader this Sun !?
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fifht charity, it
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il And 1~ .,m, L have been so @l
I To ealbyoudricnd in those old days!

Vol

As Woman ne'er \Hs loved belofe.

| And yel, you Irusi®iside, as- somethl
' unwarthy for oSS! ssilg.

il

And wlisn dl‘f(‘l’“p-
a:..l 8Ciig
Irl DI

ol selt,
3

You had no right tojudse me for what
Your selfish nature conld notfcompreh
Fargreater haarts and true and those
Kelnw me basit—

}
J.-uno gt,\ks under a oun S

death cby the eruel breath. of, h(l'*]n'.t p_
itigs Ch .ultv,, ty mz:uS'.."l ;
{ife the :(..1011_(1 from- th s‘ﬂ‘lrkenc fume.
‘Biuds up the liroken head po‘.ﬁ i1t

Buy, from the while soul’s spotless Lenth,

_,.mﬂ Adjudged mie honorable

I pare of spirit, and ."‘IOC."‘ﬁK :u d.n. B
violef, feels 1o ulll‘uu of: afent -3;
Fdiss l.prj'\)lﬁlll‘lcpu asTichiagd | pr" lgfu.ut 11
roll byin:therr soft, velvet-Tined
“and admires withoat s.uwmg thet

clad m,(,upmz.'ts, wiiose ! m.e-s T2
gloam ou!,.;z;gha‘
windosws; o lean
L"’]'\H_‘.u firm! d.l'.lu piroi .'t i Col Is lyingvery cold and stil},
,mmn ofglloutward SurzoImdings wittla || With not one flower within
the magnhu,cnt steeds iu meis; g.i,y. m-u- | hands :
irigs;. tnpatiently: champ

lt‘* as their twinkling fe

Gde”

|| By thought, or act, or wisn of mine,
No darkness ever gloomed your sky—

13 G sooner fur have held my paim
\HLhi_\ the red {lame's flery gloyw, .

Lhan hrought one conseious sHrry Wi tu ¥

lieart.
b I would, ¢’'en now, altliough the love,
4‘ Jl That longed to hold you Lo my breast,

the poor, p

&5 seem rc.;u'wlv

robled of all 18 sweetness :

Hi L3
‘I{Jsl’}'

You spurned the friendship I \w.% glad

zive,

iy
\\ :!0 :tl'b ])I'Ii%'i,' sy

tluf‘muc to bieli J\L-

And fold mein it shadowy embrace, .«
Ang other flunds un‘i'lliaht tie howsehoid lampsl |
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BY AMANDA, I
Judge not Hie humt iy ilie bouphlog ey,
Wap _ulo lips by the soues taey singg
A maountain bird thay strive to (y E

Witk thie fowley s shot bened ) SRS
A the swoetost song eter pmm..l I SGIE,
m..! from the depths of awae hing
¥
Al the g‘..uid'-ha sniile that ever hunge
0::5:‘.;}? rath Lips, hide sorrow's smikb. |

A theready jessindroparita. o %q
‘! W ofteildine arigh, vou krow; 4
nad Ahapannddest Henrt in fthe world, mu.j_' It
lh" onethatn RS sign ol woe. '.

Therg's iany w tile thal's hn-t‘ lobeni
est henvt in ghe wovld, 1\\-*\&“
po-hide o vaivdespair, i

18 fnin
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sirangely ¢old and dim,

Lirightness of toel falr. white day.
and sHenee, aye;

Whutever sorrow Heaven 1nay sene,

a4 hreast,

Than harbow in my

rl']m love that would have erowhed yon
thadearness not your'due by saeréd righ

Nea'er guve ma word of censure, or reproaci

and free from 5
“the sofrowing  soils Lalm Llame; b
“of co n“scﬁat‘uq ; Hi Apnd gave mga fullest meed ofilionor und
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.. - = 3 " - - i
. ‘m“ “ﬁh e [cM There is no havdnesis in nuy soul, and yet, |
'. :\.ml tlie. Pragsn "{B?L IfI weradying now, and one should sy {
]Jm g‘ll‘.‘.u Yourlovewonldsavéme, and be mine for i
-ﬂ.‘!-’l“? (ﬁ-, islking, e j
I would not lift my dying hand to 1.13 il

within

J g palm,and thus win back nmllle ¥

Forv, wlhen, with cold asstmption of disdaind,

Bul, bie it so; I'd sooner bear, in longliness |

your hupduess

o pain shaghd o'erhaye touched youriifo

e,

) ou had itin your pnwm Lo make ane fove !
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Yo 'Tm'ough'ihe Years,

~ BY AMANDA ELIZARETE DENNIS.

i Softly, noiselessly, fall the days:

] 8oftl F nmseluslv. glide LhB njghts;

Wreaths Gi oay, smu palms oi} —)rmna.
Measure the grand years' royal hmbht

Prayers o’ er: cloﬁnu.u with Bope's unrest;

£ Passion of pain that never sieeps;

¥ Bilent griefs that lieTunguess Eu, v

ay ‘ Measure toe prand yeais® sclemn deeps,

Sottly, noiselessiy, day by duy,

Bonl;, noiselessly, night by mght
The stutely seasons go their way,

Strong in the faith of thieir royal might;
Day by day the sun goes down,
¢ Night by night the Alais arisg,
A, The cypress 1 !II()(‘hS the }z‘.ure.A Trown,

o And laughing lips the wistiul eyes!

Softly, noiselessly-—' Watch and, wait "—

Voice of E’wnvmu, ot hand of F*tx.,
Dearth of smilés, or seas of tesrs

Matters Iutle,n il matier less,
When we hold the years tull tf.:.u

If, upon their iroe impress,
"Trath is stamped: in‘¢imless gold!
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At Your Grave.

BY AMANDA ELIZABETH DEKNNIS,

Iknelt beside yonr grave, dear love,
One little precious breath of time,
The slanting gsnnbeams glowed above,
The winds were sweet as vesper chime,

t But I saw not the sunlight fair,

Nor heard the sweet winds plaintive air,
£ I only knew the long years’ prayer
" Waus answered as I knelt me there.

. I hadso longed fortouchithe mold
That hid you from my yearning sight,

| However dark and dank and cold,

/ it held for me love’s fairer light.

Qmee, only onee, I prayed that I
_ Might see your grave before I died,
But weary years limped slowly by

/And weagg miles were dark and wide.*

Ay, years hed grown to heavier years,
- "% And brought no hope 1o light their pain,
No solace for their woe and tears,

vain.

'Til in some lonelier hourof pain,

Sad words reveuled the heart's despair
To listening ears, that not in vain,

Were touched by sorrow’s hidden prayer.

And from the tender, listening heart
Leaped words
franght,
S8weet words that o’er life’s hidden smart,
A veil of blessing soltly wrought

! In storm and shine, in stress of heat #nd cold, }

__And the sad heart’s prayer seemed all in

with precions promise-

%
i

{

1

-

|
it

And journeying with the dear, true friend,

I sought, at [ast, the hallowed ground,
Where nodding grasses long will bend

Above your narrow, dreamless mound.

And kneeling there I touched the sod,
With trembling hands that longed to lie

Close-folded 'neath the same grave-clod
That sheltered youdfrom sorrow’s sigh,

o

/Ihe weary years may come and'go,

_ The sunbesms’ glory covéy ail. °

i’f?‘iind friends will keep },'66: dear gr: ¥
Fond hands with blossoms deck it o’8r;
But in the shddow, or the sheen,

To fold one tender wordless prayet
Above your slumbers calm and deep.

. To gather, from the tender trushe e
"~ O'r which fond memory folds her wings,
One measure small of hallowed dust
To hoard among my treasured things,

@
The prayer was answered—close and dear,
I hold it ’gainst my beating heart, g
No aftermath of pain and fear, b £
Shall break its sacred links apart.

1 thank the dear Christ, day by day,
. I bless the dear friend’s tender care,
‘lie years may go their lonely way,
U have for aye, my answered prayer.
— Wicomico, Md.

» The sweet days weave their golden thrall, 4
srant vl i . ; _—

I’11 kneel beside it never more! P
I prayed to kneel one moment where —.'_1

You sleep the long, long, dreamless sleeps !

| oWn eyes—grown Christians are l¢ss than
nothing. T

Quingue Decades,

BY AMANDA ELIZABETH DENNIS.

Five decades—like fair-plumaged birds
HEstrayirom far Utopian climes,

4 Op fleet-stepped couriers from the Palace of ||

the Years—
‘Have-come to us, and thrown their brichtness
rAnd their shadow fall athwart our way.

Acroes the still, wide sea of shoreless waves, 1

g e e =
Cnowrye Christians are 1ittle in their

{ Have you ever zhought of the
| That flows perhance throvgh the gl»ulcl!.‘si-i

i As the happy 3

Rive decades! Year by year we've kept us on |
our way

Life is not' made of fuiry dreams; and we have(!
. wept

Beside the bier of many a cherished hope,

And kigsed the lips of many a dead beloved, I
In fifty years agone! {
But lave and fuith have touched oar lives
With vivifying warmth and light; |
The sweetness of a common hope lies deep {
Within eur hearts—a ** fountain of perpetual

youth [?

With the shade and sheen of fewer decades on |
my head |

Than these white pages have recorded here, <

This willing hand will never weave again

A birthday benedicite of quaint conceit,

And wistfol imagery of rhythmic thought;

For, ere five decades more shall pass,

These tired hands shall lay, death folded, in}
the long, long rest!

But, perchanee, in that far time, some happy-1{
hearted one [

| Will fiad these quaint old lines, and read them |

o’er, |
With some sweet thought for her who wrate
them |

In that time so far aww){—so far away—
Five decades long within the past !
Wicomico, Md.

For Misss Eiiu;ia's Scrap Boole,

There's many a song from the golden clime

{ In the rhytlanic rungof the Poet's rhyme,

That guxlands lhs:':esueulwl pages ;

{ And many a ray from the s sublime
| That glow ox the dmthﬁls of time—

The sev tinel Hills of Ages.

And over thi3 heighis of the golden stars
And beyond the gleam of the sunset bars,
Where tlae fieids slysian glimmer |
The singers r oam by the lucid streams
Whereon the ra

ot summer lieams
Fall in n gol@en shimmer. |

And over the ruim and wveck of years !

The gpirit’s surcharge of sorrow and tears,
Their swe at clings and cloges

s of childhood’s day,

yase, retain, for aye;

And theshatte
The sceng Of

wislful pain

gtrain |
You sing in; your girlish fushion ? {
Oh ! gather tne'm tenderly, maiden Fuir |
Bach one is a threvody, psalm, or prayer

From the heart's unsounded passion.

And for this treasures of rhythmical thyme

{ You asle me to garland a thonght sublime

|

{ And tenderly slow,
M|

Wil h the Poet's fatal dover—
Semper IMidelis—tender and low—
The w=t ds come back from the Long Ago,
Wit h their old resistless power.
ike a breath of prayer

I tathiop them inton garlund, where |
Yout: gazs may ofien wander ;

| And through-the yeais, be thuy hriefor long, !

|

The loviog winds bave brought us argosies 01'| 4|

stliest¥hings;

rent kKind,

dropped
8 Beavy anchors in the harbor, where
Our happier ships lay moored, - =2

FAnd with the silent flowing out—fhe wisttal | Patience i{s difiionlt nirfiy

ebb-tide of the years— - §

We’ve sent full many a fair-bailt ctaft,

And trusted it and all its precious freight

To the merey of the loving winds, and the

! tender care

1 Of that dear One swho holds the loving winds

Within the hcllow of His hand!

¢ But some we knew went down—

| {i)own—duwn beneath the still, dark waves,

Ere yet they scarce had left the shore—the

shore

 Where ye had@tood, and watched them with perfory £ L
tvomediont .Yg}'l_huarg_l-la
qu_

and i¥a cal] comeg 4o high

suchrleving eyes;
1 And our hearts grew still with heaviest aching,
And our eyes grew dim with heaviness of un-
] shed tears. |
! (And yet the Father knew 'twas better so!)
But others sailed away—away—away,
Like phantom ships upon a phantom tide;
| The loving winds blew out theirghining saill
And sped them sgwiftly on theirfilent way.
And we shall find them, some Sweet gy, fast
anchored -, ] t
In a bharbor of unrafied ealm,

Their precious freight Uﬂdimmﬂi}ﬂ’}‘ rust of | a-slender merit, and selt: coneeit is the!

1 stpife A dinary :"Hmidzlut of igilol':lrlrlt'c.i'

timre,
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{

perviss (A
talso - Serven who
Away from the &b
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. 1
1

a ship, deep laden with a freight of |

come atloss the still, dark waves, and |

somewhis sear

P

nor iy disgppoiniedpride,

nob fourd wanting, -~ He &
“in that which is least is fafthiul alse in |

| Clouded with tears, or Lright with song, |

|

The wotto sweet may ponder.

Semper Fidelis—pnrsies of thought
Garland the fancy my dreams have wrought 5
With: bizds of rarer beauty— j
Semper Jj idelis—Lite is so fleet !
Semper Fidelis—motto so meet !
To Gtod, to Love, and Daty !
aaNDA Evizasery De

NIS.
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| “KNOWLEDGE COMES, BUT WISDOM LINGERS”i *“ The Rock that is Higher than I,” ]

“Knowledge comes but wisdom lingers:”
For onr aching hearts are slow
To render up the hidden treasures
We have loved and cherished so.
Folded in the heart's recesses
Knowledge fuin would hide her pain.
“Wisdom lingers” where the brightness
Of the treasured things has lain,
“Knowledge comes'’—our eyes are startled,
By the glare of sudden Jight '
Dazzled, blinded, pained, bewildered,
Shrink we back in vague affright—
*‘Wisdom lingers" whispering faintly
Like a soft ®olian wind
Far adown the dim, dim foture,
With the sweetness left behind,
“Knowledge eomes,,—our hearts are wounded
By a page of hidden lore,
All the bloom of life is faded
From our hearts forever-more !
“Wisdom lingers” softly forging
Links to form a memory chain,
Heedless that each link is holding
In 1ts strength, a hidden pain.
“Knowledge comes, but wisdom lingers,”
And the world goes on the same,
Cypress wreaths, or laurel blossoms
Aching hearts or deathless fame—
“Knowledge comes, but wisdom lingers,”
'Til our hearts are tired and sore,
And we'velearned the old, old lesson—
“Love is love forevermore !"”

- AMANDA ELIzABETH DENKNIS.

ey,

[Written for The Methodist Protestant.]
. Our Eva,

BY AMANDA BLIZABETH DENNIS.

Once more my tender, mournful Muse
Takes up her plaintive strain,

And weaves, with wistful tenderness,
A foft and sad refrain—

A soff, sweet melody of love, .
For her who sleeps beneath the sod

Upon the hill glde green,

8weet Flowret ! faded ere the noon

* Of summer’s golden sheen

Had crowned the lwiﬁrhts above

" Our Eva!

. Across the sweet Year’s golden bloom
A wistinl shadow lies;
And Borrow veils, with sombre wingse
The brightness of the skies,
And life seems very sud and drear! ‘
We knew not how our hearts had twined
Around that life so frail,
Until we stooped, with aching heart, |
And kissed the forehend pife— £ S
The pure, pale brow, so fair and dear,
Of Eva!

And, as we left her sleeping there,
Upon the hill-side green,
Our hearts forgot the sweet, glad bloom,

Bhe sumraer’s goiden sheen; |
We only saw thut new-mede mound— |
The lengihening shadows stealthy tread—

The bright Day’s sad decline—
But, in our heart of hearts we felt
The touch of love Divine,
That reached from heaven and closed around |
Our Eval . o
And 80, we hush our gobs to rest,
And leave her—‘* Dead in Grace1”?
The soft, sweet light of God’s own lova
Upen her dear white face;
His restful calm upon her soul!
And, where her tender feet shall tread,
. Ohl may our steps incline!
And may our restless hearts grow calin
Beneaih the spell Divioe,
That eld, beneath ita sweet control,
Our Iiva !

Ahl may our onward journey prove,
The brighter for this gloom !
Our lives the truer, tor the life
That perished in the bloom
Of golden spring-time fair and sweet !
And when our tired hearts fall asleep,
Along the weary way,

Oh! may wefind in Paradise, !
A fair and gladsome day, |
! “And in its fadeless bowers meet {

Our KEval
July 27th, 1884,

Our Neighbor at Leafy Nest.

BY REV. EDGAR A, RAND,

N --,‘\,,,._q.._-m,...uh. 4
*
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y BY AMANDA, i

¥

l1\‘11;:1: stormy clouds gather, a8 gather they must
o all who inhubit fiail temples of dust;

When témpests roar madly, and winds wildly rave,|

Oh! who shall be able to succor and save? ;

Above the wild moan of the billowy sea,

A whisper eweet, drifts through the darkness 1o me, |

And [ fear nop the waves, or storm-voices high }

But steer for *‘ the Rock that is higher than 1.

{When doubt like a vampire shall prey on the hear
And force the sweet epirit of faith to depart 7
{When lipg dumb with anguish, can murmor n
prayer, pcay
‘And eyes seared and tearléss, are dim with despa[n:‘L
{0 | who shall apply thesweet balm of relief, g
{And who sball afford us & surcense of grief?
Through clonds cf despair, [ still dimly descry (&
| The Rock, the dear Rock thatis highep than 1, ¢

When weary and gick with the turmoil of life—g®
*“ The foven gailed-tivdme! lmthe unequal atrifo— °
\The Jongiy: for 1estyibrough the Wearisomo day,

| And the perils unseen that crowd round the way. - !
Ob | whose hand shall steady the footsteps that fail,
And whose love shall brighten the lips that are

pale? 5 3
{ Though fainting and weary, “on God I'il rely, "’ i
And rest in the Rock tbat is higher than I. |

When Death from the caverns of Sheol shall come |

‘T? W00 me away 1o his terrible home;

Wken over my pulses he breathes a cold chill,

{And Dhids the quick heart cease to pulfat@and thrill ;

{When over the day comes the shadow of night, |

And earth fades away from my wavering sight,

'L nuthrmlll' the waves, though they roll mountain |

igh,

But clivg to the Reck that is higher than I.

Lowellsville, Md., August 21, 1870.

Tor best outfit for a suceesstul, happy]|
life is o good knowledze and faith¥ul prac-!
tice of Bible teaching. Tutegrity to truth|
is fur better than any amount of smart-|
ness. e

> For Me. i

BY AMANDA E. DENNIS.

|
|
‘l
|

|

In Béthlehem's sky, long ages ago,
There was a bright Star whose radiant glow

. Reached down from heaven to light the way

That led to where a tender babe lay ;

| His cradle » manger, where bensts were fed,
A few wigps of straw His piilow and bed.
Long years bave passed to the echoless shore,

" Rut still it shines on undimmed as of yore:

. For me—{or me. its light now is given
To light my soul to the prrtals of heaven.

In a lonely garden an anguished prayer

Unce broke the sweet hush of the slumbrous air ;
The pitying dews bathed the lips with their breath
That were e’en then chill with the dampness of death,
Ag He prayed nlone in the solitude dim

That the cup of bitterness might pass from Him.
Then His lips grew dumb. and His white face wet!
‘With the ghastly dew of His bloody sweat.
That prayer in the garden, that gory sweat,
Were for me and mine—can [ e'er forget ?

A crowmof thor#s, platted by hands unblest,
Once drew from the brow it cruelly pressed, {
Great drops of anguish whose deep crimson stain @ |
Wag but & foretoken of Calvary’s pain. {
Methinks [ can sce on the pallid brow

The cruel dark thorns and drops of blood now ;
The tears of years have not wasbed them away—

They deepen and darken each passing day. |
For me they were shed, and their sanguine dye i
Will wash my robes white for the feast on high. |

On Calvary's brow, blood- crimsoned for aye,

A shadow fell durkly one sorrowful day ; ;
The vail of the temple was riven in twain, |
And darkness hung low where the sunlight had laing
The stern rocks, convulsed with sudden afiright,
Shrank back appalied from the terrible sight 4

. W hich loomed up, ghastly and streaming with gote)

A strange, awful scene, ne'er witnessed before. |
That death on the cross was su.ffered for me,
And that wounded side my refuge shall be,

There are beautiful lights, [ know, whose gleam
Reaches far over life's tuibulent stream,

To pilot the ships thut float on i3 breast

To a haven fair—** the haven of rest,"’

Over whose bosom no tempest-winds sweep,

On whose ealm’ waters no death sbudows s.eep.
God swept ils waves with the wings of His love,
When He passed from the cross to the Eden above |
Undimmed and unshaken tho:e barbor-lights glm‘-ml
To guide me safe over life's turbulent stream. !

There's a beautiful city, 1lnow not where,

But its gates nie of pearl, aud wondroud fuir }

Are ita broad stoeets, paved with glittering gold ;

Its shining walld many precipng gems enfold. f

There ia no death -there, neitlier soriow nor tenrg

And night nevér dailkens the uncounted years, i

For the city ig lit with the light thut adorns

The brow of ita King; » ho was once crowned with
thorna -

T that eity unsSgei there's a Home for me,

If T sink not in-eressing life'Sstormy sed.
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Y ritten i'nr'—t‘,hc BACHELOR.
SUMMER BREEZES.

BY AMANDA. 8
Oh! Summer Breezes. sh y and sweet,

I hear the echo of your feet
Along the banks of sunbright rills,

Talling fainter, day, by day:
i Oh! bummu l)lt.l'!L- panse awhile!

Il

The skiesave bright asgnid-June’s smile; |

The Autumn fields are trimmmed with -ruhl
The air is fraught with sweets u.ltuhl
Why need ye hasten thusaway?

Ah! wist ye not how still and slow
| The fong, long days will come and go?

How the dreary nights will wax and waige;

W Christ O Bellss

Pl ek

BY AMA'NDA EI;!ZABETIi DENNIS.

The sunset weaves an amber veil

And folds it lovingly about the sweet
tender face—

One radiant star floats out—a s:l\el shall

! a sen of waveless gold—

lf ' And the evenjng shs u.im\h steal from out

The stately p fic- fops’ odorous gloom,

) y And furl thejf dusky pinions on the far
And o'er the mist-crow nul Autumn 111]13’ e ey s doun

The silver simllop that so lm.l) floated
; acn of waveless gold,

lost its golden glow;

»And a million milllon stars have joined the

4 radiant first— y
| © A gast, vast fleet of shining eilver ships
| Afoat upon the bosom of the waveless
B per deep.”

And, across the streteh of 1uminous.miles_a r
fi That lies betweén the city's lamp-illumined |

| streets

|\ Floats on in caln serenity; buf, the sea has |
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Ye come with breath of orange ﬁuw’w s Bells. whe are ot so youn ley have becu, X ! -W’x].ll %@ 20 trace, 'f]“’ ‘ﬂm "*

Angd the golden quu;hmu § mknu 2low, ¥ How soft, and slow the well-remembered | and last butnotIEthg, y means they G ,‘,‘, o » = maypale;

And the 0001 dark waters' soft, sweet [ melody : are beautiful when they pu,p out from oy , For flw ong, wweet thought—‘tha

flow, ¢ Ealls'on my listening heart |—theoutst ‘himo, | & SDOWY cap-bordér—no¢. much whiter -

Whére dur Summer buds lic sleping.

Dear Summer Breezes, shy and sweet,
Ob! stay your restless, flying feet!

Oh! lay your soft palm on my brow,
And let me feel its coclness now,

Mo still this weary aching.
The long, bright days limp slowly by,
The nights ereep up athwart the sky,
Sun, moon, and stars arise and set,”
The world coes on, and hearts foreet

The old, old pain, fusome new aching,

Oh!"Summer Breezes, shy and swaet,

1 hear tH®echo of your feet-—

Ye may not stay; bat, as ye go.

Yonr voices drift back soft, and low,
A whispered comfor lending;

T hush my murmuis— check wy tears— -

Tuke up the burden of the years,
- And hide this new pain out of sight;
Xt cannot ernsh me with its might,

Have no cognizance yof silver-thepated ¢

Or, long, long streteh of luminons miles— than thg.mselwﬂa and I vm?ﬂy shddow the
How tender ly the dear, old pealfloats out upon

the throbbing air !

~Now, eweet, and low like wistfal sighs of soft

3 ecolian winds— -
. Anon, torsadder, slowlier strains, as if
Some human heart's unspoken paim

Had touched the sweet bell’s silver fongne— G‘F'O"

And, anon, to grand, tr mmph;%%ﬁg

That float, like white-winged se m,

Up, th:uu;,h the star-lit corridors of air
“‘§ . To heavenlier courts than ours.

Oh! soft, sweet chime of Christ Church Bells |
The old time love oft hears thineevening peal with ﬂmt ﬂoleful “I\dﬂn

Amid the starry slillncss of the ‘‘evening | I don blﬂm(%ga& a,b}t
G =8

dews and damps
Of.a home that lies too far away to cate

And, along the streteh of WEArY years,
T turn and look with wistful eyes,

JEeS - Or labar, Imjond my st
rﬁfm;*& ‘.:,[;1-3 S e dugiiee S
. wmtcd 1o 2o 4 **Where Aurora lholds*her court SO ¥ leave if all to hm _E!U‘;"'e
h i W3 o 1atT o His tender, omnipotc
‘Blfe siivery-ehiinibe of the Bells that charmed “hewitehing neﬁ*% hat Tovely new = Ratnctecept %’h‘m s | - e
st 1i - Tl R, e’t’ﬂd‘nn i will,
poplin, :md that b]nel.. velvets { PR Al Al t‘f S*% And trust his loye'snd goo
malics you ook s0 dain i e Pbguettiling flories . o j / _ Cind g
f Ee o b ak:qﬁ’nn nu\\n—- @

And marvel that the old-time love still holds, ' “re'“ Why not compr

S o e o
'1]:1()1:{,1:1:;&31:31(, heart-ache and the sorrow of | Lnow hdl’diy, What 5 - . ﬁ*ﬁm‘a‘gy‘&t"l al -_ ¥ Tl;c”'-hmi‘shluf‘w' 1)1‘!gntr‘1(
Buch tender memory of thy silvery chime. but,]lll let “ £o I'! Le thly‘ﬁnltx S@® © " | And hope is fairer, born Of

Oh! soit, sweet chime of Christ Church Bells! B

I sit, to- mghi with folded pllm‘:, and w

Wiu]e wuh such sweetness blen din&s face turned listeningly, as if

s At the Beautiful Gate.

All through a long, long, g golden dream,
That driftod o’er my soul last night,

A vigioned glory, not of earih,

sleno.em mr my raptured sight.
the  Gate called Beautiful?’ g

wandering feet had come at last, =~
anding there I w atched a thrcrw
vhite-robed spirits gliding past.

iarly gates were opened wide
T et the white-robec pilgrims through ;
:yond, the fields were fair and green :
The benamc- skies were soft and blue,
1. U mﬂn:lon« fair?’ were strong and sure,
Andsfrom a throne of rrle.um'w white,
tween the streets of shining gold
Acerystal river wound its 1«rht

;mc the crystal waves, drooped low,
Green branches, heav y with their store
living fruits, whereof to eat

Is pain and hunger never more !

1d oh ! from out the portals bright
3uch musie drifted. sweet and clear,

at heaven’s bright stars forgot to move
ind entering ~01115, half-paused to hear.

tood, spell-bound, enraptured, awed,

sing within the gates of pearl,
wnd roaming o’er - the flelds of light—
r;w(rt a throng ! and still they came,

rom lands of suns, from lands of a!}O\‘r:, I

“ith eves once dimmed by earthly tears,
And cheeks once paled by e‘uth]x Woes :

Llf.f:e ]u]rfmm-, on whose brows
. Passions of earth had left no stain ;
§ Youthful feet grown tired of carth,
ire life’s sweet morn began to w unr
Lean and womanhood’s full prime
Beeking for a happier land”
- Aged p)]rrzum silver-haired,
I‘mteim-* halting, stafl’ in lmnrj,

Eich one at the ‘¢ Beautiful G: ate,”’
Waiting for an entrance there
Lnlcrnrr within the peace and light,
Leaving without the pain and curo;
Euch face egrowing glorified
Within the lig ht of God’s dear love
Fagh one (110])111']"' the earth h life
To grasp immortal life above

And, as T stood with wistful eyes,

Hulf-dnzzled at the stfange, hn ‘ht scene,

ild | there lingercd at 111'\ side

L bging clothed in ¥ adiant gheen,

tuupmu downiif whispered Iuw,

Dagr child, be patient yet awhile ;

tithe ig }mi yetecome ; trust on;

Lifos pmln;:
smile

AMANDA E. DENKH,

¢ ' Between us, let the way grow wide

| Bat take it all in all, ma cheve,

t !
The billows of the Bs n' were but a span of ’mtter—proof take an_umbm'[]a, gﬁaﬁoye !

sparkling Bpray,

41*. Thathides the City’sradiantlights, and di*

m

sweet music drops its tender spell,
And, I seem, once more, the little dr
child
Who used to seck, at set of sun, the 1
] attic pane,
“F And wait, through hours of deepening
| tu(k,

“The first, faint chime of Christ Church Bells.

Alas! for dreams of chlldhood‘a days!
turned

To ashes on my lips—only the fair, sweet, not,nlways pae&-ﬂwmwhﬂppﬂy, ‘but that

childish Faith—
The 0](] fun(l silent Love grew stronger
ope s swift dect ny—
And, the years went on their hurrying w

But, whatever comes, or doesn't come—
Or, howsoever long the years may be,
The old-time love will often hear,
Throngh distance dim, and silence lone,

The soft, sweet chime of Christ Chureh Bells, | ‘LI'he winds come from the "pmes that

'Wma mico, Ad,

. [HgrE0 s
o Ohs Yvha ivm Lnderq, nd, | many things that are marvelous, and | & - e ===

. BY AMAXN DA, -

] e . . &L
I thank thee, friend, for those fair swenﬁ'wm'ﬁsl and I have bcu] suchde.n- fnénds'f‘or 50’
|| For the fairsweet thoughts those words awoked

v ﬂtc]nn(r e A Llothed - ".hlta i I will fold them away with my treasured things o L > “ As L the i if's oldingaiar,the beausiful gate
B g | Aud cherish them long for the writer's sake, Othcl YOLY well. Andﬂlen ﬁh. r‘l?) t‘lps AR a7 £l onnlng U ulhng‘

(We may never meet 111 this pilgrim life—

i} - Our handsine'er elaspiin the old, sweet sign, ﬁngers, and tells mein f,h,ﬂ‘r sWel

> ;
‘:Bl'll’. let the years go eiraling on ”
With rapid strides,—a giant band—
L 3
With leagues of waves or miles of sand,
My dreamfual g Jnu!. yetb shall hold

! Bome strange, sweet infercourse with thine 0% pc‘ll‘] when the sunset ﬂiakea‘ out. her;{
The saddest: dr&ﬂh Lhﬂt'”“”mnf suul vim bd.lll'letﬂ athwart the western akms, And Aud, fainf and worn with waiting long

Shall find an echo soft in mine,
3 - 4
i And one moyre name shall go to swell
The list of friends, already dear;
Nor Time, nor 8pace shall ever mar
The fair sweet Faith that recks no fear,
But finds amid life’s checkered scenes
Much that is pure and truthful still,
| To hold within hm sunny heart
And bind beneath hol OWIL By vct_l.ui]l

\\ e neler may mr'r't—-gm' separate ways -
I+ May widér, wider drift apart;
Sometimes with brightest fiowers o ‘ersirg
!_ Sometimes with buds of pales sort.
i We each will drink at Sorrow’s fount— &,

Our feet grow weary by the way ;

There is not more of night than day,

ghtens ‘neath @God’sl
{ “'Tis better far {o give,” my friend,

]

Thous't proved the anclent maxing brue;
ah 1 tis strangely comforting s

b soine blessing sweet and nesy,

A e e

The glorious ehiming of thine ev ening peal. Fare too swceb and prqtty to fall'a mgt‘,m:
And, anon, upon my waiting heart, the soft, ito that arch- encm_) of American 'w ane“

Whose silent magice binds the souls . cal voice, beautiful tale‘g Df 2 G}Oﬂd We zometimes eatch the radiant glow | a'_\mv roam through pastures fair ¢
fi S tliosaFup mRCHER enasH DI RliriG, - SO w}nch lies so far above, ‘ﬂﬁlﬁ. IgiCf Orient mendows sunshine-Lkissed ' l‘m""l%mlm‘ s
2 3 4 4 \ ‘1 1at flow thronghy vales of fad

eilf

w\iﬂﬂgwemh; R -&-u
_In my e ?tm,: hodrt bi les
4 S gugati > 2%

pure and c‘llm brow

Ewuet.and moﬂ'.-

(.r]y-lﬁlce o 7 ,'-' With t e pmm'scd lwon of 'x

near 2 1 ]"'T'QSS, - S . 4 4 1 Hoats ] t

fear %m‘w i - itin &sc,:r- SRR AR : = A
n hair W ]g a(h LA el .. 1 Always 100({3 fm the I‘:tﬂr

How el T ('.111.3(-.11' ho
;4 P &mdo e

«~ {He will gidt E.nﬁ on m'-h pif

=)

b}

bonme-facc(i little girl

A wagrs ready, for well we

And jeyis_ swbctcl gain

e '\Lmtmg BB atiting ¢ e

Througb- the d y'?ul Efu_dzwh (3 1ght paih, ) oo

] Be it cold R blml\*n d gl\. . k Tk en, always lmthr foul
B,, it f’ll‘;“]d Wan:u nujﬂhmght v 1f1}.h_he\£rt that brooks j

%1 pair, . e-n »B
« I bear zny:shnrc of toil anf
R

istful ¥4 ’
«tlhie mgdd) pnvementa—-

owns jall dont forzet youn over shoes; for you |

Aig u.\.a.w mm solth muung :
“”1 or Lh\d Enud i1l come some ume'_

r—Consumptxon—and go'tochurchl T Sqrrow‘;ml‘l not bide forﬁ oy Loy
Camy reoimy, bC]ﬂ b‘ﬂ.flmrlmumry sister, and. ‘JO) and )‘ce'ﬁ]l[ fold 1h3i'rdumons %
onely wtho the church “far, I'd’ have “to!| & sm; in tlie heart, gome day—

|
!

el Always rc':uly, to do, or to b
| Whatever TFate, or T
= 5 &F > bring; % -

. wade ankle deep in mud ind water, and ;‘ Bt fa, 'O‘f‘ﬂ dBY—iSicrite =00 Tho ecaviest burden of
e It.ben Tun the risk of not * getting i ”:m thie ||~ o *Wmtmg, Bofﬂr WM““L’ e E " cafe—

|\¢hurch on my arrival.
i " But T do# lave riiny  Sundags, the' |
L eandor compels me to admit that I do

‘The.. Homeliest tml—th
thing— =~

il If on]y atlast T ghall racn ¢ oen
s’ brmg, P | E:ome gweet, ﬁtlhff gis - Lsoma
’# - Ipg gain St
Bomo %pq\enly golace for nll ’
% p‘uﬂ - s :

¢ OVER TEERI‘V

ln '-\'J\‘rn.t !

with |18 always owing to something clse, than
the fact of its being stormy. ~ Tam never
ay. | lonely ruiny days.” The Wind and Rain | p
are old friends ofmine; and T love ‘the |t
clouds better than some people seem to 1
love their nearest friends,

r‘fru

s

-are only afew yards away, and tell mo

S dver tha n'wr the' skies un hrwh
r E Ot the River, the flowers ge ftl
Borrpw and painean neverimaore 1)

Bhe beantiful rest that' witl® eohie!

BY AMANDA BLIZABETH DENNIE, 2| Over the Rive r, onr ln\ od ones wai¥

many years, that we nﬁ&ers"t:mu' euch : —_ ; Watchijiez the lizhtson the mw.n.f

“swect/to hear.. Do you ask How this | the f‘ og.”’

140(”1 he? Well, T'dont know; the wind |;

2 hite hands henium ourfrail boa
againat the window p’anq with caol moist That cui, like golden tireads, the o

‘mu51- mists, tbm:’thc River, out weiry foet

L catch glimpses of its maguoificent Pula-|
ces, glittering minerets, and filir broad
| Seas flecked Stk foiry isles, and ships

<y with sailes of purple and gold, antd ducks

: Over the Rivetintl are hlest: "k
T here.comes sometimes & tiny rift,

: S For o'er the waves ntlhr jaspern; .
Through which, like waves of molten gold,| Fallh 1o shadow oh gue un &
{Denr Henven's punbenms softly drift.

bu in the veiling mists of prin | Over the Rivergall are freo,
!
I
{

L Over tlw Hivh-—nﬂpr a while, -

g, | We MAYRW ally where the flow'r,
SO. Toften steal away by myself to listen; (We bold (he tragsient Amber rlenme .. At git in Lhelizht ofthe Ravio
to the wind and rain, and watch t;he Sweet promises of happler things ﬁ OU“‘1°HI?"P‘""’;{’: Li o' fne dtra
‘clouds: to he sure the clouds are rather {Beyond a world of empty dreams, i li,i‘,ll,wr,m:n?,:{ ‘;?f:,m o
sombre and sad- lookma, but then,?here - = . ﬁhv thatfiandiof a loving G .;
% mtbor deep wein of melancholy un- 48 With the lifting of the fog | One imy he kopt for you unrn&

ying my usnal eheerfulness nmi»paés- - Levantine splendors gl"um BDEW, s

. sionate love of Qle”brléht and beautiful,| Soahall the veiling nlisis of F’"" 5 i
whiclidrays me irresistibly toward 2| Drife by and lenve us clearer view, |
V.hmt7 which seems imbucdwith any ve

Al

Over Lﬁo R'K‘br—ﬁ-wlnr r]ivm*.
#Pilot oup fri a1l hoats qv er the ﬂdo
Hafe,til we'wall--where the harborl
3 2 TH® grate of the keel, or Tthaothe
And fuirer isles, mavhap for us

ver the Ri fai i
Lie juat beyond the cold, gray mists ;- o 1e River, my fair, sweet fric

Life's beautifal rest shall g o)
% Only the loviag Futher knows FHoaven's pence flows without gnus
What the patient spirit lists.

. ‘And eyes never ygecp and hearts

perceptable degree &
Fwild, sad music, s
wn— T've seetl some
E some human eyes t
 sadness that it made my m
“ Im‘jL at them, and' still I ¢ |
. T

1 God’s snnlight gilds the happy hills ,‘Jvm‘ the Hlvmﬁthc slzies ate Lris

Boyond the veiling mists of time-- & = Ovbr the RIWE the flotvers are 4
T I8 Fe| IO\ 1 patn . \

il Pl d' tog [a lifting "" from our souls; * ) \ S0 SPRE GBI nevor mpid

4 * The beautitub rest that will (&
Fo/ll soe ot lagt the Leights aubhmc. i .G\ er the River, onr weary fopt

=4 i “ Bhatl l.ﬂ-ﬁ'?.lrmtp,h pastures i
= ‘hg the weters, cool and sy

o
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BY AMANDA R,

I
[

* Nassawango.'**

. 'l‘rcu::uru.w_p each, some sacred thing,
. Holier far, for the deathless love,

. And fair, sweet faitn that ¢loser cling:
3 Al unforgotten dream, may be—

!

BY AMANDA ELIZABETH DENNIS. DENNIS.

'}‘uli many & fair, whi

3 wolden banners

Upon the mystic battlements of Time,

* And many 2 night has wrapped her shining
mantle '

AEom the grand old Barth, and fastened it =

With gleaming jewels from the dusky meshes ||
of her own daik hair, |

€ day hos furledits | God knows best why some pathways

Are strewn with roses bright and fair ;
While others lead through thorny wilds,
And dreary deserts wild and bare.

A well-remembered look, ar song—
The memory of o dear-loved a'nicuﬂ—-
A smile—a hand-clasp trme
| Such simple thin
Hs: knows best why o'er some lives . Than wealth of fair Goleondy?
Phreatening tempests darkly rise; ¥

. |, While others know no clond or slorm,

Bince, I?x‘i!gr old Church, thine grehitrave was But drift beneath unshadowed skies.

Amid the spicy odors of the ever-whispering |

4 L s stare,
“For Somebody’s Spise 'y :
| Life's fairver ficlds nve not for 11 ;
Its dusty highways must be tred
£ s ; By feebler feet perchance 1
Wb!melc round gome barques in maniac glee; ijmt “-[:1;::11;3“‘,1,-0h.‘mCL' e il
o adibig el | 1t ours the foobler feet shomt g
1 u ever tranquil sea, 3 iy e
1 l What matters it 2 if dearer, ti:).]\‘(: -
The velvet coolness of the flekds—
How sweet to benr it fotr their sake!r
How swect to think life's pain shall grow|
To c‘ieﬂt.hlcssfsweotncss as we go—
“For Somcbody’s Sake!r,
. !

g He knows beat why adverse winds
| Whose leg\emld branches “caught—and min-
E  SERNG
With their own sweet music of far-distant
seas— °
The first glad song of praise, that floated from 1
thy consecrated doors,

He knows best why spectral want
Sits ghoul-like by some tables bare ;
While others set with costliest plate,
Fhe strong, true hearts, whose ready hands, Are heaped with rich and dainty fare,
With love's devotion reared thine unpreten- |
tions walls,

1on5 since. dropped the burden of the

He knows best why some recline,
On couches made of softest down :
While others have but beds of straw,
To rest their weary frames upon,

| Have | :
i How much we hear for mhers" sake!
! And yet, no sweetoer task ecould prove
| The tenderness of fJ:Icndship"k truth
The fondness of & creature love ! :
| How slight the burdens life shall bring
If borne for love of some depr fricmlt:'
h How tenderly life's Painand loss
W :\\"itll patient hopefulness sh'ul! blend
1] When we've learned to stand sdone— ,‘
Where our shrines were overthrown—
“For Somebody’s Sake !

i years,
i And in theé shadow of thy sheltering lave,
' They sleep the last long sleep that knows no
earthly waking,
And the mossy marble counts the passing of
the years!

| He knows best why from some homes,
The fairest flowers soonest fade;

And clothed in death's cold bridal robes
Beneath the daisies white are laid.

What changes fifty years have wrought!

Thine infant years were full of weariness and
pain;

Some hands were fain to smite thee on thy
tender cheek ;

And jeering voices mocked the plaintive mel-
ody of thine—

The j(;czj:'mg voices now are still—thon hast
eft

He knows best why some, amid

Life’s changing scenes, nlone must stand,
With nove to guide the weary fret,

Or lend a kiodly, belping hand.

t
Whichever path way, tread I here,
The dusty highway, hot, and bare,
L Or dewy bathways ﬂower:-hum'mud,
i That wind through valleys ¢merald fuir
/1t does not matter yoa,or nay';
Only this—if I could know
Some dearer fect, were safo beside
The cooling streanlet’s gentle flow
My tired feet wounld go their way :
Gratetully, day after day, d
“For Somebody's Sake !

He knows best what secret grief
Gives birth 10 many a glecful strain;
What mirthiul words, what winsom swiles,
Ate born ot some deep hidden pain.

\
The shadows of the vale, and sittest in the
sunlight of the golden plain.

And o’er thine aged features broods a look

Ineffably sweet and calar;

And o'er the wounds and scars of earlier
years

The ivy of an everlasting peace has grown;

Lite’s stermy years have brought thee to an
heavenly calm— i !

A shining hirbor where the-Hghts are never
dim. :

He knows best what each heart needs
Of trial or of sorrow here ;

! To fit it for the mansions fair,

Of a brighter, happier sphere,

Ob I God knows best how much of pain
Our hearts may hear, and vet not break ;
If slight or great we'll take it all,

s 2 ' Iknow I’ i - strone
And bear it bravely for His sake. s1ow I'm neither strong, nor brave,

' Nor wise : and vet, I softly pray
If mine should be the sadder fate
To see life’s tondest dreams deéay,
I‘still mighthold within my heayt
Home suered thing ; e'en,should it he
(A memory—far toe sad to die, - & <
‘Jofé-“ec—

Thou hast borne the burden and the heat

Of the long, long, weary day ! %

Ané now, methinks, “tis only meet and right
Thet thou shouldst lay life’s burden down,
And take the victor’s palm and crown ; {
Aye; lay the burden of the long, long years
I aside,

| There are younger shoulders than thine own
; to bear it now.

'"Twill matter not in after years,

When on our breasts the grave mold lies;
How much of pain we found along

The path that led us to the skies.

| Then bear it bravely, God knows best,
He will not Jet the tried heart break ;
The eross will win the brighter crown,
If meekly borne for His aear sake.
Powellsville, Octeber 50, 1870,

=S50 sWeet to quail at ffe's

Of domething I had learned thegost ;

Of something I had loved and lost;
Or borne forlong, unnumber years,

| A fair, young daughter lif s love’s pleading
R Silently with unshed tears,

' And calls thee blessed, evermore!

*i Tpon her gracefut shonlders drop the mantle [ __—o—————mar oy “For Someboy’s Sake ! >
I thou hnsthworn s0 well— i " et TQ 7 A Y | - :
 Th tle of that patient faith that brought! . - E Ny T - J GOD'S BEAUTIFUL SUNSHINE.
fiis et orfing ! Loyl ke bt byl g st | €0 Ly |
‘Through the weary years that nevermore,; Fiiuihg spo Bg ¢ R from tho BY AMANDA.
: - 3 o -

please God,
8hall vex the Zion of our Lord.

[Heaven inspired fore'er be thy trillings, |
Upon her fair, pure brow fold down the seal) Maragasrets by farSthian' Parnassus ff.mc_d: o Afler the sleet and the snow =& .
of thine abiding love, pAESSTIOULE i | &8 Tis sweet to watch the drowsy earth

And breathe upon her fragrant lips the char-- a0 == | Astir in its amber glow;
lb \"iﬁ of beauty your pfﬁspoefr..féimﬁﬂteth, ]

" ¢(Fairerit may be than earth ¢’er disclosed;

ity that thinks no ill,
And in her tender keep and care leave all

From whose warp and whose woof by genius
directed, ’ £

| o The cherishedmemories of the past;
A fabric all Tovely to gaze is exposed.
: 3 &% i

Thank God, for the beautiful sunshine]

[t
=

Athirst to quaff the golden wine;
The:tall trees bow their stately heads
In homage mute, at Phaebus’ shrine.

. "Bhe'Hl keep them with the fondness that a
o dead beloved

| er wins from hearts of tenderness and truth, p i ' The wee, glad flowers dp’e their eyes

Good-bye, old Church. Sometimes we luy our JMuch to be envied the pifte of the favenred, | Kissed to life by its ardent sliecn;
L o= dead away, |  Blessing andblessed wlien directed aright;  Its hand-maids sweet, in elfin looms
/¥ And none is ever found to take the lost be- When the aim is the glory of bountiful Giver, Are weaving garments fair, and green|

3 loved’s place. s L And dispeline earth’e sloom by the eleamoff To wind about the pleading trees
Not so with thee, old Church. The fair, young thcirfightg.;' % ¢ _— . And over earth’s stormsbeaten breast
] %allgh{erh ; P o ; ks . To hide the marks of winter's pnin y
y ; - y E e 9
i} et Sb?llgdﬁnln}ng' Bl et & Sing on charming songstress and cheer with -~ The Storm-King's wrdth, and Lave's
| Shall keep thy memory ever green through-|  thystrains, o unrest. L EvERT

out the years that yet may come ; Thy audience enraptured with melody sweet;

l nd we will love the fair young child In the gush of the morn may thy wmating as- & Car 0V
!E’ Hiat bears the cherished fhother’s name. cend, ) e | _Hath lc]othed thee with such' light di-
2 i nsicaa : e vine .
| We'll crowd her gates with grateful songs, And their eclioes the swell of thy pure ves-: That I’arsee like my yearning heart

: & pers greet, : :

Turns ever toward thy golden shrine. -

g 1o that dear Father, who I3t brought Oh! fair, sweet sunshine, from my soul

& o~ Av‘ « > -
Folded awny tn the Ldirt's dtep sivine, |

und strong !
gs ! yet, treasured maore;

The brewn fields lift their famished lips |

-3
" Oh! fair sweet sunshine! God’s dear lov¢

i} Ant peans of resonnding p%s;, ; i

1 75 to paths of May thy Spirit refined, more etherial become,

1§ Gur feet through- devious W D 3 i .
! As Time'sgliding streany hears thee swiftly | The Winter's gloom drifis softly out;

B ISRAIERES St pences | I eatch mysclf repenting low,

8 Aund to her sacred trust we give far more than | along; ;

# ©  memories of the past; S b e il Sn AR T ?‘1}"? The lol(lm:mvcet prayer that stills al .

;_gﬂ mmll her h;\vmg keep Wle fold the, precious- lomﬂ by, it -~ g :,-:_-;;‘ € ] doubt. : b

1ope of many a soul— ! R e T A e

. Each hoge, please God, some day shall bring f Andthy spirit vedesme 51“2'3%5 gloxified ‘;,! I put away the toil and fret’ ]
senge = - - ¢} That filled with pain the winter hours,

. to glad and full ﬁ-uiti?rlz.: i % : e ’ | in teful 1
S he Old and New to-day we bless with prayer- S8 S0 g e e S ";_.‘ —= " (lod’s sunshine fills my grateful heart
e ful benedictions ; S = 4 SELE-DENIALTS the ‘%O”ﬁ's_e“m"?d ;ncas- With dreams of bitds and buds snd
='§4$od blesseld t:ge Olbc}, God bicee the New withyre, and the conquest of evil habits is the flowers. \
13 everiasting blessing : : : : i bri past pain and tofl
most glorious triumph. I will not bring past p ST
= bl " Tp mar the eweetness of this time

v LA

)
33

" [*Nassawango, one of the old landmarks of

* Methodist Protestantism, sitnated near Nas- | = g - ] I :
o g Y’ - th Spring"
¢ sawango Creek, and not far {ro"_t@ Snow Hill, | o8 S{{MBOD S BAKE. i B Ien;]l:y;?ef-tly e pnng 3 happier :
o Worcester county. | U 5 By Anaxpa. # 3 :

! e—— . ——

I lift my c)‘cé with thankful love—
I would not seape it if I might; - #
(God’s sunshine is no purer than

Hidden away from the gaze of man, i

-

& - W=t ' Treasured g . ! D

g . -ouch life with red mayhap, for many a yoear,
flEnat w g through e With an y

LS a 2 A . We hold some triflea priceless gem, - i

! '.mcc_i‘.l&'tzn dactrine, not knowing what hg Ganged by the worth of o thing more dear!
beliéves—what a poor powerless creatira Onlyatwfie—a faded flower
sl e abasarwind through the world A P00k, aving, or a tress of hajr—

e U pletared face, with the living light
a8 a man gogs down the street W ith a poop, OLlife's vague myst'ry shhlhlggthm‘c—

wounded arm, forever dodging people he‘ryma With our kiseses, and hallowed by
meets on the street for fear they may prayer o

S night! =

I love thee for thy gentle sway;.

“ And love thec better, for the thouglt
Thou'rt kissing his dear@ to-day,

: We liald the trifie so dear and so fai &
R tiin Do Braohs. : ¢ 50 dear and so fair ? F e
', touch him,—F ]H/[QJ&H.AIJf afr “For Somebody's Sake!” - : - 3
- . 2 T "i
‘ d -
Rsa P LT -
- : et £, "> R EF - o Epa -
o -, b == £ e - -'r = ¥

~ And the hallowed grief. tliat<bidethi Avo |

The deathless love that knows po!

f

jers all captive, an
{zoodish stary

Have found it in b

"Ho

| unto perfection.
s (o =4 = = ‘ ol

stwean the begining and finis—

‘always live up tothe beli
write astory auyho®
ly, cant think of begioing «
table T mean-—nor anythin, i

veibeen haking «alls duy, sand
near buking my: hrains, by
mpabiment; Cand . should T
now, if might. prove such “al
ure affair, you'd say [ was
i By the oway, it wasn’t
o pectse me of  scoldinog
it to: scold you roundly for do-
ad then toacenseme of liﬁng
ouse, and throwing hig stones | |
houtts: - Lrepeat;at wasn'ts

a Sir Bachelor - to treaty

iesweet; hallowed
me fecl gentle as a
ing . as—what is th_e!

¥

? nomatten, th
citions'of this sublunary lif
all things forgivable - =
‘But I omst hasten, for: it
perching’. up on dur old
wney waiting to- find
 his descent, helll: i
L bngtheu CK1

k|

o about! it al '
e Indiznation M
¢ perhays, by the

a man, thew she -

- - g

i ‘hrietian 4nd my
HAT which seems to the Christian & L
e nearet tho heights of glory than ever

you thought it possible to ascopd by}
a & Stairway built of moonbeams.

Ob! fair, esvcet, sunshine, bright and true! perfection is no longer perfection when
lattained, for thestruggle to attain
velopes new power Lo be eonsecrated, an = L
‘higher views of duty. So God leads us Typorrresess is derived from just ""._
onward toward himself, ever going On yy,.as—indifference to the divine, ot}
- ontempt for the human, e

it de-

| very feet, the thought camo softly,
2| born of tho Sen’s weird spell the sor-

=11 song;, sweetb with the prattlo of liftle
| children, and the smiles o lovely wo-

{ lampsg are out,

\ vastness, the grandeur, o, the un-

Ocean City by Moon-Light,

—

BY AMANDA,

If thou would'st view fair Melrose nright,
(o visit it by the pale moounlight:
sang  Sir  Walter © Scott, in days
Lang Syne, and, sitting on the gleam-
ing strand, with the moon-lit waves
ewrling and frothing almost at my

rowful  grandeur . the benutiful |
desolateness of Melrose Abbey grow |
no faiver ’neath the moon's sweet |
witchery, than does our: own Child

City, by the Sea. “Itis beautiful by
daylight, with the  glittering, sparkl- |
ing, royal-hearted sun-light croivn- |
ing tho bluo waves atits feot with
marvelong splendor—sweet with the
Dbreath of music and the ripple  of

men, gweeb with tho gentle’ courtesy
and kindness of noble hearted man-
hood, sweet with a sweetness that
seems born only of the glorions san- |
light, but the sun swings low in the!.
west, the amethyst waves leap up te|
eateh the last light of his royal swie, |
and the purple twilight covers their |
grieying ~ with "dreams of opaling|
splendor;.and, i 1 l

Over asoa of silver spray

Fair Luna takoes her statoly way, i

And the fickle waves nolonger turn "

Where the weatorn love lights dimly burn ; 1

Pora newer love blots out the pnst, .

And tho proud day splendor could not Iast, ]

Lamps gleam hore, and there,

crowding their audacious rays !
to tho very doors and windows, but
shrinking back abashed beforo the |
marvelous saintly, white light without |
o light, whose very mutencss, and!
the vastness of whose earth, cneircl- |
ing glory say: “‘Thus far, and no |
farther shalt thou come.” Baby eyes
droop drowsily and tho baby voices
are hushed in glumber musie, and
the rhythm of daneing fect and hap-
py laughter, floats throngh the roomsa
and out on the loifering brecze and
is lost in the songh of the waves, but
without, without, is only moonlizht,
moon-light everywhere. The night
beats on, the music is hushad, the
dancing feet are stilled ond the
bright lips smile only in slumber,the
all,all g still, save, |
only, the songhing and sobbing of |
th'e ungniet waves, and without,

Moonlight moonlight everywhero!

Kissing tho waves and tho snow, while spray,

Feeding the winda with ambrosinl dows,

Guiding the ships on their trackless way's

Tugging the shoro In o fond embraca

Bwcet as the silenzo of hopolesa love,

Moonlight moonlight everywhero

From tho wave, girt earth, to the stars ebovo!

I am o lover of moonlight, ag I am
of ail things beautiful, but T don't
think I evor fully comprehendeu i |

utterable glory of its sercae beeuty,
until I sat by the sounding sen, and
watched it flooding the ecarth, the |

sen and the sky, Bast, West, North, !
South, as far as the eya could reach, |
or the imagmation follow; tho very
air seemingly-alive and: quivering in {
subtile radiance. X

A friend, & gentleman from fair
Baltimore, remarked to mo, that he

4 thought it fully repaid: a trip from |
i Baltimore, only to sco just one such |
i glorions moonlight nighti(as that of

Angust 4th) by the Sea. I agreed
with him, and -
“If thou would'st viow” Ocean City, “aright, | 4
Go visit It by $ho palo moonlight”

word for it, your soul will ho-;

2

b




A

=N

- v ORI s
LeT not any ma

s
&

vl

3 ol
n deceive hi)

'A Summer Sabbath.

“ Qur Missioné;y"'m Jap_a

1 o s P A |
e !the thought that because the gengral spivibiyioe Sut Syou're itk on. % i
AMANDA ELIZABETH DENNIS of his life is right, his minor shortcomings igs !;ﬁ"imt', for Fomanthay . 2 wily OEBEBEY . . . 5y Avanpa z DENNIS, -
: B ‘'shall bear no bitter fruity No man sing FoSSesss = = Retipe Duselfwahiign |

He has bidden

alfo®ed fo0

adieu to his native land,

and does not suffer for it. Towards oup ,’?“@-‘

Hend
1TWhe
1

_ Whi?g.b | A sea of quivering runshine,

Tf;a:ilgdg:?ll]l%n‘l‘ggg ?ljs?a g?ﬁ{zpféﬂ? infirmities God has infinite tendsrness; l Pl ,I"T'i.]”] ey Sl not) | AE i’dl O,f(ilu}ilveringﬂblﬁe,f o
LiEhuté\!eBp o Mheanyra tide; but He never lets us.do wreng and escape § RUY bou and trirowni g GRS § With hep aldhere a flsck of white
e 0 dreg : |

Wit Asleep in its azure dew.

|| A plain of waving emerald,

2am of shadow and sheen.
But over the wav
Lading the whis
me sweet echoes, softly borne
To the dear ones left 'behing— ;
A mystical bridge fond hearts between.

And Wwe look on the fields in their autami

3 = b = ) goaln. (R TR 0 St
the evil. This is His kinduess toward ) N o o Rl X du Nna th\;l
3 i o forever! ', SRATILEOEAVG “thgir pragransitioeks || A slope of gold-lit green
—that by His chastizements fle fo FATTREE. il brirle somay ol i g pe of g green,
back 1 the way that] . St gits rgad, Phwthey I vate | A royal, radiant pageant
Reglivorfuih Be. Laghy Antg ; L 1CEREY JioGe- I ol oWl M0 ot Of summer-woyen sheen,
laads w5 to blessedness. tdanas 2But 1 Suppodes fey

5. ! Sopliere therals a
{5

¢s of opaline light,
ering wgad, 4

-

By Tl : d 3 sod
"Whpl‘f b o !i Oh | fair and glorious vision !

. J. Oh'! golden Sabbath dream |
pride, | 585 50 will» sh ol Yok d d | i i
On'the woods in'thet s i o | RO ST BRI | No fairer flolds, elysian
And waft o prasyer 3 iﬂ:?&gﬁnﬁ?g“’ o[ UpORSTESEE Ty e eSSBS 1| Bloom by life’s mystic stream.
Hi(g'efdtheg\'avea tlént roll between il d dﬁ they can’t make a. fellow (we'dl |{"I tT"Y toﬁa?her f.ge 5""‘3%[“1'1'35}15:
olden home and the distant new. { alk vathen ) P ants | o cull the radiance bright ;
A prayer for the Master's untilled fields, I fellmx:fl LN 5 ™ higas elio w"'ms'i But my heart, my heart isgdru,nken
For the barren slope and plain, oacansilicy” e 11 (g enptand make mo! With dreams of scented light
oAﬂwagmg:;;ha pildt:ient 656 tec anand | 3o (P Lik8Wo sep Sic- ano - conlil make me) | : 3 b
catter the ine LS SRR o~ - P ¢ 3 ;
A prayer fo;gt%eggﬁl‘%grt brave and truej — why T'iI pat on I’““’-?““d(“ coat when £ And I only sit and listen
- W08 thepolls, ' snshamed to go with! _ Thaisong-bird’s happy tune,
-And the patient love that never tires & diess trailing alftonie ; in the! While my heart, my heart is weaving
Though the Master's worl be slow, B2 S ng 3 Py I'WO.“I_'I}?‘? R - A soft melodious tune—
.ShTs;II find, azméd those alien flelds, way 100, ‘1511 .»,-s,-}ntijl]d ke REHOR 10 JIF6! Moo sweet for earthly music,
€ sweet stream’s rippling fiow, . ShoMenyclouRbin s ayo U SHAVERER. - Too sweet for Bong of bird
The b i 3 g o I = a 34&_,;}}'—'\,3. b . L] g9 rds,
.l And“g&‘fﬁﬁ?gg_oﬁ;‘,:‘;}%‘g‘i’;f‘frtlgff“ avioke dmI baby. balid Rrencl ieare.in L pabEsquenee, « Bat Too sweet, top sweet for hoarding,
IS The evening’s breath of baly ciceantdwept—and I they? Too sweet for human words.

eo-alk goneto bedsand 4'n1 goina tos.
Shall bear upon its scented wings

< 1"was taking! I R Bt e
. £ s near thahoeswhon the witchos are Twari nshi
%8 own sweet heavenly cal wwas al m-ﬁ b, = TN ) p Y A sen of quivering sunshine—
Glad retrospect of joys serene! gt olur Sl to be abitouel i Knd ¢ 1 it up B880. T drift with the amber tide ;

ts'of writin

b An arch of quivering azure—
: I float where the white flecks glide,
My sweet thought follows my spirit—
I bind its pinions, white,
‘With bands of gold and azure,
And rays of diamond light.

'_in_}';-‘i?-’lf 1 !l‘.l%h'tg";ica' “B xpook. - Gool!

pqﬂ% ”t'lj;]: & L;_;v:'u':
= Lonts tridy; 9w i
: i e

For the Master's fields are growing fair
'Neath the hand of love divine;
His vineyards are bathing the purple hills
With the dew of their golden wine,
f And the “Starof Hope’ shinesfair and clear, |
[ Ah!ihe golden fruitage comes at last }
- To the heart that works and waits ; |
And the breath of prayer is the golden key &
‘That opens the Pearly Gates,”
And brings the & Land of Promise™ near.

Then, to thy tender care and keep, !
__Dear God, we give ourabsent friend ;
. The golden seed his hand shall £OW, :
'I:hme own dear love shall watch and tend, | VaiEy
. Thive own good time the fruitage bring. f 3?
; Oh ! heart of time heat on, beat on!
I Love's soft reveille mar
| The shades of night are drifting by—
“Oh ! heart, of time, beat on, beat on!
And the isles with sweetest echoes ring !
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J:E:SI'.“: came to"save -His people from 'But T cannot weave the pageant
Mgl their sins, and not in their sins, The Tato worda of human ken,
TR A professed Christian who is profane, wets Tho' the weird, ecstatic vision
.’ . {1’;07- gnars I. k ocantt TH i ? rb pfofam,. ECT8 T omes again, and yet again.
: wa fo qu i i liope-d drunk occasionally, gets angry, ete., and For my heart, my heart iz drunken
Bt ¢ awlicw | stwasMabor ind puts up the plea that he ¢an not control = With dreams of scented light,
qeber, walked hevs =up apq‘ himself, may well fear that he is notunder And my spirit wanders, silent,
or, (rotted her to “‘London 1 4he influence of grace, but rather under

{5} n, a )!‘ Through a dream-land of delight.
PL i o 9, e i : July 9, 1876,
t;%,b : ﬂc':ﬁh , and sang  eyery Lf;mg I the influence of unconquered self and of Sl

i

]

ks the dawn;

- thieaf feanl VWindhand 9 Pixic. | s, e ;  SUMMER BREEZES.
“L'most forget bul helicve 1 é:asa_!;'bd Ladg - e L2008
sshle-the lafter by - way of sehange.— | (o
i E a'm%oax her=gwith ally thedelica- | |

d cver heard wers g=,xw ba- 4 |
S bub stii wauld mmeruzan’-é

R
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| Ohl Summer Breezes, shy and sweet,

. T wait the toming of your,fee o L
For spring time came a month ago, . ' -
And crowned the t-ces with fragrant 10,

And told me yon were on your way. .
But ah! the trees are emerald now, -
And on each graceful, swinging bough, »
Rich. clusters hang within the glow— -
Falr promise of the fragrant anoiv ‘
=7 Thaf crowned them in the ear, ¥ May.

UL GREAT GIFT.

“BESMMANDA. _

‘Oh! heart of time beat on, beat on!
There’s light beyond the blue waves foam,
| And happy hearts beat glad and high 4
Within our distant “Mission Home,” e
And the * Starof Hope ” shines fairand clear.
God’s promise spans the bending sky;
God's love shall shield ourabsent ?riend,
. And the precious seed his hand shall sow
“God’s tender love shall watch and tend
’Tilthe golden harvest time is here!

> P

Confarred on poets.of itwo-Tald 1ife; :
Whean one- lifg fias: Deen found enough “for |
"%{’(i.nq‘: AN Auwrora Leigh.,

‘andE Lucewn in Shecr dogpair andd

waehtiess. - [inally thougt, #Pired Na- t
restorer” restored Tthings o

‘fure’s Swoot
issful enlmy very gruteful  to tige injared |

0 great glft and sorrowful indeed !
O mystic symbol 6f a mystic creed!

U 2 i 3 ] AT
R - e ] 3 ate joy e { - k . ! BY JOHN G. WHITTIER,
Wicomico, M, feelings. Think.d deserve a y%;e of thanks O passionate joy Ia_nd desolate pain P 3 In faultless robes of glorious sheen, fi ¢ UG
A g v ST —L LN e _f’ b s TR % Tood || [Forged intothelinks ol theselfsnmed aints"= | The forests stand with stately mien, | A pleture memory brings to me:
- TIRED! g ; ﬁ.om 1CT° pav “Ufs‘ 0L ROL givilg Uet o &Tﬂ-;' i LS Orsorrawiul Breat, gify sogreat, “God's loye | Their graceful arms uplifted high || 1100k across tho years to seo
- - ' Fshokipg, - GucssT st ‘h&‘y{ﬂ&ﬁ M WD feine dofvan from the cgusts ahove, . || Toward the pure, o'erarching sky, | Myself beside my mother’s knee,
BY AMANDA patienbmead Hiogh for | didedeialmac ! BMust greafen the Heart tahold s et 5 '_J With patient faith, awaiting you : %taol ;gni]genlga h:%%fgg?l;‘gnln
AR ijwiiup.iitl!“ ‘1&1&0 hcrfﬂpvi'bﬁﬂ‘mm-’; ST sipengthen the 11'(*.“?Jt"‘t°‘b‘? o ‘bjight}_ ¥ gvliehﬂowe)rsl tinrit. thr],'lr ;tarry eyes : ;ﬁ,{’ﬂd': m’;;ﬁ] 5g'use of wrong and pain.
BT Ty 3 Ay T 2 Fivats RN e 180 b SYB-'.‘ I)ﬁnm'_not.qémi-'guﬁsl—- ¥ th questioning looks of mute surprise; ||
i i ¥ i yoi ; AL gx vl were ab Ve s v e AT g e ot PRLE e : ! Butwiser now—a man gray grown,
. sotired! yet, the fair yoting Da ‘?f)' ; Ha - pe = LA v s t Lght gainstsueh fearinl 8. | They wonder why you hide 8o lan J "
Tired. s yey ¥ 5 Y inipross upo‘d"my ?JC::]oudcd_ nin ;bh‘ And fight'the sighit gainstsaeh fearinl-odd S 'y wonder why y. Jid ot} My childhood’s needs aro botter known,

Has scarce put off her garments gray;
And brushed the foam from her amber
hair, y

And decked her brow with jewels rare.

‘As T loek across the dewavet ficds,

My weary spirit almost yields

In tame submission to the pain

That steals the strength from heart and
~brain .’
The hot, bright*hours, keep beating on,

'We wedveBong-
..:' .:."er‘ --_ piN .ii.".‘ - L
And iy with 28t .ot bug-spusi afr;, - i
And the nation& praise ands nEGUr Songs s
Bug:we hear. flieéheers ofthenil glcgle@hyo:;ggi
| LikeThe far-away,music of far-dway wayves-
[AstIrin the dejiths.of the coraling civ s
And yve go away where the lights are dif
{ With amnammeléss pain, and a wordicss h?’t_u-n*‘-
?§Lranga!yvéaﬁu mingling in oursounls;:
| And .,?;MC!; the stk in their stoles
Gathéring fagots aflame with light

| "Mid Southern bowers of love and 8ong,

garlandsand wreaths ol
B oo T e, & When ace are just as fond and true.

thiat 7 \vas ot always as {a¥7e as oW ﬁl%
tkjl.t-once L 'Was" Sust S sden haothers=ond; &
Wb ed Bo—=5ny poot littic nicced” “But it
s mighty queer you knoty anibdend
tmber pauch aboutiit.. ¢ % A
N 11y - . . - = d‘
Sithpose W2 change the subject. .Lfmﬁ;lu?
P K s : i

0 dayvy oA G T/ mw,f@ﬁ%lﬂ‘

Bl fel aed, Bogato works wosd
Pvo Been doine, Fra

ik oIl thadk

The rills go dancing on their way

Yet call you ever, day by day ;

They migs your kieses-on their lips,

The sojt tonch of your finger tips,
And all the low, sweet tales you tell.

Melodious irills and clear, pure notes,

Ring softly out from myriad throats ;

| Tha birds have waited long, I kudw,

To catch your footsteps, soft and low,

Their old, fresh bloom, and sweetness [T :f%?gmg-m-‘}:%?_’5‘,“1“'0“5{?{?1‘3“'“‘ i | | As sentinel fires on the hillsf Night, e s Loy Er s aobaddell /g
oneb ' ; 3 0.3.’13'\“‘ £ LA o a8l a A8 And our restless spirits throb'and burn .2 ©Oh | all the earth is waiting now| -
g . il Bead - Lofore ahic GRIEEL AN ¥ Athirst for dranght of bliss eterne.—. . | Redeem your promise—keep your yow— -
Tired, sa tired! but the Morn is past! - peraoked. ov haip-Baciced uny: And the thouglitless envy ! fTow. lind,“how. | Youw've tardy been—we've waited long—
3 2 i = 2 L (=T 8 : 3 7 =45 - n2wheal s ¥ s R
The noon-tide sun is over cast B ]TSI“'”[‘ s rvaIftera g‘Oﬁﬂ : blindt But all the earth ie flled with song,

. But Allah is great, and the Fatesmare linds = .
| Ablme, if you knew ! T'were Happier fiue

| To love w bird than a shinifg AR o
And happier too, to wait in the shade

Than to try the paths our feet have madé,
.} There arg thorns up here, and thirst and cold

& And pulsing with prophecies new.
Ob, Bummer Breezes, shyand sweet,
. I Asar the coming of your feet ;

Down in the valleys, and over_the hills,

| | Deep in the forests, and out on the rills—

With cool, gray clouds, from towurd the
"‘Sea -

That come to rest, and strengthen me.

The clustering bonghs of the green robed
trees

hink i knew you'd keep your promise, trugd " f,, o e 2 s e
; i ' Alther’s tsleep how andthe Sestase ab | | Andaworlibof pain, unguessed, uirtold , WV axph B Denxgy, | Whateierotioss Whatet (] o
Ithprison the-coy, coquetish breeze— e e g e e L RiAY acliing'haarts; dnd weary feet, e ‘ ey [SMEReTer of oy, QN ARLpler gl i
But I labor on in a weary way, © iehurch, Thotawhy Pagwriies, W ; C S T 7 \

| ' ForAllfotir songs are glad and syraetl
- Butswould we step from the pilace walls 43
Or tliese “weird counts to the eartl-wronshe
hbalflrs e R o 35 . e

Of weal th/and fashion; pem pand pride’
And drift, witlh fhe crety in theirsilyer tide
Ab! me, I tllfi‘t':_i.c_m)t I:Fame lu;sfn'mjlg)lztf.;:- ol
eums of Reartshave Wrbh,f.;‘l‘?:@ |

=
The Rovers.

&7 will return,” the swallow said,
ST my old nest once more;

- My home beneath the spréading eaves

Of yon gray cottage, framed in leaves,
Awalts me as of yore.”

shie gped across the scenfed land
One blue and breezy day ;

But where the house wasg w
A ieap of rulns lay.

3 will reture,” the rover said,
“ To my old love once more ;

So true be 1s that wgll I know

The neart that held e loug ago
Awalts me as of yore.”
ie cawme, when south winds sighing pass
O’er flelds of cowships gold;

PRy underneath the trembling grass

Her heart lay stlikand cold,

lonesome and too fired to sew, so conelud
to writd'a litile 4 roft and Brigliten 1¢ a
alitle  Was invited fou slight Weddin
. ong pight this week, buf csalduit Tk :
Tired, so tined! but, the Noon is past! = "M ther.. Tho - good werkt commendos |
The Western pines, long shadows cast; | carly this Fall. Hopa "twill continue 'tilky
The 8un_dips low, in a barque of gold, ‘S&hmehalfa dozom paople i thc,}hj%, ‘
The clouds swing highZthe day grows bortieod that 1've knownall 'y Iﬁ
; i}lsi_fefy landed i the Promised Tand

old.

Across the fields, long shadows fall; sgwangusd for w0 mdny’ “alddatn

The Dew-beels sound their vesper call; qzdéz; bachelovs. tw i
tifaesa heap of use, and some of

The wild bird seeks his sheltered nest; . e : .
o just ghie nices o'pa' inthe world TRy
'bﬁis_ ‘ !_ "c‘pg 2
ol Nt o, i

The wind sleeps on the billow’s breast; i
dre

Too tived to thinlk, too tired to pray, *
While the prisoned Zephyr's fitful sighs
Drift upward to the wistful skies! :

m . ont togtand
To do with the :

We walle abroaddn the sun's falrlight;
The wo aurs by royal right. =

| We climbithé hefzhts.of the silver stirs
Andiweave their gleams into.ghind ng-bars
We gowlerpthe waves are blietindico 3
Andispin (b6 their marmur t lireads of gold
We mithei {lie Toveand Avtol bl ot
Atid holc ] g

Againg
The aelie

I 9,

’:E:he fivg-flpetrims his fitful lamp
Amtid the rushes, dark, and damp.

Tired, so tired! but, the Night is here ,-,.!
Thegblesseft Night, so still and clear, %
{"he Moon rides high, in a silver ear,
]‘}:lﬂf]iﬁlﬁhiﬂg steed, a fair, white star:
 T'he Whip poor- Will’s low, fitful strain
D riffs softly through the open pane;

be Roses Sl@p against the avall—
and willch the mopn-light fufl

WHE N EW
CSHYTA A .\‘i\"mi“. -

¥

5 - Awakéjawake, fon the morn'is heré;:
- “The first glad morn of the waking year,
| Beelin the Bnst; Auroralunfurls.
Banners rose-hued and glgugpéq . @ga;]s,
Al through the gutes now epeie wida ®
comes forth fu his youthful pride,

n aps I'ifx';'w "O1 ,I“ﬁ

1efd flie ijs are qlhagtoy
@ helow seoms fair gn. x

L, Wonld cool myfev
. Were fi

[*7.*.!:' And
ol elvetion.

jt i:h;’;}_!’w jubilant stralu
§ weloome reign ;

g A (10 :urproyed n feacher stern
._x'rl:}*!.he brighy ﬁe{d.s d{d\s‘ly Ien‘s_’_t}xr'—' by - W RtLed us lessons hard to learn, -
ght B’i”i rest, and peace, and;y S0 Pereliince the New may be mo
I'Q:gt}"f‘ ﬁf_’ = 2 oy = fs’mxa_}hr._( ~Aiid leitve noriting of pain bendy

e

-

S,

1

" #*Across the fiolds of

T The chastening heals, the pain is

""“"-‘1‘{ o Thetfa Yoo b

—[ Tine,
g3 YEAR, g {
T o -

| "'hen ring out gl
“Breathe: the chimes cleg
(ABorrowful liearts und he

Bwell the-iounds of.
2Tl the wandring eo
(Lheiveleome swkt, of gl

v B

“Dwelve times Cynthiis will
‘Hirelve sing the snme glid
“Then let it ring out-joyous
~Withmo. dirge-note in it

"‘:\Yl‘m’t if' the 'ast was darkeoy
It now lies low with the de

“Then why should we bring its piin
+ To chill the joy of the glad New
‘Ol ring out glgl bells your swee ’
“We'll eateh the sound us it earfli-ward
And swell the caroly swéet wng clesr,
“Chat welcomnes in'the glad New Year,
POWLLLSVILLE, Wicosico Co., Mo,

Indian Summer.

BY AMANDA.

fi tutumn gold

The burnished sunlight lingers,

The sumac branches glow and bura
Beneath its radiant fingers,

And o'er the mist-crowneq hills of day
Sweet voices softly calling

Lead us where, like georgeons plumes
The sutumn leaves aro fulling.

And whispering breezes softly sigh
Athrough the purpling splendor
Of morning dews and noon-tide calms
And evenings warm and tender.
And over all the restless earth
Some mystic spell seems stealing
An aftermath of Summer sheen
Life's wistfal pain revesling .

The golden-throated so
In fitful, mournful nuambers,

The dfoning bees have turled their wings'
And sunk to honeyed slumbers,

Ouly crickets, sable clad,
Io sickled ficlds are beating

The funeral marches of the year
In meuasures faint and fHeeting.

4

| But all the world is grandly fair,
The forests gleam nod glimmer—
' One grand mwosuic of radiant dyes
| OCuughtin a golden shimmmer—
¢ Too fair to last—too sweet to hold—
i Al ! hearts grown dumb with aching |
! Some long reveille yet shall sound
l
{

ngsters sing

A sweet und glad awakine !

i TRUST.

My mother's chastening love I own,

|
| Gray grown, but In our Father’s sight
| A chlild, stlll groping for the light

| o read His works and wayse aright.

| 1bow myselt beneath His hand;
That pain {tself for good was planned
! I trust, but cannot upderstand.

1 fondly dream it needs must be

That ag my mother dealt with me, (
' So with His children dealeth He,
I walt, and trust the end will prove
That here and there, below, abm’eI ;
ove
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. ais—and P'hay s say the most of- lb—m' t

: gll&&\%ﬂn cd.'ﬁeg; wm ‘bw” -

‘are adepts in the beautiful art.

» hung upon the air, though we Znow that |

V‘IEI'IH"I.UOI} W dl](i(}l‘\ if it be in pure L]]d!l-

- splendor and undefiled beauty lift us

: CF o a4 Lines

Written for Tm; B&GIE!:LD'&- i

AIR CASTLFS. P )
ek ;1

Ob l'if, from the years of thefuture;
Our hearts could draw aside
Mi' What S]nlllf‘ul are hlte*.,ts Ome. nf‘ The mystic veil that hideth
The dim, unfuthomed tide,
aud gnuge for one swift moment
Ita jofance, or its puin,
Would we shrink with such heart-achings |
From its myétries vaygue and ¥iin ?

At least, we are deep}yﬁkzlled 1n” thatl

bstantfl structures, called irr common |
parlme, Air Castles. AndT opine that
it"is not those alone of warm ‘and poetic
tempcr_mnent,, and vivid im: agination,that
Yes, 11
say bedutiful art! even atthe risk ofbe-
ing considered tr anscendental or ideslis-
tlc For T hola that whatevef doesn’t
debase, must exalt. And wherever T

Could we gauge our streagth ov weakness
For the futuve, by the past?

Pould we know our present sorrow
Would be hapainess ac last,

Woald we shirink with lips a-teemble
From the years that lie unseen |

Would we couat with heavy hsiet-bea ts

I e i peNa e
nels and undefiled paths, Henci b b All the gaiu thiat lies between?

tures spring up, fair as the palaces of

Nay, nay.
Oriental m}wuy and their dazzling

—and yet, God kaoweth all
JLite's passign and its pain—

Lies in the hollow of Hia batid
The future vague and viin—

I'll leave itvall to Him, and wait
The slow watolding of the years;
Bright, or sad, God" knoweth best!
lluul bowed down with fears !

away from the gordid cares of earth, the |
vexations and often-time$ d@basing (we |
are all 6t us, only human) thOll"h[b |
that go beside us day by day; and we
are better and happier for the lovely vi-
108 that we, ourselves have painted and

Oh'!

ritten tor the SENTINEL,
(T ly © o &
One MMore Unfortunsa e ”?
“One more unfortunate”™—so our
neiehbor, the Snow Hill “Messeoger”
lieads the sorvowful story of a woman's

the clittering edifice only athits one
sigh from our surcharged hearts, to make
it. topple and fall around us in ruins and
darkness. Yet, I claim that we are hap- ||
pier, and hence, T alsi® claim that the |
art that rears these airygstructures is—§i fall, « woman’s shame
beawiiful! Tf theseaerial structures are j|
not always beautiful, and the influence
they bring.to b @pon ‘their bailder, |
not .:1\?[1_}9 pure -and elevating, that 1|
ween 18 thelfilt of the architect alone.
Tmagination ers not often, if guided by
a pure mindand a true hc'nt
Ah! how many Air-Casfles I have
rearedin the years thatdate back to my
very earlipst recollection. Theinname.
is lwmn And I could not deseribe;
thetn if T would, nor would I if T could,
They are tol fairl—too beautiful! The
contemplation of their evanescent splen-
doss makes my heartache and swell,until
I almost c1y out with an 1lnpul:e Lh*{t;;
is half agony, half delight. And still L]
build%hem, and many a flight does Tma-|
gingtior take,—now, across the Atlantic ¥
to hring the pictured dreamsofthe grand
old ’\Iasterq from the palace walls of the
ltefnal Clty to deck the shining walls
of my palace; now, wanderigg amid the
gunny isles of Southern Seas tocull their
fairest treasures; now, roamingdn Orien-
tal lands col}eetmu gems of antiquity,
and tapestries of velvet and gold; now
searching through the dim aisles and,
mystic comdms f)f Time, for the treas-
wred lore and art of centuries, and now, |
even diving beneath the blue avaves of
theocean for the hidden treasures that | pure;’ ‘true men (God help us, there are
lie fathondS¥ingd fathoms befow. All—some pure, true men, are there not?) al-
all to deck my “Castles in Spain.” And| 056 smirching their fair garments with
last, but best, and sweetest of all, the b Era o 15
faces of my friends and loved ones frhzrm :
out from the burnished walls, their Toved
feet wander through the enchanted rooms
and their loved voices echo through the
Jong corridors, and drift out soft and
sweet on the dreamy aiv, and— There!
the whole structure comes crashing down
about my ears! And I sit amid the
yuins, heartsick, and alone, the splendory
alb gone, and the darkness crowding
saround ine.

Phis is the way it a]I ends you see but
after the first pain and the first darkness
passes away T cun rear,ib again,tor an
other one just as fair, and just as hean-
tiful. And the pain, the darkness andy’
atter disolation of the first awakening,is
nothing to the beauty and blissful h.:p
piness of the scene ideal, and—and,—
well, the pleasure of having things just
as youw want then, if but for a bricf pe-

! riod andiin imagination only.

Tlis Tast is lummn decidedly, you will

| thinkghut I don’t profess to be anyl

and @ woman's

s

despair and deuth—and our couuty pa-

pers are fall of the herrible details,
gty

even to the ghastly closing -f§, in the

gloom of the dense, dark pines, whose

very shadows ought to strike terror intoy

the craven heart of every dissolute man
\‘fh') passes them.

Ter name; poor girl, will be blazon:
ed from one eiid of the Eumnsu]a to the
other, and farther—her  grave will be
pointed out as the grave of shame, the |
orave-ofla suicide—the hearts of her
parents, and brothers and sisters, if she
posséssed them will be lacerated afresh
with every thonght that recalls the un-
happy fate of the lost one.

But what of him—the vile, cravens
hearted thing—joul blot on the fuir name
of man, her betrayer? Doubtless, as is
too often the case, he will zo scathcless:
g‘,ﬂeﬂ—moving unrg_gtked and free-

sence b:eqthes

l,ap
dy (although hiS*very y
tcontamination and JwEluhrm) in th 50- |
ciety of pure women—walking upright, ‘
impudence, among

and h unblushing

his vile touch.
—not even his namne, and I dont want
to know. Butif 7 had the power, I
would hound every one of his vile ilk,
Jout of the society of every pure woman,
and every true man under the sun—**A

tand hlb reproach ghould not beo w1ped {
away.’

. T know. nathing of her—only her
name, learned from the story of her deg-
radation and despair.“She was to blame;
I am pot excusing easy virtue, but it is
my belief chat in nine cases out of ten,
of that sort, the woman is the less guil-

ty of the twain.

As I said before, I know nothing of
the parties—not even kis name, and of
her, only what I learned from the pa-
pers, but the horrible affair serves as a

o } | b reiless
t!nnr-— put human, and uot a very m]m.u,-ll sorrowfu? text for a frank and mercile
nh.c‘, human either! *But ah! how [ handling by a—woman!
have longed for the ge nius of a Raph 4(11' Tho “Sentinel” says: “When waa it
or.2 Michaob: \nmupm futtor ,ope o

oV el
thege heautiful "Jb]ll!h——*t’]l(“c :‘uh.mt-—i ;\ S e
{ . 1 ok the fanlt of ang
wallad “Ajr-Uastles” that hanné: ;,5 &d

known that one womah could over-
Charity is

S J an in the fashionable vo-
chnstantly, waiking qf sleeping. "*'i i, , 03 u‘htc word i iy e fushi lY 2
,Su,u,nl;e: 187% SEE e 5 ¢'—Couldi I only thg

- —rry

[ the fallen woman;and, be itto their shame

smiles and bright words areigiven with -

BT e e

.‘“.[.;t.u, iy m m}—ré“ ‘eeth hand | Bubwhy cite cases? the land is full

of them!
. And,—the assertion will prove a start-
ling one, but not the less true—-it rest |
chicfly with the women that it is sol—
Not that I think them the guiltier par-
heartlessness, tobe able to ty—L said before Lifidnot think so~-1.
tr mh in the abstract, . ‘| am not now spcalmw, of the unf{nhu-
There are w omen, frue and sw cct at. mates. Whose tr ust:n“ JJ&posﬂlouﬁ CJ.U.SL
the core, “110 con and do, with pity ing | them to fall easy vietims to the betr'ly-'
charity, oterlook the Lmlls of ‘theirer~ er whose professions of love are as fulse |
ring. sisters; but, sorrowfully, T write it, | as his own heart. God pity us, that |
theit number is small compared with  the divine passion of love should be |
that of those who draw their vary gar| used as a ¢loak to conceal such hideous
weuts aside, lest they touch those of | depravity—a means to compass such
base designs. But, T am s'pcuking of
women whose hands are clean—whose
g:_xrments-“-m-d without . blemish—whose
-souls are white “with Iiﬁrit-y—whose
hearts are swees-with the nameless fia-
grance of virtne—if they would =ave
some of the scorn they heap upon the
heads and upon the souls of their erring
sisters to confound the arch villians

r“"[ blush Ao
’1:. t!u I 1?3

| ﬂd to
ack nuv.hdu* its truth in Lhn. main, it

gaves ug from the humiliation of

l]it\.‘l'

deny lls

spoken;‘they are'the véry ones  whdse

out stint to the wore gui‘l'ry ‘party:;while
the wnhappy victims are thwast without
the pale of womanly sympathy.

Many a poor girl, wHose-*first ].mw}w
from virtue briegs its attendant horrors
of shame, remorse.and bitter repentance

cence, andsnevert more_ be ured: from its
safe ratreat; but, owen iwho'callithem

selvies le;m.ms and—mayhips,
are, God kinows—draw their
garmentsiclosé abput them, . unheeding
the pleading despair in the-eyes of the
ruined creaturc, .1)111" plalner thau some other man's

lessened.

If cvery betrayer of maiden innocence
was thrust out of the pale ofsociety and
made an object of woman’s -scorn and
contempt, a thing “to be scoffed,: to he'
spit on, and beat,” his evil heart wou]d
hesitate to consizn

the )
virtuons 4
0

woundtand a dishonor should. he get, i

WO 8
& ords could "*} }““ i sister or daughter to a Jife~-time of shame T
Fell, like the snow-flalkes, from heaven—to | '

blessed of

i $0

prosperous! nnbom &ho..l calll us

L HOugh the mills of G nh,limtalm- 1)‘ \*.'0131(3:1. )i '-i_ A -
Yot they @rind exceeding smull; 3 " elen
Plhiougil w viLh pitience e ~t.uul, woaliting, | o

S\With exuctness grinds he all? {

“U )e more uafgfiuaatel’—-Their

-

nama :§ lexion! e ;i :
Spjcture ll—thml' of it

Irigsolute. nnn'

i T mind me of & case that burst Iu\e a
thander-bolt from a, clear sky, on our
quief community:—a giil in' the e:uly
the “”10\\‘11

[l\.)llb

THE SONG of the LEAVIES

&y

~ -

DY AMANDA.

A.drimk with the mesmeric splgndor
Of this royal, radiant June
The golden moments weave theie lines
.In a sweet, melodiouns rung,
And hang it o’er the stately trecs,
And o'er thetlowery fnl:xins,
Tl like" surge of spivit song
1t burstsin mystic strains.

flush of w unuuhuml ik
ter of a large family, mostly givls,” two
of whoin are just budding into sweet
woman=hood, but to-
the seclusion of her
and the tears of her
of her futher, and the wutuhz,uncsa of
her young sisters, cannot undd the . sin’
of the past, nor hide the shame of the

And he, the author oF her

day she shrinks‘in-
disgraced Mamily,
mother, the wmth

From a million harps of emernld sheen
A-swing in theamber light,

W here the “Angel of the fuir, green leaves’

teigns “Queen'! 1'3-&0\'oruiw|1, ight:

And the Sun—the lnvish Prodigal—

. A royal chaplet weives 2

- Of broken lunees tipped with gold— 4
Tocrown the Singing Leayves.

age, walks

2 i : ," Y '.-crr,wu into the teeth of the
TR & serbon 1060 UG _

presu)t. :
fa]l a stripling villain, scarce yev twen- | And—I drop my busy necdle,
t -one years of abroad un- || Hushthe Thought thav cn:uh;ntfrl'r.c\(,a
2y ; li | As Loateh the wondrous sweetn ess,
restrained, aud if rumor does not belie-§ "o the 1ow Song of the Leaves.

5 4 .111 Sweet, their wou]i('-s music

adding inshlb to injur by.sending
him, i;] ¥ by 'I } ! Ioldsa weird and nameless spell,
taunting messages to the poor- g“ LBS All thesweeter for the pathos
& Mheir own brief lives fovetell,
,f)ll]] wronte Their own b

has so foully wrangea R A———

And I gather up the glovy s

Througl the palpitating measures, ..

ITide the burden of thy
1t is useless—it is ehildish—

| For thy hoping, or thy fearing:

Trust the tender-hearted Summer
Weary days of patient walting @ -
Sorrew comes on swiftest pinions—

1t is useless, worso th

Awake me f’F m this meuruful i

"Whose gullh_n portals open wide "o

Or thelr swect enchanting rune,

And wenve itfinto gavlands,

Of Summer-scented tune;

All the swecter for the gwilness, [

That wenves its mystie puin,

Of the soft melodious strain,

The Summer days are golden—
) g

Oh! heart that silent grieves,
sndness,
In the swect song of the Leaves—

Iloard the sweetness of to-day;

Trouble will not bide away!

R S ST

)

Trust the sweet Song of the Leaves; 1

Dring a wealth of golden shegves.

Need we meet it down the way?
i childish—
of to-day! §

Hoard the sweelne

"R'lllbﬂﬂﬂ Eve.

...__’

BY AMANDA,

Thank God for this one hour of rest ! !

I've waited for it, all

1 . . € v ity all th i

would, ch! how "]‘“”‘ reenter the lost§ whose arts make the fallen women what | Bhie g }s@u‘:s 'hy“ o o~
paradise of womdn's muh and inno- they are, the evil would be mes surably Sofull of shadows, wld nnd’mm], g

Oh ! Sahbath sweet neds* tonch my. souks -

With sgﬁ(,tlunw ofsthine own earm ]ovz']

Do s
Anﬂ"ﬁ*ﬂf{[uﬁ;hts on thmgs ubo:e - 1
ot
would ﬁot. bc cast down and sad, g

l\\ hile God’s dear sunshine {1 ouds tl'

Beyond t [the hills 1w lepe H(.'E‘l(.‘l \q.::mta.s |
he sunset clouds ure shining steps, X
Whereon my splf‘lt-fu,,

I;u!:m.tlalw bo tramped as the filtl 1 e m'd. mises "’_h would ‘In”l before the 3 niay stand, 3 .E
EEIL. to bo lell,‘ﬁ‘tw b ﬁult‘:J:lﬂimtulll’t;:‘!lfil'f awflual consequences to himself, if no And.cateh the music, ghill and- sweet, !
; That Chiogs™ thu?fﬂrh God's happy me. s
rae-hearted met 1ok on them with & o thought of his victim rescrained him; =
pity that it breaks Jlelr hearts to see. | and there would be fewer broken-heart- But ah ! to-day {lie shm ng steps, .
(I've noted the fact, real, tl‘uehea\rtcdi ed women in the land—fewer du-mintc:] : AT '“ﬂd"”n by” wild” mists of pain, *
mer‘are more pitiful of womanist ghort-f #nd disgraced fivesides—fewer ““L“lvg q';l;“;lil;‘,, ‘{Lj:?;l: th?:.:;:: j:;:;, g
2omings-—than our.ewp.sex) and, oth- l‘md infanticides, and fewer- children |y ﬂogl thefest, where clouis of gold
or mén ofuthie ilk that- wrouglit thur* crowding the hizh-ways-and b‘f—“‘.lj': oft|  Afe fading ipeto. dusky . lines,
ruin, notice them only with looks and life, worse, a' thousand fold wozge - than I only catch a moutnful wail,
words that are burning.insalts. “firtherless, R Tijs.sighifhy OF (AMRloRely yihcs. 7
And so looked upon with scorn by 1. Jice exbrybetragerzhe: h;,.uumj from sl 0 Ch'-ua'bhl‘th 5fimess louch myw boart -
their own,sex; noticed with the pity, or the suuvl) of pure wouién and liotiora- (& \\mlv uumulun'?of thy restful peace ;
| goaded with the insults of thé 6ppésifé ble men; and let woman's séorn: be the "L L Wi, Rd | long for rest,
they have hefore them only a-life of] lash that shall drive him to the “ban- | AT HOmUhis pail o evecl surecaso. - o
£ - < . 0 h | Sabbath sweetness touch my soul
seclusion, sorpow—haunted and lrmfal_y, ishment of his merited disgrace, And | yyj1, something. of thinevwn, warm fove,’
a life of farther degradation.and shame,| my word for it, a healthy and much- | Awpke me from this' mourutul. dream,”
or; shame and despair’s last, refuge—al needed reform shall be worked in Vﬂ)g J!'ud lift: my tun"[rhtaao l]'il"'d amuw,
snicide’s - gruve—more often the.two| mdrals of the presept and rising genera- | Blow, Blow, Blow!
latter; for the puur "Hll alizes ‘tions. Let the men reform Polities— ARG
R BT I i s ey 1, bemven knows, bt b L S
| Once b wis loved:formy innocent grace— women, undertake a Teﬁ“m of* [”01‘(' Vi, l 0, ,wind 0} I;hc‘S,outllern Sea |
11‘H:‘“i:n:l:(::;: .'hiilt:t‘:lj:l«]hum-. ol my .t;;‘] Ld!](i eternal . 1mport.1uccf-.thc 1]101(![3 And, I wo_uld T could S_el' to music,
Goud, anil nyyselt Tliave lost by my fall.i? he land, and I know our erring sm- You rwild, eweet minstrelsy. |
And the men go-free.  God help s, ters will weep thankful tears, our true Your sung of syren aweetness— ;
the.mén go free! and fionoruble friends of the other gex Your ry thmic dirge of waves, i
But point me to the betrager of in- will bidi us “God speed’ ’ and the woméni Upborne from -ea-weed conches i
nocence wlhose alter life is. happy and of the rising generation .mdp of gencra- And com'l:freued caves, i

A bonny barque sailed Southward, s
Oh ! years and years ago! i
And my hair has losi its shimmer, i
And my cheeks bave lost their glow, §
For, the waiting time grew heavy, !
‘0Oh, wind of the Southern Sea ! |
And—the bonny barqueis lying {
. ® A thousand leagues from me, S

Where the Tsles of Balm are sleeping
Like puim-gmves 'mid the Seas,

And the breath of spicy odors
Swoens on the fitful hrecze. < 4

And I wait, and wait, and wait—
0, wind of the Southern Sea ! =
But,the barque I watched sail boulhwnrd’
Will ne’er come back to me.

And I wait, and wait, and wait—
0, wind of the Southern Seu ! i
But the waiting for the *' Never!! i
tt]g a dreary fate to drec!?’?

And I list, with bated heart-beats.
To your wild, sweet minstrelsy,
And pray God leve iho Isles of Balm, §
And the wind of the Suuthem Bcu &

- “J"
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1 e ; 5
F Oveshe waves of o Limitloss Sene

* A beapslral seq, of shadow and sheen—
We are drifting on Mtk a mighdy fleet, «

_ Alid myriad islands clothed in green ;
) fieir emerald benuty frets the waves. -
[ Andstays the white ship's onward flight,
‘T53‘im whispered tales of sunny skies

| And sheltered harbors, calm and bright,

. Ohl.Isles.of Pleasyre, emearid—fair !
Ol wizhi'd i8les of syren tales!
= Within thy ports of vaunted peace
ig Howimany a fair ship furls its sails:
+ . Upon the smooth and ghittering strand,
+ How many a fair bark meets its doom— »
| M vet, ‘g_.hy skies are sofv and blue, ~ B
Thy howess are crowned with oloron
RN o > o 2 o g
j-Out, far outy }sjhg'e the wandering winds
- Fret the waves With their sorrowial wail=
| e Weisd, avild Island, gloomy and grand,
i 5 & Wrath of the menacing gale:
ma blenlzare its craggy shoreg, =,
1 Pt dark are its elfin Haants, ¥
Egnre' farabiove, where a hofering light, -
£ § 5‘. ]..'.Ake a lurid bgp&e:;,}:roud]y flaunts,
| Oht Isle of A
P
|
|

\Wifion { Insatiate ghoul}

J__R%'d gla®s thysignallight oler the dark waves,

| Midthe wild hauuts of fhy rock-girdled shore,

g I sies are digging innumerablé grayves—

51 !:1!.3&“‘1_& te ships seek thy perilous shore ;
Somie are 1ost "neath the wrath of the wave,

; Othersail on, o’er ruin and wreck—

| O’era Nation's tears, and Liberty's grave!

i Dver the waves of a limftless sea—
A beautiful sea of glory and gloom—

: Wenre dr!t‘ting on with a mighty flegt, «

E_, To a happy shore or a direful doom—

g Oh! “where is the Shore”—Life’s beautiful shore?

{ We lose our way mid these wildering isles; '
e turn the'wheel whth a weary hand

45 Wedook across these trackless miles,

i~

Far away, where the waves are crowned
With floads of glory, soft and bright,
b A {air, swesl Tsland lifts its crest
» Above the waye's refulgent light:
b Its shining strand is smooth and fair,
Itg peacefnl haven wide and free;
And ’fjl!uvj with breath of odorous bloom
The land-breeze drifts athwart the sea.
°

i
y 1
Oh ! Beautiful Tsland '— ‘Heart's Content’— -{
Let thy barbor-lights gleam o’er the sem;
- st tossed ships and wind-driven barks, . ©
|- Wnd frail ligtle toats ars seeking for thege. |
' TleyTe cl'rl_?r.lng'otz, mid the emerald isles;
e '1‘3),:,‘3&_:1%1}‘(". dazed by thefr wilderingcharm,
Bt the foltd eyes turn wiih & restful delighftrs,_
* B0 tiie beautifal land “that has no storn> i
o

; Wi re(IS'i__rting-on with a mighty See

\ Over the waves of any ocean visf— 4
i Blirpe il mEfa-our wind-rivenssails? . 4

e will we dropour anchor at Tast?
v weTing thc‘slmmnﬂjﬁ-_ﬁl_&osﬁwndeﬂn J
F=0rnid fhe haunts of @ blealcer strandeye
‘Orsafe inithe hayen of “4Heart's Cm_ltelnt,'%‘f'
| Jind the long-sought “shore’ 1 o glor

- * e vl g
=~ Ipnd¥ e < e
i : & - =
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Ly 1-‘._#' the day : you will have (daily
Jiriadufind strength dogordingly. Leave to-

sorrow to-the Lord,
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Doxn'nlivea single hour of your lifewith=

outdoing exnctly- whirtis-to-be doneinrit;*

and going straight through it from hegin-
ning to end. Work, play, study, whatever
it 18, take hold at onee ‘and finish it up

i squarely and clearly, then do the other
i thing, without letting any moments drop

between.

Somp one has said that it professed
Christians do not have grace enough to
they can ~hardly have
enough to save them.

[ Written for The Methodist Protestant.]
The Lost Baby.

Late in the afterncon of the 2d
instant, our usually quiet community
was startled and thrilled by the in-
telligence that the two-year-old baby
of Mr. Isaac Jones, living near Piney
(irove, Worcester county, was lost/
The terrible news—all the more ter-
rible that a heavy thunder-storm bad
gearcely then subsided—flew from
house fo house! The scene that
followed can scarcely be deseribed.
It was then sunset! The thunder
gbill muttering, and the lightning
still flashing, as the fierce storm
passed away! The fields drenched,
and the ditches swollen with the
heavy fall of rain! And —fhat wee
baby out in the wet and chill, wan-
dering amid the fast-falling shadows
of coming night, no one knew where!

The mother, a delicate, nervous |
woman, was in bed, too ill to sit up.
The baby, just before the storm
arose, wandered out to his father,
who was at work not far from the
honge. The father told a little sis-
ter, of six or seven years, to take her
little brother to the house. The
little_girl missed the baby, and re-
turped to the house alone, but said
nothing about the baby; and the
mother supposed he was out with
his father. And it was not until the
father went to the house, ouf of the
rain, that the litfle one was missed.
And, as stated above, the startling in-
telligence flew, like wild-fire, through
the quiet neighborhood, and farther;
and, in a shorter time than it takes
to tell it, many willing friends and
neighbors with sympathetic hearts,
joined anxiously in the search. The
father, grandmothey, and auntof the
baby, were out searching the woods
all ‘night long; others were with
them, and others still kept joining
in the search, until about forty per-

" sons were sconring the woods near |
. the home of the child’s parents, :

* No one—no father, or mother, at
least—who had heard the sad news,
could sleep with the thoughts of that
poor baby, drenched by the storm,
wandering in the cold, dark night, |
through the dreary, wet woods, or
perhaps sobbing itself to sleep on |
the cold, wet ground; or, saddest |
thought of all, lying stiff and cold—
dead, with only the stars looking !
down on the litfle white face! No
one, I say, could sleep with such
thonghts filling the heart, and
making the dreary night so long in
passing ! :
Morning came at last—bright and
fair, as if no storm had ever swept
across the fair fields and autumn-

g

2 g

tinted woods; and yet, the baby had | :

-

lying on her bed,
powerless to join in the search for
hier wee boy? The “waiting time”
18 80 hard to bear, when it must be
passed in forced inactivity. But it
passqd; for, at last, through the
glowing sunshine, and the still,
sweet, morning air, came a glad, tri-
umphant shout, that proclaimed to
the other anxious searchers; the joy-
ful tidings that—the buby was found !
But how ?—alive *—or, chilled to
death by the storm and pitiless night
winds ? Soon, howéver, the suspense
was relieved ; for the father soou ap-
peared, with the little, wet wanderer
tightly clasped to his breast, and the

P by 1 i B
the dreary night

e ~
BOWELLSVILLE, March 18th, 1875,

Me Epiror :—Why don't something
happen ? Soﬁmthing worth something [ |},
menn, so I can write a letter too.

o
-

/ Al
- *‘AMA'NDA'“
Therefg. . " =
is “Rustie” talking about personal pecu- [y My bonnie
liaritiesan an awfully personal and pe-
culiar manner; “Omoo” (where did hes
pick up that non-de-plume) sends
“lengthened sweetness long-drawn-out”
all the way down from the City of B other- |

bark - .
“O'er the wate

1
= Floats wibl}f_@fgum '
)
I

“Towardstlie west, :
- ‘Where the zolden creghy
Of sunset billows, xild the

y niqﬁion,

B

Ea}..

ly ‘Love, and some one else, I forget . Like wings of snow, > r

non-de-plume, and place of “hailing"'— g “T'he” whige suils glow L ;
i 4

tells of some wonderful matrimoninl mis- [} = within thelzorgeous splendor, g

b That fills the skies,
¢ With brilliant yes, L
i &tl}ﬁ'.sorrowful, half tender, Sl .

baps. and  bewildered bridegrooms get-
ting married sans boots &c¢. and even
“Brother Malone” must step over to
Kansas City, just for the fun of writing to

e =
ol

dear, little head nestled close against
. hig shonlder. When found, the lit-
tle creature was in the middle of a'
swampy woods, over a mile from his
home—walking along and crying
piteously. Ttwas shivering with the
wet and cold, its little legs seratched
and torn by the briers and under-
brush.

An eye-witness, and one of the
searchers, who saw the baby taken
into its sick. mother, says it was one
of the most affecting scenes he ever
witnessed,

This is the second heart-rending
experience of these young parents;
for, only two or three yvears ago they
lost a child of about the age of this
one, under peculiarly distressing
circnmstanees, The litfle toddler
somehow got Jpossession of a bottle
of vermifuge, drank the contents,
and died from the effect.

We often read of children’s being
logh. But the terror of the thing
never came so near to us before; and
every heart in our community was
thrilled to the quick, and went out
in fullest sympathy to the distressed
| parents and other relatives of the
lost baby. We shall not soon forget
this heart-thrilling incident. The
story of the lost baby will stamyp the
( 8torm. of~Tuesday, Oct. 2d, 1883, in-
i dellibly upon our minds and hearts.

AMANDA EL1ZABETHE DENNIS.
PowELLESVILLE, April 25, 1872,
Friend Bachelor:—You must Eﬂnnivé
that our Examiney visited us last week,
and he conducted the examination,—.
and himself—very prettily; in considera-
tion of which commendable conduet, I

The waves leap high,

“And fiey; and sigh

« With, soft, Fegretful droning;
“The fitful wind
| - Bingsfar behind, :
~Now laughing;and nows, moaniug..

the “Advertiser’ and making pretty
speeches about the ladies of Salishury
Our prophetic little friend the “Shore-
man’ predicted Ponellsville would
awaken at the first muttering of imperial
Jove, and as the “dunder and blitzen”
came in good earnest the other night, I
suppose Powellsville is awale /! By the
way, Powellsville has had the n.umps,
put is convalescing, or probably amend-
ing the matter, a-la-Congress, by taking
the whooping cough—otherwise, Powells- |
ville is, and has been for u long time as
stale and uninteresting as a ten week's
old corn dumpling.

Yesterday was St. Patrick's Day, and |
bless his ould sowl, he kept things lively,
and his respected spouse has kept us]
shivering all day to-day. March sa:s he
wont be hurried by impatient farmers,
and as a consequence. old No 1 is still
full of possible presidents senators, M.
Ds, D. Ds,and T. Ds (that last means
lawyers. I guess).

Grand Mufti visited us recently and
frightened some of the possible presiients,
and presidentesses terribly; others were
delighted, his visits being pretty near as
good as a holiday to some of them. Be-
fore dismissing the school [ must tell”
you something. You know the old
maxim ‘“Contentment is better than
wealth,” well, the teacher was trying to
beguile a little round eyed, rosy  cheeked
broth of a Loy, to inform her, how
many, “two. and two are,” atter
several ineflectual a:tempts, she sug-
gested if “I should give you two apples
and Charlie should give you two how
many apples would you have |—It wasa

Yet on,.and: o,
And, everon, .

. My bonnie barque keeps gliding;
Toward the niart, 1

My dreamful heayrt

golds sacred, and abiding,

For staunch, and true,

.. My gallant crew
Undaunted, pull togethtr,
'Neath skies of light,
Or shades of night,
In foul, or sunny weuthar..

[ ]

Lo 4
Hope's watchful eyes

Seans waves.and skiey

In loving patience, ever;
What’ tho thestorm
Bring dite alarm,

Shie taints or .falters never!

« Love, bravely stands

i 'With steady hands

Her trackless pathway steering; -
And true always,

{ The helm obeys—
My barque, bounds on unveering ! |

Faiths turns her cyes
With restfui sighs, &
Toward the Fields Elysian
T'hat stretch away

In endless day—

Hope's sweet and sure fruition:

»

Her cyes ciscern
The lights that burn,
Heyowd the hills terrestrial.

| can find it in my hea-t to forgive him,
for coming, “like a thief in the night”— |
as he did—and frightening me half out
| of my wits, and making me so nervous |
that I couldn’t write my own name with-
| out blundering,—oh! dear,—now, al-
though forgiving him—I do believe I
should delight to upset his serenity, and
make him awfully nervous fora few mo-
ments, just to remind him to be more
careful of my nerves in the future. I
| am encouraged to. believe that he will
make a model examiner, and—but, I'm
not going to.tell any of the pretty things
gaid ahout him, for, though thinking
Him too sensibléto he made vain-by
merited praise, ‘still, I dontwantto ake
him blush unless 7 could have the plea-
sure of seeing him at tie—being pos-
sessed of the ither obsolete idea that a
blush is as becoming upeff the *cheek of
.a gentleman asupon that of a lady.
Changipg the subject, we have all
read of “vanity of vanities” and I've al-
ways been sorely puzzled to think what
| can be the vanity of vanities! T've just
come to the conclusion that it must be
| —“Paul Pry.” Now I do wonder what
atrocious fib he, she, or it, is going to
publish next week, that it takes a wl.mle
" week to make it up? I just dont believe
. there is a bit of Miss “Lucy!” if there
s, it is his wife, or big brother, or Some
. mythical creation of his, her, or its de-
 seused imagination and puﬁ'cd-u[l) v ani-
“ty.  Whew! who'is “Paul Pry?’
It is getting awfully late and T always
have to encounter groans and headshals
- ings—which put me in a cold perspira
' tion—if I sit up late o' nights.
Yours as ever,

}

|

A,

e

To guide us o'er
The rush and roar,
Luto the port celestial,

treat to see the happiness and perfect con-
tentment that spread over his little face
and shone out of his round eyes, as he_
puckered up his mouth and answered with

a droll smile “I’d have bout a nuff I The |
dioll look and unexpected answer, was
too much for the teacher's gravity ; she
laughed outright and as a natural conse-
quence, ail the children joined in a hear-
ty chorus. The front duor was open, and
just then a carriage passed. If the occu-
pant heard us launghing T fear he formed
his own opinion of the matter. *Leained
afterwards that the gentleman passing by
at the time was from Salistury. Now
suppose he goes and te'ls Grand Mufti, <
that one of his teachers keeps a laugh
school I Well, can’t help it,if Grand M
ti and all the rest of our respected Bot
had seen and heard the comical drolln

So. on, and on

And ever an,

My bonnie bark keeps g
Toward the mart :
My dreamfil heart
Holds sucred, and abidir

liding; |

(14
ID'

If sad my lot,

T'll murmur not,

God's fiat iseternali—
Beyond life’s waves,

The sunlight laves
The'battlements supernal! ®

It is Better as It Iss

DENF

BY AMANDA ELIZABETH

5 i
t is, Mignone, the Joiyears

1t is bet Ler as i

of the whole thing, they never could ha 3 “iooching me the drm;ysti:;"gf;gﬂ?"‘
kept their faces straight.—Scarce as a The lesgﬂtzstﬂgteldlz‘ﬁgg“ foll “ath life’s
ples are now, am afraid Murray's fo W  fairer way-

wouldn’t be “nuff” for me, at least if ve arn it Bweet
small. Well, well, I've gone and to
the whole thing myself, havent I? Di Some ;’ﬁé 1 to reat,
I’m awfully candid, and generally dote apnq 1 should gtill be
on myself, But that's better tha eeping for love's Toyk-
having some one clse to tell on you, an
interizzde what you do, say and do, with
good bit, that you don’t say and do, isn’
it ?

The days are growing longer, old So AndI

will soon sill(ip (;!.'cr the !E;m, my darling
flowers will wake up and bloom sabun gutI 1 o ida
dantly, and like lilt{)e Murray,I shall have gomb s?f‘ll» ?e‘fttgg;’mc ey of‘
“Bout a ?Hl_ﬂ'” for you see I love® flower: a E:)‘:l :‘in know how wé!ned It ‘:
like I do peop'e. And¥oR (1%, |
Nearly midnight. Time all honest and you will grantme g ien.
folks were in bed and rogues on the way derest praise. b
—you are on the way I guess. Goodnight,  Wicomice, Md. -
Respectfully, == ‘

You said that I would le:
L t day—perchanch you

holding *‘ best

room
In sncred kK

} 1tis very hari;
gon:lg Pgﬁ;e% ; u(()}:(:’e,m';t 1%?11 oy little

word
Andall 1’

vg learned seems elipll my

nold 5 e with toil and? hope

deferred. ]
ghall learn it yet, Mige day—

:
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f
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That wished the sun might shine for aye and

. And—T did not know what shadows were!
- The golden years went hurrying bys "

Palm—
* Hung, like & bit of dusky dewn, atremble in

- And my eyes were dry and burning in

s And if I could, I wounld not have my sky

' Tbe eweeter rendering nestles close, i

* The golden sbine that flooded all the bappy |

8 ‘and ruin in its train;

- your noiseless flight,

‘Shadows and Sunshine. -
3 < 'pr— AMANDA BLIZABETE DENKIS,
B thegolden years of life’s fair morn—
#o long ago—iwhen I was but a little child—

“here were no clonds athwart the azure arch

“hat drooped above the sunny days, and filled
The silver nights with wavesyuf lfm;.)id light ;

Or, if there were, 1 saw them not, by reason of

Wherein 2;0 had W
shadow ‘
kv i ove itg bordering of

And I was satisfied, and thought for aye and

aye :
The sky would be one cloudless

sapphire light, sanopy; ¢y

With the noigeless flight, of phantom feet
And a tremulous fleck, like E dasky plﬁn;e.
Flickered & moment across the day,

And then wes lost within a flood of gold.

And the sunny heart, that ne’er had found
D¢ single shadow bordering its sky, -
rew tremulous with nameless fear,
:nd sought to find the meaning of thé transi-
3 tory gloom
‘hat u.;st, its dusky shadow athwart the royal
_ day. ‘ y
And the startled eyes were lifted to the over-
Hanging skies
As if the weird solution were hidden in their

blie,
And 1o Ial & tiny elond—no bigger than & baby’s

the air,
That |lwpt along the fair horizon’s golden
rim. .

And frem that clondlet’a-gafnered duskiness
A mystic something fell,and furled its sombre-

. ness within my heart; =
Géemed the world was at an ‘emd—
ah!l me,
And that was ages.long ago, it eeems, ~ . -
And L have dearned, too aa&!y. gince that time

What clonds and shadows really are! t
And I'lost the childish wistfulness :

RYO 5
For along the rad years’ hurrying flight
There came a time when 1 was grateful for
the dewy eves, 3
For the surlight hurt me like & knife, .
the hot
glare of the day;
And I was glad for every night thst fell,
Like Elam’s grateful shade, acress the weary

day. ;
} And thus [ learned that constant sunshine is
not well,
And 1 have learned to blees, the frequent
clouds ¢ f

From filmy ,ﬂeck, with carling edge, like |,

fringe of gold’
Turned toward the setting sun, to sombrest

cloud {
Thet shuis ount all the golden light of day.

One cloudless arch of sapphire light;

For eloudiess sunsets are not half so beautifal
and grand &

As those whoge funeral fires are lit

By brands from burning wrecks of elouds,

And so the shadows of noon—the clouds that

ewept life’s zenith sky—

I pray may hover toward its slanting west
ith just enongh of sombreness to make
Life's sunset one of grandeur and sublimity,
And beantiful as grand ! i

Wieomnico, M&
2 = = — —
¢¢ Mizpah.”
DPEDICATED TO A FRIEND. i

|
—

s BY AMANDA ELTZABETH DENNIS.

|

T

& |

The world is wide, Mignone, and many years |

Mey Told their garnered shade and sheen

 “Between us, ere our lives shall meet

And flow in one harmonious blending

Of all that makes Jife beautifal and blest—

¢ That mysticstream oflife, whose Incent waves
Shall flow in undivided peacefuluess; =
Plense God, through pastures green 4

" _And sunny fields of goodly fruits

And p enitude of flowers

-

"Whet les before us none of ng may know; |
| We make our plansto-day, and feed ourhopes
With dreams of swift fruition;

The morrow comes, too oft, alas! with wreck

And hope, too oft, has many & sorrowful de-

feat !

But. while the drifiing years shall bring oA

Their  shifting scenes of time and spacs,

To fold between our waiting hearts,

Love spans the separating years anc miles

With pridge of mystic gold,

And wriles above the gleaming archway, in
" letterings of light, 2 ;

I The mystic legend—** Mizpah "= .

| While deep with n the loyal heart

-

Too Gear fur careless reading.
Drift on, sweet years, if swift or slow ye take

What mattersit ? ¢ In the shadow standeth

God
Keeping watchabove Hisown !
And, to His fond care and sheltaging love
1 leave my all of )ife avd 1i'e’s depr oveliness.

‘Loop the curtains wide spart—I fain would

- With rosy ligh‘s that put the lamp-light’s |

if slow the years between us grow, g
L 11 wide, MiZzoone, 1he eeparating mliaa'ﬂmil |

S : ,
F.ove E]va;n the while, all time «ud space,
¥ ith bridge of myetie gold, 3
Above whose gleaming archway snines, l
1y letrerings of Incent light,
Tre mysticlegend * MISPATL
Cisomico countil, Sept , 1882,

BY AMANDA ELIZABETH DENNIS. |

Open the window, dear, the window toward |
“ the East, -

catch .
The firat faint flush of coming day—thenight
is ali!l o0 long! . t
And T cannot sleep for veryweariness of heart |
and brain— S8
There, that will do! Andnow, dear love, lie
down and take your rest. i
Why should you watch beside me all thesef!
weary hours? w8
1 ghall not want for anything, and I havey
learned vo wail alone/ th

are not tired ¥ e
Well, 80 be it then; come sit beside me here
And we will wait together for the coming of |
the dawn. ‘ P
The outer darkness presses closely dn the
lamp-light’s shaded glow,
Its;aatilu&mru.cr shows no broidering of rosy
' lights—
Ah! me, the dawn is slow acoming !

Once, it seems a weary while sgé, now— |
T found - |

The nizhtg too short to hold the golden dreams i

That tilled theic sombre corridors with floods,
of molten light; . T

The lightsome hours furled their wings in
sWilt obeisance to the dawn,

And the noisy day came all too soonupon the
awift-receding footsteps of my happy

S

LB - o

Ahlme, but that was long, 80 101165@0 FM

_And a night came 790 {ong tor goldeil dreams,

And all o dreary fora hupe of coming duwn—

And I watted all aloie then, and the dawning
wpwer cams ! [

Bt whum ke waves of-hopetrssesSTid Zone,
above my heart,

And across their shoreless dreariness there
fcll no ruy of light,

A voice came softly whispering, “Thy night

hujldind & dawn— t
And<Joves untired endurance
unto thee!l”? »

shall bring it

Beyond the heavenly battlement thera wikes
a golden dawn—

A glorivus dawn—to follow on the
of the night

For which no dawn arises in this world—

Aud iy shalt come, e’en though thy heartache
and despair

Go with thee to the farthest vergze— i

And when ['in tired and csunot sleep T think
of this,

And that swesti voice comes back in all ifs
sof o melodious tenderness,

And I wait with jove's endurance for the
dawning that is slow !

footsteps |

Lift me np s little, dear, pile the pillows
higher meath my head—

I think the dawun is near at hand=I see her
herald in the Ea-t—

The fair white ** Morning Star™ afloat upon

3 a sen of opal lizht;

And the dusky outlme of the pines shows
faintly *zainss

The pearl-gray of the sky—and by this wel- f
come eign .

I know that other night shall yield unfo &
blissful dawn,

And 1 shull wake some time with all the

d,(‘,iru"n«ﬁs |

Lifted from my=soul, and all the olden heart-
ache i

Settled into restfulness of everlasting peace—

8o deep, no memory of earthly pain can ever
mar its perfectness,

The dawn is here at last, dear love; the Ea:t
is all aglow

yeliow glow to sudden shame.
T thank thee much, dear friend, for that sweet
plenitude of tenderness.
That kept thee with me through the weariness |
of wakefnl hour-. 5
The dawn is hére at lust! Ohl weary night, |
good.bye forevermore! . (-
_ November, 1881. 4 s sy s 2

“ Love’s Labor.”

<t Loye's labor?’ is better, Mignone, tlgo.ﬁ that |
For which earth’s giuerdon of gold is paid;

For the sweetness of life is its tender faith,
‘And the dearness its love hath made.

T've worked forzold, or the things it brought;.
T've wrought at the phantom web of fume ; |
Pve toiled for the wenl of other hearts, .

And the sheen of another's name.

And, T did it aye, the best that 1 could,
With willing heavt and patient care;
And each, perhaps, received its due
Of recompense, or guerdon fair.

But fairer far than the gleam of gold,

And sweeter by far than the breath of fame,
Is Love's dear labor gladly done

For Love's dear recompense and name!

A grow full weak and weary off,
And long to rest by the toilsome way;
But some dear labor of loyve makes bright
The close of each weary day!

‘And go T gather the gold bright threuds,
And weave me g web of marvelous sheen

\Tor the darksome days that aye must throw
Their shadows of pain between.

I For the days when the gold of earth grows |

& pale]
Andpthe phantom quest of fame is naught
‘But a passion of pain, a futile dream
With its own dumb pathos sadly fraught.

: Tove's dear labor s better than that
A‘i?a;v:wm el earth’s Ew;lerdo;}:gf gold is given;
Love's labor, Mignone, was the golden key =
'hat ope'd for us the gates of 3

| -And heayy with unuttered pain, - Aundyet, s
. What? you will notdo this little thing ¥ You [/

'~ And, so [ ween they were; for, looking forth,
1 saw the sunlight lying, dazzling-bright,

. If heayier weight of

Mirbel ; or, After Many Days!

BY AMANDA ELIZABETH DENNIS,

T haye them all, Mirbel—your letters old—
From the first wee note to the pitiful last,
When you bade me good-bye and went away—
So far, so far away—I could not find: :
My way across the dreary miles to touch |
Your hand once more.

You said that you would come; 3!

And I walited long, and watched the winding
road

That lay, like some
the sun. & !

But you came not; and the glad days grew

dark

Friends came, with smiling lips gud shining

eyes,
And gaid the passing days were very fair.

Like a cloth of gold, upon the quiet tields,
And the shining arch of sapphirine light
Drooped 16vingly above the happy trees,

And touched the stream with fiecks of trem- |

bling blue. =

But, overall the royal, splendid days, ;

A wraith-like shadow, eold as breath of Fate,

Pressed closely on their golden sheen; and
the hours

Crept by withleaden feet. The breath of song

And langhter's sound fell wearily upon my ear,

The wuﬁ{ went on with drear, mechanic skill,

With not one duty slurred or put aside,

Save that, perhaps, which touched mysgf{i
alone. = "1 S e

I thinkT did not féel the weight of othercares, |
And gtill, the days went by, withheavier weight
Of growing time, 'fil agesscemed to fold away
The unrewarded waiting-of that time. = -
And still—und still I waited—watching still
(E'en when I knew, too well, you would not
come)
The white road winding, lengthening out of
sight.

What touch of Fate held back your steps?
Had Fate
Not done enough to mar the sweetness of my

ol ;

And cloud the golden brightness of its eky ? -

1f you had only come and held once more:# |
My strengthless fingers within your own, |
I think I should be stronger now : instead,

I sit, to-night, too weak and tired to‘pray i

Save withunmoving lips}the old, fond prayer,

hose deathless faith ran trembling through

the years, :

And guards-them still with leye’s undying

truth. 2 ;

One by one, I lay your letters on my lap,
With trembling hands, but tired, unweeping

eyes.
I do not read them o’er—no need of that

great serpent, sleeping in |-

Their words are stamped, in never-fading lines,
Upon the hidden tablets of the heart.

1 touch them tenderly, as one might hold

A snow-white birdling, that some ruthless

hand
Had smitten with untimely death.

I know
That in the tear-stained folds of one
Your pictured face lies hidden; and yet,

- 1do not open even that; for, to-night,

1 could not bear the thoughts that it would

bring.
The grave, sad eyes, would search me through
and throngh; ¢
And, weli, too_wall, rer.ue:ut&er I.how, once, .
They Tead my hiffiiost goul: T clasp my hands
Across my eyes, and murmur, while my breath-
Comes fast, they must not, must not read me
now !

A veil must drop its pitying folds ;

Between my heart and thine. I would not 1ift

My plending face one moment toward your
happy Lome, :

If you should kiow and grieve

I would not touch your dear,

becaunge of it.
true hand, if

mine :
Should tremble in its clasp, and thus bring
pain to you.

But, these ¢ld letters—ah! who will know
pain shall press

Upon my heart whene'er I hold them thus!
And, if a few hot tears ghall fall and blur
The tracings of your hand, what eye will know?
What human heart will be the wiser for it?
Not one, not one, and o I hold them still
Love’'s chiefest treasures,

e, y
\Vith,{’gxdel-est breath of eilent prayer.

And if the time should ever come, with wistful
thoughts of days long past; and if your heart

- .should
Tyef mourn the old surrender of my love,

Stretch out your hand across the years and |

lknow _
And er:l it sti‘.l{four own—God pity me !
What have Isaid? Thedrifting ycars must be

Too kind to mar the sweetness of your life
And clound the b_r_i’ghtness of its happy sky!
1 .

For me, for me, 1t does not matter now 1
I only count the sweet days bright and fair
That bathe your brow with waves of softer
light .
And tmi’ch’].‘our lips with curyes of happier
smiles;
And sweet, Mignone,
- prayers s
Of mh}e (':bnn auglt dvail. No day is born

your life will be, if

That does not wake the old, fond prayer for |

ou.
No nig’ht unfurls its star-bestundded plumes

That does not hold in tender plenitude
Love's undivided benisons for you.

And thus 'twill ever be, Mignone, while years |

Pase on with slow, unechoing feet,
And'time for me shall he no
Good-hye, Mignone, a long
dark e
And wdarily the da{ls grow into years,
d mock I'no Wit
waste !

" -

= 4

shrined for aye and |

more—no more— |
good-bye! HOW i
- . Her own brave motto and device—** Lo/ al

|

their drear, unmeagured |

Gulf them in Fate’s cold and fathomless abyes !
1 will not give them np—and who will know,
Or dare to chide or taunt me if they knew ¥
They're mine, all mine—no mandate cold of

Shall wrest them from me (since you have not) (¥
And doom them to snnihilation’s grave. :

will of God.

Some farther clime, some fair, sweet scene of |

shall

Fat

Wicomico, Md.

Pripe doeth itsiown will ; humility, the

¢ Retrospection,*

o

BY AMANDA ELIZABETH DENNIS,

Ah! pages white, thick-sown with tenderest m'
thoughts

That show through all the rich appareling of RO
Poesy, : g1
The silyer-broidered drapery of language—gift | of pester
ivine— | N
‘What counter-spell has exorcised the spell that | Lie
once was thine? Tk
I turn the leaves with listless hands, and look | ¢qpyp
with listless eyes |
Upon the fair, sweet words that clothe the h
living thoughts d
With such rich gracefulness of courtly garb. B
1

I see, and yet, seem not to sec—my vision
seems for aye to seek

dear delight

That I have known in happier years, or dream- |
ed about in dearer days. i

And, as I turn the thought-mosaicked leaves,
@ hand—

It does not seem to be my own—a strong
white hand

From out the palpitating lamp-glow seems to

refe
And shut the soft white pages from my list-
less gaze.,

And nothing loth, I fold my palms across my | of*
tired eyes, . B

And follow wheremy own thoughts lead, with
slow, unsandalled feet,

Across the fairer fields that lie within the vast
Dominion of the Past— i

“Dear as remembered kisses after death’—
the words go with me

As I waunder through the long-remembered |,
walks and ways.

I stoop, and touch the phantom flowers with
goft caressing hands.

*The days that are no more'’—a requiem }

‘ chime from phantom bells : e 1]

Seems ewelling on the palpitating air— i -

-

I listen—soft and slow
The music swells and swells—a soft, sad, fu- Py it
neral dirge— :
‘Dear as remembered Kkisses after death”—
the music dies away
Aund——I1 s1and beside an open grave!
Your tuce is white and cold, Mignone! 0
As white a~any white, white flower upon your [ 78,0
cothin lid. e
The music dies away—the last sadrite is o’er— o=
The mourgers leave the eacred pot, and—
Would God [ had died for thee, oh! Mignone
—Mignone !

Twelve strokes upon the stilly air
Proclaim the mystic midnight hour. How
; long
Pve li11g3red in the mist-land of the Past!
"Tis ever go !
My heim‘glike some lone pilgrim in a stranger’
an

‘Who ever 'prnys with face turned toward Je-

rusalem), : »
T’er yearns to pray beside that grave that
within
The border-land of the ‘“Days that are
more’’'— \

And softly, through love's retfrospect of lo
We all gain what we long for, at the last!

Al¢hemy.

BY AMANDA ELIZABETH DENNIS,

|

Patience is the brave, old Alchemist

That shufs himself within the laboratory
the heart, {

And with slow hands, and infinite endeavor, |

Transmutes our sorrows into golden joys|

That, from the crucible of defeated hopes,

Brings forth & golden promise of fur happier |
things;

And from the baser metals of unsatisfied de-
sire,

And oft-repeated failure of desi

Brings forth the ghining gold
faith

And triple-strengthened fortitude.

21, ol
of fructifying [

And lo! our sorrows, like transfizured souls,
‘Walk softly, with unsandaled feet, along our 1
daily way.
And Hope unveils her tender, sn]laphirc eyes,
And lifts the scales from our beclouded sight,
And lo! the sunburgt of immortal truth
Bweeps down athwart the ever-vernal hills i
And pours its golden glory on the mist-envel- [§
oped vales.

And fond Degire folds down her wishes and
regrets,

And geeke, across wide leagues of stormiest
WAVeEs,

The fair, sweet ** Isle of Heart's Content;" .

And Faith, with tenderést hand, unfurls her
stainless banner

Upon the broken heights of our defeated
dreams. - i

And Endurance, with her soft, patheticeyes | = : /

Bright with the sacrificial dew of wordless, <5 IN some parts of the world th

rayer, is 50 intense that tl oreuT o
Un]ocﬂs {he chamber of each waiting day, ] % o freez
And marks the duties.and the cares thatlle| the registering of the temperatute

therein . so with conscience, we may gink s
And writes nbove the lintel—when e long,| - O L T Hn.k 3
= Jsm that it censes to reprove, for iy

long day is done— b
frozen and powerless.

[ —

things ean be borne "

= B e
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{

!

-

- Ikiss y@nmme, on t-h lips, dear—
A

J Anﬁ‘ﬁ%
. Onother lips that are sweet and fiir, | reason that T shonld be dismal also, and

~ . Ikiss you once, on the brow, dear—

And over all the sunshine weaves

| The sweet sky bends its azure arch

- When the stars swing h

l

. U

Kiss that is half a prayer, 8

w’ll fold it softly down i

And tell her I sent it with my love,

And prayerful wish that all the years
Ol‘ Love’s dear pilgrimage shall find

. God’s gelden sunlight for life’s tears,

A tender kiss that is all a praver.
That the loving Buviour aye muy hold
Youar lite within his sheltering care—
That the tender Shepherd's loving hand
May gnide your tootsteps softly where
Life's penceful waters flow serene
‘Through meadows green und pastures falr. ||

I klss you once, on the hand, dear—
A sott, sad kiss vou undcrsmud

As my trembling 1ips just touch the sheen
OF the giittering, goiden band

That winds around one finger white, |
And seis, with its golden gleam, i

The fresh, glad thoughts of a happy heart
10 the song of a broken dreani.

Three kisses soft, T give yon, dear—
Three links in o mystic chain—
A wizgh, a prayer, und o wistful hope
.Alhroh in the same sweet strain,
And if tis best, our God will grant
The tender wish and loving prayer,
And the wiziful hope will show, at last,
A tender bloom divinely fuirl’
© AmanNpa BrLizaBETH DENNIS.
Wicornico County. /51 o

“THE LO\G DAYb &

AMANDA,
s ===
Azure winged, and® golden crested,
Sweep the “Tong Days” slowly by,
JTil reflexed, theif dazzling splendor
Tills the chambers of the sky.
Drifting down through space vumensnred
Countless atoms “’Uldul fair,
fElittering plumes from Swmmer's p.nums
Fleck with light the boundless air.

Azuve winged, and golden crested i
Lopg bright Days ye've come at last! ;
Wh! tned to keep from murmuring «
_ While the dark days drifted past ! r
Did I fail?  Ah Lehide me softly !
. Human hearts are frail and weak, 4
| There are moments when God’s sunlight
Only makes the clouds more bleak.

!

e
Azure winged, and golden crestcd,
Long, bright Days, ye’re truest friends,
Even while, with all your mausic
- Bome wild note of sorrow blends,
| Fairest pictures hold some shadow,
Death lurks neath the billow’s glow
“Hearts that vibrate sweetest p!msurea
Thrill the deepest notes of wo

b

ties, o1 political mectings,

i making faces

il of the

!l Church was decided upon.

the name of

{ whom T
*l'mind and heart, above taking

Grove,

Written for the Bacrrnor
- ScHooL-RooM, Oct. 20,.1873.
Friend Bachelor-—The fact that it |
Lis an awfully dismal-looking duy, is no

]

 sit here moping and idle until “hooks" |
{ a5 the children say.
f'r}ike sewing, ['ve decided to write to you.
:)Bul- I'shunt write any thing abont poli ¢

And as T dont feely

[ eave that |
and ©* Advertiser'—¢
by the way they are, having a gay time,
at each other. 'Tigrather
amusing to a looker-on, especially when .
buck blissful security,!
amid all the . flylug misiles.  Speaking
“Shoreman”
are more rew INditors in S-
. n ¥ = %
on earth is a body to keep up with such.

for the “Shoreman”
one can sit in

there '
. How |

reminds me

frequent changes? . :
the name of the New
The

bership was divided as to the name.—

Yesterday,
mem-
Some, in favor of transferring the name
of the old church to the new, and calling
t Siloam - The new departurists favered
wit. Zion, “Twas put o
vote, and Siloam gained the day; wluch
created sour faces and  dissatisfaction in
and the vote wag
“reconsidered;” the dissatisfied won that
V| time, and the nume of the New phurch
shall be—DMt Zion, T have naught to

the opposite ranks,

| the Stonewall’s ground next Wednesday

i School Board™ Tind it hus proceeded to

| ers and bachelors; and then, T shant have

( mers are housing their corn earlier than

?-duy isn't good; und I'in just thinking r)f"-

week. Tf the Tates are propitious, T
propose to witnessa portion of that o
Looking over a

came.
late Bacunror and
coming upon the “proceedings of the |

raise our salaries: which proceeding T ap-
preciate, and in my eratitude feel almost
constrained to call the membars thereoff
SPET NAMES;' but led te refrain
from the fact that just Lere, Tremember
some of em ave married men, and their
So I'll reserve thie
pet names until they all become widow-

am
wives might object.

some woman culling me names, und say-
ing naughty things about me, °

The health of this is pretty
9.0 . &
fair; only chills oceastonally mar our plans
and rufile the saintly serenity of our tem-
pers.  Qur school is not very well atten-
ded as yet, owing to the fact that far-

section

usual this fall.

Owing to the “*hard rain” the chil-
dren have voted for a short recess and ar
earlier go home, aifd “Barkisis willing;’
for if I was only in the habit of having
chills, T shauld verily have one this day.

But “time is up,” =0 I will only say |
good-day Sir Bachelorl—but the: actual 1)

i
1|

| the “big place” of water Ishall have to |

say against it, for, though, my preferance

{ was for Siloam—which may be account-

ed for in my fondness for old friends— |
and T didn't
didd make two or  three tantalizing re-
warks—merely fun” —which, I
think. intensely diszusted a gentleman,

‘reconsider”
Sfor

gave credit for posscssing a
offense at
such a trifle—still T am not dissatisfied
with the vame, or with those who nawm-
ed it,

I understand

the Camp at “Lewis’

" was well attended on Sunday;

Azure winged, and golden crested,
Long, bright Days, your help I crave, !

Life holds much of fret and sorrow,
Help me to be’strong.and brave.

Keep my footsteps that they fail not,
Strengthen heart and hand and brain,

Keep Faitl’s fair,and mystic 'scutchen,
Free from blemish, soil or stain.

Azure winged, and golden crested,
Long bright Pays, drift slowly on,
1 have, s many a task to master,

Ere the flower crowned d'us are gones
Help me with your song, and fragrance,
Help me with your pictares bright,
Aznre winged, and golden crested ’
Longz, Long Days of golden light I

ONLY A DREAM.

BY AMANDA,

Only a dream! and yet how fair

And pure this whole world geems to-day;
The low winds sleen amid the pines,

The clouds drift ontward to the bay,

A mystie veil of subtile light; i
i)
}

Til faint and dim it fades from sight
Where earth and sky seem blent in one.

And all abroad the subtile air
Seemns pulsing wwith soma strange sweet bliss
Nat born of earth, ér sea, or £ky,
Or wakened by the zephyr’s kiss. |
Ah? well T know what artist hand
Hath made the world so fair to-day !
And thrilled the wind-harp’ sslumberingstrings
il like rich hearts they swell and sway
Beneath the wild and harmonious charm!

| Only a dream ! a fair fond dream!

Born of the darkness of the night,

igh and calm and pale
The moon drifts westward out of sight,

Only o dream ! yet oft and oft,
I turn with half expectant alr

B cateh asmile, or tender lools,

Or feel a hand upon my hair,
Forgetting dreams ave only “lies.”

Hept. 1872,

=
E

“preach to.”

{ T undexstand the

{ refused to play becanse. forsooth, oue

Flane man

{ but one of the Reverend wentlemen who
| hield forth, treated the assembled conygre-

*wafion to a sound rating, which disgusted

some, intensely amused others, and ben-
efitted none; on Monday afternoon there
were not enough  people present to
On T
attendance was better; after which,
ports from the front beeame spusmadic,
and T #iiled to remember them.

“PThe Protracted Meeting”

began at.

| St Juhn’s=—just apposite—last night.—

house was full,” not-

¢t withstanding the rainand general dis

malness of the night.
Base Bull 1sa’t  defunct  yet—herea-

bouts, at least. Some timeago the Stone-

wall challenged the Walston Quickstep, |/
| who came down in its B. B. toggery, but '

frof a disbanded club @ was

the Stonews!l claimed

aame, 9 to (),

However,

the Stonewall.”  Then why should they

sy cxeuse? It wont do, Quickstep, the
ceneral beliel is, that you were afrund
of the Stonewalll  The
BerJin and the Stonew

Olympics  of

my vote, aud |

| wade through before T get home.
{ never mind the actual day; Sic  Bache-

"uesdiy, however,the
re- |

{upon the first nine of the’ Stonewall.— &
thie [*
The Quickstep” asserted |;
{“they could bring hoys down and  whip

{ have zefused to pluy with only that flim- {52

a series of cames; two of which have been
played.

vy fur that ¢lub; the second upon the

Olympic’s gronnd, which gavé the vie (i

tory to the last mentioned club, | The
third and last tmnu, is S0 be p]n}cl} tlpon

all, are engaged n |

The first upon the grounds of §
the Stonewall, which resulted in a vieto-

| a",,A_nd T \aleh with eyes of glad d\';{ighl; 0_'!‘

But

i lor, L say good day to you, all the same
Very Respect. .
A.

"l;lle;e Is a G-i'c:}n il Far«Away—. {

BY AMANDA,

There is a green hill fac-away,
Tu fancy mine eye hath seen
The dewy light of its migty height,
And its gentle slepe of fudeless green :
, God’s own’ Sunshive, iike a mist
Of woven vmber, gilds its height;
God’s own beaut¥y flecks its slope
With{adeless tints of banoered light—
So fair, so sweet, that green hill far-away !

Tireless footsteps climb its heights,
All heedless now the weary way
W berein they faltered, weak and worn,
Beneath the burdens of the day.
Tireless voices, sweet and clear,
Fill the air with music rare,
Forgotten, now, LLe old, wild pain
That filed earth’s music with despuir, ‘
So free from care, |hat gréen iull fir-away I

« There is a green hifl fir- n\m_'. | R
God's tender love shall guide our feet|
To where im’gr:uxle emerald elope .
15 fanned by zephyrs, cool andesweat,
And God’s own snashize like o mist
Of woven umber, giids its height ;
And God's own beanty flecks its slope
Wilh fadeless tints of baunered light—
Se fl.u" 50 aweet, 11 &1_ een hill far u\s.;_y I

S ,,..—.--“ BY .unw:m

Dm"gfﬁ iy gu\‘.her theao thrmd‘s
_rm«v pearl and shining gold; 2.4
N \vvb qrmmw.]Pus Lighty {5
ant Loﬁ'lrmsh one‘glmmmg ‘fold

{t1®sunset splenidars, deftly spun Y ',!'
from Lbe golden glorles‘qt' the suﬁ.v 11

‘I’ﬁ“hrcfw 1ihe siut IP ucrp'ss_g:'.r,-.-f'
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! nteclank oftﬁamw;{.iu aley
weet bell's elif chlme 1

Fall:
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t. Dny, I sha.ll soon i'He donel—. .

bar Toseal ',llg?w 2
15 UL of 8ilver gray’
Jofbéautydmggm
ush amrmar gold
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i‘:ufé- 00d- bye 'Sweer. Duy‘!w
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glrem your magi Ei:ﬁll 1
web of glittering ligm bl
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lf?l fend

- .
ning,

Sopt 28, 1874,

M. Tiditor ;—

" AhJ me, what heavy burdens and
manifold sorrows we poor mortals have
to bear! Now, I've half o miud to em-
ploy you as Father Confessor—by you,
I mean the “Baclelor,” and not say of
you unsympathizing editors. Now, the
“Show" wss worse than the blues last
week. It took me from

morning until Satarday atternoon, o

decide whether T could make some seru- wnd the “splendid water -proof p
ples of mine “affiliave’ with ® amy futher’s { forgot to sustain their part of the pro- |
and I‘.lu.n eratime, and let the rain come thmur-h
_ asserted themselxes imper-{on me, und thereby taking all the stift
iously, and one lady in that incongruous fness out of my ht.ndmw-
assembly, would have given a good bitfvorite handkerchier,
to have been safoly home; or at least {book and contents—and lost somet hi’
without the shadow of the “splendid that T feay T s

anxiety to have me attend,
the seruples

pavillion.”

were) and the elks. The king of Beasts
looked rather disgusted, I thought per-'|
haps his “2.200 1" weighed heavily up-

'~ on his maned slioulders, and as for that

old ape, pshaw! I've secn” plenty of I
men who looked as well as he does!ie

. And that poo? old elephant, if every |

wrinkle on his clumgy “outer man,”’ in-
dicates a year, why then, he must be

the very same old party that Capt. Noah
 took on board his family yacht in that

memorable voyage of his. The ecamels
looked awfully humped up, and the buf-
fuloes, as if pining for the prairies. But
the doarlittle ponies wero lovable, and
the horses—well, I Zove horses (don't |
accuse me of Grantism, if you please.)

~ Now, then, I've gone as fur as I care

to! for I have no desire to enter the
“splendid pavilion,” againand T couldn't
talk to you of it, if T were to do so; for
there's where the sore spot in my heart
hurts the worst—in fuct, there’s where
I first got the sove spot. ~ In confidence,
mon ami Bachelor, T have one or two

| very, very serious objections to eircuses.
MON |

“Then why did I ge?” Softly,

i ami! Dido’t T intimate in the begin-

'twas to humor Paterfumilias,
(which leads me to finally conclude what
T was born for—something which has
puzzled me for a number of years—and |
that is to tuke care of other people's
children, wait on folks in general, and

|| wait ou, and humor our folks in partics

ular; and when I get my mental digits
pinclied, and my mental pedals trod
upon, and my “feelings hurt” generally,
I just have it all out with myself after-
i| wards.  Ah! well, they who dance
must pay the piper, but it doos'nt seem
fuir to have 1o pay two or three times,
and in two or three different kinds of
eoins, now docs it? T tell you all this,
becuuse you (like a dear sensible Bach-
clor) staid home, and did'nt make a
woose of yourself as the rest of us did,
grinning like so many of our ancestors—
Darwin's darling little monkeys! or, are
we the monicys ancestors 2 which isit ?
You sec the sore spot got sorer all the

time, which held my visibles under a

rather spasmodic vein, made me little

il eynical, and disposed to rail at my own

unmitigated imbeeility, and moralize
| (sub wcr) upon oflier folks, I—I—
want to say stupidity, but they'll thinle
il T've no vight to be fishing for the beams

in their eyes, oh!l yes, tho' dou't you

see what o big mote T just pu"cd aut of |l caves.
ol oynP Upon my wnrd ihn I i

Thursgday | toward such amusenents,

§

The only thing that paid:after all, here is the whole of it in ""‘
me for going, was the sight of those/ rut-shell : 9
| darling litule baby lions, and
: gracious looking mumma,

thclrr to a eireus, ean do so ! but as for me—
! I also ads! my Lead will be whiter
 mired the leopards (if leopards, they| before 1 ever enter another.

|

wu;,._-.-.cﬁ

re J)rft?' ~Rachelor: —i'udm” n_ du ‘ﬂﬁ‘l’.@

vou .t delectahls episode of’ the ‘nnu"l;,

‘3‘1(, fornd “okth: ﬂl"lll"‘l.llb\ull) 'k phm\l“ z

[

g (sorvow fully’
as [ looked vound the assemblage ™%
saw men that I knew were sensilile, "
telligent men ; and women that I
morally sure were sousible, pure a
true women, all there, and apparen

-
eonld not helphinkin

enjoying the whole performance, 0!'?‘}
feature of which, made me ghiver, zxud

furn sick at heart. T naver was a uucu%

habitue, and my tastes do not lead u;s:

..x_

; ! '
Heigho! T was awlully  “serouged, 18

avilions'”

T lost ﬂ.}{'.

lost my pock et

BY :

hall never recover,

Anybody who wants to E,n
than 'tis now

Respeetfully,
A.

Y
it meud.’.md hayitlze f(,w m.mnoub
"to iuc}u]r’*uth 1t muur],, Whoel disposel 6y
Fwritésto you; though I dont know thafd
T can think of =m‘.tlmw interesting
X1l the news is stale. I'n en the cml]')-
m"(,{‘m':‘ has ilhimked of some ~time ago.
by some Pittsvillian-whe  did’ ute fnouy
anything about igg=and  “Burns? gave 4

!;‘

But let me tell, “under™
the imw that the IJL(all](‘ hear- .*Ul!t‘

think ©Burns™. gl “Protestant’™ ones
and the same individoal. * If s, huml%

rous w 1t ll‘\\,UI

T very alad tq; Jpow the exuet timed
of the opening of thé sehools; for “L'ved
been so pestered by the juquiries,—as tad
the time—jof impalient parents, awvho ard™
crazy to ;,t lhvu little ones off fo suhmﬂ
out of their way” they areglso bad and
so tronblesome at home.” ~ What tod
beeome of the Iy teachers?. Oh!  deu
knows! |, “Hhey-edn make the ehildren
mind! 01 if the cant, they cughe to, and
tl:q re. not fit to be teachers il they cum, |
not.” Och! faith, dear” Bachelor, but.
is'nt this a quesr ould world, to be surel
I was half afraid thut our bu.m] was ton
{ full of politics-to remember us and tlle
tinie of opening. Glad it isn't
Changing the sabject. how T should like
to see lh.xf vexatious man who first com-
piled (or whatever tis called) an Algebral
just-to tell him what I think of him.—
Though come to think, he must hed
up worse than an Kgyptian munuiys
he ig'nt, he ought to be, and dunt card

if' lie i3, tiresome thing! Here Tim i f
ling and worrying ayer x — X tf fugs
“just ]1I\(, x -looks th at is—cross
everything else looks like x; anddl: drean-|
ed of yon last fight, and you were pleasy
ant as aanorning in the, Poet’s  monthy
of Muy,” })L!t.lLLOIlllll"‘ ta’ {on,' ()-Moorey
“dieams --u"bv the contiArics,” so there
fore yolu are cross ag —cross to nig!
and if 8o, T'm very glad there ave fifteer
miles between us; 101 when Pm cross I
den’t wait to be neat any  other erosy
body, and then I soon become pleasany
and_good-natwied again.  Bub men
u[m-u s cross about “election tunos/
aren’t they? And it has been “eloctiag
time” all this year, or something! i
don’t read of anything else, or  talk
anything elsebut delecations, nominy
tions; conventlons, Ll(’LilUll‘s, cte. T jusy
expects if £ was a man comething would
he denel I know if I wasa man, and
_s0me th'gl man was to pull ous a b m({
ful of my \\111‘5\91? he might Say ~hiy
prayers, for 7 ° .J!mrhd——-jf.rj.’ur'. But “
don't feel at il bellizerent to night, ang
tis late, so I guess I better not st g
here to tun])t the wirches and other w

s

!

¥
H

|
;

snl—

\

ciagl

d!“

B Joket.& p.udon T meant to |

1

eahnie folks out ofqth(\n holes. L

Pe

% Your truly
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And Night holds no dominion. Nt along!
Nay, thowart with me! T am not alone.

I have no picture of thee, dear departed,
1 have no picture of thee—it is well!
No artist skill conld paint thee. Not the Sun
1£ could catch the life of thy aweet face,
t would mar my joy to look upon

E, ex sionless, and fading toy, -
name. Yes, I have pictures
wthless Hall of Memory, )
time can never dim, In rarest frame-

xpr

Theu art a hero, "midst surronnding chiefs,

Like thee essaying kingship in the world;

When boulder mountains, in contention grand
or loud,

Clash’d their rock-ghields in thund’ring clang,

And rose majestic o’er a floating world,

0! giant mountain, speak, if now ye can
Tell of the ages of the ancient world;
When the wild behemoth at thy side
Roll’d oft amain in the now sunken sea,

5N R T =

-

[ all quarters, and wu have sll' the symp-

toms of a Confederate attack, which fore-

warned McClellan in 1862, vih_eii,'ogz_iﬁe_.

Peninsula. ST . -
From General Sherman there 1s in

morning. At that time he had with-
drawn his army to Atlaota, and was for-
titying the position, There is no indi-

tel-
ligence as late as'ten o’clock on Friday

into Arkansas opposite Memphis, to drive
iway the guerillas who aunoy the steam-
ars on the river. P A

i General Imboden, with some Confed-
erate cavalry, recently made o raid into:
Randolph county, Western Virginia.—
'He captured seventy-two prisonars, and

7 it

pinety six horses and es.

eam transport

worl } ; f . -The Nightingale,
These pictures all stand out before my vision, | And giant reptiles crawl'd around thy feet. cation of any further advance by him. - i R = s
B i v it et l__;,‘m"l‘\._ aiihoodls What treasures hast thod gather'd inthe past? || Confedotate'ydea i 'th'ntyG'ena.. (which bag" arrived in - New York ' from
ArRiln, What mines lock’d up as secrets in thy breast ? Aeapn : ([Key West, reports having been chased

Which won my love, and woman’s gentle
bearing :

Fhich left }lﬁimprl.:as on my ruder nature,

ashioned me to sweet companionship

With thee, whose heart was full of tender
grace,

s of Spring ull of sweet perfame.

e are pictures which can never fade!

upon them 1iil my_tears are kindled

Or are these buried, where proud man in vain
8hall seek to find them, like the pirate’s horde,
'Mid unfrequented and abysmal shades ?

Thou’st stood, a silent warder of the plain,
‘Which, like the ocean, limitless and vast,
Rolls onward, outward, viewless and afar,
Kiseing the bended horizon away,

Where man’s imagining hath never yet

Anderson and Cummings were wounded
in the late contest, and that their loss
was one thousand killed and wounded,
beside prisoners. Wheeler's, expedition
to the xaiizead in Sherman’s rear is re-
gorded, in the South, as a fuilure.—
Wheeler ia evidently retreating to Hood's

)y a privateer. - -
. There aro now 4,445 Confoderate ef~
|icers imprisoned in the North. f
| Hereafter there will be no naval en=.
\istments for less than two years~

Alone—A HMidnight Reverie. | ofis 5o AR e [Written for The Methodist Protestant. |
» Saturday Night.
BT THE LATE REV, B. YEATES REESE, D. D. ‘ o How Long?
BY THE LATE REV. E. Y. BEESE, D. D. :
I am alone to night. When sinuers will not yield
; lf‘\‘uy, not alone, | Baturday night! Alone Isit What course remains for those
¥or thou, beloved, art with me | In musing mood before the fire— Who long to see them saved, and grieve
ST e A pleasant book !—the burner lit— That they God’s will op T ! ‘\ .
Methonght thy warm breath kissed my fever- What more could studious man desire > PE i (]
ed brow, o I A‘:’?nnm]nl since, my merry ;r:;l;l{‘ Tt Should we abandon'hope, : b
st 14 at T s Ta o . gh glee— 3 |
Muhushjﬁlwn that thou stoodst reclining at my Th()EL(:llt'.],ljl{:'l]lil'il'(:gl"l:,;'(l_:grtllizl{l):l:!‘()lu'(l:it‘h.('“l'l-‘;_ And cease to pray and toil? FOA L R . L el
] ? e UG e 1 Wearied, impatient, give them up | railroad, but even it, the desputch says,
Thy circling « \nosing . Oh, they are worth the world to me: S ) 8 € F ) : tl
Doy oiclivg aom soposlng on mpows, | O - S S conguered spoi i Rat saDALED truh. ¢ e
BT A b Sl oh Ea R T e A gy They climbed and clamored for the Jizs— el W - i |
gg?r;_fxlllxi-'lll-?-h--ttllltﬁ:“.;?? L'(.ml.mnf"‘ 19“'-- h The good night kiss that all must share, How long should we persist O-rdg! lr_ll_ﬂl _hgg_n rtcelVed._by. C_a‘lonul }
n,..;],':...d “;:;,‘;;; -111,_:,3,10"“'(&;’l“gl"fm;lfp“g.,F The eignet seal of household bliss, In urging them to ceme Browue, the provost marshal for Mﬂ'ﬁlﬂd p!
I turned to mCut}1llc::‘-rl?i—liﬁm‘.1)111[101_111'1;3"\_}0;&?;3; But’ulre the whispered evening prayer— To Him who stands with arms outstretch’d, || and ‘Dell‘;l‘ﬁ,_ to comwmence the draft op fr
%o feel the warmth of thy enduring smile, (TS'-‘;‘ culfla;;‘ ulnl(:ily-;nniélc]}—\;;l:ﬁgleep, ) And calls the wanderers home ? next Monday. In a telegram to Gov.|®
rrasp the by ca S R R e 8 20 gk ald— - e 0L e '
O résp the band whose touch, inanswering  yu? anoels Guardian wotches keep Not while He thus doth stand, Seymour, of New York, Provost Marshal |
Signalled wholevolumes of unfaltering Trust! Around my darlings’ peaceful bed. Not while He lengthens life, | General _F_ry Bays )!_h_qr.’dgla-ft?ln’, Ohio II!](]
Ah mﬁélj{F:&':\a but 4 dream! Thou art not| yie. with my pets, is sunny morn— Sll(()n.ﬂd we from Dmycr}nnd effort cease, other Slﬂt_“ WbOSB ‘EOFB‘P_EEI c :-Ot been:{ ji
T e i For them each duy new glories glow— r end the godly strife. filled up, is ordered to commence Monday | =
= YRy _\u.:.,.:*,. 1y plc _ng: ¥ -~ g s h_‘ '.E""'I n, . : ¥
%o smile, like sunrise, bathes me in its beauty, E ‘ﬁ]}}:“:?;-E';“ﬂl))r“{lhc?;l?j;cfl L:‘lﬁ l;g{mv; Plead with the unyielding, plead naxl,_Sept. 19‘;"“;. v & ]
‘ﬁgﬁf‘.‘ I‘\I‘;po.n:‘n'.u thrills, 1am CI They wake with gladness in their eyes— E’en till the day-light dies, i Brig. G{‘BD. Vaa Cleve reports from | g
Inever %‘.uew Uf:t.f(?:,i%“ 1}1111[1& 5 “L%f)ub::' < They feel no care—they know no ill— And darkness, overshadowing, hide | Murfieesbero, Tenn., to Gen. Rousseau, |
The meaninge of that ;,’-l,lm,. wg;‘fd“:fona, e Each morning brings some sweet sarprise, The Saviour from théir eyes. ' that Col. Thomas Jarden, Ninth Pennsyl- | ir £
T ibnowine Hl T A 5 Which dreams at night make sweeter still. T S 3 7 | 1
What time I stood besie thing o y Let none that perish say - vania Cavalry, with 230 men, gurprited, | o
hat time I stood beside » O] TRy - i T RleaT - b4 g 5 J :
And heard the Slods fall jarxingly and heayy, | M, preyers are R L e “};l' bl&‘ﬂl;e The fault was not their own— | attacked snd routed the rebel Dubrell’s |t ’
Upou ihy coffa-lid. my besutitur, 7" | gLy prayers g0 with thom when they Wake, | That e fersook them ere the duy | brigade of 2,000 me, at Readysille on | | |
Oh, then my heart within, with sudden bound, 3Li o fl o iy MarvE ek Of Gospel grace had flown. the Tth inst., killing and wounding many | !
Seemed to leap from my body, and stretch out _Awd cherlsh, for my LTy e ‘ sl g an 3 2 g me 1
Its yearning arms toward {hy enshrouded 1{:&(‘ doum"\étdf".}ii?‘n.cy ;’é;:{ilto;l::': Like Jesus, weepf to see ‘ and capturing _1'30"}3"50“'3"" The Unton §
form, ; 3 e i The sure impending doom, loss was one killed, five wounded and four | ¢ !
And take its place beside thee. There it lay, Brinosometimes emiles and sometimestears. |  That, on incorrigible souls missing. " The r ilroad istorn up at Bend | € P
Clasping thee in its grasp of paseionate grief! s Who will eld 1 o T e § 1
i - ponales o will not yield, must come. f Buckle, but the d ald triflin
It would not be divorced, notev'n by Death! | ;1 Jgeg heloved the form that stood, D ugkiB, UILuEIGIL A g G CanopIaTaTHANG, |
%?‘or wt;“:nl [t‘im(‘td t.ﬂlf‘wnllé thuﬁ‘“;mg erowd In pensive silence, near my chair, ©  Qurselves we have destroyed,”’ | The Biidge over Stewart’s creek,.the-ouly |
Ee e D S e Just blushing into womanhood, Will be the unceasing wail ; ons injured by Wheeler, is rebuilt. An |,
e b o dedoTate in the: “lfit o My eldest daughter, grave and fair; ** We would not let His dying love, L unofficial dispatch saf"s the railroad is now
Raytiotima clilde thiseddden arst 08 Her wave of life with softest glide His tears nor blood avail.”’ 7 Murfreeshoro t
L B}l"O';Y. me chide this sudden burst of sor- Was sunlit, till one cloud of woe, | J.T. W ) m good qrder ‘frgm Marfreeshoro ‘0 |
It is not w!c'll_h:\ be betrayed by passion “6&2ﬁ£{5ﬁ‘{§\?¢’i Iﬁ‘{';ﬂf{ ff; 1&5}(&{%, ‘ Westminster, Md., Dec. G, 1881. Ch?tte!fODga, and_ on the 'lgﬂth ’mst"};' .
Into this wild forgetfulness ot reason. a5 - b e 3} ekd il T ATim, i 45 ADukel troio started carrying the wails _fﬂ.r UG i
aTwnshE?_ltédwhat geemed thyself that day we And he—the boy that ha'm'_s 1113- ngme, = ‘4,‘; 3 H L 4, ~ army aﬁ Atl_nnta. Tke rebels in Te_nn- ]
And 'tis not wise to speak thus of the dead I i? i‘(‘)%"lfji‘{‘(?lf,?{ff_ni,‘;ﬁﬁ:.%llel?_‘ % | : | essoe wereiretrealing hy way‘ufl "h‘chmB- #
Whon;ti(l‘.lhrist has taken. Thou art living I know not which he needs the more; i il eSS ' Al . A 1]1
T : , |  His scorn of study—love of fun ‘ ——— (. A A
gh' 07008 Love, at:t(.itt}(c:g HhOt w”lf‘ T PION His i'(!(.‘!ilCEE,L 1‘u)vin_9; way W;Lr_d‘wili, . | ~ ATTTetonuoissauce from  Sheridas® | ¥
e D e e _!-,l‘)’“d Leaves patience sometimes quite ontdone, Alfeamp, in the Shenandoah Vall s d
e R eeRGae R And yetiRloyatinienngster sEIl . fonud the Confederates i a strongly in- ]
ering et D iR iy it d el il :h
That this poor heart will not be comforted —Methodist Protestant. : oy e AR N ~treoched position, four .wilea west of
And longing to uplift the darkened curtain 2 test reported yet from Gen ::d Birore i P‘m &a&’O 7 mh‘ = ‘Wﬁﬁt off id
That veils thee from my vision? Ialonel c ; i ok camp. Secretary Stanton stated in a de- . o4 Sy S BL LT LAy e Joth— e
Bear Buite Mountain, ¢
Thy spirit still holds fellowship with mine, b spatch on Saturda that a&-lr '“ :xié' j }ng has ueaurﬂ:d;-’ 1n ll;, 'Va'lluy-, ihougb'- . ’
. I talk with thee, and find my woe assuaged; ; - : . v I‘ph A ds L At quie..— i s stated that Etl’!!y in 'z'radu.ially with- | .i
Find romething soothing in these hours of si- BY REV. DAVID WILSOR, M. D., CHAPLAIN iy @rapn_rauons_!or a -grand conflict con- Abn T S L ehafhe: e B c
lence, . U. 8. ARMY. tinue, however. Grantis massing all his smigg ks troops o Richiiond torein- it
When thou and T sit talking thus together - : ' available trodps on the Weldon Kailroad, ”fomq Lige, FRIO YT o ke { ke
In sweet sonl-converse, while the world is| Venerable, ancient, solitary monnd, U}, ey i ' | The Confedarates have made a raid
dark, Uprising like & giant in the path | | about five miles south of Petersburg.— o o )t en a0 0B T onieN ' :
For thou, mine own, art a perpetnal presence Of conquering armieg. Mighty one! Lice hag a strone force three sides & \dS Tupnnibgt irom New- | s
bty g on e sides o Y s
About my pathway. In my restless dreams Disdaining all companionship—alone, || Grant’s position. There are Canfed bern, North Carolina, to Moorehead City, J n
Thon comest to soothe the weary liours of  Thy crested helmet resting 'neath the clouds, | | 8 P e vonieder- o, the seacosst. A train .was thrown | :
Night; Upon thy sable brow. Thy vizier'd face, ates, west ofit; in Petersburg, north of = T AT PLEAe oY | 1e
And when the cheerful Sun looks through my Bronged, blacken’d by the storms of many it, and at Beams’ Station, south of it.— d -d?;’,“cf & s dBD.me LA l"ﬂ.i- S0
curtains, years i - : o ud and 1pjured mpd SomEe negroes cap-
His first beams light my soul to thoughts of  Looks eastward as the sunbeams gleam afar; Lee ia reported as h':'"’_g made his head-. tured, st il Ag‘ Tt 83 d
thea And the wild deer bounds from thy side quarters at Reams’ Station, * Troops ars | | G 1 Gri B R Ty o TR ¥
And of thy home, where Day all glorions  TUpon the grassy plain, as thy long plume b 't 3 e T eneral Grierson, with:a body of troops
; g P EXSSEYD_BIL, R evidently hurryieg to Richwond” frém S i :
reirns A shadow weaves around his timid feet. :Fl'om Memphls, has hegnn ﬂ'ﬂ."expodition‘

R P tby. > Traced the sure boundary of the viewless air. |
& blaze of joy, and I forget camp. - ‘ s 2 |
A s Thou'rt erowned & monarch, and around thy | §ffiere iz a variely of intellizence from | B
ul recollection that to me {oet ] ; 0 A i
Was given a love so rare and excellent. Like Xerxes old, who gazed upon the host, | New Orleass. General Bauks will come =l
Sull ofter pictures linger round my path, Whom proud,ambition from the plains afar, i North on September 15. General Her= =
s—are they nof glancing upward | Had gather’d nesr the golden Hellespont rorr, with the Federal trosps, bas evacu- 3,
Y. 2 To eonquer Greece. Thon, too, shalt see from b G ad the Confied |
th the sunny curls of a sweet face, far ated !;_hutpp, Lomsuna,an the et oy
its mother's, Thy expressive smile— | A mighty host of peaceful warriors stand, eratcs have ze-oceupied it. Genersl Dick B
liuL;l,-‘i::i:r:'?u‘vhxjﬁl;!il;] rit],‘ljlut;f ‘;f s From the far-distant East, an army grand, Taylol'; ﬁit_b the (}mfﬂ&bpntes mm ,'_‘.l‘a' 08§
he me in the warmth of thy sweet From every land—from Sweden’s mountains, west sude of the Mississippi,hag cestainly Heq
love? 3 And from Norway’s pines; from proud Ger- crosscd the siver and will mazsh to the hy
t morn, at noon, at cve, at night, _mania, . iof fﬂood 3 R Thf CEnE t4]
iit, some semblance, of the dear de- And its forests old; from Russia’s firs, relief of and -t ¥
ed ﬁnd ‘Albion’s eloudy hills—all nations here: federates have captured the Pederaligar
ife before me. They are here illions from every land and every clime - TR i nass. with 1)
r beside me—motherless, alas! Bhall pitch their white tents near and far rison at Duvals Bl“ﬁ.’. Arka § AL b

weleome voice,

izem by 11 3 |
ESURRECTILION AND THE

N‘J‘v"d

y the radiant host
in form Immortal,

Trembling in thy shade, in silence worshipp'd

Him who dwelt on high—the One Great Bpirit,
deep,

Held the pure spirits of their warriors hold

Who, 'to them unseéen, within thy caverng 1

iwo gunboats and seven trapsports.

| con firmation of it. Gezeral Granges, whoe
commands the Federal lond forces, s ot
| New Orleans, and though ‘Farragut was

poin

- R e 2
?;:;%gﬁm ~goldiers

intenser love since thou art gone! away ; : i 0als al :
fon Epenks of -thse and of thy b --_nn._\-z‘F And thou, a monarch still, shall hold thy . There Was a report on Saturday that
I'must not say I am ALONE! court e 1 "%‘5_ =2 &7 e o
, sweet spirit, peaceful be thy ‘ *Mid pns:‘-iu,g clouds, in mystery sublime, Mo le “‘i ,au;tendere(_f: : -Se.“%“y
? | As thou didst of yore when Judien tribes, | Stan ‘siates that be has veccived no:

at last acoounts, making extensive prepa-

rations for an attask, yet it was announ-

ced that he would not make ope uatil

{3eneral Granger returned. : %
O 106

5 )

j

1! From earthly combat and from mortal strifs,
In my dreams
i, and let me feel

ir hats and tuke ;@“ﬁg@f =

=

Thou etandest in the shadows of the nizht:
And Saturn holds the distant torch sublime
And Jupiter his astertidal lamps, /|
To illume in splendor thy imperial c¢rown
The monarch mountain of the Western hiis!
#This mountain is seen at the distanee of
ninety miles; a detached peak of the * Blaek
Hills,” and has about the altitude of “Mnmi

h these communings,
4 1 wait

d submission that glad hour

Blanc’'—5 200 feet aboye thelevel of theoceny, it

e = = el
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!'t:l-:]r'?ri‘({f.ﬂH.[H.\‘ =t I h;i\'n-t tf'ﬁ: sl -;Ik -‘anbe s ]hst‘I but of RS thuu]d a“
esbiden whut.that exclumationsméing.af be stale news now; so T ‘won't bother
that it meansianything—but i «has aj 0 think it all up.  Even campmeetings
howified look and sound, and it + have waxed stale and wearisome ; though
:1‘1w:]]u"p:lnnx;vfiihiln;__v hurri;‘;\'ing, 50 ¥ﬁm3 3 they bave not ceased to be, and I'm
4 the horritywg recollection of the /0 We 2 5 i

b rification T folt upon 1‘em'i\"ir|'§_"f fhat creditably informed there will be,‘onio

C¥ ; Ly
D™ Inst maiik - Do .’&H four miles frum Powellsville during Oc-

A5 2 e ) 4
Tarmers horeabouts, are beginning
farm work in ewrnest.  One Lag already

| dogs, and goodness knows what !and lo!
we wercon (he banks (sand banks I
mean,) and beholding wlit I never be

| hald before, the Sea-Side in the heart of.,
Wicomico, 6 miles from the gea. Well; @
the “ghow” went by, and we retraced

=
were appfropriate, [ had -
forgot to Set before . the

hut guess it wag all “commie-il . faug =S
NYon seer Tve.seen the. thine donels =i
- Must I put ip ligit fait]
say-upioh, that Tlo 1e) yexed
Ahyme at’s too prevokingl I
what T propose to do; if T find. hing

-looking o

sown a portion of his onts, (Lut then he
P ;

18 a soon fal'mﬂl'} and another contem

plates planting peas this week, anl—
well, I'm sleepy, 50 good night,—no, no, |

.‘J.\‘""i“‘f] m:mu.fcri ‘ i | . this yem*—asgtis A r'-lm's{so':l% wait o }nomc_nn, ‘I wint to say smna‘thin;._r. our steps, and passing a huwan Vesuvi. t, :

:}_iui[ like pulling my own hair, or bump-; tober. Ugh! ehills and fever! chills shall marry him, and et 'ﬂ'boutbhi‘s'a-éi There iga direful rumor afloat in (his ns, about a pint of cigar smoke went

Pl Aot n e e 20 A e e S e ) S e g st o i sulisbury, Sno plump down my throst (s 1 turmed 1o (S0

1 "»“-'l-"-;illl_\'lllillgll;l“'lsﬂst_upid R el % subject, m)us ell you some- o;e b Z'b F]Ic'hen't ]]?S?X;t-ﬂcf‘ 1 '-p.m_ | Hill ;:nd Ivm»._vil eare a n’e with m ru]-“ speak to a friend) almost stramygling me, {
What's & “tantean?”’ Think T must have f thing 1 saw at the I arsonsburg Camp. Eome Oft ‘{Q’. I.ll'm 2x s.‘m‘\c ‘o erudicate, dags Now if you huven't a surplus of | Tohaceo smoke isn’t offensive to me in a

. cotrle very hear’ having one Sntnrduy" “Twas a gentleman’s hat with a looking ijrinm_:himl:fl)oitu.l?]‘:z “1"‘:‘fdllll('“t'l?“_sildm‘q mad-cdogs, you will ublige we by stating general way, but T olject to dvinking it

| night. You see I'm not used to having | glass inserted the inner part of the \.\r_h;gd_‘o !}’Ol{ﬂiiznk of‘) R the facts; for the school children are || yroadeast ! it~

ty MSS “rejected” and véfurned with
such a eriticism too,—sueh u-a base erit-
cism, and tell me in 6ne breath that it is

crown! Oh, vanity of vanites! 'The
1we who was telling me that pretty non

. : g e a s it
“very zood” and in the nexr, that "‘IF!‘“"‘% of Milton's about “Kve admiring |

; my plang?
¢ AsTve lost niy name, wou  will have |
to-gucsst whesfim - v 4 i

SE o TAVanre Rosvietfilly

PowsrLsvirie; Feb. 26, 1874, |

| prospect of having to remain away from

talking with dilated eyes, of those terri-

ble canine  horrors, and the innninent

best bib and tuckes.

_ s =¥
EveryLody was dressed in his or her |

There were lots of |
pretty ladica (the-gentlemen will agree

{ -3

i8'nt up to your standard.” Whatis your { ierself in & stream of water"-—by che e o e { school, even after I—with all the wis- || with ma here) and lots of fine looking
IR oo Bgnth i) ] A 57 . . . e - 0] n * hae It — and Sal- o o . 3 '
“stundard, él'l’d't aLunnnm_z—:ca_)l,wn,l\vhl(-.]niwav, Milton didu't know what he was i gleSd0 LG Ig 01 z 1d you, and all Sa dom of a feminine Solomon, or erudite centlemen (men have no business to he |
j 18 Mvery good’ 1: nie 5 % + X sbury, eo i ave “yvour fortunes : il - z S .
8 “ety goodl iy not up to it2 Ah! “me, talking about ;—will please make note | ** l. AL g out and have “your fortunes owl,—tell them 'tis all bosh and nun- pretty,) the ladies will agree with me §
,_\,ekmghts of the guill are puast under-, Ethalabov B Ball . told” while thie G ypsies were cainped Ve i ” ’ . 7 )
standing.  Wait til T become a-Phre. | Ot the above. Base Bull continues a || : sense, and that dogs don’t “‘run  mad here, parenthesis and ull, But I saw

nologist, “shoot out of iy ‘orbit” and he- | fruitful topic. while I was spending a
come & “harangier-of promiscuons - ds- | few days in Berlin, and vicinity. T un-
sembles.” T visit 8— lecture, ipd ex-

s ¢ |derstand the Stonewall played two
ine the bumps on your premiscuous cra-.

- . Ol | Gypsies were camoved nigl S [ : l :
niums, ' and thergafter be enabled'to uf-] iy One with the Qunckstcps, of {f )F'\’l‘ajl 1(,' 1 jioed m*"]l) “"E? o e ety of those disturbed and alarmed by il from the throat, gold bracelels on the
15} -l : : € - . e : of Sod —ol! mean iwellgville —; y : c 5 -
iiderstand’ or make allowunce for your idi- which I be_Ilg,ve:som. e one has informed e i - ; ”’ o t. ille —2 | the rumor. | white wrists and p head-gear narvellous
osyueratic way of saying things, Now|you; the otherwith the Poplar Town } o 1{“{’ A ml. - 1031 sojourn _m[h Very Respectfully, If to behold, and after all that, T saw ler
hongr byicht, was’nt it the most extraor- | club, the Stonewall being the victor in || Y015 and the majority of the denizens| A. using one white fore-finger to stow

dinary (?i@pisile your masculine aptics;
ever had the temerity to. peruse? . How
did you know it was mine, with thit ob-1 -
sund signatere? Bub merer, it puts 1me banding and some of the members con- |
ina cold fever (that's idiosyncratie, is'yg | template joining the Stonewall Thi new
il?l;‘m.rhinlc_of' it O‘ffy- And about one! church which is to supersede Siloam is
ll.n.f of thg time, ?fcel as lf"f ought to/ approaching completion , will in all pro-
beg yaur pardon for something or other, . g i 8
fund tlieovher half as if you ouchs to beg | babt_hty be ready for dedication some-
fpuine forthe sume.  If you received . !me during October. The Charch-"
*hat has hecome of what was  intended | building interest in Powellsville appears |
Hor you? Lexpeet before the week is o'er ispasmodic, Siloam was offered to the
shall bg receiving more “rejected manu- |

the Inst mentioned game.  Ft/isrumored
the Red Stocking of Liberty intend dis-

round about you?  And are you all as
Lapoy as lavics, now that you know all

out it?

By the way, those sellsame

1 thereof, including sun dry others, *“Tiad !
| thoir fortuues told”  And they (the
%Fm'tunes} were marvelious to liear, and
[ 85 “true as gospel” and—“how ean they

T [ only had

} tell anything so truel’

"hud'fb;mnption enough to have thoueht
i ofit, and was not, constiwutionally, such |
|a gkeptical little stupid, T guess T should j

| have obtained from them a review of the

|| Past, a synopsisof the present, anda | to be enjoying himself so hugely, T ques-

this season of the year (do they?) So

ift you havn’t more mad dogs than ycu
want yourcelves, please relieve the anx- |

—_——.

August 28, 1874,
Friexp Bacmsron:— i

Now I am done bothering witl, tle
Cempmeeting, T will steal a few wmo-
ments to write to you. By the way, ‘T
guess I better tell you something of the
camp. Saw Bro. M. of the Advertiser

on Sunday and Tuesduy, but he scomed

¢ snuff, after which she wiped her mouth

one of (he abowinations, a pretty ginl
be raffled, be-puffud and be-overskirted |
to the waise, with pink pennants floating

away in her mouth a large “dab” of

and fingers on a pretty, striped shawl.
and walked up on the eamp ground, se-
rene ag an angel.  Oh! dear, T've talked
sbout ncthing but the campmeeting ;
well, there does’nt seem to be much else
to talk of just now. Tverything secms
very quiet in this section. Owing to
the searcity of fruit there will be a deazth

b e : . 13 o7 3 ) e > 2 Dy if' rome 0 v v N : . 3 S
ipts.” Dearl T shant get over it | citizeny thereof as a free gift. bt no— | | plimpse to the futurel But it is too | tion if he remembered there LR a0 “peach peelings” this fall, mush to
i : g A S " 155pon. | o, : : s LD latel' The Past ig o 3 Prasent 5 Bachelor in existence. I beg his : : : o Ther
Feel like abusing something. or some | Powellsville will have none of it; Pow- | |latel The Past is cone, the Present is per £ o /.thc arief of the lads and lagsics. I‘he:c'

ellsville will have a fine new church, or | | huriying by and —T shall just have to | pardon, there was something in last

pody, only, dont know who to abuse.—
Being alittle shy of abusing you just at
present, and paor Paisl Pry~—well, he's
got the measles orsomething; and T hate
to disturh him—Oh! T have it now, .1'l
take it-out on some of these tiresome
little ddeas. . They can bear it, oh! bless
fou, they can bear it! Some of them are
verfect littld stoics.  There is rothing of
Importance transpiring hereabouts, The
most of'the peopie present’a  somowhat
pallid and wo-begone

b1y harassing our seighbors, friends and

11l gxpect to vote nexs Tuesday, and
vlucit’s more, we all expect to beslected,
:,.‘,.}.: %

vevivais in several of th® churches are
pr the tapis.  Four persons (all Tadies)
Npere baptized in the mill-pynd, at_Pow-
! Hs\‘]”uinstﬁundhy week, Twoof them
renonncing the Protestant for the faith
l ] R = . -
Jof their luter choice. And—but nothing
more, only the forests are beantiful as a
biairy's drcam, this radiant Indian Sum-
wer, and well, Tm awful sleepy; having
got up at four o'clock this morning, an

g ] 0Ssesse #he o S orak ; 1 Tl "9 e $ w5y o : + !l of T % - : . i T |
hour L:Hl‘!i(‘;i‘ than intended (another stu- iab%ucdtl?;n'lﬁhzltf’:}ff 3'];:201:"2 r?-:ggf | method ”" that teacher's Instruction;” |} © the afterncon sernion, but heard : lt‘ And oft whnn' we: think the woumd has =
pid mistike) and have nrissed that hour ing thid dtate oft}'i;z ‘m{a’icm‘ %a(iz n“(tr? | butas ho didn't offer any “sugwestions,” [f SPoken of as fine. Tharsday, racher in- q l'e"gca e Tsw will set it to bleeding
3 ‘ . - : ~ C - QL CURY= | s o i 2] i H ? i 3 O e b viil 8 ! gy
all day. Do'ut think me such a lunatic, to&havé been. deeply depIm'cjd byctjhé-m—*- I'm constrained to believe he either did. {| ¢lned to be cloudy, with a stiff breezg Al;:fr:;:;(§|1a,::-$-ac-}1e return, though the eyes
hu;’fu‘t‘il‘. ?S] to admire getting up at such. dXenca B g ap W't see any room for  “suggestions.’ or || blowing; cool, and delightfully stBres = | gi}ve e szﬁ" Clinah it d
nheard g g bless vou: ti - 4 5 i 5 Sl : . . : t ud lips are dumhb and unhesd-
unheard of hours, no, l)_!r.‘.s you;'tis only . Asthe Fonrth slighted this section®f] | clse he fouud such abundant room for JJ Ve of “chillsy” The attendance v us LD SRy
because, Lthink it advisable. Noiw 200d %, our county, all Powells-villiar fehra: | ks : : in v \ | b i y
night! butemind how you reject m o e e Ry, Al OWE RV R Ct_ﬂ'b}'s" them that he refrained, cither in sheer || 8gain very large. Tho gentleman who | i ¥ 3
ghti b 107 ¥ ] ¥ cox tionwary inclined, Pmd 4 pattiotic visit o ]| . 2 X 5 2 1l e . {1 And will it soofh our own pain to know
munications hereafrar, . . ‘the Pitts-villians. and Jotibt e sormainal] Pty for his vwn tired self, or the tired || Preached in the afternoon, rapped us Another heart felt the denth-laden dart, ]
T a 4 VA ¥ ¥ iz “ ant s N 3 ] ) . N 4 - | D 1 C 2
i }ama Aggrieved-ly 44 them were in a villaindus:state lonig He-.{| self' of the teacher. He is very popular jl.9%er the knuckles metaphorically, in a | --Ih'Iet it E?::;‘}';Ii%’;‘i'éfh’;'l‘lgsil‘iel’l‘?:";d’f"“;r‘t‘-‘;a 7
£ il -_‘\-. "l fore night in conseqence of "their Hil-{| with thechildren of suid school and if [§ very forcible and plain  manner. 1 : ]
e S - R . . 2 e Sy e 17 e ¥ 3 g . . 1 i v
S »8epr. 17, 1873, | #inous t_r:ck of imbibing that villdinous |} the teacher wasn’t the most wnjeclouns of || failed to entch his name exactly, but Nay, nay. my friend, yon'll find I"f.“ right, -
E: 2 5 3 tistillation. of, ‘corn common]y called 2 AR e g AL XL That the game is nat worth the winning ; | i
| (“tend Bachelor :—Some time has Whiskey, which n'engl-iﬂ]y creators . wilel] TOmen, I funcy sle'd be a ting bit jea- | there was something in his pronuncmt)on, That we suffer as muchin #fter years 2% §
W . . 8 > - sreates a _vil- | . : 1 e we did i ginning,
Peud since I've written ‘to you ;- you Hainous s u?)on tHemost. of aichil| lous of him. )| With now and then a dash of shrewd,f z’ls wie did in the sad beginniug . (s
I thougb_t‘you wouldn't miss” me | occasions. At you disapprove of this Now, Sir Bachelor, don't you think {f dry Lumor, which proclaimed him & son{ " ot another’s woes \w_vi]]-nntliiauson ours, |
: i s villainous wa i ings P, e i@ an awlal dear " holidays?— , of' Tmer: f ufter ARG IIEDIVS. BASELI a1 g NEIi 0w, (543
PR i1 while the political “ennldron  was ¢ yof pubfing things, 7 afm |j there is an awlal dearth of holidays?— [} of the Emerald Isle. The ufternoon} ¢ drive.the olouds from our sky: to- [N

ing and hissing, apd spluttering so

: o

“Hay " ok

? news-papers. : . . : i d i -mor: :
misly—the political cauldron is up- Eul]:iyp:';lljthe Riornin Al haanne o oan holiduys are all stricken from the Teach- lj| allow the dear, curious people an appor-! Or Lteep ther: from coming to-morrow. ?f
pusly ap!uttering yet, but I say, | non, Ol‘*ilnut_ri'ni_ng '[e‘di(i? ;&‘h‘ich imo'l-m't‘-s er's Calendar?  Oh! dear, I'mso tived! | tunity to interview the “Sen Side,” s Then take my advice. let edzed tools alone,
T = = . . g s e 1 | e . 5 e x 7 3 =) " H L *3 { o

o poftist Im disgonel with {08 th smo i, llmy shabor | A 1y genuing, old fnlioned Wiy Toprsel on s wey 10 Snaw Tl T, 1 Bloy o mots it T (08

ics aniyway, and wouldn’t give three
to vote. Pshaw! e

bat, P'm going to write to you—well |

g letier,
]

ke'ic Lots and

i T feel Ii

1M

appeargnce and| *
hiave a nick of sitting Ruddled uphy the™
fire. Do you ask wherfore? Oh, nothing, .
ouly that evil fiivy Acue has been terni. ;

nspired since I los

Powellsville will remain statu quo. And
80 our schosls open the 29th. Well, T
guess I'm glad. Fodder saving is the
one thing needful just now, and corn-
fields present a lively appearance. Chills’
are sbundant and, and fuces are becom-
ing pallid as to hue, und woebegone s
to expression. Time presses, so T will |
 bid you adieu.

Yours respoct., &e.,

- > ' .
——

: Pé\#ELI,sf\’f;LLSE,- J’tﬁy fifs IB#‘?Z;‘
' Priend Bachelor:—How about the

| They must he in “A pitiful «conditidh?y

| to-day, that is to say, if thes prospectus

was fulfilled to the letter. . For if all “of

those reyerends and r-reverends—par-
| don the préfix==delivered themselves - of
their pent-up eloguence and ‘patriotism, {
 accompanied ‘with ‘géstures entrnging |
| and subhime, why—wly sdme "body. o1
| budies must have got the, fidgets awful- !
i Iy.  Probably though*somé ‘of the - invi]
ted speakers, like Artemas Ward;though

not to blame, it all comes of reading’the i

ing;_ striotism was faunetto a lameand

straightway, I lanted up -the Declgra-

iy : nA

tion of Indépendence and proceeded” to;

read it- with appropriate spreadinds of

the h:m.;]s, and up-raisingsptitlie., i
s of the soul”—at Jeast [ guess il

| world of good generally.

(terview onr Board and ask them—ay

takethe future as it comes—dreary or
bright!

Are you expecting a niea time during
Conference? T funey you will be a joy-
a livery
thing here-abouts is very quiet, barring

ous city, tumultuous city!

some lingering excitemant, consequent
[upon the indisereet revelations of the |
fortune-tell'nr Gypsies.

A Singing School—in our neighbor
hood —is upon the tapis, which is cans-

g a

N ple:xsnnl flutter among the young

people.  Our sehools are still very full,

Grand Mufti visited our schon! recently,
and—true to his word. and the lecter of

the law—sat back with the concentrated |
solemnity of half a dozen owls, “phsery.f
ing che teacher’s method of instruction,” |
Ani afiaid the teacher felt awlully “put §
out” and discomfitted by Ais “method,” |
but, there was no Lelp for it, and she
knew it; so praceeded aceordingly. A |
ulso afraid he didu’t “observe” much ,

- i
What have we done, T wonder, that the |

|
|

Bacnclor, which I supposed was the
) PI
. produetion of his pen, tho’ he might |
- have drawn on his imagination for that, |
ol dear! T might as wel not huve

!
Heard only 0nc,:

begged bis pardon ! l

sereion on Sunday, was sorry; but the
low-hung clouds began to drap their
gurnered fuliness down, and being com-
posed (i pait,) of “sugar and 3alt’” and ‘
unwashable dry goods, Charlie (old
was harnessed, the curtaing were lowered
and wa turned our fiaces homeward.—
Saw some laughable things while upon

pelting rain with an unhoisted - parasol
clovated above her head.  Will not give
any pame, as’tisn't pretty to tell tales
out of school, and then, wo are not re- |
quired to give self-criminating evidence.

Tuesday was very pleasant, at-tondmlce;

‘| quite large. and a very fine sermon by,

M.. Rawlings, of Snow Hill charge; |
failed to catch anything but fragments

seryiees were delayed 'til a late hour to!

would rest me amazingly, and do me g

I guess the
first chance T get, T shall o up and in-

i
it ([
—what's the matrer any how}

R it -

visges and horses; men polite and men
nov polite 5 women with trains and §

Wwith the rest, wandered through the e
sand, stationary and unstationary car- B8

B e
LA -

is an “orcan agent” among us, sound-

ing the depths of our musicul souls, and
liftine us above sublunary caves (and |
canming peaches) with the ©Blue Dan- |
ube” and siwilar delighitul compositions. |
My gracious | T expect your typo “'.]“'
seratch his head in despair over ih-mi-
Well, toll him to send me a less tearful
pen, and Tl do better. ‘
Respecfully, {
Al
EDGED TOOLS., ¥

oBY AMANDA

Edged tools are dangerous playthings, my

it e & % , 4 i : friend, "
FLL‘_“‘-’“-‘"- i-\“'.‘-’_l' IOSL has nt been ﬂbl_ﬂz “gullorious” Fourth? = Have. the Saligsy | oh! spenking of schools, reminds me, | the ground, Saw a certain lady in a fit The cold steel so often wounds our own
¢s Yol curtail bis tyrannic power, We | o - “overed” the stupendous Ifair?] of absent-mindedness start out in the flesli;

-And we know not we're hurt, 'til the hot
E bload wells

Up from the red wound ghastly and fresh.

We may scorn to shrink frem the. eruel
thrust, ’
+ Our lips may curve with &« moeking.smile,
But beneath it all the red wonnd bleeds
 With'sickening slowness, all the \\'hi'le.

QOur lips will whiten in spite of our pride,
Our eyes grow heavy with unteld pain,
As the tardy years limp wearily by
And bring no solace or joy in tloir train.

Will

ound, my

friend, . o
When we use cold steel in our careless
S e nayres .

¥

potvamen withont trains; children, babies S




i
i

“Jenny 18

Jenny.

ELIZAGBTH DENNIS.

%

BT AMANDA

dead ! —So we said, ‘
As we looked on her coflined face,
Lying 80 white, and still, to day,
Wﬁh ‘the charm of a nameless
Q'er-veliing the featares fair
Jenny is Gead 1—Sp we soid 3 e
And we latd fair fiowers above her Dreast,
And looked our 1ast onsthe penceful face—
On the folded eynltds’_drenmlcsa rest,
And the pale lips’ silent prayer.

noy is dead ! — we said;
Jenu':.l looked atther lying there,
" And the restful look on hersweet, pale face,
Qeemed the bresth of an answered prayer—
The bliss of arealized dream.
And 1 Said in my beart—She lives !
Her beautiful lifdis just begunl
For her, the flowers are blossoming fair,
In the light of s glorious sun, '
By the margin of Life's fair stream !

Jenuy is dead |—S0 we said;

gzmce

But I turped awsy and wept full soye— R

1 I ind srest so dear i
wg:nrs::}rom Sorrow's bitter store— = ¢
A rest s0 calm, so sweet, so deep ?
in I logked on the sweset, pale face,
And I put the envious thought away;
What does it matter *—a few more days,
And a tender voice shall soft.ly 8ay
e giveth Fiis beloved sleep I

is dead !—80 we said,
JB,:::{\E grave-clods hid her from our sight,
And weleft her alone with the aingmg winds,
And the vernal Sunbeams’ golden light,
In the ckurch-yard lone and still.
Jenny is dead !—So we said
And the friends that knew, and loved her,
here, 2
Wil nuiss her from her accustomed place—
From the scenes that made her life so dear—
The seenes her memory yet shall fll.

Jenny is dead! So we say—
“xB!n hi'r beaatifal life is just begun!
For her the flowers are blossoming fair
Tn the light of a glorious sun,
Where the beautiful “ maunsions be!”
And the angél band has one more face,
And one more voice of swectest tone;
% And one more soul finds infinite rest
|\ Inthelight of the Great White Throne,
5 qutmg life's turbulent sea !
Hayf, 1884,

B

M1es Jenxy Davas died on the morning
of the 25th of April, 1884,
| Thus, at the early age of nineteen years,
| thig dear gir) passed from thelife earthiy to
! the life everiasting. Only last fall she}
seemed the picture of bealth; but, even |
| then, the hand of that insidious foe, Con- |
simption, must have Heenupon her vitals, |
| And the inrosds of the disesse we 2¥ swifi|
" and fatally sore—holding her a cemstant
! gnfferer from October, 1883, when itshowed |
ita first sign, until the 28th of {&pnl, 1884,
when lier freed spirit left its frail tenement
forthe “ housenotmade by hands.” Jenny
was & good’ girl; strongly and devotedly
attactied to her Sunday-échool, her church
and her class. - The writer of this remem-
bere her from & wee little girlin the Sun-
«school, up through the years of her
sabsequent lite, often noticing her as the |
mpst frequent’” guide of a dear, blind aunt,
who, al? the years of her life, hag had to be
ledto the House of God. At the early age|
df eleven years Jenny was converted, and |
east in her lot with the people of Mt. Zion
M P. Church, Powellsville Cirenit (then
Whaleyville Circuit,) during the pastorate
{ofDr. W. C. Ames. No abatement of her
iove and zeal for the church ever broke
the liarmony of her life. The last place
fhe was at, outside of the walls of her own
bame, was at church in Powellsville, dur-
ing the protracted meeting at that point
lsst October. She went home next day
aud never lefy its threshold again. She
Wea patient and resigned during her long
Her former pastor, Rev. D. 'W.
Ansting, vigited her afew days before her
death, and to him she expressed herself as
réady and willing to go at any hour the
T might call, Amcn%; her last words
Waa an exhortation to her friends tofollow
the “Golden Rale’® ‘‘Tor,”’ said she,
“von know the Bible says we should do
48 we would be done by."
8lie was buried in thechurch-yard at Mt.
Zion. Meny friends testified their respect
and love by their presence at her burial.
Our venerable friend, Rev. R. H. Powell,
otr former pastor, Rev. D. W. Aunstine,
and nur pregent pastor. Rey. 'W. T. Valiant,
were glso pregent, each: of whom spoke in
touching and fitting terms. of the dead girl,
whose tace in its calm and peaceful Tepose
geemed the very embodiment of unspealk-
ably eweet and perfect rest. She will be
i Missed not only by her parents end other
‘Bzar relatives, but by the class at Mt; Zion,
fan whose meetings ehe so much delighted.
iBat our loss is her infinite and blessed
&t for thongh we say

Jenny i dead ! Yet we know

i Her beantifl Jife is just! gun! _
| For hier the flowersare blossoming falr
i In the light of & gloricua sun, -
| Where the beantiful **mensions be!
And the angel band hag one more face,

- And one more voize of sweetest tone;

!

, Ah!"may our onward journey prove,

' the summer fowers have blossomed where

PR

/ > Our Eva.

BY AMANDA

N
ELIZABETH DENNIS,

‘Onee more my tender, mournful Muse .
Takes up her plaintive strain,
And weaves, with wistful tenderness, *
A ol and sad refrain— g
-A soff, sweet melody of love, :
' For her who sleeps beneath the sod
| Upon the hill side green.
| Bweet Flowret ! faded ere the noon
Of summer’s golden sheen

3 Had crowned the heights above i

Our Eva'!

Acroes the gweet Year's golden bloom

A wistiul shadow lies;
g] Sorrow veils, with sombre wings,

The brightness of the skivs,

And life seems very sud and drear!
We knew not how our hearts had twined.

Around that life so frail,

Until we stooped, with aching heart,
And kissed the forehead pale—

The pure, pale brow, so fair and dear,

Uf Eva!

And, as we left her sleeping there,
Upon the hill-cide green,
Our hearts focgot the sweet, glad bloom,
The summer’s golden sheen :
{ Weonly saw that new-made mound—
The lengthening shadows stealthy tread—
The bright Day’s sad decline—
i But, in our heart of hearts we folt
i The touch of love Diving
¢ That reached from heaven tnd closed around
Qur Eya!

And g0, we hush our sobs to rest,
And leave her—* Dead in Grace I
‘The sofl, sweet light of God't own loye
Upen her dear white face; ‘,
His restful calm upon Her sonl! &
And, where her tender feet shall tread,
Oh! may our steps incline!
And may-our restless heurts grow ealm
Beneath the spell Divine,
That held, beneafh its sweet control,
Our Eva! 3

The brighter for this gloom !
Qur lives the nruer, for the life
That perished in the bloom
Of golden spring-time fair and sweet!
And when our tired hearts fall aslesp,
Along the weary way,
Oh! may we find in Paradise,
A fair and gladsome day,
And in its fadeless bowers meet
Our Eval

July 27th, 1884,
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TEva Belle, youngest daughter of the late

{loving care and attention of rela
friends were of no avail, the fer
i of loving hearts were not answered as we

vent prayers

' prayed that they might be; the dear Father
| answered them in His own wise way, nob
i ours, audjl_q knew best. He sces through
: the yearsto come, weean not, Her sudden
 death was a sad shock to her relatives and
friends, her young companions, the whole
community. T whohave known and loved
! her since before she conld speak my name:
| plainly, gan s cely renlize that the dear:
child is no more. Bright, studious, and
always obedient inthe school-room, always.

% the cheerful, willing helper where she could
{belp me, she greatly and fondly endeared
Always loving her, she- ,

herzelf to me.

grew dearer as the years went by and the'
lust twelve months of her life she was sin-

| gularly and inexpressibly dear to me, Her:
| death touched me as no death has touched
i me for years—all the more sud was it to-
| me that the dear child kept asking for me,

that she wanted me, wanted her old teacher
and friend to nurse her, and I was from
home and knew not, 'til & few hours of her
death, that she was sick, for scarce two-
weeks before, T had seen her smiling face-
as she passed my door on her way to a 4th
of July festival.
Eva was converted and joined the M. P.

Church at Powellsville during the first

{{year of Rev. A, D. D ck’s pastorate, and

during the fall of her thirteenth vear, I,

own family, feel eate to say that I believe
she = safely at home, happily at rest. The
church and Bunday-gchool at Powellsville
have lost their brightest light, their most
cheerfol and willing worker; the com-
muility has lost its brightest and most lova-
ble member, her young companions and
fellow pupils have lost their most patient,
willing and cheerful helper in the labors
and pleasures of the school room. Aund I
thave lost my dearest pupil, how inex-
pressibly dear I did not know ’til T stooped
and kissed the dear white brow that was:
sainfly fair and pure 'neath the folds of the
shimmering white veil that covered, but did

S. and Margaret Burbage, of Powellsville,
went out from the walks of earthly life
into the peaceful paths of the ¢ Dim Un-
known’''— the ** Beautiiul Beyond "—with
the lengthening shadews of Monday, the |
14sh day of Jaly, 1884.
Sizteen times the winter’s snows have |
crowned with dazzling sheen the month
that gave her birth. Searce siviecn times

ner young feet trod, but, to-day she sleeps
sweetly, peacefully, in her bill-side grave.

not conceal the sweet, white fice of our Eva.
_She was buried from the church at

| Powellsville, the cfmrch"gt wlhose altar she:
! was converted, the church at whose altar

she so often partook of the Lord's Supper,
the church, whose walls' have so often
echoed with the music of her voice. Rev..

| B H. Powell preached the funeral dis-
| course. Oar {pastor, Rev. W. T. Valiant,.

our former pastor, Rev. D. W. Anstine,

| were also present, as was Rev. 'W. John-
1 son, of the M. E. Church. ;

The occasion was one of tender, mourn-

To me there is always something inexpres-
sibly sad, inexpressibly touching in the
death of a young girl, even while.I can
but realize that for her no cloud of sorrow,
shall ever rise, no blight of puin shell ever
come, that she is safe forevermore f:om!
the suffering that we, whose years are
more, have found along life’s oft-times
‘weaty way., Knowing all this, believing
all thig, still 1 say there is something in-«
expressibly sad and touching in the death;
of a young girl. And the circumstances
attending this dear child’s death were sad
indeed. Always delicate, her health grew
| more frail as ghe approached womanhood.
Yet, knowing, as L too well knew, the
' glender thread by which she held to this
life, her sudden death was a sad and heavy
shoek to me—all the more serrowful and
touching from the fact that only nine days
before, her mother had died after only a
brief illuess. = .

On the 6th of Jaly hermother was buried
Dear Tva returped from that mother’s;

ful solemnity.
friends testified to the worth of the dead
beloved, whoseface was the only peacefully
happy one in all that concourse, whose
heart was the only acheless one in the dear
old church that held, for the last time, alk
that was mortal of our Eva. .
Dear child, her earthly life was brief!
But in that land to which she’s gone

We count no more by flight of time,

The young are always young and fair,

For life has found the heights sublime ;

The lips we've kissed will greet us there,
Tue hands we've loved will clasp our own s
God’slove shall.erown our lives with love
Withinthat dim, but dear Unknown !

Our Eva left many warm and loving
friends, but she left none,more faithful and
loving, more tender and true, than her who
pigns hergelf now, and through years, may-
hap, of fondest memory, her loving
teacher and faithful friend,

AMANDA ELIZABETH DENNIS,
& July 2th, 1884.
s, Beyond.

grave to her home and never left its thresh-
old again until her loved furm was cnrried

out by gentle hands and placed beside the
mother whose gmve-clods still bare the

impressof tha spade. Her mother'ssudden

and unexpected death was the blow that
snapped the slender threads of Bva's frai,
existence, Already weakened by disease,
her frail strength never rallied from the
blow. And-get shetlung to life. Youth
is ever hopeful and bioyant.
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And one more o) finds infinite rest ‘bidef Hllness she was patient and dociles. |
et Wl s, | it o it e
i GHER -

During her

REV. JAMES L. ELDERDICE, M. D,

Beyond the gloom is glory,
Beyond the eross a crown

| ‘Not half so sud life's story,
Did we look up, not down,

We necd but to rise Wigher,
Aboye the elouds and night ;

To feel the heavens nigher
And see the eternal light,

“The sowing, then the reu.pin%:
We pass through death to life

Comes gladness afier weeping,
And sweet rest after strife.

Earth to-day,
Oh my soul, sincg God

¥

heaven to morrow !
eg | i8 the

i the death of a loved one.

who knew her better, perhaps, than her: '

| bricht and in‘eresting for her tender age, - t Forgotten £ Nay,nay, Mignone,; it%

i clasp that tiny form once more to our

The presence of many °

' ) % Thy life with more

= T
=

Wee Besio.

BY AMANDA BLIZABETH DENNIS,

T R N R e =

¢ Porgotten:”® 7
- oAk oy

“ % g LK ar
 BY AMANDA 'Bmmifm Bz 1*
— T

‘ Ly
“ Forgotten ¥’ Nay, nay, if.con not B so!
I gave 4 startled look info the quiet face
Of the great strong man, who, all unthinkire;
(And, with searce a semblance of.geuret, if]
geemed,) §
Stabbed me with the calm assertion of such
sorrowful belief. \ I

ey :

‘*“Forgotten ?* Nay, nay, Mignonexhe does |
not know! 3

The world af large may be forgetful that yon |
ever lived—

The voices that were loudest in your praise,

May, ere this time, have ceased to name your

Teuderly touch the rose-leat palms,
They're very still and cold to-day;
. Kiss the wee lips' beautiful snow,
For Bessie is going away !
Over her velvety, soft-brown eyes,
Press their gold fringed curtains of snow;
Smooth once again the shining hair,
Before we let our darling go,

Bring the dainticst robe that she has,
. _And dress her with tenderest care, - =
| From the wee white feet to the slender throat,
| And the glint of her ghining hair.
Fold her vesture smooth and straight—
Our derling is going away !
Let her look her own sweet, dainty self,

name,
£ 2es that yon fille vho
This wearisome, heart-sick day. Andsthe places that you filled (to thos"q\’“ 4

fill them now), !
Have lost the veriest sign that markﬁf{'yuu

It has'come at last—we must say good-bye! once their occupant,

The carriage awaits at the door—

Here are some flowers a kind friend brought—
But Bessie will come back no more !

Our darling’s gone on a journey long,
To a land that’s fair but far away,

And our hearts are sad and sick with grief,
For we bury our Bessie to-day.

But, * forgotten ¢ Oh! Mignone, Mignone,
he does not know ! i
Beéeause the eyes are bright and the lips have g
Iearned to smile,
Is'slender proof that the heart has lost its
aching;
And he has yet to learn that heaviest sorrow I
B makes no sign, !
-y L P s arka e a i -
Are cords that draw our souls away ‘v.'-‘. l?d illli,i ]lx,f,c-t hearieime ko earicamonen |
To that dear land that has no night, TR 5 |
And so we hush our sobs and wait— T
We Zknow the Father knoweth best ! ]
And we can trust wee Bessie’s head
To lie upon His loving breast.
September, 1884,

1
| |
1
Hut the little form in its hill-side grave,

|
Thae little spirit clad in white, }

*t Forgotten ¥’ Nay, nay, Mignone, not while | ‘
the sun |
down its golden banners, and the sfur- (@
shine weaves
Lts silver radianee about your lonely grave,
And I may keep the childish lore tliat learned
. ¥ to count “Tg i
Once more my pen must Hadl‘y (l:hror‘licleL The months and years with aceurate endeayor.
‘Thls time it is | ““Forgoften?” Nay,nay, Mignone, itisnotso!
my own bonny, baby niece, AaANDA Afd yot I dared not trust myself to say thus|
EL1ZABETH ANSTINE, infant and only child much unto the filerd -
of William K. and Ella K. Dennig, whose Who calmly said ke thought it so, and looked
littde life went out with the early Sabbath | ~ into my eyes :
sinlight of August@gth, 1884, 3 As if for confirmation or denial of the same.
For seven brief,®bright months, wee . Butfwhat he read there [ cannot say; I only

S,
‘Folds

: f 8, 3 " Know A
Bessie was the Joy and pride of her parent's| T dared not speak, and soon wg talked oMgther
hearts; the tenderly cared for treasure of ' things. 4 ‘

their happy-homes ‘the pet and plaything : : l
of a}l_wlm knew the heautiful brown eyed But h1j~; words had done their work, an t I
baby. Buat cholera infantum, that scourge - ., _d#red not show -
of babyhood, laid his icy touch on the rose. The wound his careless hand had set to Bleed- §
leaf palms, and they grew cold and stiff— sien and ‘{olidd himiis Kis iBsa Al
Siduthed i}is Ol YA e in e But.l smiled and joined him in his jesting

. ] after mood, 3
like face, and the white lids dropped, hiding

withsorrowful denial.

If thus [ might not let him see how musfphis |
forever the soft velvety-brown eyes of our ! words had wounded. e
bonny pet, She was sick only three days. But every b throb woke anew ﬂ’f“’%‘:' i
The sweet little presence is sadly missed in ¢ “dumb pain and woe b Al I
the home that held herits chiefest treasure, "% /Steinped his words |
I’I‘he dainty little garments are all folded <« @orgotten 2 Nay, nay, Mignone, is{y{itso / |
away, but the empty crudle and unused Thers's Hitle loft to wish or liope for 7104 i
carriage are sad and pitiful reminders of ' And theie were lessif [ shonld steel misbefrt |
the dear little baby who will never occupy, 10 ,}\ g foreetfulness of you and sl

them again, Sweet Bessie was remarkably Teientghip was o me. o e

and so lovable, that no one could look :

Wicomico county. March} 1882,
upon her sunny faze anc-gee her winsome

Ways, wi%musdloving ber. In her tiny, et
grave are buried many fond hopes. But, 3 =
for all our tears and heartache,-tgere comes He Giveth His Ba]ogﬁ-‘-}; 8\]801')*.»5

the comforting assurance of the Master: . j ; Syl )
e O}!;such is the kingdom of heaven,” and -, ®T AMAFYE BLIZABETI DERNIS. 5 o
we know wee Bessie is safe | Her parents m. ., e qoin b o i o
have the sympathy of all who knew their Vet ‘:‘J-i‘;ﬁl",‘;i';i‘fﬁl%‘?‘:‘?"w‘? W HargsnoEoldy
winsome, brown-eyed babe. And gome The muflled singing of far-distant waves, drifts |
time, if our own faith faileth not, we shall Athwart the undulating miles of emerald
fie ds and forest g ooms,

hearts. Lovingly her Auntie, And swoons to requicm sadness on the inland
AxaxpA ELizaperH DENNIS, Breeze's breast, ; I

The stars put on their silver stoles in priestly
=2 R " wailing by the altar of the night— |
Ry, g i All earth is hushed to silence—and— |

Uetr : He giveth His beloved sleep. | :

Ny P, + L ' I

)t All day th= strife of elements has lashed the

r.‘.‘?;. sea to wrath; °

|
9 and ¢ Watching.And anlir?;i;?hitu ship has fought its desper-
8ailless, mastless, inch by inch, against the
furious ga ¢— = )
But, at last, a calm broods o’er the waste of
WAVEes;
The sun goes down torest beneath a sea of

‘4 Waiting

BY AMANDA ELIZADETH DENNIS.

4 Waiting?? and ¢ watching ?? for what,
v
LS WE?S;&: 1 and ¢ watching ' for whn .
1 bow my head, and the hot 1ears‘strult,
As my own heart echoes—tor “‘llgt:t;‘?
Shall it be rest for the ‘¢ weary days?
o Shall 1t be light for the hours ut' gloor
Shall it be Duty’s dear-earned bays 3
And life's sweet aftermath of bloom

gold
And, searce one league away ashining harbor 'f
lures the weary ship to rest— i
And—He givetli His beloved sleep! |

How wearily the months and years go drift-
ing by!
‘“ Ah! sad eyed weaver” flll your web with
shining threads, :
Touch each dusky bar with borderings of gold.
Bome day vhe **loom of life ”? will cease its jar— ||
And the shuttles lie at rest—
And the ** sad eyed weaver's” task be done :
For, He giveth His beloved sleep|

“ Waiting " and watching” for what,
heart ? > ] :
4 \V'tllb{;nw » and ¢ watching ?” for wha
Athor— cnowoth best, dear heal
The Father—He knoweth best, ¢
And His own love faileth 1111‘)t'. o
& Waitine 1 and ** watching ™ for what,
‘":\_ LY
Coml::-t‘t"xl :ilc good, Or cnu:elhtthe i1,
meth joy, or pain, dear heart=__
Cnﬂis mr.-;‘z .-Et'rung arin shall compass thee st

()
L}
ir

/8 Bome day, ah, me! 'twere well to keep it thus
in mind, "
Else could we lay our dead away and leave

» for what, The lovg, white graves to heaven’s dew ang |

4 Waiting ' and twatehing
heart?
Oh! if sy prayers can anght uv;:il,
oy and Light will come._dun!-‘]:cm: e
With Time's slow lifting of the vei :
“#nd happy years shall come, dear ]301‘1,l| B!
Po recompense these ‘awveary clr:ly.;} =
‘aith’e fair guerdon crown, de ¢
e than earthly bays.

aln, ‘
And never kiss the dear dead lips, or touch |
the fond true hands again, )

Bome d}ay, *tah, sad-eyed wesver, the years are ||
. Blow 3 )
But each one i nearer the end "—and—Gogq r
P i

% ‘l:lmows best ! i R
ome day, and we shall fold our weary.pal i
And _frmn’ds will say above our. dfegglfen:;
hends,
He giveth His beloved sleep |
Wieomico, Md.

Tu Waiting*? and watehing? for what,
2 heart
Oh! leave it all fo the Fuﬂm{‘s care!
3 th joy, or pain, dear heart, J
Co\t{’lg‘vlejlu{'f; us Fll‘nitit, and Love, and Prayer;
And above il these we've God, dear heart, 0
" And Hia tender loye ghall choose onr wayty
“#nd cometh good, or ill, dear heatt, ol
P here's vest ab last for the weariest day ¢

 April, 1884

1
{
1
|




e

Goop MorNING, MEussigvrs,—Oh |
ever mind; ye needn’t lay your clgars
aside;—

We love it, we Tove it, and who shall dare
Lo chide us fer. smoking a good eigar?

‘ Not I Messicurs, so proceed; T shant
M stay long for one thing, and the scent of

B talk to you.

b level with my Lead.

£ patviotism you couldn’t be'still five con-

are awfully tived, anyliow! By the way,
i n't in Salisbury,
b of it in Bexlin, as Tam prepared to prove.
= You see, the “Paran Lodge” 1. 0.0.F.

il

- |

P Iy, next time I was on duty.

I rosentatives from several sister Lodzes
b was out in all its- glory. The Laurel
Biruss Band discoursed sweet music —
3 The Ladies were cut in their finest feath-
s, and since “fine feathers make fine
~ birds” there were swarmis of' fine bhirds.
The gentlemen’s feathers were fine too.
but not so showy. Tet me just here
L draw a comparison between human birds
0 and the'birds of the air, of the latterthe
P lady-birds ave always clothed in shy-und
L modestorobest while their g.ay'?lhrdg":‘?c

i

| delicate coxcombs in georgeous apparel; |

& while of the former, our lady-birds have
b the more brilliant. plumes—hut T don’t
P suy some of the lords are not coxcombs,
8 despite their less brilliant plumage —
y| Lhe Lodge, preceded by tie playing
i Bund, proceeded to a pleasant spot, where
1 seats had been arranged— reserved seats
were up a noble old Branch Willow,
whose boughs gracefully shaded the-the-
what wust T call it?  Rostram?—well;
g —Amafraid T almost envied the boys
L who oceupied those reserved seats. The
[ exercises were opened by the Lodge
b singing “The Opening Ode,” followed
" with prayer by Rev. Mr. Burke who is
palko an Odd Fellow. Music by the
Band—After which*the reading of the
| Declaration of Inoependence by Prof.
b Williaws of Tauvel Del.  Music by the
t Band—S8peech by Rev. Mr. Burke dur-
ing which about halt'a dozen improvised
Bbenchies gave way with a crash, precipi-
uting the oecupants in very undignified
fiitness to the ground; your corréspond-
E: 1t was one of the precipitated; and well,
& zuess she reully oid euvy the boys in
F e reserved seots after that; for she had
H0 renain standing 'til the close of the
psentleman’s speech, Music by the Band,
pid announcement of nawmes of Speakers
[ for afternoon, closed the wmorning pro-
peramime,  One of the Speakers for the
tafternoon,— Prof. Williams was rather
= anil‘uutly announced as a “Sengle man.”
Dou't know what effegt the gentleman
damnonncing thedelightful fact thonght
f would have; unless he thought it might
r imduce the ladies to desist from eriticis-
[ 15 each vthers finery, und  eriticise the
“Singlaman” instead. Just here I'll make
i Ir'illg-——.—Tlml’s for dinner.
The opening exerecises of the afternoon

)

1

2 the weed is not disagreeable to me, for
another; so go on with your selace, while | had wroug

“secutive minutes, and this morning you ! loving and true.

L every last bit of the Fourth of July wus-
There was quite a lot

N wus in battle array. sword, poles and all;
S by the way, I wonder if those poles are

* the ones they have to climb when “init- reladdened, and whose physical needs
 daied,” and chat veminds me to say - the | were relieved by the “Love TFriendship
L “Gont” wasn't along;, which was nut treu-
ting that Goat with the respeet due to | deceased husbund aund father belonged.
b Lim; and "twas not pretty of Paran Lodge
|| to treat so important a member so shab-
b bily. If T was that goat, I'd behave ug-
Well as I
o said before, Paran Lodge including 1ep-

- e
- wmister at dra
I deelare I felt almiost constrained to go!
tlook for that poor vich man a “stranger

in @ strange land,” with no fond hand to

bathe the fevered orow, or hold the eool-
| ing draught to the fevered lips—uo  at-
| tention——no comforts—nothing to cheer
4 the heart, or soothe the brain,—und,

just as T began to feel lachrymose, and he
ht up my sympathies to the

went up to P to witness the gume.
between the Ql)’lllpic and Btonewall; but

pointment of those desiving to witpes
it.

s
Phat morning the Stonewall receiv-

the agreement was firstimade to that ef-
fect—bur, stating they would “meet
them at Tiberty or Poplar Town"—the
excyse, that “members of their elub were
down the Bay oystering” heing no excuse
atull; since they didnt refuse to play al-
together, but only upon the ground of
the Stonewall. The latter club was in-

| hand was as soft; whose ministration as
This devoted watcher
- proved none other than a brother (dd

Fellow, upon whose secret heart the mot-
| to'of the Order—“Tiove Friendship and
| Truth”-—was engraven, never to be erus-
{ed. He drew another picture, equally,
{ ov more touching of a lonely widow, aud
| futherless little ones whose hearts were

u complete “hack down,” which it up-
doubtedly was.  Base Ball is laid upon
the shelf, for the present seasapn. Tho'’
the mateh game failed to pug in an ap-

I and Truth,” of theOrder to which the

! In fact, often during his speech, the ARrish;
left side of my corset heaved with genu- 5 g ’
| ine, but suppressed sympathy andappre- td and oratorical manner.
| ent of all other merit, this gentleman's '
“speech was rendered mure interesting
from the fiet that it was  extempore.—.
The other Speakers using MSS. which
detracts from the finest efforts, and mavs
the play of expression which is the soul-
| ful accompauiment of all good speaking.
All of the Speakersreceived floral érib-
futes of respect and appreciation—perhaps
of admiration—leastways Prof. Williams;
might have been, as it was the fairest of
{ the three, and of course it ought to have
| been, as he was a “single man” and had®
remembered the ladies present, ina pret-
[ tily worded compliment. Some of the |
ladies said he ought to have received ten
boguets.  Everything passed off  pleas-
antly; if' there was aught of discord, I
knew nothing of it. 1'he citizens and,
| citizenesses of Berlin were kind and hos- |
| pitable; and deserve muany thanks for |
their noble trentment of the many visi-
tors, and everybody voted him or herself

so much like Mr. E-pluribug-unum, I
felt an intense desire to know, by what
name he was called among men;so coax
cd my sister (by the way, twasn't hard
to do, for she has a weaknessfor poiitics)
to go with me to a neighbor’s where I
might satisfy my innocens curiosity.-—
Soaway we went, over superannuaied
fences, and multitudinous weeds in  ths
“back way''—ecouldn't go front, the “‘vox
populi’” proving too much for my timidi-
ty, and peeped through a window; when
lo, who skould it be, (he who looked so
much like E-pluribus unum, I mean)but
wour friend M. of the Advertiser; but I

valedictory salaam. After which, there
was only light skirmishing  and much

lo, itdidn't come off much to the disap,—}

P et B LT - e R T S 2 3
wing wental pictures,| laat Wednesday, per arrangement, 1

|

ed a letter from the Olympic refusing to |
| play upon the groynds (Lt"Lhe f'ormer—-li
: : However, you mhay tuke | very going point, he vividly portruyedc"i although no objection was urged when
B your feet down from the table, it looks so | that there was not the slightest necossity!
o sbominably lazy, and then, T don't like ! for my going at all, for there, by that!
Lto talk to gentlemen with their feet ona | lonely bed of suffering, through the dim
: Never mind, the’, | watches of the night, and feverish unrest
§ this once you can remain inverted, if you [ of the day, sut a devoted” watcher. AS
feel better; for yesterday was the alorvious L watcher whose tender eare was as patient
! Funith, and of course you were so full of || and untiving as thar of woman; whose

dignant, and disgusted very natprally, ..
and Jdeclared that that proceeding w;;sL

pearance, the “palitical meeting” did not; |
for, standing in my sister's door, I could |
see some gentlemun gesticulating and l
ing his hands in the most approv- |
I couldn't |
| ciation of his vivid picturing. Independ- distinguish a word he said. but he looked |

was too late; he was just making his - of the dead.” ' In my opinion, this dear

laging of hande upon shoulders broad | giey. hearts thﬁp.ha}efce‘lged:@ beat, can

| see; for there isn’t much else to write of

A

B

il P

e

ntly to get an

haen wuiting very patie
mkling of it.
I beg your pardon for writing so much

about‘;u]itics but I couldn't help it you

or talk of just now!
Yours Truly,
AT i
P. S—Tast night little Henry, infant |
gon of King V. White of Powellsvillc,'!
| died of cholera infantum.  Henry was al

e

i
‘law dre all bosh when, they are not i
tended to

oy

wets aid ety wade 1
AT T

't
am ok going

na

(28
Su,mcl‘T then too, sometimes and |°
P'm mortally afraid he won's §
mine, but L1l vivel it to him neyerthe-
less. }1 .w_:;' : ﬁ i
Oh!'now ‘what a worrisome time you,|
must ' afg F&d’bﬁié&' “thote *worries”]—
T confess I should have diked to Lavel
heard them discussed. 1 know ~ what's’

‘vé'ry robust and healthy looking little!
| fellow; sweet-tempered and winsomejund’
l will be sudly missed in the hoeme where
he has been ¢he “baby™ not yet a twelve- |
' month. - A,
l November b, 1873. :

i
|

Trienp Bacperon:—This has been|
au awful long day!  And I fear my pa-|
tience igebbing out, fearfully” fast; so to,
keep me from entjrely flying off futo space, |
you must let me ywrite to you.

Tn che fivst place, it just rained! and I
wus imbecile snongh to wade out to the!
sehool-house, only to find ppe passible
President in attendance: sp feelingiag-
arieved, and diggusted, ¢ ;'etmcetf my
steps, to find one of the bridges—over
which L had passed only a short time
previous—afloat. And as fast as T threw
“‘down fence-rails to make o  temporary
foot-way across “a big place -of water,”
they floated serenely, and = tantalizingly
‘away before I could pluce my foot upou
them, - Feeling asif'every-thingeonspiv-
ed against me—umbrella included—I
grew sublimely indifferent to the combi- |
| pation, and tacking up my skirts—a-la- |
ﬁl?fomer, I expect—waded through.—
DUgh! but the water was cold! Youknow
I disapprove of complaints against oar -
old friend, Uhe' Weather,” but féel con-
strained to say $his much. If it contin-
ues thusly; much? longer, " as 'a wadjst 1
ghall bettme a  stctessist) ort yow'ha
have the melancholy pleasuré of writing
',m), Obifﬂl‘ﬂlfy- wad At 9

;;t_ell youjyou didn't givmﬂ’iﬂ“m!ﬁa“ i

| possibly upon the sp

| what's the wuse to fret;ithdt wont speed |

{"are:more than-happy to tr
{'ience of some one else.

o

the Ygreiitest worty in Life,” but shant

to go-up and distuss it Inlieuof hear- |
ing the, discussion I propose to—=what 18
it? Ohliyes;, Tknowimow— comment—=
I propiosé o eommient upon thcr-g,ub) ety
cakersialso.te 1

. “Wotries in zeneral '+ (Olil that's toos
cahaustive! “Don’wknow whether that's |
‘the proper word ornos, but know :b\ﬁ_'oglﬂ -
‘exhaust me'to ‘hear the'one  millionths
put of life’s worries ; diseussed. Think:
the speaker deserved icommiseration. =
b «Solicitude aboutone's success in life,™
Well, that is a' worryupisn't it?  But

‘the success, while: drdomitable energy |
andiindustry wills quofd oy 00 2R ages |
. #To " be unhappily umarried.”s -]V‘ell,':i
‘yes, I imagine thcit‘mhpwuprcﬁlely"clzzg- i
Jull the Ne-plus-ultia of - human woes!

But my-friend, what do sow know :nboul:t .
4t2. You judge frous 8hservations I pre- |
Lléumé;-,and youn imagination: finishes up
| tho pictare, and-'tis doleful to look upoa. |
Think T heard you say. recently that
you'd always ravher trust yours own . ex- |
perienee. - - Fappily youhave wo. exper- |
lejice in the above worry. and ~doubtless
tistothe exper-

#Ambition’'<~Ah} fricnd ) R—— and
50 yoware ambitious?  Pon't Knaw what
comment to make " upon your: subject.’
1 never hear it discussed, but that(T see
—in faney=—thiat fonely islenising out of
the wild wavee of the Atlantie, andsthe:

Aiid that reminds we of something 1
heard to-day about “Speaking tenderly

old world wvould be w vast - deal - happier |
and better if the #ping were more tender; |
ly dealt with, _Dead lips. can make no:

much pleased. The musie was good;
the speaking was good, und the Odd Fel-

and otherwise. By the way, I presume | ‘not'thrill or a.ph:c ].'n’eath qgr't(‘alidelrgstl
too. \words'of lovey or harshest complaints.and

3 R R . 2" | the gentlemen from Salisbury were
lows, if not all handsome were cerfainly :

very nice looking with their beautiful re-
galia, and last, but not least by any
means, the dinners were good, av least
the one [ ute was  And after it was
“over” we all went home just as tired a§

ahzed dry goods which wiil need munip-
ulating next Mouday. But I am redious,
and you are now smoking your cigars. to
the imminent distruetion of your mus:

window and solace yourselves with a nap,
while I undertake to evolve order out of’
the ¢haos which these little nr¢hins have
created, while I was celebrationizing. Of
‘course I ought to have done that before
giving you u history of the doiugs in Ber-
din, but what couid I do? Lhe lords of this
household had distributed thewselves in
| us many xeparate rooms as they could and
‘were locked in the arms of Morpheus—
or whoever he is—recuperating from yes-
dterday. And the men are 5o apt tv have

that I'll put 'up with any inconvenience,
\before I'll disturb one of the species, un-
Vil he pleages. Adien and « pleasiut nap;

were similar to those of the morning. —
{Hieserved seuts oceupied in a similar
wanneralso.  The first Speaker—P. (.
M.— Mr. Harris of Baltimore carriedus

M merica, and brought us up through the!

rvuflled. and his hearers pleasure some- |
B wh '

it marred by the ill manners of somef
jersons ou the outskirts of the enclosure.
hitor Cupt. Jenks” by the Band, thell
Fingle man” came forward with his best &
wiand waxed eloguent.
) i8 2 very fine speaker, indeed

s

jack to the birth of Odd Fellowship in |

This geutle- fmortally
,and .'1"‘

| ud a good-natured wuke up!
As ever,

i
3

A
¥,

—Elget

| Friend Bacheloy:

i

i : 7 oak TG TR e e fean e
W itervening years to the present time. ) Let ys prayl” for L'm  afraid Lhmf _
This gentleman’s serenity was somewhat| Basn’t been mych pruying dune by poli- L

ticigng of lnte—and T am very glad it is |

T

{over, much to the diversion of those who

by

cunt see what it was to me. Well it
wasn't any thing, of gourse; only I was

‘W‘.‘“, I

wmn glad 1618 over!

e -

)

we could be.. "And oh! I've just thought, |

the sulks when awakened vrematurely, |

ion is oyer;

disgusted and tired of it ali,and |

intensely occupied with the subject of
('the day to note the dainty contrast be-

| befuddled (some at least) bipeds around
them. I noticed one old hoary-headed

what a fearful thing it must be e~poc-

| suspiciously like “filthy lucre”, which he | | phaticallyl - Fiet..'of the' business is I that needn’t be a worry at all;  foi

| have always felt the great.st respect for

from our friends of the “People’s Ticket,”
il at Pittsville the previous Saturday.-—
And I question much if either party ro-
ceived Lis all-important vote. W hatev-
er glse T may be called upon to bear in
this mundane life, T pray heaven - save
 mefrom ever beholding any man for
fwhom T may have a speciai liking, ac-
tively engaged upon the hustings; for I
feel sore afraid that thers are veiy fow |

{
and actively engage in the politics of to-|
day, and come out with hands and ger-

"

Leonard hag heen elocted to the “House |
Of Delegates.”  There now; there goes |
g President clear out of sight and hear-
g and what sha'l we do? Go Iresi-

|

Lo

‘tween their own white hands and the | Nandish thing, equally complimentary
"dark coats of the cajoled, hewildered and | lland expressive: -:Now:don't"please; for

ially to those who wore “horn tired”’—to | vox-populi rolling up—with a tipsy grim' ,Fevery body,.even ¢ ﬁhén‘ge]ﬁigalcf:t entire-
_contemplate the piles and piles of demor- ¢ of satisfaction—something which looked; 'ly ont of the question? I doy mostiem-

had just received from a gentleman T)
‘taches, so throw the stumps out of the | But, the gentlsman in question mighv Y afufi mikeg a face at ;ﬂ!"‘i:'h?' can put
have kept his money; for ’tis reported | in somethiy elfe—tho”" T'd rather. he
and belicved that that same unstable

old reprobate re caived a soug little sum |

injustice. ﬁ%nd——-‘tut, here T at run-.
ining off of the track as usnal, and  youw
- iwill eail me ;i.nléllf{a,hié, oy some other out-

| 'T'veenough to bear withoutyou
i fault of mel -
" Don'’t you thinkitawful hardtopl

finding
(3414 4 -\g;; oo | Ul

dase

solitary Exile whose wistful gaze found |
nuught but a wvild waste of waters to rest
:’upon,v‘. \ -:}:*-"'. A e, W
“T'o be unpreparod to make a speech,
s when called upon.” = Well, my,g!e’;;r:Sir,-}
don't make a speech! Tell them you
“have got the Epizaotie, or a  Phantom;|
 Tamor on your fongue and they’ll ex- |

ause you and you ¢an sit back in blissful |
I sgouricyand #ee some other “mnprepared”
Fand ui)_i’o;tﬁﬁuﬁq in a0t havingyour good
wemeuses—Ssiammer and blosh, apd make
0056 Of himsglf gongmallyl ..
4. “Keeping things staight.”  Why,my |
friend., L' afsaid you uen inclined 20 be.
Jidgety, and fussy, of you wouldu's find

keeping - things' straight the figreatest!

worry inlife.” Now, dont he fussy: fur ‘i
Ca fussy man 18 such a worrgl

e
oI

fishant frycto pléaséceving: body.Ugh!
the ungratetul, unpleasable things!
Weli; our Grand  Mufti (if Grand |

L

Ewculdu'r.;‘?'t% such g relief ﬁ!(ﬂéﬁ!{mmes
wome timed) Visited onr sehool réceutly,
imaking' thesecond time: gince béing in
joffice, Whicli 8 treating s bettér thanwe
ve been'tieated heretofore; and Ilike
him for itz Don'veare “ifit" does give
lone the fidgets; 'tis something thatought
to be done, even_ oftepér—and then,
Ptwonldn't give ug the fidgets—it greatly
enconrages both teacher apd scholars and
tthey pursue their. daily tasks witha

men true and pure enough to stand test, o |ither efforts A not prepared to say ay

ments pure and clean as when tliey en- | Wfﬂli"j | bis fuult; avery bit of it;
 tered the political arena. for xij cnow T'm' br';lb goqﬁp, onl 1
| Huve just been informed that Col. yery excil Sy gpﬂqg’e? noy
i -4 A

dentlese, or have a new ope? Oh! dear |
Speaking of our President reminds me, |
Rt has hecome of our Institute? I've |

(lighter heart and readier will, - looking
forward to the next visit which is to test
whitt they haye accomplished i the in-*
terifi, and encourage them to still for. |

‘thing-~lucid—about” thé examination;
all aWing toGrand Mufti; and am mor-
tally afyuid b 1._£?1ii’t\'g?ff"1g_19{ii'b'!| ¥ goosel

e.ugx_:l!
yaid eyerybody—ifhe, she orit, isn'ttoo.
" difficulc to please,and dont look for per-
fection under the sun—ean, if' so inclin-
ed, exchange “Single ..Blessednes§'f.fg;§,

“#Single Blessedness.” Oh! nons

Double Blessedness: ' oy
“A manwitha big fut wife, 8 house
! full of childrén, and no visible nie f

‘support.” T vise toexplain} |
has no business with “u big, iat wife, 2=
vor ' little one either—*a  house | tull of
| children, apd no visible means: of gug}?
‘port.” A man oughtn't to gét auariee
“unless he already has some visible means

' of support; or feels that he possesses saf
ficient pluck, wenergy . and the will to
‘evolve fron some dnvisibleteservoir, vis.
ible means to support his” prospective.
family. v A e i g
= Thus endeth the commentsand T grew.
awful sleepy writing them.. . Perhaps
they’ll have ¢he same sopoﬁﬁc%rﬁ"eet- upon’
you; 50 I advise you to keep a copy of
%l'élll'nnclqr your pillew, und when you"
are likely to be kept awake by yolir res- |
pective “wopries! just take them outund
read them' and peradventarey sweebrest,
| and oblivion will hesthe blissful result, = |
' - Yours Respett, g

- e

S

¥
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“ You see. he
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@ diminished heads. Powellvsille never |

-y

"}'. tucked up . a-la-Esmneaise, though

-

§
St R e
Omt ToF ey 'S0 ese
Lot justhere, whilo ] thinks
shitlldstic® piece of hTnal® erepes
T any arm for our dear,d@adr Assoni-
pation?or isn’@it dead® "Nag? - AL
( how giad Fam to” héar itls ‘SAn old]
Leacher “conies out aw '
§ indlast ddvertisgr, and it hleees us for
ownssikes; our profession’s ‘sakp
and out heloved Examiners’ sako™a
o givenp theship?, 1Give, us 20
pabm with igit® extended; you M

{ !
i

—

e
) (&)

€35=

‘ were inathe Taperative MoodPresent
se Wiy uuh)’r.\.'_nu entreat*ou®he-

Joved Examiner’ o oivé nsone of e

| blessedestscoldings wie'ever did have. |t

| We need a typhoon, or repular eairth-
| quake, or—or soinething o shake un
die drggbones of indiffergnee amofe

us. . Sodo, B bescech you, jpersuade
| him into giving us an awfal scolding,

| and if it hits me, I promise t0 put on
siick cloth and ashes richt awayvi—

tather than our Association should
| meet an early death, d most think I
‘canld be prevailed upon to make a
f speech enthusiastically eulogistic of
such meetings, provided there wasno |
L one in the rooin but my%elf. -Bat se-
riously and eandidly, Ithink it will
be & perfect shahe 1f this Sassosiationg))
3 3!,0 el to die, as did’ it predeces-
[1)i T _counties ‘have Deachers’

 Assoe
Are we

Ts

brothersand sisters of onesleagué “or |
family? ~ Or,-have we reacheéd the.ae- |
me of our proféssion  where  we ean

teachers (dear Shorethan,itl was only
up.in fhe Courg ITouse, dont” you*be- |
rlieve I conld make that speech now?)
Tt must be somegof the'reaseols : above

mentioped:~. Wienmico i8//young “in’

| Why should she-besa luggard “in® the
race ? o Why'should she be” content to
' plad along withandifferent'steps ond
L careless®t Alnanell - we o shalll get
"Qone Somehew, wisi’s the @se to.both- /
er!” AVake upy wakeap Teachers “of|
Wicomico ; det the world ‘know you
are living wide-a-wake Teachers, rea-|
dy to bravely do, or dare anything in
the cauge of true education.

But 10 return, g*‘an  old Teacher”
sayswe mdést oo up to the high courts’
of'wislom Jan. 30th,but this priestess
wantsite know ' that’s official,- for
when g body has two pet frosthitten
feet it is nof pleasant, exactly, to take |
those same afflicted feet an giry ride
of fiftéen miles#in mid winter for no
goodswhatever, yon see Vit wontpay;
hesidesthe loss of time and disappoint-
ment i thelgnd, so if we are to; have
apother meeting that or apy subse-
auient. @iy, I want to see it announced
officiaily, ]
Hamph ! what do you know about
e sgminoleney of . Powellsville, If
you only hid a resident correspondent
{in that place) *Wwith the pen of a rea-
dy writer,” you’d be deluged. I don’t 1‘
go oftén,but when Ido,—ough—ough!®
theldgtul celumns ofi the _Adveriiser;
SHOREMAN and. Farmer *combined
dow’s presend half the quantity and
h variely. 5o you can just hide your!

e

t

}

sleeps ! ButI do,sa P11 bid you good |
night, #
P WVewy Respectfally,

| Pricnd ]5m:f.'r‘[nv':‘—Hai:{ng just ome |
i half hour to spend in idleness—or 1=
| chief—y6u remember theoldadage ahout
! Auld Clootie and idle hanhds—T proposé
' not to spend 4¢'In idleneds, but in. . writ
' ing to you; and you can judge: Swhethen
‘tis spent in mischief or not: ‘Oh! dear, | |
such a time as [ ap haging to-day! I
thought I was an adept in ~the artiof
| white-washing, but . am led#o believe
{ myself wofully, mistdker; or  else, T've
lost the art, or.the arédeftme. Be that}
| axsit may, the flgors progént am “awfully [
| epattered appearance, “ditto myshoes and
| face, my huir, would be gencionsly - be-if !
| spattered also, if it was mof 8o: artistical-

fedta to view it impartrlys it™ has. -de-
| eidedly an un-Frénchv dook. o I am so
' deplorably ignorant, kewewer, as to-thel
' styles and names of *styles: dlat I dont?
know a “French ',E'\l_lj:)l fromh any’ othér 1

| twist, except o twistiof the neck, wiiieh I

I T experienced gnuch to <my  diseom{Ort, i3
| this morning, ; : - of E!
o I'mi canstruined to thinkathat 7 sBall &

¥ nevennake a f:f,\‘,j:t,.r/;?):yﬁbﬁ._;»mn]}];!fl.—be-!h o

i ) Cx L + g "SRy Pt 2 e g
deplowbly deficient jui “the rinie, Vg
f#iist neg

i

+

kud patience, which jt

a while, just to 1

fully” patheticfng

tan hongor

stiple of Minerva ! buf whileyoy I

Lﬁ\. ; Nelut S

dve'sueh a'deseripfive sound, I thoneh
L wouldm Do ‘
Inc 0 intinigte tha thege
Ibe etlier a Dervish or 1l
ng. . And'syhy cannot: .we 2| Was only'speaking of the naj
\ less intelligent, legs enthusiass Iclissl Ltrugt” that he Wl
tie, less indiistrious, or, only more exMyell regulated, and  Proper.
¢losive and lessdnclined to mingle’as ! 50, : B

wer-shottld he befsb, unfatunate 2
to béconie one. Ot Balbab |l
Ebelieve I feel a  Tigtle Tuigubrigus,

rest upon the oars and drift. with: the |Whether tis oceasioned bythe lime inhy;
tide, or, are weonly indifferént andjeyes ]
indolent? Which is it,” dear: felloawilto t1

ted absence. frpm the BAcHELoR; Tkndt#

by‘the latter# Am nov going te. grcve:
about lis absence *or*him either whenl:|'
years,but she i§ strong and tru@; then; | dont, know.whether e is a fapg adweal
ahuntor @
which i’ nt
well considering. how siice I - dm.
(the ‘halif;]m_fg : s6'is.

«rmethod” is, in regard to. them.

A2 :
requirefsven i’ L possegfi@l thit Sine

i ] y
ug non (mone

g
;(’!17,.17 hawe to

nt

upl a'lit{ld once in

* disposed, T

mirror for !

1 ﬁ!?ashidnab v
t.stand bafor

two,

ankiiown-to. ma, a-
#d ratlier be-writ:

%‘ epitaphs, )
doleful thinge. 2%, PR L
- Dhat gentiifan of thdfepil 11
£y, -who hdd the audacity !
that your cnrvespondent
stantiy| *beéause-ouilty
f seribbling} shotld

Heidiehange his mimdiPe &
[olly perhaps; it hé wis gw

3 ‘ l
~to, infimate; l
Was ot “subdy
-4 o -
it the weakness

As fiot a t'ch of that il res "._g;’.
muke of thenizelfies Hfiﬁiq_t .idi'ﬁgi%r J
howling Dervishes—what are - howhug

]?gfishes? what #re Pargishes any ‘wagl
L stre I doné Skriow,. but the” worde

se them.  Dow't ; unders

gén tlefmun, jpould
6+ ot Nt

"

; an uitbdnishable desire to o bver|
1eAtlantie jor PURse long Srontir®

ot. However, I'don't thinkitisaibed |,

gorilla; aqcl, yon sront tgell:h‘ﬁrm;}'

pretry Jofyou s considening— |

‘But/
is gvr.% SRl saitia i
Y(‘;m %ﬁ‘d}%, ¢ )‘*

For-the Bachelor. #

Letter frome Powellsville d

—Youlall so° Latins,
%’%'@q “high-§ -
¢ongriflalatos ‘mygelf

tfifétin;; ‘;.\Q%m ming,
d witchesetd rolls and;|

) ';_d{j_}snppoin!ment. that meets us face to face at.

Peace and Rest.

BY AMANDA ELIZABETH DENNIS.

Some day when I shall lay aside my accus- l
~ tomed work,

And lie, with foided handg, too tired and
weak ’

To ever take it u ing S &

If some dear friend would come and sit
within the shadowy room,

And talk to'me of that dear Jand whose peace

Ta endless as the Love that made it so,

And ging some sweet pathetic song

Whose tender themeis © Rest, dear rest,”

Methinks *twonld be so sweet to die,

To close my eyes and £o away

With those two words so sweetly blended

fallivg on my dying ears.

And if, when Tam dead, some tender hand

Should long to rear, above my dreamless
head

Some dear remembrancer of love—to carve on |
snowy marble . {

Some tender breath of praise to tell the |
looker-on

Who sleeps beneath the marble’s snow,

I beg the dear hand stay its fouch ;

To put aside the studied word and phrase,

Am?ou!y carve, in letters clear and white,

The two dear words whose blessedness

My ransomed goul at last has gained—

The eweet words, Peace—Rest!

August, 1888, ‘

v

For the Messenger:
TRIFLES,

AMANDA.

"Tis not the overw'lm]ming sorrow,” that, .
like the avalanche of the Alps, sweeps 80
sudden and resistless o’er our nnsuspecting
bearts ; not the sudden aod direful calamity
that overtalkes us by the way,® or the crdel

'sopn abrupt turn ieplife’s pathway, that draws
such deep lines across our foreleads, steals
 the rounduess from our checks, the red from
{our lips, the brightoess from our ej'cs-
{tarnsdife’s sunshine info -hadows !
toay ;though these are Lard
|I(;x'-ll‘,

and !
Moy
“dnd grievous tos !
Tis the petty troubles, the trifling .
disappointments, the t
E_the littie worries and vexations, the unkind’

iwords thoughtlessly spiken ; the selfish dis-|

Powenusviane, June 20518718,
. Messrs. Bachelors:—T'm not | defunet
or any other way disposed of; and yon
are not to think so. The fact!is I'm-
“awful” busy, and my thoughts are con” |
stantly veering around to soweother |
object than writing. There seems to by,
a dearth of uews. - The marrying busi!
ness is on the declige;  expected  to he™
soméewhat dull duriog the deg days, but
toreyive in.the TWall; births steady;
deaths . rather . frequent;.gossip lively,
with a prospect of being more so,—ven-
ders of the last mentioned article prin-
cipally of the masculine persuasion apd
zealons in the' discharge of their dufy—
The Fourth of July is expected ' gdon,
and the Powellvilfigns are coutempla-
ting a splurgd of some sort—trust thay |
will not be dizappointed. "Fdon’t feel
enthusiagtic enough—much to- the dis- |
guét of some’ofithe feminives-—to agsist
in getting up “‘something interesting”
for that oceasion, T heg to be exoused; T |
have something so sufficiently *‘Intéres- |
ting” five dags of each week that [ wish | J
torbe at liberty to do 'as I p]ease'agd'go‘
% . i >
where I please on holidag, i
‘I was informed  some' time pasb,fhaﬁf
we are to have o ‘‘Teachei’s, Iuszitula.’?F
My commissioner says T musk g, and-i
“expluin my method,” of tégeliny, 1
haze'nt any,_ *‘method”—0r at Jeast T+
should’nt have, if T got np thetety .
plain ite. Those who have, brainsgna
am inclination to use them, I giveal the
assistance and encouragenent in my
power; those who have brains, byt lui-'-
pps the inclination, T make em *toq ty, §
mark”; those. who have inclination fys |
are deficient ju' & mefital point of viag -
I trust I am not defigient in patience &n(‘H.A
consideration ifuny, treatment of tligy. |
and those who have 'noith e braing o ]
inclinatin—Oh! Lord Baltimore! T,
not prepared  to say  what; my pregg, |
d

I trust our Fizaminer . will read g,
u'h:):é and not hother me  about “Inotf,.
e . R

I 4nd the hearts ™ that gather nup the
gold dustof earthly bliss in tiniest
quantities, and grow joyfnl " o’er the

{sicken beneath_the litile troubles, thel
i little disappointments that_mzet us day |

regard of the saered feelings of the heact, and
}‘timtlmusnml and aud one little things, * trj-
fies light as air.’ ~ And-on* the other hand,:
tis pot the great joy~ that drops in.our hearts
like a-flood of glary s the 'uucxpi:ctcd _goo.,(j)
| fortune that drops in"our very laps, or the

L

wreath of fadeless immortelle “which. the’
| fickle Goddess sometsmes bestows, thf
| brightens ‘the suiiskinef life and makes )t_,ﬁ'e«-
’ hicart sing with. gladuess. Nay, nag. ; n'obj
these, thod they are pleasant and sweet to haves
15 the precious litle things. Trifles Iigljt_
agair | ¢ Ze little deads of kindness, littles]
words of love, ; the loving swile ; the tender
thoughtfulness that preferreth another to it-
gell 5 the flowers of love thaj epring up wher-
ever the sunshine of the true heart falls, and
little  blessings that
Yes, yes, my friends’
!Ihe sum total of life’s weal or xois made up
i of trifles.

the thousand and one
come to ns every day.

Constan t droppings wear away the!
 Ointiestzslone,  Zliviest dewdrops nourish the

sleaping rose until the royal red  bursts ouflg
(from the emerald bapds that enfoldiit.  Ah M
if our hearts were braver and truer, .would?
the little troubleg. thé petty,.vex ations and,

disappointinents of every day lifo.draw sueh?
deep lines aeross rur brews and woave threads |
of gilver so thickly through our hair 1 I#
trow pot. Bub ah ! some 6f our hu-
man hearts ate so finely strang, so
somsitive, that the slighlest jar causes
the tense strings to shiver in- unison,

infinitesimal crambs of happingss that
the saddest life may find by the way,
are the very hearts that thrill and

21st. T was go unfortunate Jadt
o3 0 8ald my hgnd_pretty hidly

|

i by day ! ; ‘

{won't  cronk ! 'l'hes,"ll_ certainly find

- shoo !

{around, lo! it had neither seatted, nor
| shooed, but was sfill there™und griuning
| with  malice aforethought
! suppose all the accumulated *“Blues” of

wmakt jus day by d“y;l‘

Sept. 18, 1874,

Friexs Bacurror.—A littlo imp in
blue spectacles, and  azure habiliments
generully, has been persistently nudging
my elbow allday—my Familiar, I sup~
pose. dJohn G. Saxe, or some other
man, suys we all have our Fumiliars,
and fie knows, I told it to seat ! and to
cssaying at the snwe time to
keep it at a respectful distance by sing- |
ing *“Logie O'Bucan,” bat, glincing

I
fo

sh

Now, T

Balisbury will be effectnally dispelled by |
the ariival of the Hippogriffi—no, I

mean Hippodrome—by the way, what

is o Hippodrome ?  Have half a mind

to attend and'find out.

Now, my dear, Sir Bachelor, please |
talk to “Sewell,” or whichever composi~
tor it is, who is (according to repeated :
statements) in love. I want him to get

“out oflove; or else get married, and|
! stop putting his love blunders in my

poor mess, as if I don't make enough
blunders of my own! Just to think of
him, making me tell cur wise psuple
that the Pursonsburg Camp is only ‘6"
miles from the Atlantie! Now, my re—
spected Tyoo, you've got to futher that!
caleulation; for, when taken to task
about'it, (a5 T was) [ emphatically dis
owned it, and shall continue to disown
it ad infindtum. Guess I'd better let
Parsonsburg Camp alone, anyhow ; tor,
lo! somebody, or bodies, ‘‘took snuff”
at what [ said about taking snuff, and
think I “ought tobe ashamed of myself."
Well, well, guess T ought, disagreable
thing! Aud I tuke it all back, all except
the snuff, (that would make me snceze)
and amend that, by suying it is very!
likely there were plenty of others;, who |
indulged in an innocent rub of snuff, |
during the Camp, and it was'nt any of'|
my business either! Now then, I think
I've made the amende honorable in fine i :
style, and amy willing to be forgiven f'u'r!
all I've said about it. - . !
Was at St. Martin's recently. Itis a’
very pretty and pleasant little place,
and repore speuks favorable of the sociul |
'plessuntuess of the majoerity of the good
people there abouts. e
Something less than a hundred “miles
from here, liver a woman of 'X.nuthip-;
pean characteristics. Suid Xanthippean|
female possesses a daughter, who i3 ‘
lovked upon with covetous eyes, by al
certain youth whose head grows dizzy;
and whose knees become shaky before|
the breath of Xanthippean ire Re-”
cently, this indisereet and rashly enam« |
ored youth, eseayed to escort his charmer)
home from “meeting,” but, the Fntes_’}
willed otherwise. Poe’s Raven, or some |
other uncannie bird, whispered in the t
old ludy’'s car, snd she straightway | &
bueklud on her armor, and marched to |,
the fray. Merting the culprits, with &
Spartan firmness and beroie determina- (¥
tion, she walked up, and just “)‘nnkcd":;‘
that tiusting” damsel away from the k
puntalooned vbject of her (the mother's) =
displessure, And And he said never al
word !  Ah!well, the course of truc/
love never did run smooth. it
There is to be a wood’s mecting, on
the bank of the bluc-mill-pond, neu i
Powellsville, commencing the 27th.
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Bros. Ames and Sullivane are sauguin
of success T hear,: but, ch! well, T2

— _.___m....---—-.- o r, —

b

plenty of material to work upon.
- = T o —

i

liovd is goad.
be
renovated and brougnt ocut spick and
span new, aud all the pedple say Amen*

| would be mighty glad, only, my cude
mither says she don’t know what sh

jruves why I've never poked my head
through the hymeneal haltor,
don't you upset my phraseolugy !

RESPECTFULLY INSCRIDED TO COL, LEONARD AND:

AN

»

“‘-?C{tl'istrﬁ_!.it Uiton?

rogresses — the fl’)lg
in, Wednesday, caught'as 2o0d bit of

dder on the grounl. ;
The general liealth of the i

Fodder azu-in‘g- }{

en to see Dr. Durmon, and are to be,

School begins Monday, 28th, and I

all®do without me; which  clearly

3
Sewell

2
¥

Respeetfully,
A

#

45? 1

The Sunsef Land.

v

WIFE.

BY AMANDA. g

Oh! Land of the vino and orn_n“
Clima of tha storied sea, = 7 = ———
Fair'ls your Eastérn dplchdor,

But, fairer still to me, )
Are the lights that glowand glitter |-
Upon the gleaming strand, ‘
That hems the Western billows.

Tholovely sun-set land !

it L

Broad are yourstately rivers,
Falir is their winding sheen,
Broidered with starry flowers,
And bands of velvet green.
But, strong as the old-time coursers,
Bwift, majestic and grand,
Are the fair, broad streams that g'adden
The lovely sun-set land !

I
i

Fair are your stately mountains,
Crowned with the purple haze,
0Of the mingled mist and splendor,

Of sunlit skies and bays. i
But, strong in their mighty vastness, L
Earth’s sent’nel mountains stand,
Apd guard with strength triumphant,

The lovely sun-sct land !

e

Bold, are your warrior chieftains,
Truo are your soldier braves,
And Eastern love holds denthl. s3,
The fame that guards her graves,
But, Fame and Love holds priceless
The vast and mighty band,
Of dead and living heroas,
Of our dear sun-set land!

Shrine of the Grand Old Mastera,
Tomb of the “Bards sublime, .
Whose distant feotsteps eclio
Down the corridors of Time.”
Over the Western billows,
Waked by a master hand,
Waves of divinest music,
Cover the sun-set land !

True are your men, and nobls,
Pure are your women fair,
But the faces beyond the billows,
Beckon me over there,
And all this alien splendor,
Of sea, and sky, and strand,
But make me love more fondly,
My own dear suu-set land !

Oh! Land of tho vine and orange,
Clime of the storicd sea!

Fair is your Eastecn splendor,
But fuirer still tome ; i

Arethe treasured dremns that cluster, l\
Upon the distant stand

That hems the western Bitlows,
My own dearsun-got fand!

i
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= and headsh akingofthe

b Would—sesdretit- 1l

t least. - Ju f:?#"& ‘

a little room. not by any | yo

5| |'may need both ; foritsdangerous,now-
.|| a-days, to write an order fora quart of

|
!
R
|
|
oV 4
a8 th Enown |

iy lif . whoknow il

Rost Sevipt!* But, most of.all,. doni

o as d will do spite

aud Dil tell you about another

ding* perhaps, about'the last of

Tur f‘ﬁr‘ﬁlaﬁ"s‘ﬁ"ﬁ"f Maiéh, @
“Phis letter will Make the'

o | for my failure ;- he threw me wﬁo’ng'o:i

A | the obscure sound of ¢'for short (L al-

Bosion ity od of noitlag s
ol < 0o | RQUAR; Al Fisa wow o1
{- bsoite of asdw ud yifevar ohw
[ Wonienidatin ko mimBadied] ound

. 7. May 95th, 1875,

Ah! Mynheer SHOREMAN, I'm S0
wide-awake to-might—oh I forgot!—
1 Just wait 8 momient’; let me run get
| the Big Dictionaty, and the big fan, I

L]
v

molasses, withbut having aldictionary
at yourelbow, to.be sure you put the
orthographic measure of essesdin  mo-
| | lasses, and dont spell quart with a e~
| and it’s warm. (eause for the fanjsand
the ‘‘skeeters” are singing a psalm at
thedoor, but not being in a devotion-
al mood I open'not: to them,—It -ap-
pears I've wandered from the tfext,.
but, never mind, that's nothing new,
our. clerical friends do so sometimes.
All’s quiet on the Pocomoque! Farm:.
' 'ers are busy planting and replanting
their eorn, and the worms are busy:

et pentting audrecuttingitdown, There's

: {no"news of importance transpiring.
_ . Old No. 1 closed last night' with a
grand pow-wow,—oh! by the way,
what does pow-wow mean?—Don’t
believe T meant to say pow-wow, any
how; The pupils of said school were
| | clamorous for a “Spelling Bee” and
| | the teacher, in gratiful .rémembrance

' of her own wonderful performance in

that direction,wus gracjously acquies-

‘cent. o, after the inevitable “Reci-
| | tatiofis, Dialogueés and Singing”  had
. | been disposed of, the bees began to

| buzz: The Judges were Rev. Robt,

| H.'Powell, Marcellus Dennis Esq., &
' | Dr. White.» The Captains were Miss |
Cornelia Burbage and Master Henry
' | White. And the Pedagogue.—'|

I forgot the Pedagogue—but that was |
e, you know, and by the way that's
good grammar, also, you know-—but
let grammar go to the dogs, justsa we
know how to spell everything. from’
Dan to Beersheba. Ifithadbeenany
body else!'s pow-wow, or some body

.1

' possessing as I do,’an almost morbitly

S ¢ Kditor*proposes “to
tice “‘Justice’” next issue! “Andso
gO'.L'.T-- .‘._-; X :

.8

Anﬂ'ﬂﬁn,‘j&:st

we

- T

to think of A+L.0's:"

(bitteraloe, T giiess) “Post Seript.”’—.

Ah, Mynlieer, Why didn’t_you . write:
your Post Script first, ande then sadd
your modest litfle letter 2. Dop’t evér,
say anything more” about - woman's

you think it is' abouttime to let" “popr;
Pedagogue —who ;pronotinéed — and}
the p‘oor':femi'”nine,ﬁ}'*_.v‘ln'i didn’t spell
ehagrin, alone?—F canlt say howmany
times I’ve been hrought to bay'By the

persistent—‘‘spell_chagrin ¥ - Exasy:

. one who can claim thefislighfest fa=
% | miliarity seeming to feel it hig or-hers
|| duty t6 keep the eorrect.orthography.

of that delectable \v.'B'l'd frésh in my
memory. Mr. C. was not to, blathe;
the first syllable, tis tue, I} inistaking

ways.gave a the long sound) but _the

no- §

definition was sufficient {6 _have ' set
meright, had I not been overwhelmed'
with “Stage fright,” Fadmit it, and.
‘twas nothing .morethan I expected,

nay, dbsurd shyness«of engaging *in
anything of a publi¢ character.” You
see T have “risen to explain,” but Myn=~
heer A. L. O, you needn’t accuse..ne
of feeling “‘chagrined,” and write: a
Post Seript a mile long for my benefit;
for T decline)to be benefited, :/mdl’h-m

glad to assure you.that I feel Tio “cha-

grin at what you hiave said, orat my

own failure ; and am very glad'to have
contributed my mite to'thg: beneﬂting;
of the Library. I only ‘“rose: to ex-

plain” from the-fact that some persist|
inlaying the blame, of my defeat, up-.

on Mr. (s shoulders. Fewas not - to'
blame! I don’t think-any one was to,
blame,.not even myself—I could have
spelled it correctly before the Judges
decided me “out;” but L don't know,
and never shall enow how I did spell ity
and the Pedagogue isequally ignorant
| of course the Judges knew, elsg they |
| couldn’t have decided mesout = =
T'wve said more than Iintended;but )
will add: you must let the Pedaogue,
“—yho.proneunced;’and ‘the Speller,
who didn’tspell;=chagriti—aldned or !
Pl coax him to joilk maiii a'Seheme,|
for your utteran n:iﬁ'ilution. L%-t‘h_ere !
Andnow, goad-by®, Poor.Bee! " First
you were a silent-Bee ; then you were.
a humniing Bee; then a: tumultuous !
Beg ; then a defunct—and I'tliought a,
buried Bee-and that’s vhat you ought
to be,—but lo! you area risen Bee—a.
wandering Bee—a ubiquitous, and ir-,
repressible Bee—but this’ will* e ay
match for A, L. O’s “PostiScript,” or

“Justice” iconoclastic -demolition of
Bro. Malone’s editorfal, And now ‘I
say ““hands off ’—%let us havé-peace”
—Let the dead past bury its dead, &,
&e, R S et
Respectfully, - °

» -

| else had heen generalissimo, I could,
tell you of it, a whole lot, but I can’y
as it is,—T will simply say the church
—inavhich it was held—was crowdéd,"l
and the friends professed themselves
delhitedF—~F . o = . -
Master ITenry White yvon thefPrize’
¢« —A “Treat’” of “goodies” went far to
console the “Fallen Braves’ for “the
" loss of the “Prize”——=And while we
are on the Spelling Bee c1L1éstioll,d011’t
' you think we ‘‘big “folks”’ "I mean,are
| taking part in the play “Much Ado
| About Nothing?”? How much longer
| i3 the uneasy ghost of the Salisbury
| Bee to waader among us?—Poor Beg |
I thought it was interred with all due
! honor. But “Justice” with the po-
niard of doubt, and the arrowsyof in=
terrogation slashes into the Adverti-

ser’s fine editorial, and “endeavors 10 |

demolish it from pase to turret; and |
Gt s ":’ S 2T SR ¥
Nk i

S e T

——

~ LEITER FROM f&wm‘.;sgmig’;‘;‘,
@ ; = e

JANTImELRT5,
Dedtr Shoveman :—DBeing fersiby tirt

i ed and not in the mood for' work, Ty
Loness 101 write avellgdetter mayhe
and to you, what’ssthier difierence’
it T never did writé to. you .betord?.
D’d write to the man in the moon if.I{
wanted to, and ther® wasany cortain-y
|ty abput the mails *twixtheére and the
L domains of the “Pgle; Eahipréss” hutd
you lknow madi)kes, are® incertain,
things anyhew, S0 I ht‘ttei"(‘(mml!f
v lettersgto Uncle Bamt’s jeare' alto-
cothier. The weather ig just magnifi-
cent!l Oneday we sit with the dodrs)
open and the next we are colder than!
Polar Bears—but there! T'm done ;—|
the weatheprand [ are dear I'ricutls,e'.m]'l
we never quarrel. : |
The educational chicken coop |

I (a-hiosb officiating priestess” is my-J
selfyizatyiully ‘scrouged” cand t[;ui1
pogr prifistess? sighs forsthe time
Lwlhen the “soice of the turile iz heard |
s el 2 mnirlg the - farTp ¥ i £
chatl beofin to S plow and tossow

_you one 8s a curiosity, "and you can

| went !

| fizing, and trying to look pretty, and

 do—do please !
 Brobdingnag which has sprung up

 nosea. Charles Daviegear ¢ld friend,

§ Post Master, and the place received

3

o, s
2t s Shoreia, BB,

evening—

: o,

A gentleman anda lady were bap

| tized last Sa bhath, in the pond at Pow: |
ellsville. And

ut good-night—I'n’

the crescent moorgglé‘grﬁas likea brok-| sleepy and this id long.

en ring low in the west; the night-
hawks (I'd like a more romantic name
—but, they're nighthawks) are flitting

through the dusky air, and*swooping | s————
down occasionally, with that rasping, S=Emstmms
who-0-0-0-p which is so apt to make

one hop nervously, if it Comes in close

proximity to one’s head; the crickets, !

are chirping merrily, - albeit a dash of
autnmn sadness thrills in an under-
current through their merry singing,
and—oh! dear! I’m stringing out
such a long prelude,I won't be able to
say much g¢lsa, and you’ll be grumb-
ling about long letters—by the way,
you ought to know better than to tell
b woman to write a shoprt letter, thatis
if'she cheoses to write a long one. But
we won’t quarrel 5 for I feel more than
usually goodnatored this evening and
hope youfeel ditto. >

IFarmers are working and waiting
patiently,and trusting in Providence—
at least, I hope they are,

Gardens and truck.patchiesare doing
well, by the way,—did you ever see a
“Snake Cucumber?” We havea vine
with several already showing their
peculiar serpentine shape. If they
come to perfection, think I will send

eat the cpriosity, if you see fit.” My
darling flowers are doing famously,
There's notmuch news of impor-
tance, , Mr, Fooks of Pittsville, was
in Powellsville recently, .photograph-
ing the phizes of the hipeds thereof—
intended going to Locustville to per-
form the same for the good people
there, but the thunder rattled, the
Lightning flashed; and the wind came
and blew upon that tent, and over it
Don’t know how much dam-
age was done, but Mr. F. pulled up
stakes and moved Pittsville-ward,and
the folks have stopped primming,and

have gone to picking whortleberries,
or comething, !
The school below in Worcester held
an exhibition Friday evening 3;which |
was well attended. Some partsofthe |
exercises were very good.
Poweilsville being very unpatriotic
or lazy, or loth to leave the flesh-pots |
of Egyptfor one day, even, failed to |
‘‘eelebrate,” buf the juvenilest of the |

?juvenilesjoined Parsonsburg in a Sun- |

day School celebration, which proved |
very pleasant I am informed. |

Well, well; I always did wish Pow- |
ellgville had a history! And lo! it

| lias.come ! Like an-Alpine avalanche,
N

or “Texas.Norther," it has come! And '
Pm aghast, dumbfounded (modern
orthographists say we must drop the
b in dombfounded, but I forgot) and
rub my eyes in“utter bewilderment,
and look, and look again?  Shade of
Lemuel Gulliver, avaunt! Get theo
hence! Fly-fly-get thee to the'Nights
Plutonian Shore”—or, or somewfhere—
While I explore the
marvelous precincts of this modern

like magic, almost beneath our very

comefrom the happy hunting grounds,
and help meito “figger’”” up 125 inhab-
ifants therein. My fellow pedagogue
H. D. P. come . from—wherever you
be, and on the honor af 4 pedagogue,
tell me were you appainted Post Mas-
ter of, and did it receive itsname from
that fact, “preTy?’ years ago, before
ever your eyes opened e this. unre-
renerate and caoufchoue world 2
Seriously, I’m afraid our friend the
Aduvertiser has been misinformed, or
imposed upon, or else he has been ro-
maneing for his own amusement and
the entertainment and plegasure of
some of his regders. If my informa-
tion is eorrect, and it ought to be, and
it is correct, 1 feel sure, Powelisville
has not been Powellsville for even ' 20
years, Henry D. Powell was the first

itsmame from that circumstance. And
Mr., P. is not “fifty" years old now, I
am sure—proof conclusive,that it can-
not be “fifty" years old. It had no
name prior to receiving its present
one ; being called, simply “Burbage
& Holloway's Store,” and later, just
before receiving 1ts present name—

Rurbage’s Store.”” A citizen gives
the number of inhabitants as 66, andgf
that number includes the inmates of
thres farm-houses situate about or
néarly ahout, a quarter of a mile from

the hamlet. As tothe other items in |

history T have naught to say, but

b € points cited, are such undoubted

Very Respectfully,

" <X

R AT o T A STy W

Tor the Bachelor, -

: - Letter fram Powellsville.

Ravn and Hutl—TImprovements tn Pow- |

ellaville— My, Deane and, owr Exvam- |

tner— What another Teacher Lhinks |

of Him, do.
Powernnsviuie; May 1st, 1871.

Messrs, Fditors :—Having a few mao-
ments, I will not say leisure moments,
for even my fertile imagination can’t
conjure up anything so mythical —and @
feeling in a writing mood, somewhat, I|
will give you a few items.

I presume you are aware what a glo-
rious rain we had last Friday. It was
gratefully received, for it wans needed
badly j.a large goantity of hyil fell dur-
ing the first shower, the stones vavying
from the size of a green pes to that of a
hazel, perhaps larger. I am credibly
informed that another store will be open-

{he was all pleasantnesy and kindness,

truthfully,

Ors, it seems they o to be cor- )

ed in P— shortly; also another bar-room,
which will make three stores, and two
bars to—well I am afraid to te]l you the §
area and population of the modest but |
centerprising little ville. I wonder if I |
' will be pardoned for suggesting the pro- §
priety of erecting an Alws-house within |
the precints, or in coavenient juxtaposi- §
tion. j i

I regret to learn from the comymunica-
tion from Shad Point, that our examin-
er has created dissatisfaction in some of §
his official vidite. I fear “Mr:. Deane” .‘
states unpleasant thines too postively; |
upon hear-say ; for I think be acknowl-
edged that he did not state said facts from
personal knowledge. If such was the
| case postively, however, T don’t blame
the children to be *‘discouraged” and the
| grown-ups to be indigoant; for if Mr. D. 3
(our F'xaminer) had ‘‘found fault” with
everything in my schoaol, children,teach- |
ers and all, why, I should have—well,
erted awfuily the first opportunity T could |
have obtained, unobserved, for so de-
lightful a performance.

He did visis;my school in Mareh, but

and the children were delighted with
him, though be frightened them some-
what with his rather loud veice and ra-
pid manoer of speaking. They told me
confidentially, after he was gone, that if
be had only talked Ule me, they could
have answered ‘‘every single’” question,
They say-that they don’t care how often
he comes. I am happy to say I heard
nothing like fault-finding while in my
school-room. He laughed at the school
house, but I doo’t blame him for.that
! for it is & ost wondrons affair. I
'shouldo’t have blamed bim much if he
had seolded ove little girl, who was ta-
“ken with an alarming fit of the sulks,
Land wouldu’t answer a question or say |
{oue word to him T felt like shaking
I

her good! But goiog back to the com-
mubication, [ am at a loss to guess his
motive for the expose since he so exult-
ingly boasts of heing still in the **bonds
and iniquity’” of bachelordom (oh !) but
|’tis some not an entirely disinterested
one, I'll warrant. Bachelors are not
 generally so fond of children to take up
rthe codgel i theie behalf. T privately )
lsuspect. friend **Deane,” that §here.is af
‘‘widow” in the case, or some young la-
dyfriend who was *‘discouraged” as weil
ag the children. Now, my motive for
taking up the cudgel in our Examicer’s |
behulf is that it is one of my peculiari-
ties, that when T bear any one *‘run
down” T always speak a kind word for
him, if T can_do so conscientiously and ]
So, friend “Deane,” you |
are not to get your **back up” and bless
me privately or publicly.
Oh | dear, it is time to go to schaol
‘Don't T wish I was'a Comanche Todian,
though. As Ever,

$ A
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¢ Auf Wiedersehen.”

BY AMANDA ELIZABETH DENNIS.

1 Respectiully ingeribed to Lieutenant Byron and bride, of I

Fort Meade, Dakota 1

/ AT AMANDA ELIZABETH DENNIA.

Home @ind Peace

The burden of a plaintive 10N E—

“ Anf Wiedersehen ’—somewhere T saw the
naint, sweet words,

‘
l Phrough the soft, sonorous glamour

A sweet (rinmphant chime;
3 o Aswect, sad song, T use i
A of yoiecd ’:‘::f'“;gmf 7 fa Aol (hirough ::“'d toiknow, » | And wil their wistful meaning {hritled me |
Qr carols swectly 8 g 3 With all its old p ¥ soul to-night, ! with a sense of nameless paing ! 0Of September’s waning light, §
Gr chifming bells f:f gily or 2% Moy Twiar pathos aud wo; For, with gheir gad significance came wistful Like a feather from the pinion - ;
5y #ends angelic swulg. oo %, : through the mists of faded years thoughts of you, dear triend, il 2
i soft ccatatic MUsic S o zf‘lfj;ml"f;r" sweet, sad face, Tses ! And all your franlk, true friendship is to me. || ot a gong-lark in his flight, K
0 S - o, 2 F 1 . : s 1 ;
tj‘;r\m earth-ward swees, and cleat  The uﬁlm?‘r:i M: oanlice “"““‘-.& And, ”‘."‘.‘gga“-mwg:ff 11'1512&10{:)"\3-1?;-) w, ond @ Came s missive, creamy-tinted,
il lhcnfﬂ exaltant burden . “Home and ‘P:ac:l_“]' backito eSS 4 In pa%la\-:r;ys )tii:at. shall often touch and | Palpitant with hopesand dreams, 3
Falls on our waiting car; . o Home and Peass ap fome and Peacs— 8 bridge the infervening duys wrought with breath of mountain heather
And we catch the whole, glad s ‘?—-‘- : e fllfY notfor me 't With friendly clasp of hands, and sympa- Softly veiled with tissue gleams. |
PR o Oh! would we reck the ’ | thetic words of hope and cheer. : e
"Ebe ald, but-ever new-—= The toilsome path © Weary years— | . 1n the Jamp glow's amber lustre, ]
And we put aside earth-passions B tabors thinie our fvet must tread— | Bometime you'll go away, and I shall miss you - geanned I. musingly, each line L : X
And shout the carol toog g The ti} S upon our palma | more than youwill ever know or guess ; spill it seemed another st irit .
o tifed licart—th + e - ) ROWOU S| Y
Yqil éarth seems onc vagt tcmpl' If through it all nu:t“'ﬁ}:l,ng he ‘ [ For, ’tl_entglLueéaBs'xexs some sweet wistful-hearted Caught and held in {hraldom, mine.
y - ¢ tender thongiits singer says— :
ot “‘“m;:_‘;:f O P“::;’h e ih:“!d g0 beside ua all the warﬁug‘é‘ : . [When two friends part, the one to go’'mid And T stood within the glory,
And our em nea eavens’ ure, @ talismanio charm, = i newel 8Cenes, ! 0f a day at full noontide,
Than in the vanished days To guide and guard us day ;,}. i - And find, 'm id sirangers, newer friends, l' With the grandeur of the mountains
Aut earihly pride and pleacure, The tender thought of “Ho i The other to stay amid the old, familiar Looming up on overy side,
And easthly pain asileate To ghldh il g raed g me and Peace’ geenes ; ¥
Prift out and leave our spirits %l onoearh 3 ay by day] | Gmw“fqlez"{"r;"mh the memory of the dear And the molten, noontide sun glow
y i ! earthly Pomp : - g riend gone : & ; ak 7
Subducd by grateful prayer. #. 4 And naughtare ::t?\':ynl”::;“- iaught, « The one who stays behind is sadder far than I i{?{ﬂﬁ%:é’ﬁlﬂgﬁﬁ{ ::::rg‘;:m el
P . ' s 0 nad | e who goes.” -l 4 1
© Thon Etr::‘ !;ésvi‘::; ::r ':?;me and Peace’” are not for .',é,. 5 | 2 g ) ] with the song-bird's vibrant trill.
ot v O . i N | 1 3 . {
Whose N “a.l ~lkfyl' 4 . '11_ Y ours in deed or name; . | Npo doubt you think me but o silly child, And the full, sonorous ehimin
To calebrate with thiaukiu songs r life hath cares that laurel Teay To let the shadow of a pain, that may not | ! 1 g
And praise without slloy, And earthly Lore cannot allay, - % come for many a day, 3 0f melodious wodd‘in-:_-lmlla.
S1ill hieid us with thy kinduesa, Axnd Pain draws lines acro 2] Thus cloud the fitful brightness of the present | gwept athwart the stin-lit mountains
still goard us with thy love, That Gold can never .\snmo:;Ei e E e ; Tndelirionssinks and swells.
: “« ha awav.— OB t s
¥ pafe within 1h(;um=\nsioni '};;Itt Home and Paace™ aye ::11;,::{\;0“1 % 4 I 1(1:;::; dened, tiouy W tendercs? & And a-near the sacred altar— Fdert \ Lt
Preyaredfor us a Ve at guide and guard us all 1o way b The few bright things that life has given me, | | 1nmy vislon, saw T there, t ‘o return L m:enye
- - j with such miser hands, A maiden clad in raiment l‘_ju“ allegi

Jarch 28tl: 1572
Crystal-chaste ani bridal-fair.

And liold them all the closer for the scarcity
" that makes them dear.
And beside her stood one, waiting,

Where throngh un-pumbered ages
And I haye learned to prize (as only those
1 woman-gentle, soldier-brave,

With bright, angelic throngs, .

“Constituticn and I
ATl

Wyellldift our willing voices,
Jnanch tripmphant songs o Jeamed to l
‘Tt saints witl pause and listen Hold hidden depths of sadness, all upguessed, »pi1l the bells were hushed to whispers, ent
Learn how to prize the glad and beautiful of e i v the sllent nave. e o : ; ;
: { ute thelor other

08t means to the

o catch the sweet refrain, g Bk =
That tirst was tuned to gladntes earth) : :
_ On fair Judea’s plain. The strong, bright friendship you have given swelled in solemn intonations, T
me, ’ i Clear as crystals, diamond caf,-—- e at the earliest practic
R e , : With such glad and frank pnstinting warmih | a ] ; X 1 I Drag
A SEPTEUBER SUNSET. For, with 1ghe sunny brigillnus.-; of g)'uur own | | They whom God hath joined together, ion |6le moment pede
= glad life, e Let no man asunder putl” erestored.’ ¢
b Yoo tinore .1 3113 T - (e R
HY IS8 AMANDA_E. DENNIS. L LA ‘;;:Qﬂ-ﬂ!:—lg‘? gold:the veiling sombre Then again, the bells’ glad chiming |
hes 2 . - o T
’ - t And taught my wistful heart to trust for hap- Cleft ‘bB."'b"a“t' gold-lit air,
ow West fl hie b ot > picr days 1o come— f And & so'dier led his bride wife
fow i dhe West float the banners of sunsect, A 7 _ Down the sacred, flow'r-decked stair. |
Broshing the wheels of Apollo’s Lright car For happier days to come—** Auf Wiederse- | . |
b itb finees of gold, and pe t3.of 1 . hen!'— I Then the vision slowly faded, I
¥ g il g o 5 SR {&r And if we never meet again this gide the Pearly Like the sun- et o'er the land,
*Jiroidered with pearls and a silver while star. Gotes, and the many mansions fair, And only lamp-glow softly lingered,
Please, God, owr mansions miy be very near On the missive in my hand.
each to the otherin that fair, sweet land
And a thounsnd leagues of beauty.

esperns rocks ina pinnace of silver.
Thedile pare dip with o measureless glide— WAt

T lie gates swing ajar, and' the Qctident Paince

Where never more the wistful strain, L
Wiederschen,”” ‘Aountain crests and sylvan dells,

Bhall thrill the heart with nameless pain, and Sire ch between me and the ringing
dim the eye with quick unbidden tears. Of the golden wedding bells.

Gleams like o visiondeyond the bright¥ite.
(wer the felds, in theit rich Anqumn beauty, s nﬂ-‘ﬁi¢1\\L{fgisﬁﬁs"nl‘{§§t{ 1}'33%:.1“:; B Yet, anow, a mellow eclo,
i gt 3 = e
Falls Tike o Denifon all the sweet light, . Through rhythmic measures soit and slow, Trembles down the vibrant air,
Weayings veil of {ts marvelous splendor A mystic bridge to span the years whengou And J wa-ch a gallant soldier,
H e : wre gone— j Wed a maiden sweet and falr.
‘.A baptismal dream of lender delight-; S : The long, long years that Time shull connt—*
A%t Gelds in thew gratitude. smile and grow Auf Wiedersehen! L Powellville, Md., Oct., 1859.
: Wicomnico, Ad. Sy |
brighter, . : e e
Tl eweet Autumn flowers ave sweeter for this— s |
O wizardof Nature—0 Supset Magician— '
0 September glory of beauty aid bliss !

= —esiers o [0

NOL ALL ANSWERED e

‘Across {lie fim years and their wearying passions | T i
& \7 e_ .,). ng pusgio o ] Phese lines are written upon the passing away of
_ adream of your splendord shall follow me ou, F % o : l Rev. L, W. Bates, D.D
Tl tlie eyes ce si e ; & % ApraNmas i . 5 : A
hmg e';:il;xtuiglrr, smiled and the lips that ! e v ! Swing Wide, Oh Gates Of Pearl, Swing Wide n:th 'nlimnd,‘pnd,-mhgw{
PIIUTer Thy player for me and 1 7 o - e
> 4 . LS 3% 3 Sp ~ qul i . e ’ S
And thie hearts thut have worshipped are gona— none, BY AMANDA ELIZABETH DENNIS. o : ;}:‘J lt‘fr—;-ﬂ afover th L
all gone ; Waktsy half-upanswcred, by théd : i RESTEl 10T oemart;
2 g § i i 5 3 = ” othing can 3
But low in the Wesly will your gold-broidered | adige, -, i\n-ng wide, Oh Gates of Pearl, swing wide! fp_r.:l,:?th}ngga.q‘ :
i HP'he echoed pathos of the unanswered halt H_tlgveller fain would pass within— i :
' . | Keops with me day by diy— is journey was a long one. It is ended.
szrml_y Ront as 1.‘:.10)— re flonting to-day ; Ve GMEE A it ) ndeth thee bY the v i Swing wide, Oh Gates of Pearl, swing wide !
Hesper will rock in his pinnace of silvet ters still, s
The idle oars toy with the goi\l-crustcd 3pray. And 111:.1;@“1 thy resting place withtin the ,%g’e];:]so]“?ul;%eg was a loug one—
pastures green. sy s of four-score winters
Al ! dist thou thinlk, Mignone, ;htll. from g.‘l‘l:]]_lef‘:l)lrd'fand praless; :\.bol‘ll.’]llﬂ e
at of four-score summers’ suns

And over the viaves of the amber-lit ocean
the fulness of thine own sad Heart, f
Beat merciless upon his head;

A vision of Iight from the gales ajar
; . Thou frameds@thiat prayer 20
Gle ; ! = . A A s prayer tos comfort my .
;i.‘:‘zm Jkex.L L.ﬂll.’.m\m‘\\tnd .M'd prophetic, despalr, s ¥ But winter snow and summer’s heat
Wronghtin' the biaze of a falling star. That thon woplilst be the fiyst the “‘Heave Are now, for him, forever past.
st in . . 4 il s Heaven- R 2 1 #
And othars will watel g I'm watching ard woit- 1y Father would bringanto Himgelf?” | Bwing wide, Oh Gates of Pearl, swing widel 15 :
ing, T prs'liyc'd thiat I might earlier findSvelcome ' Swi . E
And pthers will gather \he glory anl liglib Be s A : G , : T\iv‘l:;l%'}vm]el’ OE .Gate_s'of Bearl Sgineice: ! |
Jecanse, Mignone, you know that I had 3 ”'-VH er kept lis onward WAL B
With faith courageous and buoyant hope, il
&

And hold them fast as I’ i 4 hidi
hold them fast as ['m holdins and hiding grown so tired, so tired—
E’en if the road were dark
i I'l\,

Your bedutiful dreams ia my soul te-ightis Aud, ip ull the lone, 10ng, Weary yeurs, Wonkd n
e = s eolie no resy Lo me : | nd full of ]Ul'killg menace.
e s | A ndiso Iprayed—Dear Father, let,mego— . His eagle eye scanned not the gloom, L 1
For the Guide. Aﬁl lu!. my Love w:;ll( through the uensuut | %\}1}1; ];)eolIZIC(l lJ‘e}"It_)l}(], and far away,
places of the earth— y . e Tope’s fair signal beckoned on— | : .
OUR CHRISTMAS-TREE. | : | T 8 FLAOMIY (o 1 ; kol 2 1
@ ?___ Anddrink from w1l the streams whose flow- :AHOPG has 'C]mn)_?;cd to glad fruition;"” We L) At 'meet thee in fuif’qﬁéﬁ'ﬁem,
BY AMANDA E. DENNIS. N -4 | Faith to sight.” He is ready to enter in— { :V'xthm for our weapon and Right for
Maketh giad the hearts of human lkhid. Swing wide, Oh Gates of Pearl, swing wide! | gal Bh% aby 37 =3 . z
r,l(i)'[:;(l]‘l(lﬁllnfil ]lllelg‘lm'l{}lrllrl\mlli}rFU’ But, that wis nob to be—God’s love reached g i Tlu;;l hnsm'“c t ¥ hi-;“ P .
Our jolly, jolly Christmas-tres - dow i ide 3 sar : s Lou hast | netd a ri
Of all the trees that fill the world. \n!!-:-tnl 5 e % T‘lv']ntg' "Vl?]fi‘ (')h Gates of PL:‘”, Swing wide ! [ I E i AR ibery, v
There's none so fair as this will be. ‘\ :J nHh seil of rest upon thy tired eyes H-”S] 1swl(' o ls-st’ﬂ'if and scrip are laid aside; e - e B B e % ek
Andstilled thy e s B | ra 7 @ T i e 3 ’ ik { 4
For sister Bess and I went out dstilled thy fuft x.n,:ﬁa:l... and=took | | is loyal hand is ready for the victor's palm; ‘Lo men who will bless thy foul ‘barbarous
x Alr?u-:lh(z]ime frozen Irun. 6 . I]“' e 't Hhnsell! Iq:)hs brow 115 1'%‘-(]}’ for the glory crown. lB T T o e - < g
And from dear Santa’s Christmas- rees And the fond pathelic pryer was Lswern Swing wide, Ob Gates of Pear : . R PP e U .
ey B e ohe . pryer was answered. 1 1de, ates of Pearl, let him enter in— b bAre M yr B gty Ve e
We picked the very nicest One. Love fp thes— - Swing wide, Oh Gates of Pcarl.’swing wide! ‘ | .u'tfl&k-e‘m’"r:e tha thy bayonets are nb‘"—'i-‘ or |
"‘",i_‘(lit'-.%fonnrl berriesbright and red And I -searoe heeding shade or sheen sinoo ' | g 2 o SRR AT S
. fohang upon its branches greell, N . - €2 ¥ hectan S == = 1 - T : >
And here and there we'll put o light o o e VTR =g T B Ry m‘ yrant, though walled th
Lo show the pretty gifts between. l'f i avenvilyalbnie the davs Wil tg& = o ! ¥ v .
: ninsw 4t S U r : - : - oF
I‘:"'-‘“Hl',\'nnv b e il % 1S e T. fll QL that, i e X
H On dear old Santa’s Christmas-tree; Dbse wistiui MIHos, nusSigaiedly %
L].r';““ fives 1S one @ year = prayedst Py . =
q seliow kind our hearts can be. =) W S hein w s ulfI0 alely Lol imathags
S :.-?'Jhli:mul help us trim our tree -
| il every gift that love can find ;

[ Audwhen the old year goes awiy

| Twilljeave but happy hearts be-
hind.
—_—  e—————

- 4



o e g

|  TowNSEND.—Jacob Townsend, a
§ good man and for a number of years | ‘.
identified with Trinity M. P. Church, %3
f Marion Station, Maryland, passed =
away on the afternoon of last Christ- &
may day. It was at an unexpected &
| moment and in an unexpected way =
| that Brother Townsend was called
out of this world, af@{our brother,
& we believe, was ready for the change.
™ What proved to be a sad ending of
| Christmas day to the stricken family
b was the most joyful to him. The
| old tabernacle 1n a moment was torn
'~ down; all the burdens, cares, troubles,
anxieties incident to the present state
B of existence were laid aside forever
B and the soul that had been serving
I God in the hope of a blissful immor-
B tality sought the rest that “remaineth
I for the people of God.” To live
B cvery day as though we expected that
8% day to be our last is the only safe way
I for the Christian—the right way for
B any man to live. Thus he lived, that
B isif we can judge from the outer
| aspect of a man’s life. Not a rich
& man as the world counts riches, buta
& hard working, industrious tiller of
\ the soil, unlearned, unassuming, but
~ seldom do we seein country places like
this a larger congregation ata funeral
than attended his. We miss our
brother, but we expect to see him
B again “where the wicked cease from
b troubling and the weary are at rest.”
b A widow and four children are left to
b mourn their loss. May our Father's
o blessing ever be upon them.
| D. W. ANSTINE.

s o

»

‘ Kexp.—William E. Kemp, son of
} | Captain Alfred Kemp, departed this life
' | May 4, 1896, of consumption, aged
| twenty-eight years and six months. He
| was for several years a consistent mem-
~ | ber of St. Paul’s M. P. Church, of Cam-
| | bridge. During his illness he was a
| patient sufferer, and for the last nine
| months of his life he endured great af-
| | flictions and was confined to his bed.
| Although needing consistent attention he
| | was always considerate for his wife, and
| would give her as little trouble as possi-
| ble. In the midst of his keenest pains
- | be would frequently say: “It is all right,
| | for God will not put on me more than I
| can bear.” He cherished the hope of
~ | getting up and about again until about

e

| himgelf to the inevitable and looked
| | hopefully for it. He was anchored in
- | the faith of salvation through Jesus
} | Christ, During one of my visits, as
| | was my custom, I read part of the Word

| of God for him,and the truth seemed to
| elate him until he ecried out with joy:
“That is my comfort and my sure hope.”
. | His short married life was one of un-
. | marred happiness, save as death removed
the little ones. He made no attempt to
bid farewell to the family as he said it
was not necessary as he was only going
| home a little before and would await their
| coming, Quietly he fell aslecp in Jesus,
| and after religious services at the church,
nd the burial services of the same and
wo secret orders, I. O. O. F., and

J| Cemetery to await the resurrection of the
W just. A wife survives him, but she reed
not look to the mound of earth where his
body lays tor his spirit, as it resides
with God who gave it; and as the same
| Jesus is her hope she weeps not as those
L | who have none. May the great Fead of
T‘; the chureh protect and guide ber.
. C. S. ARNETT, Pastor.

SR

| vight weeks of the end, when he resigned |

| K. of P., he was laid to rest in the City |

ST il e = =

Asgorr.—Mrs. Ethel M. 5. Abbott{,E
the wife of Mr. George E. Abb_otti_(% !
Wilmington, Del, departed tglﬂ i ?,
in the 24th year of her age, ugus |
12, 1900. She was & consumptive, |
and for several years s_uffere_d the egu;
sequences of this wastmg‘dlsease,' 11(1
always with patience. She 1‘etmne1
her mental powers until the last, and
gave evidence that she was ready to go
to her Saviour, whom she had c‘m.]_
sistently followed for several years.
She was converted under the pas-
torate of Rev. L. W Ausl':ugi,
in the year 1895, and joined our. h
Saul’s Methodist Protestant Church,
Cambridge. She was @ faithful at(-l
tendant in all the means of grace anh
never was absent, except ghe had suc ‘
an excuse she felt she could offer hel‘
Saviour. When I became her pas_t‘ol
1 found her a reliable Christian
character, and by her associations
with my daughters I found her to b(;
a young lady of excellent judgme;}
and troly pious. Her amiable qua i-
ties endeared her to all who lfnew he11 :
She was married to Mr. George 311
Abbott last year and was to him a de-
voted companion. Her funeral services
were conducted at her late 1'e81d‘e1‘10\e- l
in Wilmington by the WI x|
remains were laid to restiter. and n1¢
cemeteries of that city, SuF oo g,88 "
husband and sister to mourn Jer loss.
She is not dead, but sleepei_;‘;x, to |
awake in the morn ofC _ehsflfé;; '1?1‘ $

September 24, 1900.

—_—

- o Preminent Citizen Of ol
0.1 Vienna Passes Away!
id! - TIREOr .
st| Hlmer G. McAllister, age 54 yeals,
15 4 month and 28 days, son of Past-
w master and Mrs. E. N. MeAllister,

na, Md., died at his late home
afternoon at 6 p. m., death

esday morhing. M.
teMeAflister hiad been infatling health
n for some time although his dedth
e'ecame as a complete shock.
2! . He was boxn on  the McAllister
_'farm mnear Reid’s Grove, October
{16, 1880 and engaged in farming
Lthrouchout early manhood, later mov-
ing to Vienna. In 1907 he Married
Miss Edna Hasfings, of Galestown,
Md., and became engaged:in the hv-
ery ‘business for a number of years.
e was among one of the first to en-
s in the automchilg hirirg busi-
ness in® PDovchester county and con-
tinugd in this business for some time,
and™in 1925 he established a general
‘mroduce business with routes in Dor-
chester and Wieomico- counties.

Mr. McAllister was .a member of
the Vienna M. E. Church and Super-
intendent of the Sunday School. He | |
lvwas a member of the J, 0. U. A. M. | %
and I. O. O F. lodges of Vienna hav- |’
[ino held the offices of Councilor and | .
Past  Grard, *in the refpective| %
lodges In 1918 he was secretary to |}
'his father who was a member of the |
| Maryland State legislature and iR
£1930 was clected a member of the
Viemna City Council and was a mem-
| ber‘att the time of his death. i
! He is survived by his widow and |4
two danghfers. Misses Touise a n d |
Tilldred McAllister of Vienma. by his
‘ mother and father, Mr. and Mrs. E.
N. MecAllister and by the following
brothers and sisters, Mrs., Edna M.
 Wheatley, Vienna, Mr. W. W. McAll-
{ister. Vienna, Mrs. Wilson Newton,
| Washington, D €., Mrs. Dorsey E.
'‘Davis. Cambridee, Attorney Lloyd G.
MecAllister, of Baltimore, Md., and J.
0. MeAlister, Vielna.

;| Funeral services from his late
'home, Sunday afternoon at 2 p. m.
| [with Rev. Chas. G. Cannon, assisted
by Rev. Geo, Allen, of Seaford, Del., :;

TiRev Ji W. Sutton, officiating. In-

terment in East New Market ceme-

| : R&B i
i

L tery.

" in Annamessex, Somerset county,Md.,

died May 15th, 1900. He had long

been one of the prominent landlords
and citizens of the lower Peningula,

and a devoted member of the church
of Christ. He professed saving faith

when a boy, united with the Meth-
odist Episcopal communion, and in it
continued an active and honored
member till the troublous war times
in 1863. Then, during the pastorate
of Rev. Daniel Bowers, he entered
onr church, and with his wife anq
five others organized Trinity charge,
~ He donated the land en which the
first house of worship stood, con-
tributed liberally and solicited much
of the money spent in its erection,
His loyalty to the church of hig
adoption strengthened with the years,
and life had no deeper interest in
manhood or age than the welfare of
Lrinity. His means were joyously
laid upon her altars and his children
trained to revere her courts with a
devotion as thorough as his own. He
loved her ministers and unever did
they find heart welcome more un-
affected, or a more generous hospi-
tality, or a more religious atmosphere
than in his home. Thisis written as
a tribute of personal regard, not as
an analysis of the character of this
trune man. As a youth in my first
1tinerant year and in a time of mar-
velous revival, I was again and again
sheltered under his roof when as yet
the circle of his children was un-
broken, and there I forgot to be home-
sick and embarrassed and sad. There a
love for Bro.Miles was contracted that
the grave has not quenched. He had
the traits, wanting so often in good
men and true which inspire personal
affection. He was idolized by his
family and for them his heart went
out in measureless love and pride.
I'he confidence and esteem he com-
manded in the community and the
distinguished men who gathered
about his grave testified to the quali-
ties which give worth to the man and
the citizen. Simple in his habits,
courteous in his manners, he well
deserved *‘the grand old name of gen-
tleman.,” He was a man of deep feel-
ings, quick of temper to a fault but
generous and kind; frank in the
avowal of his principles, tenacious to
hold them and with unflinching

courage to defend them. He had
; tender religioussensibilities, unseared
by long public and business life,
easily moved under the preached
Word and stirred under the sway
of prayer and prompt to respond
to the call of duty. During his last
illness, which was protracted many
months, he frequently and freely con-
versed with his pastor, Rev. D W.
Anstine, of his approaching death.
“He spake of it ag one would of going
home after having been a long time
abroad. Ie expressed himself as
being at peace with God and his
fellowmen, and exhibited more con-
cern for the dear ones he was leaving
than for his-own departure.” In
peace he breathed away his spirit.
The last rites were conducted by his
pastor in the home where all his chil-
dren had been reared, and in full
view from the windows of that home
close by the rippling waters and be-
side the sainted wife long since gone
before all that was mortal of him
. was laid to rest. As a shock of corn
- fully ripe was he gathered. He had
inherited the promise, “With long
life will I satisfy him and show him
my galyation.” ~ Affection leaning on
the promise‘f)f a faithful God, in un-
repining grief will believe that he is
now “with Christ which is far better.”
D L. GREENFIELD.

Mires.—Southy Francis Miles wag
born April 27, 1822, and at his home

T eninirs.
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It becomes my painful duty to record the |

death of Bro. WinLIAM. ELLis, of the Geth-
semna Methodist Protestant Church of Re-
liance Cireuit, Md. Brother Ellis was born
near Laurel, Del., March 29th, 1813. Con-

verted at the first Methodist Protestant |
camp-meeting ever held in Sussex county,
Del., under the Superintendence of Samuel |

Rawleigh, of precious memory during the
year 1832, He joined the Mount Moriah
elass on the old Union Cirenit. He held his

membership with this elass until 1846, when |
he removed to the old Sussex Cireuit, and |

joined the church at Carmon’s Ferry, now

Woodland. He remained at the ferry until |
1859, when the church was sold and the
class disbanded. His membership was re-
moved to Gethsemena appointment with

which he has been connected until the day
of his death, January 19th, 1891.
Elliswas married to Miss Mary Ralph, on

December 18th, 1834, who survives him and’

only waiting the call of the Master to go 1o
meet him. Nine children were born of this
union, six of whom are members of the
Methodist Protestant Chureh. Thus for
fifty-nine years he has been serving the
Master, and for fifty-seven yearsihe has
been & member of the Methodist Protestant
Chureh, and a true defender of her polity
Brother Ellis was a liberal contributor to,
all the interests of the church to whieh his
attention was invited and has been known
to make great sacrificesin order to meet the

~presstng-demwuds of the ehureh for whiel

his example is worthy of imitation. For a
great many years he has been a subseribe1
to the METHODIST PROTESTANT, and was
devotedly attached to it as the organ of his
own loved church. He remarked to the
writer upon one occasion that he could not
live without its weekly visits to his home.
As a Christian gentleman no stain smirches
his character for a long life he con-
tinued to abide in the confidence of the
church and community in which he lived.
Asa husband and father he was devoted,
kind and loving as was attested at his burial
by his widowed eompanion and children who
deeply feel their loss. For 46 years he has
gathered his family around the family altar
and offered his morning and evening obla-
tion to the God of his fathers in whom he
belives and trusts.
on before his family.
his steps, trust his God and meet him on the
banks of the river of life. Gethsemens has
lost a true, loyal and devoted member, a

firm and trustworthy pillar, seldom absent |,
from her services, always willing to lend a |/

helping hand and encourage his brethren
on the way towards Heaven. Woe feel earth
is made poorer and Heaven richer by his
imm rtal translation.

we shall never part again. The writer im-

proved the occasion by preaching an ap-

propriate discourse from the following text,
Eccl. 9th chapter, 5th verse, to a large and
attentive andience who were present to at-
test the good man’s life and character.
writer was assisted in the services by Ravs.
D. W. Anstine, of the Methodist Protestant
Chureh, of Seaford, Del., G. Q Bacchus, of
the Methodist Protestant Church, of Cris-
field, Maryland, and G. H. Hardisty,
of the Methodist Ipisecopal Chureh, at

Galestown, Md. After the close of the ser- |
vices we bore his remains to the family |
burial ground and committed his body to |

the dust, to await the resurrection of a new
life beyond this vale of tears,
G. J. SMITH,

=y

Brother,

He has left and gone |
May they follow in (|

And we hope as pas-
tor and people to meet him when the mists
have rolled away in the sunlit-clime where

The
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‘Res’t.

f “And to know the love of Christ, which Pilss-
i oth knowledge, that ye might be filled with all |
the fullness of God."—Eph, i, 19.

I prayed to have this love of Christ;

1 For, oh, I longed to know

| The breadth and length, and depth and height
| Of Jesus’ love below.

| He came and swept away all props

|  On which T leaned with pride;

| For only into emptied hearts

Comes Christ the crucified.

! tle humbled to the dust my pride,
{  And yet, the bruised reed
He did not break—so tenderly
He heals the hearts that bleed.
The Saviour could not enter in
A heart so full of sin:
I wept, when His clear light revealed
| The vanity within.

The calm, so sweet, has come at last,
The poor tossed heart finds rest,
i The tempest drove the wearied bird
Inte the sheltering nest :
The storm without is just as fierce,
The blast is at its height,
| But all within is calm and still—
{ Abevening-time, ’tis light,
‘} For this new life, so sweet, dear Lord
What can I say to thee?
[never dreamed that thou couldst give
Such perfect rest to me.
For years I heard thy pleading voice,
Oh gast your eare on me,
| And yet I knew not how to trust
| Those weary cares to thee.

{ More heavy grew the burdens then—
The weight I could not bear;

| Helpless I cast them at His feet,

*‘\ The burdens and the care;

| Aad, uh, the guict peace and joy,

| The fullness of His love :

[ Who cast their every care on Him,

}t Will taste the joys above.

| —ZLaura M. Lotimer.

i
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SHREWSBURY, PA., - Mayb, 1879:

i My, Jacob Anstine, aged 85 years, a very
| highly respected: eitizen of this place, died
t on Thursday last, after g« lingering illness of
{ consumption.  The deguased carried on the
| furniture business:in this place for a number
of years. He was a prominent member of
| the M, E. Church, and was a son of the Hon,
| George Anstine, deceased, = His funeral took
| place on Saturday and was largely attended
| by friends and acquaintances, and Dr, Guynne
preached & very able sermon on the oceasion.
} ——— X
B=We published a natice of Hon,
Eem-ge- Anstine’s death in our last is-
isue, since whieh thefollowing obituary
came to harnd, with a request to insert
ibin the Press.. 1t i as follows:

b - STEWARTSTOWN, PA., .
Seplember 17th, 1577, }
| brthe midst of life weare in death:l
1On Thursday, September 13th, Hon,
rGem’ge Anstine, of this place, departed
this fite for the belter life beyond. Fig
death was rather sndden and unexpect-
ed to many buf not to all. - e himselr
a few weeks before his death expressed
himself as not being long for this world,
andso 16 was. His work is done—
Stewartstown has lost wne of its best
citizens, For wany years he was a Jus-
‘lice of the Peace, and bula few years
‘ago, he represented our counly in the
Legislature. His record there was that
of an honest, upright man. In politics,
he was a Democrat, but when a eandi-
date for election, he received almost
every Republican vote in Stewartstown,
He was a consistent member of the
Methodist protestant church, almost
from his youth up. Ile attended
to the interest of his soul long years
ago, and_when death came he wus
readja.",-‘f‘-'artner of lhis bosom. sharer
of his his joys and sorrows, dry np.your

‘on will see your kind husband’s
in, not worn with care, but.ya-
vith mmorta: youth, in the Jand
of rest.  Children imitate the ehristian
charneter of your departed father and
yon will agaiin e¢lasp that hand that la-
Bored and cared for you here, H.

| the God of all grace comfort the widow
| and the fatherless, and guide them all by
' his counsel and afterward receive them to

Died, September 13th, 1877, Bro. GroroE
ASTINE, in the 63d year of his age.
Bro. Anstine had long been #n accepta-

.blagﬁd useful member of the M. P. Church

In Stewartstown, Pa. He was a man of

sterling worth; and, while modest and

URBSSUming in his manner, his Christian

deportment won the estesm and confidence

of those whe knew him. He was & sincers
friend and wise counsellor, and was held
0 high esteem by the community in which
he lived. He was elected in 1874 to rep-
resent York county in the House of Del-
egates. For more than a year before his
death hig health had been feeble, but death
came suddenly atlast, Hisend was peace,

He spoke to the writer ef.his unshakon

confldence in Jesus as hig Saviour. The

Ol_lurch_, the community, his family will

miss him, but our loss’is his gain, May

glory. A, W. M,

. Stewaristown, Pa., Oct, 11.3_8?’7._

.

DEATH oF GEo, .':m_sa:mx, Es.—We
regret that we are called upon to record

| the death of this estimable man, which

oceurred at his tesidence, in Stewarts-
town, Hopewell township, on the 18th
mising Democrat, and by his death our
party has lost one of its most honest and
earnest supporters, his neighborhood one
of its noblest citizens, the church a most
zealous advocate of religion, and the
family a most affectionate parent.

In the year 1874, he was elected to the
State Legislature, for a term of two
years. No member in that body, during
his term, returned home to his constit-
uents with a brighter record than Mr,
Anstine. He proved bimself strictly
honest, performed his dutiesin an im
partial manner, and shared the confi-
dence of his fellow members in an emi-

nent degree. e also filled the office of
Justice of the Peace, in Hopewell town-
ship, ina very acceptable manner for a
number of years, He was called away
in his best years—at atime when life
seems the most attractive, and when
hope and expectation reach forward to
fond earthly realizations, He was one
of our moss intimate and trusty politi-
cal friends and we will ever cherish His
memory -swith the recollections of the
past. He was ill for several weeks and
was suddenly taken with eramp colie,
which, quite unexpectedly to his family,
caused his death. His age was 62 years,

9 months and 23 days. ~

W

inst. I¥e was a sterling and nuncompro- |

Died,in the city of Baltimore, from the
effect’ of a surgical operation; Janudry 18th,
1880, Miss Jexxim B, ]
of the lnte Hon. George®Anstiné and Cath-

A 5 5 5 = s A |
aring Austing, his Surviving Wlliﬂ‘h and

gister of the Rev. . W. Anstine
Maryland Conference,

Jennie was born October 20th, 1852, and|
very early developed those traits.of amia-

NETINg, daughter |

of the

|

bility and gentleness which, subsequently |

_sanetified by divine grace, made hier a gen-

eral favorite, beloved by allwho knew her, |
None kaew her but to love her, and her

name was always perfumed with praise.

At home she st enthronedas thedevoted
daughter and sister; and, like sweet ivy,
elung to- her widowed mother throngh all
the serrows and bercavements that have
thrown their shadows across the godly
household. -In. the Sunday &chool she was
an. untiring avorker, and amosg her last !
remembrances lier class was not forgotlen. |
She was fuithful in her attendance upon |
God's house, and” was (wlhen not provi- |
dentially detsived) always in ler place,
‘*abounding in the work of the Lord.”’

The night hefore she left home for Balti-
more the writer and: his wife passed the
eyening with her. She was cheerful, and
expressed true regignation to the willof her |
Leavenly Fither. Herrich experience was,
L1 I live, I live unto the Lord, andif I die, |
1 die unto the Lord.”” During the evening
she sang several of her favoriteiymhs; and |
none present will ever forget the last one
she ever chanted in hier childhood home—
' Twill all be over soon.”’

The operation proved to be much more
serious than Surgeon Smith snticipated, as
he had given her azsurance that he believed
it would be suceessful ; but in this he was
deceived, as the tumor proved to be a
‘ Hibro cystic degéneration of the right kid-
‘ney.” The operation was performed on
Saturday afternoon, January 10th, extend-
ing through two hours and a half, and on
the following Tuesday morning she died..
At half past eleven o’clock on Monday
night, when informed that she would nof,
probably; live“through the night, she re-
ceived the anflouncement with most aston-
ishing composare, and upon being asked if
ghe had any ginessage o send her mother

replied, “ Ng-siothing particular: mother
and T tallked this all overbefore I left home
Just tell er, I am pot afraid to die.”  Her
death was calm, and with a smile upon her
countenanee, and deathless valor flaching
from her eye, she conquered mortal throes
and struggles, and entered her Father's
house of many mavsions.

On Thursday morning, January 15th, her
remains were carried to the Stewartstown
M. P. Church, where appropriate religious
services were observed, and after a sermon
by the writer from Isniah xi. 6-8,at least
five hundred persons looked for the last
time on Jennie'sface. The beautiful casket
was closed, and with slow tread the fu-
neral train followed her body to its burial.
The rites of sepulture were observed, and
by her father's grave we left her remains to
await the resurrection of the just.

Jennie is missed everywhere—in the Sun-
day school, in the church, in the Mite Soci-
ety, in the pastor's family, in the homes of
her friends, but O, how much more is she
missed in her own earthly homée, where her
aged mother realizes with overwhelming
-emphagis her lossand loneliness.  But, bless
God, Mother Anstine, unlike Rachel, is
comforted, knowing that Jennie has gained
the ‘° far away home of the soul,” and in the
hope of a happy and eternial reunion, will
patiently wait until she shall be privileged
to go over and see her husband and chil-
dren in the land of no death, where God
shall wipe away all tears and grant an eter-
nity of love and fellowship.

And now my wreath of fragrant flowers;,

‘Which love and friendship gave,

I place with loving pastor’s hand
Upon her new-made grave.

J. L, K1ILLGORE . '

sternUnion Telegraph Co.

OF BALTIMORE)CITY.
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SWEET SIMILIES.

BY JENNIE'S PASTOR.

The clouds o’erhung the azure sky,
And hid the sun of day,

When we the form of Jennie laid
Down in the graveyard clay.

The snow-flakes first baptized the tomb,
In which her body lies;

And then the sunlight pierced the clouds
And lighted up the skies.

And when behind the western hills
He passed away to rest,

His brightest ray of glory shone
Upon the grave we blest.

The new moon then smiled from above
And kiss'd the new made mound:

While all the stars of heavenly hlue
Gazed on the sacred ground,

The clouds were emblems of our grief,—
For great the loss to earth ;

While snow-flakes robed in saintly white,
Proclaimed her love and worth,

Whiter than snow, the Saviour's blood
Had washed her nature pure;

Her faith had touched the throne of God,
And made her hopes seeure.,

The sunlight grandly typifies
The glory to her given;

And faintly represents to us
How now she looks in heaven.

The new moon speaks with silver voice,

_Of Jennie's shining light,—

Now left to guide our trembling steps
To where there is no night.

The little twinkling stars of grace,
Sweet songs of lov nd down,

That we at last with Jennie may
Adorn the Saviour's crown,

And now, my wreath of flowers bright,
Which love and friendship gave,

I bring and place with pastor’s hand
Upon her new-made grave.

J 1%
Stewartstown, Pa., Jan, 15th, 1580,

KILLGORE,

AXNSTINE.

IdaFrances, youngest child

{of Rev. D. W. and Lida H. Anstine,
passed into the spirit land Monday even-
ing, March 19, 1894, aged 13 months and

20 days.
Another link is forged to-day
By the Angel Death to the mystic chain,
That reaches up from an earthly homa
To the one that lies in the far-away.
AMANDA Erizasura DENNIS.

Another Link.

INSCRIBED TO REV. AND MRS. D. W. ANSTINE,

BY AMANDA ELIZABETH DENNIS.

Another link is forged to-day,
By the Angel Death, to the mystic chain,
That reaches up from an earthly home
To the one that lies in the far-away.

A little link so golden-pure,
So slight, so frail and yet so strong,

Ah! the Angel Death, at the Lord’s command,

Leaves nothing weal or immature.

Another link—ah! the length’ning chain
Will gather its rings of mystic gold
One by one, as the years go by,

And loss is merged in eternal gain!

Another link—kiss the sweet, white lips
Of you darling, and lay her away
’Neath the roses, and lilies, and daisies,

Sweet guardians of life's eclipse.

This little link, so frail and so slight,

But lengthens the chain that is drawing your

souls
Up through the valley of sorrow and tears
Unto the marvelous city of light.
Berriy, Mp., March, 1894,
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Rev. (eorge Jeffrey Smith.

Rev. George Jeftrey Smith c]osqd
his life on earth at the home of his
father-in-law at Madison, Dorchester
county, Md., April 26th, 1900. Bro.
Smith was bornon Long Island, N Y.,
October 1, 1844. When a boy of
fonrteen years he was converted and
received into the Methodist Protest-
ant Church, near his home. His
primary education was received in
the publie scheols of the Island, but
he subsequently pursued his studies
in New York city. As he grew into
young manhood his thoughts turned
to the practice of medicine, and he
began a courseof study with the pur-
pose of devoting his life to that hon-
orable profession. Before completing
the course, however, he was constrain-
ed by what he recognized as the call
of God to abandon his cherished pur-
pose and enter upon the work of the

' (vospel ministry.

Pe was received nto the New York
Conference in 1865, but we do not
kuow definitely how long he remain-
ed in that body. He was subsequently
a membey of the Muskingum Con-
ference for several years. In 1875 Rev.
Dr. David Wilson, then president of
the Maryland Conference, secured his
services on Cambridge Circnit, which
had at the previous session been left
unsupplied. At the session of 1876
he was received into the Conference
and reappointed to that charge. And
for twenty-five years he has gone in
and out among us, bearing his full
ghare of the trials and hardships of
itinerant Iife. 1n these years he has
gerved the following charges in the
order named: Cambridge. Williams-
port, Leipsic, Franklin City, Felton,
Snow Hill, Crumpton, Reliance, Clay-
ton, Wilmington, Mt. Nebo, Poco-
moke and Frederica.

He was married December 17, 1879,
to Anne,the daughterof John Edward
Harrington, of Madison, Dorchester
county, Md. She was a faithful wife,
and valuable helper in all the work
of his ministry. Their home was a
place of cheerfulness and hospitality.

i The parsonage became the centre of
the best social lifa af tlie commnnity,
and all healthful activites of the
church were fostered and promoted
there. The charges which fell to
their lot were sometimes weak, and
the salaries small, but there was
cheerful acceptance of the situation
and bright faces and cordial welcome
for all who came to their door.

Brother Smith was never a very
vigorous man, and large circuits,
with long rides, and the strain of
special meetings were too much for
his strength. During the last few
vears it was evident to his friends
that his strength was failing, but he
loved his work and was unwilling to
give up while it was possible to con-
tinue in it.

Brother Smith loved literatureand
was happy to. be among his books,
with the magazinés and currentlitera-
ture of the day about him. He often
wrote for magazines and other peri-
odicals articles which were much ap-

. preciated by the publishers. His
| large store of information and fami-
| liarity with current events made
' him an entertaining and instructive
_ preacher. He had greab popularity
on some of his charges; the people
delighted to hear him. He was very
earnest in the presentation of essen-
tial Gospel truths, and in some places
his work was crowned with great re-
vivals and large ingatherings of pre-

‘His work is done.

cious souls. He had not, however,
the physical strength for a protracted
campaign of revival work.

He was one of the most genial and
companionable of men. He loved his
brethren in the Conference, and
greatly enjoyed association with them
at camp-meeting, or conference. On
the charges he seived he won the peo-
ple to himself by his firm social
qualities, as well as by his pulpit
ministrations. His spirit was loving
and cheerful, and his conversation
was entertaining and instructive. He
was a Christian gentleman every-
where, and wag always welcome in
the homes of his people.

The latter part of last year, at
Frederica, he reluctantly yielded to
the advice of his friends and went to
Madison, where he hoped to recuper-
ate. He anticipated the conference
session at Westminster, and longed to
meet his brethren there. When he
realized that he was not able to go it
was a great disappointment, and his
strength failed rapidly. He was con-
fined to his bed nine weeks. He spoke
of his departure as “going home,”
and said “they are waiting for me at
the river.”
Frank frequently the last night of
his life, and it was suabsequently

=

He called his brother |

learned that tkis brother died sud- |

denly in New York the same night.
His last intelligent expression to

wife and son when he could not

speak was to point up to the heavens.

dead who die in the Lord.”
well with him,

It is

“Blessed are the |

His funeral services were conducted

by Rev. 8. B. Tredway, assisted by
the Methodist Episcopal and the M.
E. South ministers of the community.

Business was suspended and the peo- |

ple of the whole vicinage came ‘to
show their love and respect for the
deceased ex-pastor.
in the Harrington lot of the Madison
burying-ground.

J. D. Kinzer, T.J. HAvymAN,

S. B. TRepway, T. P. PusEy,
D. W. Axsting, W. H. Wix.
Jlne 30, 1900.
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Married.

Brooks—McARTHUR.— Married
at the parsonage on Sunday, at 4
o’clock P.M., in the presence of
several relatives and friends by
Rev. J. T. Goldsmith, Mr. A. W.
Brooks to Miss Annie McArthur,
both of Magness, Ark., and both are
members of Qak Grove M. P.
Church.
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Rev. John Edward Tyson Ewell, 1.D-

Rev. John Edward Tyson Ewell,
M.D., was born in Accomac county,
Va., September 13, 1834. He was
converted at a campmeeting on
Tangier Island in 1853. On the
14th of January 1856, he was mar-
ried to Miss Arinthia Russell; was
received into the Maryland Annual
Conference in 1859, after having
served a few months as pastor of
Williamsport Circuit, by arrange-
ments with the President.

His energy and zeal were employ-
ed on the following charges in the
order in which they are here record-
ed.

Anne Arundel, Trough Creek,
Cecil, Caroline,Choptank,Delaware,
South Baltimore, Accomac, Patap-
sco, Ellicott City, Somerset, New-
town, Laurel Delaware, South Balti-
more, Accomac, Mariners, South
Baltimore, Delmar, Waverly.

After an illuess of three months
he closed his life on earth in Waver-
ly parsonage on the 7th of Novem
ber, 190z.

Doctor Ewell will be long remem-
bered by the conference especially
the charges he served, because of
what he was and what he did. His
kindness of heart and tender sympa-
thy secured him many friends who
will cherish his memory. He gained
a strong personal influence over
many people by his readiness to
sacrifice ease and comfort for their
moral and spiritual benefit.

As a preacher he was earnest,
practical and forcible. His clear
voice and ready utterance greatly
assisted him in his very successtul
work. His preparation for the pul-
pit was conscientiously and care-
fully made. He knew what he
wanted to say, and appreciating the
dignity and responsibility of his
ministry, his preaching was ‘“‘in de-
monstration of the Spirit, and of
power.”’

As a man of faith he believed in
God, and believed God. In accept-
ing the Bible as the word of God,
he fearlessly preached, as he under-
stood it, ‘‘all the counsel of God,”’
and had no apology to make to
these who felt aflicted by his plain |
presentation ot the truth. He held
the sword of the Spirit with a strong,
firm and unyielding grip, and
wielded it frequently with great :
power and success. Fully con- |

vinced that the Lord had called him
into the ministry, and that loyalty
to Christ required him to remain in
the active work as long as his health
permitted, he continued to preach |
until his physical strength was so
completely exhausted that the emi- |
nent physician who carefully studied |
his case and prescribed for him, lost
all hope of his recovery. ;
He believed in his church, and =
loved it, and entertained the con- |
viction that its distinctive princi- |
ples were so important that a Meth-
odist Protestant Church was needed
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everywhere, and he labored earnest- |
ly and constantly to effect such an
organization whenever it was possi-
ble to do so. He never lost his zeal =
or el_xthqsmsm, or hope for the de- |
nomination he served so faithfully
and efficiently, :
A member of the committee has
well said:—“Dy Ewell was chiefly
a man of deeds. He was a clear
thinker, and an able and acceptable
preacher, but he was 3 worker, who
worked_ himself, and made others i
work.Wlth him. He was naturally ¥
a busmes’s man, quick to see a good R
opportunity and take advantage of '
1t, and this talent he used for the
church.  His voice is now silent in
death, but his works follow him,
and will follow him as long as the \
congregations he gathered, and the
churches he built shall be used to
promote the glory of God and the
salvation of men, Many are now
living who gave themselves to God
under his ministry, and the Mary-
land district is richer in property and
m_eml_)ership because he lived and
died in the Maryland Conference.’’
Frop1 another member of the
committee the following has been
received: ‘‘Dr. Ewell was a good
man, and a faithful, true and useful
minister of Jesus Christ. His name
will not only be preserved among
us in the beautiful memorial window
which the Sunday-school placed in
our new Crisfield Church, but we
will revere his memory for what he
was, and what he did.”
His remains were taken to Cris
field,and interred in the cemetery of
that place. The funeral services
were held in Mt. Pleasant Church, |
and were conducted by the chair- |
man of the committee, assisted by
Revs. D. W. Anstine,W. S. Phillips
and W. N. Sherwood, and Rev. S.
N. Pilchard of the M. E. Church.
We commend to the grace of our |
Lord the widow and children of our
dear brother,
J. M. HoLmEs, ' : \
Wn. S. HAMMOND, B
A. D. MeLVIN, ‘
G. S. McCrEADY,
C. J. SroLr,
G. S. WHEELER,
Committee.
JAMES EDWARD PHILLIPS

Mr. James Edward @ Phillips died
hig morning at his. home on Linden
\ve., from an illness resulting from
. complication of diseases.

Mr, Phillips was a faithful and
oyal member of Friendship ‘M. E.
‘hurch, South, being Superintendent
£ the Sunday School for twenty

He is survived by a widow, .N[rs.
jallie Clara Phillips and the following
‘hildren: Mrs. . T. Smith, Mrs. Rob-
2t R. Vincent, C. Hollie, Edward Lee,
3. Harold, Mrs. Lynn Marshall, all of
his_county, Miss Mamie and Rus-
iell Phillips, of Baltimore, Md., two
srothers, Joseph E. and Charles M.
Shillips, two sisters;. Mrs. Wm. Mar-
:haltrand Mrs. Q.. W. Smith, ‘all of
his.county. e :
'I-}']I?u{:-era1?'services“ will be held at : :
driendship Church March 7Tth at 2 P.
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jates of onr parsonage greeted on Xmas

RESIGNATI ON,

I ORD, WE WOULD NOT DICTATE To THEE,
E ' EN THOUGH @UR HEARTS apg, EROKEN;
V AST }S THY KNOWLEDGE OF THE BEST
I N ALL THY WAYS, TO MARE uys ESL:"‘:S’:;
H EAVEN AND EARTH THOU DpoOST DT_IEOLL:

U NTO THY SIGHT THEIR BEST UNFOLpD.
B Y THY GREAT T
Y TI—'EY GREAT POWER HEI R PILLARS o
2 ND WRAT IS BEST FOR SAINTS BELOW,
R ICH LOVE THBOUGH GRACE,

D EATH AND BEREAVEMENT IN THY HAND,

A NCHOR OUR LOVES IN HEAVENLY LAND:
N OW IN THESE HOURS OF TEARS AND
# S AVIOUR IN THEE WE FIND REL]EF:
T 6 OUR SAD HEARTS, WE SAY ~''BE sTI
1 T IS OUR LOVING FATHER'S wrpp:'’
N 6T LONG UNTIL,PAST,I1S ALL PAIN®
E ARTH LEFT,wE'LL LEVI AGATN,

Lo : /f'/rr-'-.-.', } ”
/ R
OTE= THE ABOVE ACROSTIC WAS WRITTEN EY REV ¥,M;_’_”:WWW 4 a
Js Lis KILGORE Ds Ds JAN 25,1888, onN THE Ofoislds &m/ﬁm/} J_‘&:‘
TEATH OF LEVI HUBBARD ANSTINE,. > ! :
L]

Not with mirth and gladness weve the in-

morn: but with grief and sadness—becanse

the Angels came and took away the soul of

litle Levi Hupsarp, son of Rev. 1. U. and

E. €. Apstin, aged 14 months. Little Levi |

hadnot only entwined himself around the |

hearts of Lis parents, but others, and his lit- |

tle form is sadly missed. He was a great |

sufferer and it is enough to say. those who !

have sustained the stroke, are the ones who i

feel deepest the pang. ~Whilst we, with all 1

onr affeetion and sympathy, can only say it |

18 “God’s will, and his ways are past finding |

out.”  Fatlier, mother—little Levi has only |

faded on earth to bloom in Heaven, O! ; -~ :

then look throueh your blinding tears and |

see the goodness of the Lord. Interment at i

East New Market, Rev. A. W. Mather, offi- i

ciating, A FRrIEND. |
Seagord, Del, i !

THOU WILT BESTOW,
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ever in life’s transactions, will live hap-

one source of wealthalways ashis com®

mand.
He will fear hordun, -

s For he'll owe noonc.

py and peaceful with his family, and all }
his neighbors, and above allhe will have j

Oh! that these heart thoughts of our poet
might be written in letters of living light upon
| an emblazoned banner andswung Across the
| pathway of every young man and woman, to

be looked upon as soon as they cross the thresh-

: [ old into life’s realities.

Life is too brief to be spent in idleness. The

l journey from the eradle tothe graveis too shorb

e need never dodge dnto by streets,
or run up blind alleys, -stay home from'|
| pie-nics or pnblic’placeg,"to avoid meet-
ing angry ereditors. Tis batcher -and
haker will bring him no '_half-yeaflybum‘
swollen indtems and amounts far be

yond'his catentutions. In |

to go unimproved. Too many bright and bean-
tiful flowers grow along thie road of life to be
loft withering and dying for the want of hands
to cultivate them. .

In thisland of plenty, with so many profess-
ions, trades and occupations, there is no nne_d
for any one to remain idle.. “The harvest is
great, ‘but the laborers are few.” And why are
they “few?’ Why are there so many idlers, so
many vagrants upon our streets and public

¢ 9. Truo, niany ofsthem are de-

: i 7ill be golden thoroughfares
Prousdiii i mamm “TIH golde ‘-as’ 5 and old, but they were once young, and

jin business, . ..

| The train of evils that debt occasions
can never be fully estimated or describ
ed, 1t leadsifio discontent and poverty,
and only too often to positive dishonesty,
| while it'is of unegnalled power.in pro.
dueing restless nights and miserable
days. As times, get harder we must

crepit )
| no doubt strong and hearty ; but having slgcnt
l] a life of uselessness, dwarfing their physical,
mental, moral ability, they can do nothmg to-
day, even though they were wont to. They
aro objects of pity as well as of shame. There
is no charity in supplying them: with brc{lld
and clothes, for this is to encourage them in
their lazy, zood-for-nothing life. 'l‘hcy are of
little use in this world, and perhaps will be of
Jess use in the nuxt. Suppose, 11 early life,

they did meeb with misfortune or were thrust

tivity frustrates the very design of his crea-
tion, whereas an active life ie the best guardian
of virtue and thegreatest preservation of health,

Thomas Carlyle has said that the world has
“one monster—the idle man,”’ and the Turks have
g proverb “that the devil tempts industrious
men, but idle men tempt the devil,”—but
above and bheyond all this we read ‘““This we
command you, that if any wonld not work,
neither should he eat.”—IT Thess., 3, 10.

Dear reader, are you an idler? Are you sat-

| isfied to live on the earnings of others? Do

you plead “bad health’” while they are feebler
than you? Areyou spending your hours in
ntter idleness, while even your motherand ais-
ter are pricking their fingers with the needle,
or skinning them at the wash-tub to keep you
in bread and butter, and hide your lazy carcass
with decent clothes? We trust yom are nos,
but there are hundreds of young men doing
this very thing, allowing themselves to be de-
pendent, enfeebling their health, content yrith
nothing, save demoralizing idleness; sowing
the seeds of dissipation in their youth and ex-
pect the fruits of age will be a good eonstitu-
tion, elevated affection, and holy principles.—
The man who digs in the snow-drift, expecting
to find ore, or the one who plants seeds npon
the waves of the Atlanti¢, hoping to reap a
harvest therefrom, is no more foolish than
they. If you desire a virtuous and happy life,
in youth you must shape your character by the
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-7THE BELL ON THE ROCK. ™ oot A . :
3 — P TN, Frec )l L. Al Téason why §0 many young people | S
¢ BY A, C, P. ] are led astray is the fact that temptation z?d- { 4 \
{ dﬁcsscs them with all the grace of manner, and \'THE PH"-‘ h :
A i o ) 8 |
| Thé incident upon whish this baflad is| ::lqntll:g jlnl(.'l.ll...l.tl(}ll of beauty. Iivery art that
founded, I disgovered in a Sunday Schoolpa- the ym](':ll: liiu:,l\’t:)(,\blllt‘tziip'Tclilihurc and destroy e ¢
r, soveral years ngo.—. o ° YOURgZ IS executed. 1Tho' one ‘great engi-
L N R R 74| arosetrom 1 neer, who, in the beginning, cast up the high. SERGEANT HARRY H, WYLIE THLLS
Listen to the mad Atlantie i | dor his majesty way to destruction, has been employing count- i i
Wildly.dashing on the lea, i {'ll::}lw_rtmued: less laborers ever since in keeping the road . OF “WATER CURE.
While its breakers ever roaring, - ! lL.ulel:nI:-Tﬁvlil:ﬂ)}‘l fu 0]13u1}, but because the spider weaves his web is -
Tell & story of the sea. 7 riser, . Triaaapis ?\:mtt-“'— reason why the fly should dart into it?
r_ o o _ Sy by iy, Pt ;a?uc;;f 0\1!1 5 but thelwch.tthg trap, th% den, the | A Baltimorean Who Is Now at the
e S R blotdy b g cursion 1o the 1y 8 ce are places to be scorned a
g q?l'lmfﬁy-bilii'“?ao'e: SR 2 L Cree entered. Leave t.}r;c spider alone in hi:dglgl?; Maryland General Hospital Re=
' e AWEW / 08k {1 ard oclodk, AL ML The and you will soon starve him out fon for
; &t JFURNE 410 SUERe, | ﬂ‘\“‘gf t,_“e \;‘ork Farnace, %h ( If the minds and hands of our .';'oung people covering From an Operation
Many leagues away from shore,, Hrive.ot two hours. re we fonnd \: T il 2 o 4
et R sl would ba 1ok drun kavis rares, snd. b forw Appendicitls, Telis of Some of
- % i ; 0 sit to the “tStepd. TE party-o E8S (runkard’s graves, an ut few
Vesselssqiling in the dariness, sist of 15 many gr‘]‘r\mm,gs uﬂ:gg.p;rﬁms- St desolate homes; the furfows {lpon Sothols His Experiences and Observations |
! 'ﬁmg&gg—a;d‘mne?cmh ‘ i ;-Illu'ﬁcl;?"nsn L}‘llfl:i Sl ;"“;‘?“é‘. i pL TR brow would not be so deep, and father's foot- in the New Possessions—Partici-|
¢ ¢ ey upon it : ' 33 - her of lidies fnd gentle steps would not be i |
i i s L j Jowe found it & sufficient Gnotes %ﬂr sl i 1d not be so tottering. Oh! young 1
y With ﬂm&_rp:,ﬁdpuscrewgwmlosr i ;lf.‘e\t?neymv\ov‘gur:‘g&r 4 n_nlw b..?;g::.:;"ym-,ﬁ’o E}‘-t\f:,It}?lsol\lctl;illlg.ﬁ I% thus far 13 life you pated in the Expedition wnmhl
! s e T e 3 f spaired tow benutiful litils grove, situgt- ave had no well defined intentions, begin now. ris.
Many a weather-beaten sailor h(cln?_fgwleeg t.hia canal and river, liace Wwe pirtook of Lf you have allowed your schoulday's tﬁg 20 by Set Out to Rescue Hamlet Jarvis:
! Long inured to storm and shoek, Imudg 0'[“;‘)“!"?;; )‘f}’:lell‘ﬁ :l.-t-t, ﬁ,ifé’ﬁﬁg :g{r;':grat‘!}glt:l- :_l':;;;-u.prl}\'cd, and are not qualified to enter the Natives Hxceedingly Treacher- '
{ L(;:;g inured to ofean dangers, }:nc.llue-fs. Bat ayeanust hasten on, the sun hadnow a tx\usluoj "i;’mq h(‘)nol-;zbl.c profession, then learn Al Number of Slklrmishes. |
| ew the danger of the reck:” m%}g]:élﬁfﬂuaﬁnndgaﬁ ?ioufmgupon us gliowers bl ltlt 111' }t(}nE have not ingenuity enough —In o Numhbe Sic I
: - il L imignse heat, but youth and pleasure are mottabe | you to do this you can, at least, use an > r K fes of |
{ Knew fall well the band of pirates, L’n:‘]:}tlcl‘r.‘ll;g ;hm&dﬁgéo%gwc.fﬁgg?ﬁm&?mq% ! :;.]xe, asledge or a mattock and spade. " To dig Maccabepans: Deadly JEa e |
| Watehing from their cursed deck Captain, calmly fioatin d‘owaﬁhe-t‘:inal. thrra | | ﬁlb éuallu.l:ttmn is just us honorable as to do the the Tagnlogs. |
; Waited forthe goad ships striking, hagto endure the corchivy rays of heat fhat cuine D:S.i tch“'h”é”“ 1““"1‘” thearchitocture. Topre- {
! 5 y aubroken, upon us. The ride stemed s lomg | ¢ stone and mortar is as impor 8 - ;
! Tosurround:and rob thewreck. ?g‘(ﬁ{‘e‘:{g&f&%ﬁ Ia';‘th:‘vcemi;i!ed '(lbea[ht, of .1_ht-'1glfl:1§: lay the architrave. Do not think,pbe:::::::cuyég Sergt. Harry H., Wylle, who lives at 1809 |
_ ere 18,4 legeé: “of ~this can 1 q Thon f . B gt, Harry . ’ £ S
By and by, some noble seamen,—- pluce, stating that at the timethe.glh o Tk l9t O oereat thmg'.s, AR will do mth‘.ng'_ -\'ort-lr Appleton street, and who Is 2 patlent
this part of the Uni he tiny flower, growing in the most hidde AR 3 i 3
] (Gladly we their story tell), e M'!;'c";:- géaf-og_:u&_r; retreats of the forest, was placed thcraf,orlsc;u;?: at the Maryland General Hospltal, recoyer-
‘ g = 1 3t, was ple ‘ 3 :
%;fgi:fdtz befr:gnd th;ir Er-;lthers, ;'llgsrtftﬂ’h' Py 'Jélge they derive I‘llll'POSO- So you, in your sphere, can do some- ing from an operation performed last Thurs-
pon the rock a bell. other strange and interesting sto thing, not only for yourself, : ; dtis, serv ro years inth
o RO v 2 Ty y for yourself, but help sweeten day for appendicitis, served two years Inthe
pomeear kot whether thoysaze the lives of others. ' Do not ; p g, !
£ ¢ . d B ry + Islands y hirty-
Rigged it 50 the billows rung it; know. ~ Ask of glder heads than mi SIS ers. Do not say you can’t for Philippine Islands in Company K, T
g’erthsu 18 rod t:n s B 14 4 story that originated u century.ago -53011 can ; do not forfeit your manhood, do not "fifth Regiment, Volunteer Infantry. He saw
. e Euea to s through the medium of tradition. degrade yourself so much as to say you can't— the  “‘water cure” administered numerous
Tolled {t& solemn notes of warning, .\ns’\ylt!m!nudi}!g the solitnde of the | :c-lmt is a mean word. Do not spend your time 1 : |' F55 ‘dered It himself a !
Agabove therock it swung. :3::?31]i?\t:-c}];;:,ﬁ!f[i-“z,.?'“?{.110 the pers in idleness upon the streets, or lounging in the Les: 5 1Emt res 3 and Oldrru ,‘ ms;‘ ,,u. !
: Looking up ll.nerlve‘:- \;r::.e:??:u;ﬁe e + storesspufling at your pipe or cigar, thinking pumbeE _0 TS TG S \L-b.l
Then & wicked pirate captain comingin torents, beating with mmdse fury ng.‘nim\-t because the merchant sold you the tobacco you beaten with the butt ends of rifles and their |
Curs'd the sea-Bell’s warniag note, the rooks, that here and fliere appear ahove fhesur- | | WUst needs befog his storcraom with its smoke. heads beaten against walls, and also saw the |
Hasten'd with hisvielous comrades ‘Il“é(elillir‘lllll]l{Iiloﬁo(:llrl?f‘g;u:agilwn ?“lc Etreain and you sec Do not spend the bright hours of yourlife hum- Ameriean soldlers burn nearly the whole of
To the rock in open boat. you behold, on either uidce,' fr‘]g‘u‘;‘t?‘? 3&“&‘1’5&3‘1&‘]‘: ;Hlpg_ love songs, reading trashy literature, a viliage where his battallon had been sta-
s - ¢ = mw:lm wtim ]uu\lr green forests. The soene iSone of ;:;;:;;1“2 ﬂtll'iﬂ‘-ftl}i‘i or attleglding places of tioned for nine months.
: Now no longer may the billows grandenr to the lover of nature.  After spending a ement, but busy yourself in the highes 154 7 altl = 1
i Toll this signal bell,” said e much time here as we conld, some of the p‘ﬁnﬂy %_,n‘f | employment of which your nature is caﬁ’ablet Sergeant W yl‘lo Is a llalnn‘mreun and was
1 B e e et = " gaced in fishing, others taken up with other amuse- | | and then you will die in the consciousness ; a member of Cotnpany A, Fifth Reglment, |
Sunl-‘xvit ;ee;lnt:iﬁ:::a.om. 3?5{'?:\%fﬂ“;‘}ﬁ.ﬂ‘,‘,’lﬁ"{;‘,u‘;"“‘“ﬁ“{d jg“m“-" wisminde, | | having done your best O and of the detnchment that was unsuccess- |
; 4 y minntes brought us in J 1adi ¢ fully & reseue Hamle vis 1 the
= 10 the Purnace, and by the time the san was sinking Our young ladies of to-day, who are to be fully sent to rescue Hamlet Jaryls from the
/ e behind' the western hills we  were T S the wives and h : i IMlipinos, Jarvis being aftersvard killed.
sed.on 3 L : 2 & all on the roud o and mothers of the next generation pinos, vis belng
Years passed.on ;i the pirate captain ol respestive homes, Bt before ©@nse, permit e | | Should now prepare themselves f : e Sergeant Wylle was st tioned at San Miguel
Over many seashdad been, ' 10 gry that we received the best of maat;upmu fl‘d%l and TBSPOI]S?IJ“EJ".:‘.M'-‘; fcmse V?ES I'f('m tf][J‘E S : t‘r.-,ﬁun M I ‘;11“{1 ; th ; tT
But the God who rulesthe ocean ilie people living at York Furace, particularly the SEERRILLICD Oied Tedi U 8 Clerols and De Mayuma. He sald that the natives
Ne'er forgot hiffearful'sin, ! -‘{ﬁ}_“,’ﬁ%ﬂll‘l“ who hias charge of the \\'E;i;;hl-Iuck.' who Stjlillct'hanlg for you to do besides sitting in the were exceedingly treacherous. Several times
: . L{m}m ilﬁlcilg;!i‘f;frpi]f‘:;igig(.? us the plan of weighing {:‘idn[:)l ml&n&m.nng‘upnu thi koy-board of the they pretended to tell the American soldiers
3 = e g 1ts cargo, ‘ é i oing fancy work. is i T, :
N:)ghtg%;fnfigﬂg?“d st:)rm} ) m-gut;-ilﬁsgr}iiﬁar& Sqn“fumy ?ﬂs been in progress for | [ well in its PI-’:CE. but your z;ll‘gt}ftés,a}tllr:fég (O B R R Ahme”l-
2 as b s, 1e winter seasgn is very 2 rad 7 iz : z. = £ ans 3 3 ‘here :
{ W}';n e 1(.11 _ha?t edco y At AS greadiisaliiF taterast h(::lii‘; t;ﬂ;grjml!?l;:"’ weighed down with years, cares and sorrow, cans out of f]i:L town, whereupon the c" urch
{ en again, with bloody purposg, the farmers, a8 well as the young men of the heruls. | | Deeds your hands to help lighten her burden. bells would ring, and {his would be a slgnal
Sailed the former pirate host, :)1'.1;13138?} sz;;lcr ere I tiré your patience, T will close | 1{1 your father is wealthy this does not free you to Filipinos iyiug In ambush that the Ameri-
. i nteresting account of onr ple-nie, but [ heg | from the work the Master desi ans were conching.
! Wildly rolt’d the rising billows, you, allow me here to pay & tribute of n's‘peca tomy | | Then— = L O 1) G m'~“.‘,\lll msp.“-“.u s 6 lscharged March 1
| Quddent FSarto] 'sh ook highlyesteemed friend J, H. Leib, Esq., who was the | Sergeant Wylie was discharged March 1, |
: By B | i o PO s T vl States a1 s-
: & uddeniy & fear. : il E‘(?illlldlcr of the above mentioned society, and thronzh | “Be good, dear girls, and let who will be elev L0 L P Blesthe = d tlil‘-l- pnlted \{tl'”-‘ ”!]llr ‘.’.'l";
} “omes, as there the pirate vesse| n 108¢ paruest and unfailing efforts the Society to- Dao noblc’thing? not dream t 11d T i AT e e e
Crashes on that very roclk. duyiowes ler strength and fortitude. May God And so make life, de iem all day long, pleurisy. He was ordered to leave and did
: . g,g:.‘i‘;;}anl}:\l?:llxobt‘; cﬁqc;m wmll Aucceap R and (oithe One é:rund. &-éf{coﬁ?é]}" Bud ihoyEsc e vEr s0, and was operated on at Denver, Col., lust
" BDICLY, iish yon God-speed inthe Literary work - S ) b, Serged Wrylle i interview
High above the sound of breakers you have s0 bravely undertake el October, Sergeant Wylle In an intervici
| ‘Rose the sinnétd® gurgl ng yell, 3 L-&-Ol‘[“:’:hpcﬂ‘fu“\' s ] There are no fragments in life of more im- yosterday said:
! Never wid'a nots o Warhlg : 3 W o }}‘(;l't:mtﬁ to us t%mu the moments and the hours. The Water Core.
- ) 5 T — ! 1e golden sunbeams ought to be gathered ©1 was In a number of skirmishes and saw
= b¥{He friendly bell.. = i v = - ; g gathered up C
il [?9 ‘f-_!-s:\ Ly 9*" 2 f REwp’ yodr promise to' the letier, be ‘“{T]d ‘:’gv(ﬂl into & web ofketern:tl brightness.— \}“’ “'“"I-fi' L'“"‘-‘] “d}“l“if""“]""‘l = "“"‘h"f of
{ : - : . - ¢ are all weavers, worki L3 t sg, The mode of procedure wias to plnce
Down they"'sank nto t_'he s, = prompt s‘ind exactand it will sive’ much | of life"’—weaving :1’ web ;Fggiluligvnof-hg w%]gogi' lll:[t*“n;lll\‘:- on lllljisl I)a,u':l[( :‘uul spread hlm, t-uglu
And the “quick ning waves - ‘trouble’and care through life, and win for | shame, and— fashion. His outstretehed hands would be
By the rock in fary leaping, =~ | vou the respect i nhsr o sdu i b e held and a gag placed in his mouth. Water
Tondly how'ld above their graves, | | > Tes] and'frust of your friends. IBUSI}}'I ?leasc_lcsslvy‘ goes the loom, would be poured iuto him until he consented
t e S o E e T .\]:]hhﬁllég“}hgé]f}Eﬁ‘,cﬂ::l(i.fl?negnygr’l’)‘rf;é‘lﬁ 'l}?eomi to answer questions, and sometimes no
: . "‘—R' _E ; dh: [Written for the Maryland Journal.] ‘And the woof is wound in the Warp of fate: f;}l‘:‘”“l:f] ‘zil,”‘]l.(llll'l(;.‘u:(lll I“L'“i"l“t‘\1“:;::"&”::‘( l‘“:]:":_""
b - . : : - : ; gos at I saw the water cure
& PAY. A You Go.—John - == UE, . Do Something. “Qlick, click |—there’s & thread of loye woven in, |[ administered was for two hours, and in 4
once declared that the philosopher’s %}'ickr, clif:k !l—an({tﬂe‘r Ofﬁv'mil'% undusii;]; pumber of cages I saw thie man becowa un-
X 5 - z r HI S F at a checkered thing this life will be ansceions.  From his expressions 1 would
i ofthe wwords, “Pay as BY. D. W. A. AL e ¢ ] fe wil conselons om hls exj
gtone cg;r?!_}sxsped et B Y , i When we see it unrolled in eternity.” imagine the feclings of the mun to be as
you gos - ‘ . | “In the world's broad fleld of battle,— Y ETATH - 3 3 those of a man drownfug. I did not see any
The man who will select and keepin'| < lil)xttltiale‘_baxl-{%cgrfi life— o1 thgé“;g{égl ()‘}r[‘;otr‘;f’“]]’;;iﬂtt;g gge;‘]gi‘ff;‘;;fga injurlous ufter effects.
; e ; s ! ! & Aoleh i S R gsE = S p ) “The cure was usually administered by
mind this ﬂl}tle maxim, and leed it Be & fiero in the strife! by~ Man was never intended to be idle; inac- the Muceabean scouts. They are dendly ene-

mies of the Tagnlos, the natives of the proy-
ince where we were stationed, and delighted
to torture the Tagalos. The water cure ls a
torture, nlthough It I8 necessary to mako
them talk. American soldiers would fte-
quently be pregent at the cure and sometimes
help, and [ have ordered the cures. Non-
commisisoned officers would frequently be
present and belp, and although 1 do not think
that the cdptains ordered any cures to be
mude, I koow that prisoners were turned
over to the Maccabees by them, and they
lnew the treatment that they would recelve.
The water used was clean, and I never siw
anything but that used for the purpose.

“T have also seen natives beaten with butt
ends of rifles and their heads beaten against
things to make them giye up Information,
but I never saw any but natives supposed to
he soldiers treated in that manner or given
the water cure, We were stationed {n the
village of San Miguel from November, 1809,
until’ November, 1900,

Fired the Town.

“Tor six months the natives were firing
almost continuously, and we got tired of it.
About two weeks before we left we set fire
to the town and burned the best part of it.
It numbered 15,000 Inhabitants, and the
gtruetures were mainly huts.

“The people In the village had been very
tregchierous, and several times when detach-
ments left town, gulded by some of them,

i m ical, but it is to 3 - :
Jearn to be more ecouem ¢k 4 iondless intoa cold world. If there is any % isd Jant jn_your
e hoped fhat times will soon be getting : :‘:]1:1,]1,1 urL 1;:111hm-d in the intelligent beings the :‘,vgg;dmotiilzz?;eﬁ;%t“zﬁtﬁg}’ and-plaht Singy to go to Eiliplio camps the ehurch bells
would be rung to give warning to the I711i-

¢ Creator has plactd Tn this word that isthe time

Wicomico, Sepf. 20th, 1882,

pinos in ambush that we werc comling. The

Witer, .
Lo":};mn let us conclude 48 wWe b{agan by ' to show it. YWho has not, atsometime or other, % i g
-1,3"1;;- tw the man who 18 seeking hap=" ;.4 o greater or less misfortune to battle commanding officers did not glve orders to
8 1 g * i1l do v el to earr it Ll artienlar credit is due tho man purn the town, and we dld it on our own re-
ARET an el wealbh witliaosWe s Lol CaYE against ? NO PATRE G Riisonae ponsibility, Hamlet Jarvis, a former men-
in gt and ractice in bis Jifeé  who has been carried through this world “on Aty LT i e
wart, an p . Py a8 fovory beds of ease,”’ and the man who i8 tr* per of the Fifth Regiment, wis a mi mber of |
Johp ‘~1d0]ph ’3 greab maxim, ¥ asg flow oy sinles t,.u'[, to the trust God F 2 " | my. reginient, and when ho was captured by
o vE% PR 1 to the world in which he &% & | the Eillpinos I'was one of ndetnchment sent f3
: q j given hini, anc ¢ do and to dare B, > o | o try and reseue him. We were unsuccess- ||
: | must be willing td do & 2 - = . s . + : ful, and Jarvis was afterward boloed and
‘ 5 o iy L Kiiled.
. ] el R
v 3 : -4 x




IN DEMORIAM.
Death, dike the frosts of springtime,]
| has been uif:piug the early Howers;
| flowers just Beginning to unfold their |

[ petals in the activities of life, are blight-¥"2nd, “Ie that belicreth in Me, though he £ “She

| od, fude and die. Only a few days ago, §
| and we gently laid the hody of Miss Clarg

| Conlboutn to.rdst in the gi':f{‘\(‘-;’.il s

| Friendship M. B. Church. To-day the]
{ sqd rites of sepultpre were observed iny
| the same grave-yard over the form of {5
Mary IL, daughter of Ed. P. and EmilyJ

= . St

= ey S RS
rue we cannot follow a depart

dith our natural vision, and see its Posi-
tion and condifion in the mysterious

L bevond, but the Bible telis me that “He |

gt belicveth on the Son hath cverlasting life.”
wert dead, yet shall e live ; and whosoever
liveth and believeth Tn: Me, shall never dic.”
Upon this declaration of Christ himself
ua‘.d‘:iin)n the evidences we have of a con
verted soul we found our hope and belief.
FI)O‘\VC. know she was converted ?
During those first moments of Christ’s

X a e
ed soul | od eannot,

]

-y
He
i limits of the few zindred tios of 1
{ circle, buf it overflows an
) freshingsshower fall into
I of others.

: hosie-
L lets. the
e preriieTal

O

stretcheth out

her Land to the
j Poor ¢ yea, she reacheth forih her h
| y -2 v
fioithe needy,

¢ While busied’ w
P i e o e
Mer (dDmMestic nLe,

the sick, fo

and
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ith the many o
: : oL

Yo JIOwey T 1

\-IU - cloflic {lre desutute
swiliitthe Iinen her own hands had woven,

and supply thethe nee

|
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LrLeNox, wife of Jones Bounds, born |
August 26th, 1798, died March 80th, 1887, |
Her home was near Friendship, Worces-
ter county, Md. ““Auntie’” Bounds (she
was known best by that name) was a type
of true womanhood. Her influence wag
the sheet-anchor of the society in which
she moved ; and this influence was due
not exclusively to the fascination of her
charms, but chiefly to the strength, uni-
vrmily and consistency of her virtues :
maintained under 80 many sacrifices, and :
with so much fortitude and heroism. She |
Was just such a woman as iz described |
in the last chapter of Proverbs—a virtnous -

¥

; Hamlet

YOUNG MARYLANDER
AMONG THE MISSING.

Jnrvis, Thirty=-fifth Volun
.4‘_-(-r-x, UG oe-Eafitar n-l_l
iy Pilipinos.

The PFiret,aud Third Rattalions®ef the
Mhirvey-fifth Volunfeer Regiment, gonsist-
fng of 20 ofticers and 532 nen, afriyved at San
Frandéisco from the Phillppines on Sunday
night on the transport Thomas., Among the
missing privates of Company € Is a AMary-

~presence woman—careful, industrious, frugal and

kind. She divided her husband’s sorrows, |
increased his joys, lifted the veil from his
heart, and threw sunghine amid the dark-
est scenes of his life. As an enthroned
queen in her home she swayed the sceptre
of love, devolion and tenderness over her
household, sorrowing for the erring ones,
but firmly believing in a prayer-answering
God. Ibisnot saying too much, yet it is
saying all we can gay: ¢ Auntie’’” Bounds
was a Christian, she possessed those qual-
ities, which, tempered and expanded by
1to all around 7| divine grace, made her ome. In all the
Wealk, curbing the | activities of her life, the azitations of her
. 1| mind, the aff\ ctions of her heart, her Say-
dour was pre-eminent. Her last and least
thought was of herself. Bhe was not so
careful to adorn her body as she was
i to have her soul clothed with *‘ strength
and honor.”

‘When twenty-one years of age, she gave
her heart to the Saviour, and for three
score and eight years she toiled up the
steps of Zion, not tiring of the way but
her faith grew stronger with every step, !
and her hopes brightening in happy anti
cipation of the saints fruition. She first
united with the M. E Church (1819), in
1834 with (and who afterwards became her
husband) Bro. Jones Bounds, she withdrew
from that Church and, with seven others,
were received into and constituted what
3 of her life, the agitation of her || was then Friendsllljip M. I; (c})hmchi Sugw

afftion of v hear .+ || Hill Circuit (now Pocomoke Circuit),under
Hour  was 16-.1. (.,n'(f- thII'],lL. T%ti‘. ,{1?1 Il the pastorate of Stephen Taylor, of this
10Ur was pre-eminent, 1er 1ast ant | Church. She cunﬁnuedacousistent member
of herself. All els¢ [} until the day she died—fifuy-three years.
ith little thought of || Under her roof the weary itinerant found a
She was Hot so careful to | kome, and no doubt but that many of our
hoverhens older ministers, whose privilege it was to

B, Ve HSTH be her pastor, can recall many happy hours
Wity 'sirepgih and ¥ gpent in ¢ Auntie's’’ society. Next to her J

J || Saviour she loved the M. P. Church, and
|| next to her Bible TeE METHODIST PRO
!| tRsTANT. Her worth to our Courch at
{| this place is inestimable. ‘‘Many daugh-
ters have done virtuouely, but thou ex.
cellest them all.”’ Her husband, though
he is eighty-six years of age and stricken
with paralysis, is still with us, and may
the Divine Hand that has lead him thus
far, lead him gently to the end.

D. W. ANSTINE.

{ Bounds. 1 : in her heart, throwing her [ows hands Ead prepat: ¢
| All loved Mamie, (3-5:5}19 was familiarly Sanms il.l“)‘itlml her mother's neck she ex- fwas toftarn the face of fhe sad upw
{ called) as was explained by the long~ claimed Mother, T am saved!” Nothing |ilie God she worshipped ‘and adored—to
| fameral train that slowly followed to the | hut :L_l{l“_ojuﬂieed sectarianism or an infi-| drop in their hearts; as shet dropped o
place of burial. del could doubt the genuineness of suchflin the
| On the morning of the I13th inst. just § conversion, and the eternal safety Oﬁf"\'n:-"ful.

| a= the day began to dawn upon this_}. the soul that thus trusts in Him. If wel 3
| earth, her eternal day dawned upon her & ¢annot found our faith upon Christ and I faith in the promises ofher Lord strencth- |
lin the brightness of a glorified realm. | dils.promises. we are miserable indeed. | ening with every atep sho (uok ;5’1;‘).;1‘;1'(_."3‘
' The long hours of tender and patient ©  Just before closing her eyes to thei| road, in that silent, sweet and in:pi-c,-;.-i-.-;‘
watching had ceased, hearts that were § li_'_:l_!'t of this world, when “just stcpping[\‘::ly she pre t
| glready bowed o grief were made sad- e, she \\-'hi;x*peror:i,a?isa if to the unseen ilwr, eneou
| derstill by the stroke; the home that lla'(‘_.] i One—
| never realized the cruel ravages of death | “Saviour, source of every blessing,
| iz now shronded in the gloom of bereave- Tune my heart to sing Thy praise.”
ment. Sadly the news “Mamie is dead” |
thrilled upon the stillness of the morning
| air, causing hearts to melt and eves un-
| used to tears to weep.  To me there is
always something peculianily sad in the
death of a voung woman, even though T
'firmly beheve  she is now beyond ‘the
| reach of harm, her sky forever clear,
| where 10 blight or pain or sorrow shall !

food
mouth, the sweet words of the

By her uniimpeachable conduct and her |

RE———
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oLk

hed the &o
ging the
self strong—correctine the erring—oivin

new life an th

d energy tothe

bowed-down §
ant weary-hearted. 2
Her throat was tuned ‘to join in the
- grand chorus of Redemption, her pin
| ions balanced and she soared beyond the
! reach of harm.
Blessed testimony, sweet consolation.
Weep, bereaved ones! There is com-
fort in tears. Jesus wept. But while
Fyotl wedpYou may Tejoice, fore

Who does not love and respect the wo- |
man who has passed her ¢ H in acts of |
| kindness and —who has been I
the friend of man and odi—whose whole

life has been a geene of !

and merc

:inflness and love, |

ligion ?

It is not Shying too much, but jt issay- §

] '’ BoundEw
those quhli-}

ties which,tempered and egpanded by the

~ g A
arace of God, made ‘her cne, In all the

a devotion to truth-and ;

s

Bhe

“Whiter than snow, the Saviour’s blood a Christian.

' wome; happier than she ever could have || Had washed her nature purc;
: i SO e R Y - Her faith had touched the throne of God
| beenwhile remaining in thissinful world, | And made her hope sceure.
| yetit s sad to gee the flower droop and ! {
{diefefore it reaches its fullness of beauty. |
I God's providences are strange to us, we
‘caunot understand them, but there isa" |
Eindness underlaying them all—a some-
Cthing back of every act of kindness to
wnsummate the desien of our!Creator. Tt
may be that our yonng.people here were
straying too far away from the Saviour,
were becomine too careless about their
Spiritual interests, and God has dropped £ 553
awarning Lere. He has taken a loved {f1¥ that
oue from our midst to help draw thenys SHO0E. .
ek info the pathis of rightcousness, - gEiEE oL the #ociaty in “'i‘.wi'#
& :

activi

it es
—HzERr PAgToR. s
3
: mind, .th

a

|
August 14th, 1885.

thought was
¢ must be cared for,
E=TEexmee™ licr own body.

1 adorn her bod
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v as she w to

soul  clothed HAMLET TARVIS, JR.

| honor.’

This community can never estimate the
The old and the
her feeét and re-

at
A }
1

OrCesisr co
land boy, Hamlet Jarvis, Jr., 22 years old,
a son of Dr. Hawlet Jarvis; Elkrldge, Md.,
and a brother of Dr. Harry . Jarvis, prest-
dent of the Vitallty Cocktuil Compiny, 400
Park avenue. In speaking of his brother
last night; Dr. Jarvis sald:

“We received word recently that my
brother wak one of weort oféight Ameri-
{eans who were recently ambnshed by a baud
of 100 IiHpinos nears Quirgan, and either
i killedearsduprared. —all ¢ t5.on. the part
tor iy father or nryself Lo ghimnny ('ur_tl:’:_-"'
{ partitnlars have Heen fuddles Weheard from
| theeaptdin of his compiny, who referred i
glowifig terms {o his soldierly qualities,
clagsing him as one of his best men. We have
Leen anxiously nwaitiug the return of his
regiment, ns Licutenant Williams, of my
hrother's company, Is a residentof Annapo
lig, aud has promised to hurry Bast and give
us all particulars In his possession as soon
as lre can guin ieave, whicli will e the curly

part of next week.

Young Jarvis was q member of Company
A-RifLh Maryland Raglment, wid weilt to
Tapn with the regimient.  Upod the retuim
of Llg regiment, nud afer Heing mustens
but.ohe left the city, proceeded to Ohio and
there  re-enlisted in the Thirty-fifth,  Fis
frnily heard frony bim’ regulavly, he seeihed
thoroughly in-love wilth his work and was
expeeted home In Mareh, as his terin of en-
lstment then expived. - Dr. Jaryis, of $8ik-
ridge, will comé g DBaltipore Sunday to
awalt Cleutenant A¥ilnmglnreival from San
[franeisco. -

{ of Junes Bounds, in h
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mntie” Bounds (she wa®known besti value she has been o it.
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Id conld sit
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name) was xtype of Waman-j young-co

Lz the maidens
O

OAYS

stion.

celye” inglruc

T
: in oy particular |
" Foll

In her neighborhoed she was the friend |
and benefactor. In the church the de-|
ipper and exemplary christians

 have an'example.
1| worthy.of imitation.

" Inthe year 1880, Mame knelt at the. !
Laliar in Friendship. Church and
|dedicated her life to the Lord. {-':'_h( ]
the Raviour her heart and he gave her AT A |
the evidence of his acceptance.  In Oct. [} ©° % ‘_ % i & Wwitls 8081 Her maitlen name was Fusey, B S BGDY WRAPPED !N
af the same year her name was entered ;‘jm’:"-ﬂ fortitude :‘.:zd‘ HGTET o 1# Alarch 3 "‘ 5 THE AM ERICAN FLAG.
upon flie Rewister of thie M. P. Church, (= |08 SuChan W atinn 23 98 1887, Professed faith i Uhrist in IS19,
and singe that time so far as T could sce | M'-‘ (‘l:m'ch-:h‘a--“
or learn her life has been in accord with 4 ﬂ 5o 1954 i
whiat she professed. Her face had be- 1 4
tme familiar to me in our congregation,
although often detained from her church i
(Becanze of her limited strength (for she |
Was fril from childhood). She was not [ f
a Sunday Christian, but an everyday ||
I;f,'lnri.-'l'mn. Her life was a modest, un-
s prétending one.

voutl worshi
TS ot
b
|

Military ¥Funeral for Mr. Hamledl
Jarvis, Jr., Former Member Ot
the Fifth Regiment. |
The body of Mr. Hamlet Jarvis, Jr.
swhich for the last three weeks has Inid i
the mausolenm at Druid Hill Ridge Ceme
tory, Plikesville, was inteifred in the famil;
)u‘ilin the cemetery shortly after 4 o'clocl
yesterday afternoon. The ‘remains  werfl
given a milltary funeral by Company A o
the Pifth Reghment, 6f which he was for
m(erl;;' a member. The company. was I
churge of the following officers: Capt:
i ATa+ O T FERER" an e ! Robert B. Bowle, First Limgmn:mt (‘.l:n:cm:c
s married May 2 SERG, 5]:"&* was the e Diffenderffer and Second Lieutenant Upton
buk maenetic ol fa o il S ail should ; 1] *motiierol one child, DEgEstre’ children o . &, }5,-.“[1.)-_ . 3 :
' e y,mtl‘[ .”U“'. She prefe 1tu.1 the { fion, preferring o ha depenitent upon the ' xr “Round’s flzst wife :';%:de to he as) '.uu.z, y,‘nl[]iel.‘q ﬂ""f“g‘l:'hfl?‘llhi]l"f’)r?;;ltl".q\&']tilic;"
f “hpany of the pious to the gay and I handiwork of‘ouher T hite fineeys s - k - o mansoleum, where they fell intc e il
B0 tlic folitude ohhe home to the e iwork ofouhers. T e ,1 sS85 8 dear fo her asther own, 0 the funeral pm'c(»sfionf ‘|.]1.1.1llum 1:,}] \t:L
l-qi.,ip’_ of ]‘ : : N J ‘;‘[ e lr are more l'n:)Uj_"ht of now-8- oy tog | 8 years of ago, nll::-]:’a ni;-ld’ﬁu;i'r:;:;l\}ed:1:;;;-1!11‘;;4“]21:}"‘1_0 \th;
.-.]:l pleasure dllr“;l-".; i=10nt.i She ]L»ut l ma n the Thard, tis b 1;1;1:[;; ;nervicvs s P e M
i pleasure as well' as others, hut ji o SR e TR A S
WOI ined hands of thegdintly matron.
;\h\';l,\'s:!u:ll'{l(-ll heractionsand words lest | Traiv, as the sacred oy
e should do or say something wrong. Iy -

Elllott, of St. Andrew'’s Protestant Ipisco-
pal Church, of Washington, D. C., former
‘ the
Her life, hespeaks purity and virtue; her |
Example, worthy of imitation. She |

chaplaln of the Fifth Maryland Regiment.

While the casket was being lowered Into
the grave a farewell salute of three volleys

wanted fo get well, but in the midst of

hier hiopes and ‘expectations, just pre-

| Pring to enter ap active life,as a teacher |

swas fired from the guns of his former com-
rudes-in-arms,
The casket was wrapped In an American
Imone of the s@hools of Somerset Co., thedy by ol & and, perhapstlofe  after the i
i petals 1 o . =1 e . P .
| [ll'\.l]-': of this earthly rose fold themsel ves, “Ser members of the fAMIT had retired,
| Wither and die, and in sympathy, we e whirr of the spidixivén by tho |

flag,
Phe pallbearers, all members of the Fifth
) T i
bow onr hieads and weep. Why ? Because]
| of sevaration, that is all. We will missi

Regiment, were Sergeant Davis, Sergeant
| tune cn the sent sir of miorht, swhile |

Robbins, Sevgeant Kassemeyer, Corporal
Slingluff, Corporal Jackler and Private
Slinglufi. As the grave was being filled
with earth the taps were sounded by Bugler
Liauvisckl.
Besides the relatives i nd friends of My,
Jarvis, a large gathering of rerldénts of
lierin the Sunday-seliool, the class-room, g siddy and the- gay sousht to fHEn
‘ }i“‘ public service, but more sadly in th.‘z | nieht into dav Yy their osning indul- |
| “."-m’ no ene can fill this vacant, chair 1) cence, snd 6.y ingo. night, by wild mirth (5
must remain empty, but can we nothope | andl hilarity, tiis troc mhd vierme fremods
- that the gpirit of the departed may make | % v ol o hon= o
- hat home more radiant with the 141'—‘“'; ¢ty help mainigin il(n-,“ 1 ones, -
p Of Bieaventhan it could haye done eveni e ghe did ast confine Ber lalore en-

Pikesville attended the funeral. Mr, Jarvis
js survived hy his parvents, Dr.and Mys.
| while confined within the rangsom Hmits: g
of an.earihly body
e

Hamlet Jarvis, of Elleidge, and a brother,

¢y and united” with thes

! Zion,in Fruitland Ci
e W

>, harel, in whic

v until ‘

professor of re-

3¢ emid the

1
i she continued o consister
{ the day she-died, being
ligion for almost 68 yeard and a member
of the M. P. Church'ffpr. 53 years, 0Ef
o 'nearly ever since its p'.'gi;:lnimliuu. Shc?"
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Her husband, though ¢

| and stricken with
-, ugpand may the djvine hand that has led
{ Him thus far, lead him geatly to (he end.
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finy

by said, “she

ayeth her hand gptadle, and }
ds hold the distaff.”” After thed

irle waa doie, and the shadows of even-
clpsedt over the carthi inany ~veary |
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Dr. Harry Jarvig, a druggist, on Pavk jve-
nue and Mulberry street.
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My Namesake,

BY AMANDA ELIZABETH DENNIS.

©Oh! bonny wee maid—such abonny weemaid !
What wistful conjectures [ fashion for thee,

If the years of thy li.e trembleon to the verge
Of womanhood's lovely and graciousdegree! |

Snch beantiful dre.ms, oh! thou winsome,
wee maid, -
I weave throngh the mesh of life's 'wilder- |
ing maze ! |
Such beauntitul bopes reach out from my heart |
Ahove the white streteh of thy gold-broi-
dered days! {
And, up through the aisles of the beautiful
year-, {
Softly, in faney, thy footsteps I hear; }
And the breath of a” song, that is gladsome |
and sweet,
Rises and falls on my listening ear!

And a prayer that is sweet with its pathos of
pain, : |
Waits at the threshold of wakening dey,
And walks through the dew, and the heaf,
and the eold. 3 :
To the quieting hu h of its evening ray;

And winds all the weulth of its linger'nz love
Wistfully, tenderly, through thy young
yea 8
Settinir the seal of its infinite trust
Ovyer the seal of its pain and its tears.

Wistfully, tenderly, bonny wee maid,
Ofc do 1 wonder what tate shall be thine!
Wearing my name, will thy tender feet stray
Down through the paths that have echoed
to mine?

Wearing myname, shall thy 1ife be the same ?

Ah! only the Father Enows how it mey be!

Could [ bat sey, T wonld take out the thorns,

And leave but the flowers and sunszhine for
thee.

Could I but gav, but the Father kuows best!

Dear littic Namesake, I leave thee to Him;

Leadeth He thou where the suntight is clear,

r, leadeth te thou where the pathway is
dim !

¢ Some Day.”

BY AMANDA E. DENNIS.

“Bome day ? the dieariest road will furn
And wind throughlandscapes fair and green,
By sparkling waters fringed with fern,
And gardens bright with fragrant sheen—
‘“Some day,’’ you eay, ‘‘some day!”

“tBome day,"” you say, the weariest feet
Will pause, and loose their sandal fies,
And rest where shadows, cool and sweet,
S|hint out the burning noon-tide skies—
“RFome day,” you say, ‘‘some day !’

#tBome day »’ the bosiest hands will let
Their stint of work slip from their hold
Unfinished; and the stain and fret
Of labor, from their waxen mold
Fade out, you say, * some day.”

“Bome day,”’ you say, the saddest heart
Will find nepenthe for each woe—
Some golden promise set apart
To recompense Hope's overthrow—
“Spme day,’ you say, ‘‘ some day.”

“Jome day ’—the emptiest life, you gay,
Will blossom into odorous sheen;
And golden {ruitage crown the day

With hopes fulfilled and joys sérene—

“8ome day,” you say, ‘‘ some day.”

#8ome day '—ah, well, ['m glad 'tis so!
Else heart and hand would fail—‘“some
duy Tl}
Life holds so much of pain and woe
Ere yet we find the fair, glad way,
That blooms for all—* some day.”

“8ome day ’—ah, yes; [ trust the hand
That in its hollow holds life’s sea !
And what I do not nunderstand
Of lire, and life's long mystery
Shali be revealed—*‘ some day !
Felruary, 1837,
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Five hundred -dollars was amount
raised by the congregation of the
Methodist Protestant church at their

il seventy-fifth anniversary or diamond

jubilee, last Sunday. When the im-
provements were made to the church
1 during the pastorafe of Dr. E. A, War-
field -2 debt of $3,000 was incurred.
Since Rev. G. Q. Bacchus has been in
charge this sum hag been annually re-
duced until now it is only §1,000, and
gshould he be permitted to return this
will doubtless soon be wiped out and
the church will be again free from
debt. Tt will be remembered thataf the
recent membership meeting of the
church - the 1
which meets in Pocomoke City, Md.,
April 1st, was requested DY 3 rising
and unanimous vote of the eingrega-
tion to return their present pastor for
another year. Mr. Bacchus is now at
the close of his third year Sipastorate,
and is not only greatly beloved by tig
own congregation, but is t.'i("s;errem_y
one of the most popular ministers in
the city. PSS - Sy e
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BY AMANBDA ELIZABETH DENNIS.

ONCE more the beautiful year has brought
Its golden froitage of gladsome things;

Once more the musie of life has caught
New sweetness from diviner strings.

Once more the touch of an unseen hand

Has brightened “ the lights along the shore AN
Once more the heart of the grateful land

Is glad for its wealth of garnered store.

Once more—and shall we forget how long
The bountiful Giver has blessed our land?
Held it, through peril of blight and wrong,
In the hollow, safe, of his own strong hand?

Nay, nay, from the sire and grandame grey,
Waiting the turn of the golden key,

To ebdldhood fair, at its morning play, y
And'toddling babe at its mother's knec—

From the ehief of the land to the least,

And the humblest that works through the day,
From the poet, the minstrel, the priest,

To the beggar that sits by the way,

Comes this pause in the hurrying year—
‘This gathering in of the goldén grain

Of life and love, and the tender cheer
'That finds for each loss some hope of gain.

And each of us might, if we would, Iook back
And find some good that the year had brought

To us alone, though the clouds seeméd black,
And the devious way full danger-fraught.

Then, unto the thanks we give to-day
For the golden fruitage of the year,
And the peace that sheds its steady ray
Still over the land we hold so dear,

Bé added the breath of a meeker praise,
And the chant of a lowlier strain,

For the blessings that sweetened our own sad days,
And the loss that was better than gain.

——————————

11t Sweet sLes
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BY AMANDA ELIZA BETH DENNIS,
Softly, the wind of the far-away sea
| rapped at my window last night and
sighed— «
“Far away there'sa falr, sweet 1sle;
!  Where the sky bends low, and clenr, and
wide, *
Add the sun-bright days are fall of peate,
And the resbful nights are sweel and calm;
And goftly the breath of its beautiful bloom
1118 &l theair with a pulsing balm.

i nAnd the flowers thou lovest are blooming
there—
The fairest of all sweet Flora's band—
And the veivet touch of their fragrant lips
Isslike the touch ofa loved one's hand.
A the wistful winds thou lovestso wells
Tave found ahome in the falr sweet isle;
And the sun’s bright.glow on the rippling
waves
l Is soft as the light of love’'s own smile.”
E «“Then come with me, thou arl weary and
| worn ! "3
Phyfeet are burnt by the arid plain;
Pand the wistful years have brought to thee,
*  Pilled to the brim,life’'s chalice of pain,
But the island fields are green and'cool,
And;the island founts are “¢lear and sweet,
Come, cool thy lips at the sparkling fount, .
And rest on thegrass thy tired fe !

I turned in my sleep, and woke with a qlgh
Answerlng the sigh of the soft eel wind,
| 1 looked trom the windoyw, but the velce was
i gone” ¥ :
| A only the moon-light trailed belind.
E But, I lay awalke with the echolng sigh
Whisperingstill of the fair, sweet isle
Nestling amid the opaline waves
‘he picturea dream of an Angel’s smile.

I sighed,ah! me, could I only find
beautiful isle of peage and calm—
rest in its pastures sweetand cool, .....

i breath the breath ofits fragrant balm!

| am tired—as thegweet wind sald ;

d the Softestnighfand the priglitest day

not so fair as the sweet wind’s dream

the fair, sweet island far away!

THE FOOLISH TREES.
BY ANNIE WILLIS McCOLLOUGH.

dress

1 wonder why the trees und
When days'are short and celder,
! ’!'?hen winter hides:not far'away
®na autumn’s growing older?

¢ ; in green
Al summer they are wrapped in green,
Tiach day: their leaves Brow thicker,
{Ttil: the sunlight has no room
B een and flicker.
¢ time
¥ he Wwarm red gowns bf autumn
TGrow thin and worn and tattered,
{ And some day when the wind is strong
‘Are guite’torn off ‘and .scattered.
Then, €
q  From mountai
M 'The silly trees—t
Just stand and

4
4
4
4
{

{

n, sea and river,
heir clothes all gone—
shake and shiver!
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while the ‘'winter winds blow keen
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REV. DAVID N. GILBERT. !

David Norwood Gilbert was born in Har-
ford conuty, Maryland, on the 10th of Feb-
ruary, 1851, and raised under Uhe sayiag
influences of a Christian home. .-J;ﬁ‘hny
always has a good start in life whe e i3
blessed with true Christian parents.

He wasled by the Holy Spirit to publicly
consecrate himself to the love and gervice
of God in a meeting held at Havre de Grace |
in the M. E, Charch, by the Rev. C. P, |l
Thomas in the year 1869, and he there began [
his journey toward his Father’'s:House,
which he reached August 15th, 1881, He ||
entered Western Muaryland College in the
vear 1871, and left it in 1878 te join the
Maryland Annual Conference; In 1873 Le |
was appointed assistant on Queen Anpe's |
Circuit; in 1874 he served in the same
capacity on Cecil, and in 1875 on Anne
Arundel. In 1676 he was appointed super-
intendent of Pocomoke Circuit; in 1877 he |i
i was sent to Piince William; in 1878 to
Quantico, and reappointed in 1879, and
again in 1880; in 1881 he was sent to Kent
1sland, where he remained until the Muster
called him to higher and holier service in
His presence. His death was caused by |;
inflammation of the bowels, superinduced by
what is technically known as intussuscetion.

In his life and work the Church has met |
with a grand success, for she called him in
his youth, controlled him in his manhood, |/
enlisted his powers of mind and body in all
Ler enterpises, conducted him to a safe and
peacetui death, and has sent him home to |
be with Christ after life’s lubors are ended.
Her object is accomplished. Her triumph
is complete. She is satistied. Of course his
friends meurn his absence and the Church
feels her need of his work, and his minis-
terial brethren will sadly miss him at the
Conference; but ali these feelings should be
buried in the glorious fact that if we loved |
Zhim we would rejoice because he has gone
|| to the Father. We will not think of him
| ag dead. There is something too gloomy
and sad about death to be associated in the [
mind with David N. Gilbert. The mental
picture shall not be the pale face in the
coffin, but as we saw him last spring at
Cumberland ; and our picture is a laughing
picture of health which shall never fade nor
| grow dim with years. Bro. Gilbert pos-
essed by nature an uninterrupted flow, or
.rather overflow, of spirits which he did not |,
desire to restrain, but which found vent in
continugd cheerfulaesgand innocent mirth. i
| Men are as they are born. Religion only
changes them from sin to holiness, leaving
the groundwork of the character and dispo-
sition the same. He was born with a secial,
' fun-loving, laughing nature, which his reli-
L gign did not destroy, but simply kept_in !

proper bounds! He Was a” utful ‘com- [!
panion, for his cheerfulness was contagious,
and no one could be sad where he was.
Possessed of a keen sense for the ridicu-
{ lous, a reteative memeory, and a ready
utterance, the group, of which he was the
1 centre, was a very lively group. Of the
| more important elements of character, the
most prominent in him was independence.
He possessed a strong will, was not easily
influenced, generally followed his own
counsel, and was willing others should do
the same. There wasno taint of toadyism,
no fear of what others thought or said, nor
thought of man worship in his cemposi- |
tion. A public man may be a little too |
I_regardless of public opinion for his own i/
{ good, and 4he good of the cause le repre- i
sents s and this we Lhink was a failing at |
times with him ; but & fuiling for which we
| could not love him less, and which would :
have entirely disappeared as years and ex- |
perience increased. These two elements f)fl
character, mirthfulness and independence, |
exposed him at times to the unfavorable
criticism of persons who think a minister |
4 ghould be wiways serious, and generally

subservient. To such persons he was an
enigma Wwhen he entered the pulpit, f'url

———— ST

i there helywas a changed man.. His gayely !
was SO, s THIme F AR PEeRRk Gyt JI
|

words and spiril- earnest, his sermons clear,
Scriptaral, forcible, and spiritual, which |
were not only entertaining to the generality
of his hearers, but food and drink to the
more sgpiritual members of his congrega-
tion. T'hese things we personally know to
he true, and as his friends, wish to * Honor
him with truth, if not with praise.” In
looking back over his life and character, as
seen by his friends, we can truly say, David
N. Gilbert wasa manly man, a sincere, open-
| hearted friend; a man who tried to please
God and benefit his fellows ; a delightful
companion, & good preacher, an earnest
Christian, who has finished his work on
earth and gone home to (God. In the last
i hunr. of his life, s when mortification had
taicen place and the power of speech was
gone, & friend asked him if he could testify
| for Jesus by raising his hand; with a great
effort he raised his hand for Jesus and then |
guddenly dropped it upon the bed, and soen
all was over. This was his last sermon—
only & gesture—the hand raised for Jesus;
| but it pointed toward heaven, where we
expect to meey him when life's labors are
o'er, and we shall discover with joy that ¢

fong enough to believe him to be a true’

»wc]l posted in Methodist Protestant
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Daveuerry.—William T, Daugh- |
erty, a member of Nazareth Methodist |
Protestant Church, died at his resi-
dence, March 16, 1894. The funeral|
was preached by the writer from 2d Tim., |
iv., 7,8, in Nazareth Church, after \vhichl. . ’
Rev. Hooper McGrath made some ap- ! -
propriate remarks in regard to his relation :
with him in the work of the Lord.  HIsT
body was laid to rest in the burying-
ground of Nazareth Church. Brother
Daugherty died at the age of 65 years,
and leaves a wife, son and two grand-
sons to mourn the loss of one who was
very dear to them. His wife, although
old and feeble, is bearing her great loss
heroically, as a true child of God, and
He is helping and comforting her by His
grace, They never had but one child,
and. he is the well-known and highly
esteemed Rev. J. H. Daugherty, of the
Maryland Conference.  One of his grand-
sons is Brother Clarence Daugherty,
who is now a student at the Western
Maryland College, beginning a course of
study which will extend through the
Westminster Theelogical Seminary, i
order that he may be prepared to preach
the Gospel of Christ. Brother Daugh-
erty was a good citizen and was much
loved by his many friends, as was mani- ;
fested by the great erowd of people who ;
gathered in and around Npzareth Church %+
on the day of the funeral, to pay their

o e

last respects to one whom it seems that §
everybody loved, for the people in gen&.!
eral wept as I have never seen‘befpre |
for one who was:not a ¢lative. /?[):[e :
has been a member of the B etki\
odist Protestant Church for forty yearsy
and, from what I can learn, during these
many yearsywas continually on the
“Lord’s side,” doing what he could for
his Muster. Although I only knew him
for less than a year, I have known him

Christian and a true Methodist Prot-
estant. The first time I preached at
Nazareth T found him at his post of
duty in the “amen corner,” and there
he was at every service until the Sunday
before he' died. T knew him very well,
and was often in his home. He enjoyed
tulking on religious subjects, and kept

chiurch news. He enjoyed all religious
‘services, and was always atfentive to
whatever was said. He was only sick a
few days, and was conscious until a
little while before he died. As he
neated the end of his journey he seemed
to realize that he would not live many
hours, so he did not spend his time in
expressing fear of death, but he said
that he was not going to die, but simply
going to sleep. He quoted many pas-
sages of Seripture, among others a portion
of the 23d Psalm, showing that his
faith was strong, based upon the blessed
word of God. He talked much about |
Nazareth Church, and hoped that i

would he prosperons, as he was so much *
devoted to his old ¢hurch home. His®

son’s wife was with him, but his son and

grandchildren were not with him when

he died, but arrived in time to attend

the funeral.© He spent his lasi moments
in giving good counsel to those who were
about him, calling to his bed-side two
young ladies whom he knew well, and jSe s

-
cave them such good counsel as only a =
= L= . i A
man of God could give. Although he >

3

could not be*understood to the lash, yet i e
he talked almost until the fatal momeut F
came, and then passed, we believe, from
earth to a better home, to live with chs'ﬁ:s;t
whomghe loved and served so logg while
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:_PE;s :]'ULIANA JonNEs Young, wifa of
Thomas Henry Young, daughter of Mrs.

Mary Dennis and grand-daughter of Bro. |

Jones Bounds, one of the old and honored |
members of Friendship Methodist Protest- |
ant Chureh, whose decease at the rare age
of 88 years, nine months and tln;ee days,
took plage during Rev. C. H. Day’s pasto-
rate on Pocomoke Circuit, was born March
17th, 1849, and died Ma,rchl _13Lh, 1891.
Though not a professor of religion she de- |
clared to those about her upon her near ap- ||
proach to the end that she had thought |
more seriously and more frequently upon
the great purpose of her beirg, and the
destiny of her immortal soul and had pray-
od more than they had been aware of.
Daring her last illness in which it was ap-
arent that she suffered qmch lfor_ several
months, she professed saving faith in Jesus,
to which fact she bore testimony to !.he i
writer. Her death was one of Christian
triumph. When it was evident to her that
theend was nigh, she called her friends to
her bedside, assured them of her safety,
bade them farewell and deseended  into the
dark valley of the shadow of death, but not |
alone, for she had the comforting presence
of Jesus to accompany her through this
lonely journey. The funeral was conduct-
ted by the writer at Friendship Methodist
Protestant Church amid tpe tears and wails
of sorrowing hearts and in presence of a
multitnde of sympa.thizing- friends, after
which the remains were consigned to their
last resting place nnder the sod‘ of Friend-
ship Church yard, there to await the 1_"1na.l
summons. She leaves a husband, ons little
son, & mother and brothers on the shores of
mortality to mourn her loss and to meet the
common fate of mankind. God bless the
bervaved. J. W. PARRIS.
Pocomoka Circuit, 9 9, 1891.

Sister SusaN R. BrRownN, wife of Brother
Marcellus Brown, born Mareh 18th, 1818,
was ealled to her eternal home, April 21Ist,
180l. For many years Sister Brown wasa
ponstant member of the Methodist Protesp-
sut Chureh. She was not a spasmodie
Christian, but steady, constant, and meth-
odical. She was a model Christiaa, honor-
fog God, not only with her tongue, but with
her means. She loved the church of her
¢hoice and was for years a subsecriber to the
PROTE-TANT. She was not demonstrative
in the sense that some consider this term,
hut was truly demenstrative. showinxy by
her works the depths of her religious con-
victions. May the good Lord give us many
more such Christians, who love not in word,
ndither in tengue, butin deed and in truth.
The funeral was condueted at the residence
by the writer assisted by Rev. J. W. Gray,
of Froitland Methodist E piscopal Chut:ch,
who made some touching and appropriate
remarks, after which the remains were in
terred in the fa wily buryin s ground on tae
lomestend. May God bless and comfort
tha hereaved. J. W. PARRIS.

PUSEY.—Purnell Pusey, the subject of
this sketch, was born in Worcester county,
Md, and departed this life on Mareh 25th.
1503, being in the eighty-second year of his
age :

Brother Pusey was one of those grand
Christian men who, by his truly godly life,
has contributed in a large measure towards
making the world better; and in the great
day of judgment many will rise up and cali

Il blessed. He identified himself early
with the Methodist Protestant Chureh, and
at the time of his death he was a member
of Nazareth Chureh.on Pocomoke Cireuit,
W_hose altars he loved and where so often

18 Voice was heard in prayer and praise to
God. At his home near the church the
breacher always had a cordial welcome—it
Was the preacher's home.

18 companion preceded him by one year
tothe Heavenly Home. ° L :

He then broke up housekeeping, and his
| £T€atest reoret was that he had no bome to

Which to invite his pastor.

Brother Pugey loved to talk of Brothers
ates, Nichols and others of like age,whom

f e knew and loved; and if you wished to
82 his countenance brighten up, just ask
him it he knew L. W. Bates and John R,
Nichols, and his eyes would kindle with an-
uation, and memories would erowd o
thick and fast that his mind would take
fire with the velocity of his thoughts, and
he wyg ready to talk of these good men for
ours. Brother Pusey was a landmark of
Methodist Protestantism on this penin-

taing 4 great loss, His end came eacefully,
and he sweetly fell asleep in Jesus. Hig
luneral services were condueted by the wris

comoke Oity,

. Farews]] “dear brother, till we meet theg
in the better country where no farewell tear
7 N AN Wi,
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Eriendship M. P. Church, was born
February 17, 1836, and died January 31,
1894.  The funeral services were con-
ducted in Friendship Church by Rev.
Hooper McGrath and the writer, after ©
which his body was laid in the family

butying-ground, near West. :
Pusey was converted in the year 1854 |

and ' since then has been a consistentb

member of Friendship Chureh, and for,
years has been regarded as one of its| |
chief pillars. e was a good and noble

character—a Christian in every-day life.!

He was kind to the poor and a good citi-! |
zen and was beloved by all who knew
him.  Although Brother Pusey was
never married, he had a pleasant home,
where many of our ministers have been
nicely entertained. His sister, two

Jieces and one nephew lived with him,

| and he was a kind brother and a good

|| 8ula, and in his death Nazareth Church sus-

ter, asklsieq by Rev. H. L. Elderdice, of Po- ' 2

uncle, and in his death these lost a friend:
such as they will never find again on

earth. He was patient in sickness and
said some days before his death that he

did not expect| to get well and thought

that there was still a work that he could -
do on earth; but whatever was the Lord’s

will was his will. He died quietly with

simple child-like trust in, Jesus Christ.

The whole community came out to pay

its last respects to its dear friend and

to mourn over its great loss. But we

believe that our loss is heaven’s gain.

E. StvpsoN. Pastor.

PUSEY.—Sister MARY ANNE Pusky,
wife of Brother Purnell Pusey, both known
and honored throughout the olde- ranks of
the Maryland Conferense ministry, was
born June 30th, 1819, and was called to her
eternalreward from Poecomoke ecity, (whith-
er she had gone to visit her son) Sabbath
morning August 16th, 1891. As I grasp
my pen I realize its helplessness in portray-
ing the character of this sainted mother in
Israel. What I may be able to write is no
mere play of words, but the terms will per- |
haps convey but a faint idea of the real
character of this sainted one. Industry,
perseverence, kindness, hospitality, and
christian charity find their deepest signifi-
cance in this godly pious life. She ‘was
full of faith and good work as scores of our
ministers are ready to testify. Her life
shed a halo of glory wherever she was

“known and gave significance to Christian
profession. None knew her but to love her
and the bstter known she was the more she
was loved and adwmired. She left no dying |
testimony. None was needed. Her life
was a testimony to the efficacy of Christ’s
blood and to the power of the Christian re-
ligion. The funeral services were con-
docted by Rev. A. D. Melvin, and the
writer in the Nazareth Church, where for
years she had been a bright and shining
light, amid the tears and wails of the weep-
ing multitudes. The house was filled to
overflowing and crowds thronged the door
and windows eager to hear the simple, but
sublime discourse of Brother Melvin, from
I Thes. 1: 16, 17, after the close of which |
the remains were borne to their last resting
place beneath the sod of Nazareth Church-
yard, there to await the final summons.
May God’s choicest blessing rest upon all
the bereaved and the rich consolations of
his grace sustain them in this most trying
ciccumstances. Brother Pusey is almost
heat broken and words of eonsolation from
old friends are as balm to his spirit.

Pirnie Pan~igp

= =iy p
Diep.—The wife of Mr. H. S. Ste-
venson, of this place, who was taken
to Philadelphia for medical treatment
a short time ago, died in that city,
while undergoing a surgical operation,
on Saturday lass. Hler remains were
brougit to this place and interred in:
the Pgesbyterian Qhurchyard on Mon.
L day afternoon, Rev. W. . Strayer, i
the absence of the pastor, officiating.
At the residence of her father, near
this place, after a lingering illness, on
* Wednesday last, Virginia L, davghter
= of John H. Holland, Esq., in the 18th 1

y:

-
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I year of her age.  The remains of the
o deceased were laid to rest in the M.8
. P_ C]\\ -
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Pusey.—Wesley Pusey, a member of | |

Brother | |

I ines will be found

- of this world. If T were selecting an

Tl TR )

BrOWN.—On Sabbath morning, Mayl'
16, 1897, another of the old members of
the Methodist Protestant Church of the
Peninsula was removed to the church
triumphant, This one was Mary White
Brown, familiarly known in her neigh-
borhood as “Cousin Mary.” Sister
Brown became a member of Friendship
appointment, Pocomoke Circuit, when
our denomination was but ten years old:

however, she had been converted soma\f,_

time before at Zion M. E. Church. For
more than sixty years this sister served
under the banner of the cross, and from
what we have learned of her life and our
own knowledge of it, we believe her’s
Was a consistent service. Sixty years a
Christian is a good record, particularly
when those who have been in touch with
that life have seen it under the vari-
ous circumstances to which an earthly
career is subjected testify to its upright-
ness. Sixty years fighting against the
world, the flesh and the devil, against
foes without and foes within, means a
great deal, all the while holding high the
standard of a pure, unselfish life,
“counting all things loss for the excel-
lency of the knowledge of Jesus Christ.”
Sixty years steady pulling against the
- current of sin; 2gainst the tide of popu-
lar sentiment; against adverse and con-
trary winds of doctrine, with no time to
lay down the oars, the mind constantly
fixed upoa one single objective point, at
last quietly and peacefully entering the
harbor, beautifully exhibits the power of
God’s grace in the soul. Sixty years
running with patience the race, reaching
forward toward the mark for the prize
of that high calling which is of God, in
Christ, with the happy realization at the
end of having “finished the course,”
richly compensates for every weary step
taken. Sixty years keeping the faith,
while others were careless and indiffer-
ent and wavering; keeping the faith,
when providences dark and mysterious
were threatening the desiruction of all
earthly hopes and prospects, when un-
able to understand the Father’s chasten-
ings, but holding on in that simple,
childlike way, believing that “God is too
wise to err and too good to be unkind;”
busy in a humble home, contented and
happy with the “poor man’s toil,” while
others were grasping for the pleasures
and profits of this world, but able to say
in the dying hour, “I have kept the
faith.” Such was the conduct, such the
life and experience of the subject of
this obituary. Many heroes and hero-
in heaven whose
names were never emblazoned on earth’s
banners nor carved on the monuments

epitaph to be inscribed on Sister Brown’s
tomb, I would place there the words of
our Saviour which He spake concerning
the woman who poured the box of oint-
ment on His head, “She hath done what
she could,” and leave its significance to
perpetuate her memory in the years to

«| terprises of the church.

flowers there, but no flower will be g0 |
sweet nor its odor so fragrant as this
noble woman’s life. Many may read
this and say, “I never knew her, never
even heard of her; was she wealthy ?
was she a leader in some great Christian
movement ? was she endowed with ex-
traordinary intellectual powers ?” To
all of which we answer, no; she had a
comfortable home but not riches, except !
the riches that cometh from above, “the
unsearchable riches of Christ.””> Not a
leader, but an humble follower; not a
gigantic intellect, but a mind stored with
the knowledge of saving grace. We
have frequently heard her speak of her
unworthiness, lament her unfaithfulness,
while at the same time unostentatiously
she was going about doing good. If we
had more of this class of Christians in
our churches the world would be infin-
itely better than it is. Sister Mary
Brown now rests from her labors and her
works follow her. She has left behind
one 8om, four daughters and seventeen
grandchildren. They can best honor
her by imitating the purity of her life.
Farewell until we meet again.

D. W. ANsTINE.

W RIGET.—Mrs. Ann Robinson Wright,
widow of Rev. J. J. Wright, departed
this life June 27,1896, at the home of
her daughter, Miss Mollie F. Wright,
Richmond county, Virginia. Mus,
Wright, daughter of William and F. B,
Jennings, was born in Hampton, Va.,
December 23, 1829. At an early age
she was converted and united with the
M. P. Church, of which she remained a
devoted and consistent member to the
day of her death. She was in an emi-
nent degree uniform and conscientious
in the discharge of all her Christian
duties. Her Bible and closet were
never neglected.. She loved her church,
and though deprived of the privilege of
often attending at her altar, was a regu-
*| lar subscriber to her church paper and,
.| a contributor to all the benevolent en-
She died in
peace, and her surviving friends are
comforted by the assurance that she has
entered safely and triumphantly into the
abode of the blessed.

W. A. CROCKER.

In Memory of Edwin Webster Mather.

At the meeting of the second quar-

held August 24, 1896, the following
resolutions were unanimously adopted:
WHEREAS, we have learned with pro-
found sorrow of the sudden and sad de-
parture from this life of our young and
highly esteeme . ~friend and brother,
Edwin Webster Mather, son of our late
pastor, the Rev. A. W. Mather; and,

whose life seemed so bright and full of

come. The grass may grow over that
grave and some gentle hand may plant

home; therefore be it

Lesolved, That this conference express ||
our Brother ||

our deep sympathy for rot
Mather and family in their sad affliction,

and that we earnestly invoke thesustain- ||

ing grace of God in this hour of great
need.

Resolved, That we do not question the
wisdom of our heavenly Father, but

bow in submission {o the will of Him |

“who doeth all things well.”

Resolved, That these resolutions be |
| recorded in our minutes, and that a copy |
. of them be sent to THE METHODIST |
PROTESTANT, and to the father of the |

terly conference of Trinity M. P. Church, ||

WrEREAS, God by an inscrutable
providence has removed our brother, | &=

promise, from an earthly to a heayenly

W. CLaArRk COULBOURN,
S. Frankg MILES, JR.,
¥D. W. ANSIINE,

deceased.
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PAGE — JoENSON. — At Hamden
Ridge Church, on Brewton Mission,
near Lee, Ala., Mr, Allen Page and
Miss Mary F'. Johnson were united in
marriage, on Febrnary 2, by W. D.
Hubbard. They both are of Conencher
county, Ala. J. E. 8.
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B All Obituaries exceeding fifty lines, (850 words),
will be charged for at the rate-of flve cents per line,
Estlnate seven words to a line. Correspondents ‘will
malie calculation and remit the necessary umount with
<he manuscript. Extra copies must be ordered at the
anie at five cents per eopy. Obitvarles will be filed
and published in order.

CHARLTON. — Rev. John William
Charlton was born near the town of
Jefferson, in Frederick county, Md, on
the 27th day of January, 1832, and died
at Lee Mont, in Accomac county, Va.,
February 24, 1896. He was converted
to God at Brookville, in Howard county,
Md., in the year 1857, under the minis-
try of Revs. D. W. Bates and B. F.
Benson. A short time after his conver-
sion he was licensed to preach, and in
1859 was employed by the president as
associate pastor on Frederick -cirenit.
In March, 1860, he was received into
the Maryland Conference and appointed
to the pasterate of Snow Hill circuit.
His succe#i this ecircuit indicated
clearly the Iife of usefulness which fol-
lowed. The next year he was associated
with the Rev. John Roberts in the
pastorale of Queen Anne’s circuit. In
March, 1862, he was ordained, and con-
tinued in the work without interruption
to the day of his death, filling, with
aceeptable and efficient service, the fol-
lowing pastorates : Cumberland; Broad-
way; Salem, Philadelphia; First Church,
Washington; Anne Arundel; Laurel,
Delaware; Pipe Creek; Agency for
Wostarn Marpland (nllege: Santh Ralti-
more; Finksburg; Fawn Grove; Oxford;
Seaford; Susquehanna; Pipe Creek, a
second term, and Kemptown. TIn April,
1895, he received his last appointment,
being sent to Accomac circnit, from
whence he was called to his heavenly
home. While pastor of Snow Hill cir-
cuit he made the acquaintance of Miss
Mary Catharine Farrow, daaghter of
Dr, William H. Farrow, with whom he
was united in marriage in March, 1865.
This sympathetic companion and efficient
co-worker in his pastoral labors, with
one daughter survives him. Brother
Charlton was a splendid specimen of
physical manhood, about five feet nine
inches in height, weighing about 180
pounds, muscular, erect, his head well
poised, with dark hair, full dark beard,
fair complexion, earnest blue eyes, his
face aglow with the light of a generous,
dauntless soul; he was a commanding
presence in any company. He was a
man of strong intellect, with a grasping
and tenacious memory. He readily ac-
any subject to
which he turned his attention. As g
preacher he was always impressive, and
sometimes truly eloquent. As adebator
he was ready and forceful. At the
meetings of the conference he gave cloge
attention to business,. and not infre-
quently stamped conference action with
“tha fmnmace of his sound judgment, Ag

reminiscence, he always contributed to
the enjoyment of the company of which
he was a part. His friendship was un-
selfish and steadfast. A layman, whom
he had served as pastor, says, I have
known Brother Charlton intimately for
twenty-nine years. The charm of his
strong character was his loyalty to his

church and his fidelity to his friends.”
Another layman, whom he twice served
as pastor, says, “ He was earnest in his
work, and ambitious to have it done
promptly and in keeping with a high
standard.” While serving Pipe Creek
circuit the last time, he suffered a malig-
nant attack of la-grippe, from which he
never fully recovered. He would not
acknowledge himself an invalid until he
was compelled to desist from work and
take to his room. He literally died in
the battle, with sword in hand and face
to the foe, He seldom spoke to any one
of his. religious experience, but when
he did speak it was no uncertain testi-
mony he gave to the power of Christ
to save. It was the privilege of the
chairman of this committee to visit him
two days before he died. In response
to the question, “Brother Charlton, is
the gospel you have so often preached
to others a comfort to you now?” He

you need feel no uneasiness about that.”

“Thus he come to the Jordan's tide,
And, taking the arm of the Saviour,
Went up on the heavenward side.’”

He was always averse to funeral ser-
mons and orations, and, long before his
death illness, requested that there should
be no memorial service when he died,

carry him quietly to his burial simply
reading over his grave the church ritual.
In compliance with this request he was
luid to rest in Loudon Park cemetery,
Baltimore, on the afternoon of February

25, 1896. We shall meet again. The
SUrviving companion and daugnter are

tenderly assured of the sympathy of the
church, and prayerfully commended to
the keeping of our heavenly Father.
. W. M. STRAYER,

F. T. Taga,

War. McK. Porsar,

Wi, R. ZOLLIROFFER,

W. C. HARTLEY.

CouLBOURN.—Whereas, The Preach-
ers’ Meeting of the Methodist Protestant
Church of the District of Columbia has
heard the sad intelligence of the death of
our beloved ¢o-worker for Christ and the
church, Rev. T. E. Coulbourn, the cor-
responding secretary of the Board of
Foreign Missions; and :

Whereas, Our brother’s recent visit to
our meeting, March 2, 1896, and his re-
port of the condition of our church mis-
sionary enterprises, and his earnest
pleading for the cause and for our
fellow-laborers across the sea, inspired
us with confidence in the wisdom of his
plans for the advancement of that cause;
therefore

Resolved, That we, the pastors of the
Methodist Protestant Church of the
District of Columbia, express our heart-
felt rorrow at this sudden calamity that
has fallen upon the: missionary work of
our church, and that while we bow in
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replied, “O yes, O yes, that is all right; .

but that his family and friends should |

B

I‘_;JON]?S.—'—Wi]liam Jones entered into
rét on December 29, 1895, aged 70
yars. He was the son of William and
Nary Jones, original members of Cen-
tnl Methodist Protestant Church, Fred-
eick county, Md. Forty years ago he
u}'lrried Miss Joanna C. Clary, daughter
o, Henry Clary. In 1852, under the
pstorate of Rev. Peter Light Wilson,
I was converted and joined Central.
uring his younger days he was active
il the Sunday-school, a member of the
oir and a trustee of the church. All
tirough his Christian life he regularly
orshipped with the people of God,
tended the means of grace, contributed
t the support of the Gospel and wel-
med the ministers to his home. For
ficty years he was a subscriber to THE
W ETHODIST PROTESTANT. In his last

hd submissive; not a complaint or mur-
bur eseaped his lips.
i[Itterested in the welfare of his family
and counseled them as to his wishes.
To his pastor he gave satisfactory evi- | i
dence of his readiness for the future.

Rev. G. F. Farring at the home, where
a large number of relatives and friends
were gathered to honor the memory of
the deceased. His body rests in the
beautiful Central Cemetery to await the
resurrection of the just. IHe leaves a
widow and one son, Dr. Harry C. Jones,
of Johns Hopkins University, to mourn
his loss. May God comfort and sus-
tain the bereaved ones. (Ee5di 105

Por.—Caroline Poe, wife of J. L.
Poe, was born in Ritchie, W. Va., June
7, 1841, died August 18, 1895, aged 38
years 2 months 11 days. In responding
to the request to write this obituary to
the memory of the deceased, we do not
‘mean o pronounce any vain eulogy be-
TAUSE it s cusiomery - to eulogfze the
dead. The character of the sister was
well known and had gained for her in
this community profound respect years
before we were permitted to know her.
She was the second wife of J. L. Poe,
one of the leading members of the M.
P. Church in this county. She was the
daughter of the Rev. James Hague, of
the Baptist Church, who was .widely
and favorably known in his day. Early
in life she united with the Baptist
Church, lived a consistant member of
the same for a number of years, but
feeling that it was her duty to unite with
the church her husband and children
belonged to, on the 25th of November,
1890, she connected herself with the
M. P. Church, in which she died an
honored member, loved and mourned
for by all who knew her. She was a
model woman, a kind neighbor, a fond
wife, a loving mother and a tried Christ-
jan. No one had more friends and
fewer enemies in her neighborhood, [t
can be truly said of her that she wag
full of good works which she did.
Around her bier many stood weeping,
as about Dorcas of old. She opened
her mouth with wisdom, and in her
tongue was the law of kindness. Her
children rise up and call her blesged;
her husband also, and praiseth her,
Those who loved her best and miss her
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SnMPsoN.—Departed this life Febru-

ary 26, 1896, at the residence of his son,
Mr. W. 1. Simpson, near Milford, Kent
county, Del,, Mr. Isaac Simpson, in the
| 84th year of his age.
was one of the best known men in this
section of De]awnre, and no one was
held in higher esteem than he was.
During his-long life he held many. im-
portant posts of trust, to all of which he
was faithful. He began life at the lower
round, and by faithful application to
duty he came to be one of the most
‘trusted citizens in this part of the State.
.I-Ie was a man of but few words in deal-
Ing or in the transaction of business.
With him it was «Yea, yea,” or ¢‘Nay,
nay.” :
leyan doctrine to use as few words as
. possible in buying and selling, but when
illness Brother Jones was calm, patient engaged in social conversation he was

very entertaining. His large fund of
He was deeply remi?iscence served him well on such
occasions.

identified with the M. P. Chureh from

Brother Simpson

He was a believer in the Wes-

Brother Simpson had been

ts beginning. He believed in her

polity, and gave liberally of his means
Appropriate services were conducted by | to her support, and died in her commu-
nion. He was one of the original trus-
tees of Bethel Church, now on Green-
wood charge, the first church being
built about the time the reform move-
ment was inaugurated, but for many
years, however, he had been deprived of
the privilege of worshiping there, having
made his home during the latter years of
his life with his children, who had set-
tled about Milford.
never for one moment wavered, and it
| = is largely through his influence that our
new church at Central, on Harrington

But his loyalty

charge, was built. His closing hours
were full of comfort. To him, “to die
was gain.” A large concourse of friends
followed his remains to the old family
burial ground, where they were laid to
await the resurrection of the just. Kour
children survive him—Mr, W. I. Simp-
son, Mr. Elias Simpson and Mrs. Annje
Stayton, of Delaware, and Mr. Samuel
Simpson, of Queen Anne’s county, Md.
JouN L. STRAUGHN.
Harrington, March 16, 1896,

TAYLOR—Whereas death has visited
our land and has removed from our
number our dear brother, Samuel
Emulous Taylor; therefore be it

Resolved, That while we mourn his
loss to Christ’s M. P, Chureh, and his
counsels in our quarterly conference, we
feel assured that our loss is his gain, as
he is now free from all sorrow and pain,
and enjoying the happiness of that
heavenly home for which he had been
seeking for eleven years.

Resolved, That we deeply sympathize
with his devoted and beloved companion

and his dear child, and as the first link
of the chain has been snapped asunder
on earth, may they all be united again
in heaven without one missing link in
the chain.

Resolved, That a copy of these resolu-

tions be presented to Sister Taylor and
his parents; also a copy to THE MpTH-
oDisT PROTESTANT for publication.

G. P. JonEs,
E. P. SANDEFUR,

Commitlee.

——y
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Rev. Thomas Fdward Coulbourn.

g

In the prime of his manhood, at the
renith of his career in the service of
God in the Methodist Protestant Church,
with hands and head and heart full of
the work of the Lord, Thomas Edward
Coulbourn, corresponding secretary of
the Board of Foreign Missions, has
been arrested in the midséof his emi-
nent labors and called to bis glorious re-
ward, He died triumphantly on the
1ith day of March, 1896, at the resi-
dence of Rev. R. S. Hulsart, in Pittston,
Pa., in the £3d year of his age.

Without intimating any premonitions
of approaching illness, he took leave of
the Pennsylvania Conference at Ladds-
purg, and on Satarday, March 7, pro-
ceeded to Pittston, where he was under
PY cogagement  to preach the fn]]owing

Sunday. On the way he was taken ill,

and with much diffieulty made his way

from the railroad station to Brother
L Hulart’s, where he arrived at 6 o’clock
in the evening. Taking his bed at
once, be was cared for with the utmost
kindness by the family, friends and
physieians. The disease was pronounced
: peritonitis. Its progress was rapid and
attended with great suffering. In less
than four days it finished.its work, and
the loving heart ceased to beat, and the
tongueof triumph was silent, and our
| beloved brother left us for “The house
inot made with hands, eternal in the
heavens.”

Buther Coulbourn was the son of
‘William €. and Milcha Ann Coul-
bourn, of Somerset county, Md. He
W9 born Septemiber 1, 1853.

i H
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|~ od hope, several years ago. In
¥.10i anticipation he said in his last

pheaven.” His father, for many years a
B highly esteemed and prominent member

bof our church, several times a delegate
[ to this conference, survives him in the
‘shadows of the evening of life, No

father,” he said, ¢‘that I love him, and
that it was his training in early child-
hood that led me to the work of my
lift” He was converted in the 16th
year af a wood’s meeting held by Rev.
C. H. Littleton, at Mariner’s Church,
on what was at that time Somerset (lir-
cuit. Soon after uniting with the church
f be went to Western Maryland College,
where he remained one year. On his
retarn, after occupying the position of
derk in a store for three years, he
entered into the mercantile business in
| Crisfield under the firm name of T, E.
Coulbourn & Co., Mr. J. E. Sterling
ad Hon, Thomas H. Hodson being his
attuers. The claims of a large and
18horious business were not permitted
jo-interfere with an earnest activity in
b chureh work, The writer became his
pastor in 1878 in the Crisfield Church,
He found him in the superintendency
My the Sunday-school, leadership of the
o10ir, a member of the Board of Trustees
2% of the Board of Btewards. Inevery
phition he was prompt, energetic and
eSent in the highest degree. It was
1_9»1"'\‘}; ‘time the call came to give up
DU and consecrate his life to the
jhrlﬂ'f\tn ministry. The struggle of
16 yousy merchant was a severe one,

(
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.| satisfaction.
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of God, which was the law of his life,
was made plain, and faith triumphed.
I well remember the evening he came to
my study, the aforetime grave and
shadowed countenance now radiant with
The struggle was over.
He would close up his business and
give his life to the ministry of the
Word. Henceforth he could lsok back
and say with St. Paul, “Immediately I
conferred not with flesh and blood.”
Although he had made much of his op-
portunities, his education was below his
ideal. This raised another serious
question. Would he go to the college?
The lamented Rev. J. B. Walker urged
him to do so. The writer, knowing his
capacity of self-improvement, and his
energy and industry, joined him in his
doubts of the wisdom of this undertaking
at 8o late a period as his twenty-sixth
year. He was eager for the field.

Having closed up his business as
speedily as possible he presented himself
at the conference of 1880 for the itiner-
ancy, was received and sent to Dor-
chester Cireuit as associate pastor with
Rev. G. Q. Bacchus. In 1881-2 he
was in Georgetown, D. C., as associate
pastor with Dr. S. B. Southerland. = In
1883 and 1884 he was in charge of
Broadway, Baltimore. In 1885 he went
to Liynchburg, and in the eighth” year of
his pastorate in that church he was
elected; by the Gemeral Gomftrence of
1892, corresponding secretary of the
Board of Foreign Missions. In these
pastorates he was prompt, exemplary,
faithful and efficient. The people loved
him. Nor could it be otherwise. He
was so genial, so delightfully social.
His manner beamed with friendliness,
He was both a loving and lovable man.
in an eminent degree. There was in his
character the happy mingling of cheer-
fulness and gravity, gentleness = and

J

Immediately, as far as it was possible
with his pastorate still on his hands, he
centered all his energies in his new
work. Entering upon a course of
Preparation; he read the biographies of
tl}e most eminent missionaries; he made
himself acquainted with the most suc-
cessful methods of work in the mission-
ary societies at home; he sought inter-
View and intimacy with the secretaries
of the missionary societies of the various
churches, and he rapidly developed
along all lines as a judicious and en-
§husiastic manager and champion of the
foreign missionary work of the church.
H@: maintained the most amicable re-
lations with the Board, the conferences
and the missionaries, and enjoyed not
only their harmonious co-operation and
approval, but also their loving admira-
tlon. Tn the brief space of less than
J_" our years in his office he made a record
in the faith and literature and heart of

ng monument to his memory.

The circumstances of his death were
p?culiarly sad. Far from his home and
his loved ones; his unfinished sermon
on missions, prepared by appointment of
the executive of this conference, to
which we have listened with such tear-
f‘sll interest, lying on his desk awaiting
the completion that would never be
made; though lacking no kind, sympa-
thetic and - Christian miniscration, yet
among strangers, with no intimate
friend, no dear kindred to comfort him
by their presence and loving devotion
in the struggle of his last hours, and the
sudden and shocking transition from the
oyful anticipation of the home greeting
and conference fellowship, to the appall-
ing realization that he must die away
from home and loved ones, make up an
ordeal no words can fitly portray. But

light breaks on the scene from the upper

firmness, meekness and aggressiveness, !

The simplicity of his faith was a marked
characteristic. He received the Gospel

| bours, ‘T shall meet my dear mother in | 45 5 divine revelation, and rested in it,

not as a rationalist in his dogma, but
as a child in its mother’s embracing
arms and loving smiles.

As a preacher Brother Coulbourn
was paintaking in his preparation, de-

words can speak for his parentage like | cidedly Methodistic in his interpreta-
tiose of the dying son. “Tell my old | tion of the Scriptures, logical in arrange-

ment, earnest, clear, incisive, strong,
and often eloquent in expression, and
sometimes  triumphant in spiritual
power.

During his pastorate in Liynchburg he
married the eldest daughter of the late
Hon. C. W. Button, of precious memory
in the Maryland Conference. This
proved to be beth a'wise and a happy
union. Three children blersed their
marriage, who, with their deeply loved
mother, were the subjects of his greatest
solicitude in his last hours.

His call to the secretaryship was a
staggering surprise. He had never
thought of being intrusted with the
duties and responsibilities of such an
office, and with characteristic modesty
he questioned his ability to answer to
its demands. He hesitated, too, at the

thought of the frequent and often
lengthy absence from his family which
the duties of the office would require.
But when he came to recognize the
action of the conference in his election,
as indicating the will of God in the dis-
position of his services, he said:
it ia the will of God that I shall engage
in this work, however keenly I feel the,

separation from my family, T shall be

(e were offor; in counsel on the sub-
' For weeks he slept but little.
be call geemed imperative and the
stacles ingurmountable, But the will

't

y/

In the spil
mission 1o God’s will and loyalty to the
chureh’s call he accepted the onerons
office. ]

obedient to it.” [

“If

rit of sub-j§

glory. Dismay vanishes in triumph.

; ! His | which combine to iofluence with the | The dark sform-cloud el into sun-{
| er, affectionately remembered by (touch of tenderness and the siroke of{shine. The gloom on the earth side is
: .Of‘th? member.s of this conf'ere.uce power—at the same time winning love | banished by the radiance upward. The
§ estimable Christian woman, died, | and commanding respect and confidence. | dark river narrows to a “little stream.”

It is not a defeat but a glorious victory.
“This dying,” he says, “is practical
work,” and in the midst of battle strife
he exclaims:

¢Strike, king of terrors,I fear not thy blow;
Jesus hath broken the burs of the tomb:
Joyfully, joyfully, will I go home.”

And with the latest ring of that voice
which had so often stirred the devotions
of God’s people to ecstacy, and melted
congregations to tears and penitence
with its sweetness and power, he sung
with seraphic anticipation these lines:

A tent or a cottage, why should I care?
They’re building a palace for me over there;
Though exiled from home, yet will I sing,
All glory to God I'ma child of a King.”

Thus beautifally, grandly he lived;
thus gloriously, trinmphantly he died.
His record is with us and his memory
will be cherished. We sorrow deeply,
for our loss is great.
The funeral services were held in the
Lynchburg church, of which he was 50
long the pastor. The house was filled
to its utmost capacity. The sermon was
preached by Rev. Thomas H. Lewis,
D.D., and addressds were delivered by
Rev. F. T. Tagg, D.D., and Rev. E. A.
Warfield. His remains, in accordance
with his own request, were laid to rest
in Springfield Cemetery.

B. F. Bensoxn, Ch'm'n,

F. T. Taca,

J. M. HoLMES,

J. H. VALENTINE,

Joun ROGERS,

W. H. JoxNEs,

deprivation I must endure because ofy Committee.

Y
|

the church which will remain an endur- |/

= ~

T

_ WiLLiamsoN.—Rev. Riley Seth Wil-!
liamson, the subject of this notice, was
born near Calverton, Baltimore county,
Md., in 1863, and died at Centreville
Cumberland Valley, Bedford eounty,
Pa., May 9, 1896. He becanie a mem.
ber of East Baltimore Station Methodist
Protestant Church by certificate from |
the M. E. Church in 1885. His piety
and zeal soon secured the admiration
and confidence of the entire membership
of that charge. When he modestly
stated his conviction that he had been
called to the work of the ministry there
seemed to be very serious difficulties in
his way. Even his most devoted friends,
who were willing to assist him, could
not deny the fact, and failed to suggest |
any means of speedy relief. A less
courageous man would have been dis-
couraged, but-he-never faltered. With
unquestioning trust, “born of the Spirit,”
he pressed forward until he accomplished
his cherished purpose. After such
preparation as he was able to make he
joined the Maryland Annual Conference |
in 1887 and served the following charges
in tha order here stated: Grove, known
a8 Preston when he received his first
appointment, Franklin City, Milton and
Bedford. On all of them he left num-
erous proofs of his zeal, faithfulness and
usefulness. He had “a mind to the
work,”” and his heart was in it. A
member of the committee appointed
writes: “The traits of character in
Brother Williamson which impressed
me were his piety, earnestness and in-
dustry. He was a young man of deep
piety, and had the confidence of all who
knew him. His earnestness manifested
itself in everything he did, and nowhere |
more than in his effort to save souls
and build up the church where he
labored. He was thoroughly indus-
trious; he knew not what it was to be
idle. By his industry he overcame
serious obstacles in his early life
that would have discouraged one
with less industry and perseverance.
Added to these was the genial, warm-
hearted spirit that made him a favorite
with all and drew around him a large
circle of admiring friends.” Another,

a layman, writes: - “Without seeking to

depreciate any of our former pastors, all
of whom we dearly loved, it seems that
none succeeded in getting a deeper hold
upon the affections of the people than
did Brother Williamson. He was a
kind, consecrated, industrious minister
of the Gospel, and a great favorite
wherever he went. All the young men
of the town, of all denominations, and
the children were devoted to him.”” A
warm, personal and fully trusted friend
of Brother Williamson’s and a member
of the committee has furnished the fol-
lowing: “Riley Williamson did his
worlk well. In the nine short years of his
ministry three churches were dedicated
to God through his efforts and hundreds
of souls were converted through his in-
strumentality. He was ever foremost
in the fight. After a year of hard, but
successful work on Bedford Circuit he
returned from conference with his plans
laid for a mighty warfare against sin and
Satan and he entered the struggle with
almost feverish anxiety. On Sunday
morning, May 5, he preached his last
sermon in Centreville Church, and
within an hour retired to the couch from
which he never again rose. On the_f‘ol-
lowing Wednesday he became delirious
and never again regained consciousness. -
During all the wanderings of his fever-
stricken brain he never forgot the pre-
cepts of the Gospel of Christ. In the
golemn stillness of the night he uttered

his last prayer. It was a part of
the Lord’s prayer, closing with the
sords, “Thy will be done on
earth as it is in heaven,’ The writer
continues:  ‘All day Saturday his soul
wrestled ‘neath the shadow of the moun-
tain,” and as the sun slowly sank behind
the mighty Alleganies the Liord of hosts
called him, and the goul of our brother
swept through the gates of the New
Jerugalem. On  March 12, 1890,
Brother Williamson married Miss Taura
B. Schlincke, of Baltimore. She proved
worthy of the man; a devoted, conse-
With her two

|
\

crated, faithful wife.
little children, too young to appreciate
their loss, she is commended to the care
of our Father, W. S. HAMMOND,
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recitation rooms, two laboratories, two play rooms, an office and a library,

January first, and will accommodate all the grades and high school.
with the fellowing corps of teachers:

menths term yesterday,

Minerves Lebo and Miss M. Harel Zellers, assistants;

Manifold, and primary, Miss Nellie Norris.
wiill hold its sessions 'in {he town hall, and the eother schools in the old build- Ing.

year, excopt Miss Zellers.

srammar,

The Stewartstown
High school, Henry 8.
Miss Laura Kislner;
Pending the completion of the new school

schools opened
Helth, principal, and
intermediate, DMrs. Clay
building, the grammar
The {faculty

There were only two teachers in the high school last year.

in the 'b\m‘nug'll of
The last word in rural school building is being uttered in the structure now nearing completion
Btenl-urtntu“"‘n. the voters of which recently authorlzed a loan of $28,000 for the purpose. It faces Main street at Broad-

way, being erected om an extension of the old school grounds. It is 90 by 140 feet in dimensions and will contaln six

It is expected to be ready for occupancy on
for a nine
Miss

W.
school
is the same aps last

" place was often called Meadstown,

aflernoon
' house; ¢
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J. BENSON GABLE

Mr J. Benson Gable died at his home
in town, Tuesday morning about 3:30.
He bad not been in good health for
some time, his heart being abnormally
weak, but was able to be about. Death,
however came suddenly, following
about a half hour’s illness from indiges-
tion. He was in his 77th year and is
survived by his wife who was former-
ly Miss Emma.Smith, and two children
by a former marriage, Mr Joseph B.
Gable of Hopewell and Mrs Clyde
Hitehcock of near Shawsville; alsoone
sister, Miss E. Anna Gable, of Orange,
Texas. g

town. He had a bright mind, absorbed

the M. [I. Church of town.

up farming and canming,

book and experimental methods.

made in theold Hopew=ll cemetery.

P —

SBITUARY.
¢ Llizabeth Gable, M. D. §

Aftera year’s illness with that dread
Elizabeth
Gable died on Friday morning Ias!, at
the home of her father, My. Tsracl Gable, -
sJust south of town.

discase Consamption, Dr.

Miss  Gable was a Physician
profession, sud was reckoned very good
having had g number of years

practice in hospitals in Massachusells
New York and Philadelphia.

Her father anad
sigters and

mother,
three brothers

sUFVIve lier,  She wias i woman of - kind |
makiog friends|
& r

and genja] disposition,
wherever she wen 1

Deceased was the flrst female resideat |

of York County upon whom was confer-
red the degree of M. ). She began the
study of medicine with Dr. 7. R. Martin,
and graduated from the Womans Medi-

cal College of Penna. in 1800,

The funeral toolk place on Sunday
e services being held at the

ucted by Rev. Wm I Leib,

Intermentin Hopewell Cemeter y.

e ey

rininge o

Deceased was the son of Mr and Mrs
Israel Gable, who resided just south of

a good eduecation, taught school for
several years, but kept on learning all
his life, always keeping in touch with
events and discussions of all kinds and
being well informed on most subjects.
He was an earnest ¢hristian and active
in religious affairs, and a member of

Following school teaching he took
keepicg up
the former until his health foreed him
to retire, He worked by the combined

The funeral takes place this Thurs-
day aflernoon, at 2 o’clock services to be
held at his late home and interment

by

two

8 chippl

—s_ray
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Stewartstown Chamber Of
Commerce Turns Attention
To Milk Station

CALL SPECIAL MEETING

Stewartstown, April 18-—At a meeting

‘lof the Chamber of Commerce, Tuesday

[{to be present at

/1 Joseph

evening, it was decided to call a special
meeting for Tuesday evening, April 24,
for the purpose of discussing a milk
station for BStewartstown. All farmers
interested in this proposition are urged
this meeting in order
that they may thoroughly understand the
conditions under which a milk station
might be established. "Thix is an impor-
tant meeting for the farmers of this com-
munity and all are requested Lo be pres-
ent. The meeting will be held in the
Town hall, a4t 8 p. m.
Miss Bernice Trout, a
York High school, spent
with her parents, Mr. and
Trout.

John Wilderson, who is employed by
Zeigler, contracting ecarpenter,

student of ithe
the week-end
Mre, John

‘| has been off duty for several days, owing
‘lto illness.

" | members

RN (U

= m

.

,|Thursday and Friday.
| Fulton and Mrs. 1. Edwin Redding will

The Westmingter Guild Chapter of the
Stewartstown Presbyterian church, met
at the home of Mr, and Mrs. Emanuel
Althouse, Hopewell township, Monday
evening, being the guests of their dau-
ghter, Miss Verna. Mrs. Allen Klinefel-
ter was chosen as representative from the

‘{chapter to the presbyterial meeting at

the MYopewell Presbyterian chuorch, _on
Mrs. Thomas B,
the Woman’s Missionary so-
the meeting. The following
were present: «Mrs. J. Clay
Anderson, Mrs, Allen Klenfeiter, Mrs.
James Falton, Mrs. William Kearns,
Mrs. Harry Kerlinger, Mrs., Bverett Zel-

represent
ciety at

lers, Misses DMyrtle Zellers, Helen
Ebaugh, Hthel Neal, Mayfleld Zlelers,
Verna Althouse, Goldie Schminkey and

Rev. J. Bdwin Redding. who conducted
the Bible study eclass. The next meeting
is to be held at the home of Mr. and
Mrs. J. Clav Anderson, on Monday even-
ing, April 30.

alrs. Viela Baker, a nurse at the York
hospital, has returned and resumed her
work, after' visiting Mr. and Mrs. P. I
Hild, with whom she formerly resided.
Mrs. Baker had her tonsils removed and
wias recuperating at the Hild home.

Dr. Gordonier, principal of the First
Pennsylyania State Normal school, Mil-
lersville, Lancaster county, and Prof. Al-
bright, county superintendent of schools,

+ [visited the borough schools, Monday.

W. Barl I"ulton returned from a_trip
to New York city and Baltimore, Morn-
day.

Miss Ruth Miller spent the week-end

‘|wifh her parents, near Cross Roads. Miss

Miller (eaches school at New Freedom.
Miss Annita MecWilliams, who teaches
Jear's school, near Zion View, spént the

weelk-end with her parents, Mr. and Mrs,

W. R. McWilliams. Miss MeWilliams

o

was a member of the 1922 graduafing
‘class of the Stewartstown High school.

Mrs: Paul Specht, New York city, was
a week-end guest of Mr. and Mrs. W,
Harl Fulton. Mr. Specht is an orchestral
conductor, and is at present in Balti-
mere.

Iivans  Waltemeyer, Carey Green and
tobert Gemmill, were altending court on
Monday and Tuesday, as witnesaes. The
three youths were in the auto accident on
the Susquehanna Trail, Jast summer, that
resulted in the death of Wilson Gemmiil
and injury to Robert Gemmill,

Thursday evening, April 26, has been
selected am the date for the presenting
of the senior class play “Home Ties,” by
the pupils of the Stewartstown High
school, 5

William H, Sweitzer spent the week-
end lere with his family. Mr. Sweltzer
is manager of the Philadelphia distriet
ufl (‘hn. Maytag Washing Machine com-
pany.

__The Hopewell Purniture company, bh-
ing organized here for the manufactyra
of dining room furniture, has purchased
a tract of three acres, just west of the,
Stewartstown railroad tracks and sonth
of Manifold and Manifold's flour mij],
The selling of the preferred and com.
mon stock of the organization iz Drog-

ressing nicely. The preferred stock ig g
79 tax free investment,

f'?' = 1—,

i - o irms e iliend Sy

a mile and a Fhalf
Meads was asked for a subscription,
“Well if you buildiin town I will give
you fifty dollars, if you build down at
Jake Snyder's 1 will give you twenty
“five dollars, and build down at Leib’s
school house I will give you nothing.’”
That decided where the house
go, for fifty dollars was quite an item
'in those days. He was a man of some
humor.
up in shot bags, and early one morning
of a sale, he went up in the hay
and threw down shot bag after shot
bag of silver.
taken the money over to the shedsome

_his store in any other way.
in 1840 and the first train on the N. C. [
R. R. was Aug. 30, 1838.

STEWARTSTOWN.

This beautiful, progressive town is!

named after Anthony Stewart.

In 1812 he purchased a tract of land
which is part of the present site of
Stewartstown. 1In 1814 David Edgar
made-a survey of “‘Stewart’'s TLand!
and laid out nineteen lots. About this
time Benedict Meads opened a  store
and tavern. His house is still stand-
ing, somewhat altered inside and out,
but mainly as it stood nearly a centu-
ry ago. As Mr. Meads was the prin-
cipal business man in the town, the
It
does not appear that Mr. Meads cared
for the honor. He was a man of busi-
ness, made money, and cared little for
what he considered empty honors, At
least this is my impression of him. My,
Stewart was different, for he wanted
the name and felt it keenly when by
Act of Legislature March 29, 1851 his
name was discarded and Mechanics-
burg substituted. This was seemingly
a death blow to his desires, but he was
a man not easily diverted from his pur
pose, and in less than two years, Feb.
24, 1853, by Act of Legislature the
name was changed back to Stewarts-
town. Some might ask, what has the
Legislature to do with the naming ofa
town? When a town is incorporated
as a Borough it meant, of course, be
named, Mr. Stewart was entitled to
the name, and further, Stewartstown
is more desirable than Mechaniesburg.
Mr. Stewart lived to"enjoyihis honors
thirteen years—dying in 1866. He was
& peculiar man in his appearance, and
quite a mechanical-genius. The growth
of the town was not’veryrapid, for in
1835 it contained butfeight houses.

About this lime two young men came

from Baltimore, Griffith and Willett |
Wil-|
lett did not remain long, but Mr. Grif-|

and engaged in metrchandising.

fith remained to the close of his long
life. He was an important factor in
the growth of the town. As Mr.
Meads diedsin 1840 but few in the com-
muﬁihy have any remembrance of him.
He was of medium height, and rather
stocky build, his hair was a mixed
gray very thick and strong and as he
was his own barber and kept his hair

clipped-close it bristled up like a por-i

cupine. He was a shrewd business
man, not hasty, and yet not long in
deciding what he would do. When
the building of the Union Church was
being considered, some favored Stew-
artstown, some a beautiful shaded lot
in frontof Miss Anna'Gable’s home,
and some favored the school house site
from town. Mr.

would

He kept his silver in lots tied

lofl

In mere sport he had
time during the previous night, to
make the impression that he kept his

money there.
One of my destinet recollections of

him was early one brightSpring morn- |/
ing, mounted on “Tobe'’ he was on his|
way to Baltimore to purchase storej

goodspor as Mrs. Meads would say:
“lay in a fresh recruit.”” Tobe was a

ground like a bird. He would make

his purchase and have them delivered ||

by wagons. Ido not know that Mr.
Meads ever had any goods delivered at
He died

‘noted racker, and would skim over the L

—

“} suppose it would
teams busy to deliver 'qall_ t

sold in Stewartstown mnow. My last j

remembrance of Mr. Meads was arath-

orsad one. I wassentto hisstore, and| .
noticed that while he waited on me he

teep Oneé OF -t_:‘YO
| the goods

was suffering. A few months later the

end ¢
of Mr. Alloways. then owned by Mr

Archibald Thompson, whose first wifel
Some ‘sixtesn

was Hannah Meads.

after his rvemains with that,, of his}

ame, He wasburied on the farm

youngest son, Lewis, were brought : to
Stewartstown andinterradinthe Union

grave yard. The remains of l'v.Tr. and
Mps, Meads and their son, T.e wis, hﬂ'vt}
reached their finalafesting pln.ce_m t;l? y

Stewartstown (.fe metery. 3

Stewarfstown, May 8—Next Siindny
bid¥ fair to be a Red Letter day in the
I'resbyterian church. It will be obsery-
od as Rally day. A plan has been (de-
vised to secure the attendance of overy
member of the school. [Meach one has
been given a card, of red, white or blue
color, and wlhen these are returned and
handed in at roll call. they will form
United States flag. The entire collection
of the morning will be devoted fo fhe
new pipe organ fund, It is hoped that
the donations and subsecriptions will he
sufficient to cover the entire cost of the
organ. Also on Sunday a contest will
be started between two halves of the
school.  The classes have been grouped
into two parts, equal in number and
strength, and these are to take an
imaginary trip around the world by air-
plane. It is supposed that it will take
about ten weeks to complete the journey.

{At the end of the trip the losing side ||
entlire |/

|agrees. to stand ftreat for the
school. Everyhody is expected to come
‘and see the airplanes start on the trip.
On the evening of next Sunday the
l.‘hr!sli:;n Endeavor society has prt:pan‘ri
something special. A story, which will
ihe read by Mrs. W. Earle Fulton, while
i music. is rendered at appropriate pauses.
{The title is a “Story of the Orient.,” and
‘j!m music is written by Adam Geibel.
The meeting is at T7:30 p. m.

STEWARTSTOWN |

| _ Burros Dalton and children, near West
Liberty, aned Miss Laura  Miller, this
place, spent Sunday at Baltimore. and/
vidgited Mrg. Dalton, who is in a hospi-|
tal in the Monumental City. ]
Mrs. J. Harry Ebaugh returned Satur|
(]H_\'V(_?!'Nlln[:\ from a several weeks’® visid
to Little Rock, Ark., where she \'isitm{‘
her sister and brother-in-law, Mr. and
Mrs. George Strawbridge. |
Mr. and Mrs. Elson Almony returned |
to, Baltimore, Monday evening, after 'ris-1
iting  Mrs. Almony's parents, Mr, and h
Mrs. Ezra Phillips, over the week-end. |
Miss ]?Iury Miller, a 3
senior class of the New Freedom High |
school, spent the week-end  at the hz)lrﬁlrt
of her parents, Mr. and Mrs. P, William
Miller, Miss Miller was accompanied by
Miss Iolena Brown, also a member of the
senior class, The Miller family recently
nmr«ir] ]151‘(-”1'1‘0111 New Freedom, having
purchase e I, M. Zeigle q :
near the cemetery. Se AL
Miss Aunita McWilllams,
Mr. and Mrs. ¥
Munin street,

member of thel &

p daughter o
V. Roy McWillinms, Soml{
Tain who had heen teachin e
Bair's school, near Zion View, which
recently closed, is now substituting af
Railroad borough, owing to the svﬁn{m
illness of Miss Plorence Ilerr who h-1.1
Iw:[n rr-::(-thi\n:: the school, g %
Mr. and Mrs. Howard Bartensg g
daughter, Hlizabeth, Miss Ho]ﬂl}nzg‘]r;”.a}ir:]
berger, and Nelson Bartenslager \"i!:
:mnp;mn, Del., visited the l}artnﬁaln‘gnr
h‘n_\'s parents, Mr. and Mrs. Solomon
Bartenslager, Saturday and Sunday

Mrs, Addie Hunter, Towson, hag hee
called here by the eritical illness of lén
mf:ltir’r. Mr-.‘«l. Sarah E. Gessford, Re
. ~hose who visited Howard [Tap
Sundav, were: Mr. and Mm.nrr{r;t;.]?iu

H oo

EA=E=T—X]

Miss Nora MeGuigan, teacher
eight months’ ferm on last Friday,

Sufton, Sunday were:
Effie Vanhart, New
ian Tarbet,

York at the plant of the York
turing
hers with

seph Gemmill, Sunday,
Mrs. Marion ey
bel and Alverta, Mrs, D,
son, Websgfer,
and DMrs,
Anderson,
Mrs. Civk
gob Flory, Mr, ‘and Mrs, it Day
‘daughter, : it
| Waltemyer,

children, Almeda,
' Barl,
spent Sunday evening with Mr.,
Roscoa
ship,

and daughter, Hvelyn. spent
| M. and Mrs.

'l'imn.msnn and. .daughter, Grao :
Wellington ~ Thompsoh™ ang (r‘\I{'lil]?iq Mr.;:.
[Tammer, Yoric; Miss Ada Vanhart m\_ 1
Pn!'T\'. and Miss Hilda Amgpacher, s

Center school, Hopewell In.u'n:-:hip

. closed jtg

Those who visited Mr, and Mra. Allen

e ]Jnnr;}l."{\rm and 0
: ark, an igs =
Gatchelville, &8 Mar

John €. Smith, swho is employed

in
Manufye-

week-eanq

Jo-
and
Ma-
ang

Mr,

company, spent
hig family.
Mr.

who visited

the
Those and Mrs,
were:  Mp,
daughters,
W. Heaps
Mrg. Silas Walteryer,
Paul Waltemyer, Mrg. Harpy
Miss Viola Anderson, Mr, and
Ruby, Mrs, Feamy Flory, Jn(_

Heaps and

Almia, Howard and ])?.:-:,[,!

Mr. and Mrs. (Albert

Kasghner
May, Deloris, Vepy
and Harney, /Hopewell

and
10n,
township,
and Myg,

Hannigan, Shrewsbury town-

AMr, and Mrs. Montgomery MeWilliamg |15
Sunday with tft'
Glen Rock,

John Mickey,




NO SUMMER THAT YEAR |

Snow And Ice Prevailed In June,
July And August, 1816.

Vermonter Was Tost In A Blizzard
On June 17 And Had Both Fect
Prozen—FEacta From 01ld Diary.

{Erom the:Danbury (Caonn.) News.}
The vear 1818 was kKnown throughout |
L toe United Rtates and Buvope as the mm-\

\REYL, ever experienced vy “nny porson then
Lo, There are persons In Northern

New Yark who have beem In the aahit of
keeplng diaries for years, and It s from
the pages of an old diary begun in J.Fltﬂ!'
i and kept up unbroken until 1§40 that hm/

following information regarding this year

without a summer has been taken:

Januery was so mlld that most persons

allowed thefr fires to go ount and (id not!
burn wood except for cooking. There were |
a few cold days, but they svore very few. |
Most of the time the air was warm and
springlike. Febinary was not cold, ~ Some |
| days were colder than any 'in January,
bt the weather was about the same. |
March, from .the 1st to the 6th, was in-
clined (to be windy. It came in lke a
small lion and went out like a yery inno-/
cent sheep. \

April came in warm, but as the days
;:ru\\" longer, the air became colder, and by
the first of May there was a temperature
like that of winter, with plenty of snow
and lece, In May the wvoung buds were
frozen dead, lce formed half an inch thick
on ponds and rtivers, corn was killed, and
the coruficlds were planted again and
again, until it became too late 1o .rniso

a crop. By the last of May in this climate

the trees ave ysually in leaf and birds and

are plentiful.  When the last of
£ avrived in 1816 evervthing had been
killed Ly the cold.

June was the coldest month of roses

ever experienced inm this \atitade. Frost

and \ce were as common s bultercups
nsually nre. Almost every green fhing
was killad : all fruit was destroyed. Snaw
fell 10 inches deep in Vermont. There
was a T-inch fall in: the interfor of New

York State. and the same in Massachu-

set(s.  There were only a few moderately

warm dayvs, Everybody looked, longed, and
walited for warm weather, but warm weath-

I er did not combe, s

It was also” dry; very little rain fell.

All summer long the wind blew steadily

{from fhe north in blasts, laden with snow |

{and {ce. Mothers knit socks of* double |

thickness for their children, and made

thick mittens. Plapting and shivering
were done together, and fhe farmers who
| worked out thelr taxes on  the country

‘ roads wore overcoats and mittens.

On June 17 there was a heavy fall of
gnow. A Vermont favmer seni a flock of
sheep to pasture on June 16. ‘The morn-
ing of the 17th dawned with the ther-
mometer below the freezing point. About
9 o'clock in the morning the owner of the
sheep started to look for his floek, Before

{leaving home he turned to his wife and

said, jokingly:

“Better start the mnelghbors soon; it's
the niiddle of June and I ‘may get lost in
the snow.”’

An hour after he had leff home a fter-
 rible snowstorm came up. The dnow fell
thick and fast. and, as there was so much
wind, the fleecy masses piled in great
drifts along the windward side of the
Pences and outbuildings. Night came and
the farmer had not heen Jmard of.

R e pecwtne-ivighiened-and-alavmed \

Ve nelghbornood. Al the neighibors joined
tne searching patiy. On the third day
ey found him. e was iyiog ' a hol
low on the side hitl with bBoth feet frozen;
Te was half covered with snow. but allve,
Most of the sheep were lost. \
\ A farmer near Tewksbury, Vi, owned a}
Warge field of corn. Fe built fres. Neatly
every night he and his men took turns in |
Keeping up the fire and watching that the
corn did not freeze. The farmer was Te-
warded for his tilreless labhors by having
the only crop of corn in the reglon.

Tuly came in with snow and ice. On the
4th of July ice as thick as window glass
farmed throughent New England, New
York. and In some parts of the Btate of
Fennsylvania. Indian corn, which in some
parts of the Tast had struggled through
\.\'uy and June, gave up, froze and died.
| To the surprize of everybody, Augnsi
{ proved the worst month of all.  Almost
lowr_r green thing In this country and
ll-l!u‘nm\ was blagted with frost. Snow fell
{at Barnet, 30 miles from London, England,

on. August 50. Newspapers received from

England stated that 1816 would he re-

membered by the existing gensraftion as

the year in which (thare was mno summer,

Very little corn ripened in New England,

Thers was great privation, and thousands

Jof persons would have perished in this |

conntry had it not heent for the abundance
h and wild game. -

CLASS MEMORIALS

You will find below a tabulation of your class memo-
rials as of June 30, 1946. These memorials are helping
students and it might be an excellent way of perpetuat-
ing the memory of a class mate if you would add some-
thing to your check for dues for this purpose.

Amount
15.00

Som‘;'/.sif:; CDzz:lltj;thome ALONZO ' TULLJ SOJ
DIES IN SOMERSET

Resident Of Tull’'s Corner
Succumbs After Extended
 lness

FUNERAL TOMORROW

\

Former Shore Oyster Packer Will
Be Buried In St. Paul’s
Cemetery

Marion Stfation, Md., Jan. T—Alonzo
Eugene Tull, prominent Somerset
| countian, died today at his home at
Tull's Corner, after an extended ill-
ness. He was 80 years of age. -

Mr. Tull was engaged in the oyster
business for years, being founder and
president of the, A. E. Tull Oyster
Company until his retirement. three
years ago. He showed a great interest
in church and civic activities. He was
one of the oldest members of Trinity
Methodist Protestant Church at Marion
v Statioq.

Member Of Old Family
A son of the late Samuel L. Tull,

ALONZO E. TULL
S O O ¥ R e Wy

he .was a descendant of one of the '

earliest settlers in Maryland,

Mr. Tull is survived by his widow,
Mrs. Anna Elizabeth Tull; five daugh-
ters, Mrs. Carroll Crockett and Mrs,
Ralph Williams, of Baltimore; Mrs.
Raymond Dean, of Federalsburg; Mrs.
Stanley Phillip, of Scarsdale, N. V.,
and Miss Mildred Tull, of Tull’'s Cor-
ner; a son, Honiss Tull, of Scarsdale,
N. Y., and two grandchildren, Miss
Anne Crockett, of Baltimore, and
Alonzo Tugene Tull 3d, of Scarsdale,
New York.

Funeral services will be held at the
home on Tuesday and burial will be
in St. Paul's Cemetery, Tull's Corner.

M. P. BODY HAILS
YEAR'S PROGRESS|

Special Evangelistic Effort|:
Urged At Westminster
Conference

Churches’ Organized Men’s
Bible Classes Praised
In Report

[By the Associated Press] f
Westminster, Md., June 16 — Dele-|§
gates to the one hundred and eleventh|§
Maryland annual conference of the|s
Methodist Protestant Church heard|}
praise for the past year's progress to-
day and a call for special evangelistic
effort during the coming year.

Special praise went to the organized
men's Bible classes of the churches,||
which the committee on evangelism |}
reported was the ‘“‘channel through
which thousands of men are brought |§
into a vital relationship to the church.”|§

The committee’s report, a feature of ||
today’s session, recommended that!§
each church “put forth a special evan- |}
gelistic effort sometime during thel}
year of two weeks or more, and we|§
strongly urge that a systematic home
visitation campaign be put on.”

Nearly 300 ministers and laymen are
attending the conference, the last to
be held because of the church merg-
er, The delegates are representing
churches in Maryland and parts of
Virginia, West Virginia, Pennsylvania,
Delaware, New Jersey and the District
of Columbia,

Summer Conference Slated

The Rev. D. W. Anstine, of Eden,
Md., now the dean of the ministers
in the conference, was honored today
by a testimonial celebrating the sixti-(}
eth anniversary of his reception into
the conference.

The twenty-nintn annual summer
conference will be held at the West-
minster Theological Seminary and!
the Western Maryland College August
28 to September 1, the Rev, J. Earl
Cummings, Wilmington, Del., advised
the delegates.

Reports on missions and missionary
work were made by Mrs. Miriam B.
Matthews, Baltimore; Mrs. W. J.
Brewer, president of the Washington-
Virginia branch, and Dr. G. W. Had-
daway, executive secretary of the
mission board.

The Rev. E. C. Makosky, Cherry-
dale, was reelected president of the
Church Extension Society. Other of-| )|
ficers, all reelected, were L. W, Dykes, )
first vice-president; N. C. Clough,
second vice-president; J. W. Town-

"|send, secretary; C. F. Cummins,i

treasurer, Elected to the board of
managers were the Rev. L. B. Smith,
the Rev. E. D. Stone, the Rev. R, Y.
Nicholson and the Rev. C. F. Cum-

_|mins, and H. C. Staley, Henry Gilli-

gan, W. C. Scott and D. C. MacLea,
laymen,




“The Gladiator,” 78, Takes 4th Bride

Robert Lindley Downing, Retired Actor and Active Evangelist,
Feels as Young as When He Was 40.

Upper: Robert L. Downing,
78-vear-old retired actor, and
Mrs. Mary Shafer Jones, 65,
pictured on the eve of their

by | wedding.
—Star Staff Photo.
o Lower: Downing as “The
Gladiator” some 50 years ago.
on- = g ol A
BY WILLIAM A. BELL, JR. / 3
as- OST men of 78 are in the sixth

I, he in  the famous,kK “all the
in- world’s a stage” soliloguy,
bwer | but Robert Lindley  Downing, retired
lheld | actor and active evangelist, is in the
ily, | third.
The sixth age, according to William
LeD- | Shakespeare’s Jaques in Act IT of “As
Ala- | you Like It,” is that of pre-senility
when a man's hose is “a world too
he wide for his shrunk shank” and hisl
ORnE | “phig manly voice, turning again toward |
nst | childish treble, pipes and whistles in
all | his sound.”

The third, soliloquizes Jaques, is
“the lover, sighing like furnace,” efc.

Hight years past the Biblical allot-
ment of three score and ten, Mr.
Downing will fake unto himself a bride
—his fourth—tomorrow afternoon at
the Plaza Apartments,

His voice, far from a “childish
he | treble,” retains the same thunderous
arf | resonance which once carried it to the
farthest gallery seats of theaters all
over the country.
rive Bride Friend in Childhood.
pnd | wWhen the news spread that Mr.
the | powning had taken out a license to
Uge | marry a childhood acquaintance, Mrs.
P10~ | \fary Shafer Jones, 65, of 3437 Mount
the \Pleasant‘. street, reporters called at his

modest home at 1349 Harvard street.
the | «pon’t, for heaven’s sake,” hoomed
ths | {he white-haired bridegroom-elect,
red | «oa1l me ‘an old veteran! I don’t con-
OT- | eider myself by any means a veteran.
o | 7 geel as young as I was at 40, Good
N hea‘:}t_a_h Go?d strength.”
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i One would scarcely have thought of

calling him an old veteran. His step is | ]
ote | SPringy; his brown eyes clear and
ibe spz}r}dmg. He retains most of his
hair, snowy now, once the rich brown,
o wavy glory of matinee idols.
| Mr. Downing has outlived three |l
i wives, His first died, leaving his only
child, now Mrs, Travers J. Crocker, in
Whose apartment he is to be married
it tomorrow. His second, Eugenie Blair,
of was a well-known actress. His third,
oua th_c former Mrs. Helene Quertier
= Kirkpatrick, died five years ago.
S Mrs. Jones has heen a widow five
years.
din She is a teacher and the couple will
honeymoon and live in Colonial Beach,
i Va., where she will teach literature
and he dramatic art,

2 Recalls Early Experiences. 4

nal On the eve of his wedding Mr.
of | Downing opened today his treasure
house of memories. He went back to
ch | 1876 and his first performance “of
an | consequence.” It was in the National
of | Theater and the play was “Uncle
an | Tom’s Cabin.” Young Downing played
br, | George Harris, who befriended Uncle
16 | Tom.
hil Then followed five years of stock
al | company playing and associations with
to [ such immortals of the legitimate
drama as Edwin Booth, Joseph Jeffer-
son, John McCullough and Mary An-
- | derson. (“Mary Anderson—ah, there
o- | was a lovely woman. She played Juliet
- | to my Romeo. I keep this picture of
i~ [ her in that role.”)
e In 1881 Mr. Downing formed a
company of his own and went on tour,
His first production was Joaquin Mil-
ht | ler’s “Tallyho,” Better known, how-
h { ever, and more beloved to Mr. Down-
- | ing was his performance. in.the title
4 | role of “The Gladiator.” Three thouwe
e | sand times he played it, up and down
the land.
h Mr. Downing seldom wore the sock
e, | of comedy, preferring the buskin of

o | tragedy. He came to be billed as

~ | “America’s tragedian.” But he won

er | the praise of critics, too, as Capt. Ab-
e | solute in “The Rivals.” Mrs. John

_ | Drew played opposite him as Mrs.

h | Malaprop.

E “I said to John—John Drew—one
day,” Mr. Downing recalled, “‘John,
do you think we’re as good as the
critics say?’ Helaughed and said,
‘No, of course we're not.’

d Knew Barrymore Children.

“T knew ’em all. Knew John and
Lionel and Ethel Barrymore when
they were kids growing up. William
Farnum, too—he was almost like an
adopted son. His father, Dustin, was
my treasurer. Young Dustin used to
" | travel with the company renting opera
glasses and selling photographs.”

) Why did Mr. Downing leave the
' | stage for the pulpit? The religious
. | and spiritual significance of the dra-
- | mas in which he performed induced
him, he declared.

) “I was affected principally by my
role as John the Baptist in “The Voice
in the Wilderness.” I wanted to live
and preach as John did.”

So in 1908 Mr. Downing forsook
the stage and took up the career he
says has afforded him the most sub-
lime happiness. He was ordained in
the Christian Church in 1917 and still
goes around the country preaching
the gospel.

r “I don’t claim, like Billy Sunday,
F | that I save ’em,” he said, “but I just
try to get over a message of plain,
mafter-of-fact religion.”

1 Mr. Downing’s callers didn’t see
Mrs. Jones. She was out buying her
trousseau.
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his

ethan nd

spent. His pater:

s about the year 19
part of Baltins

second son Of s marriage was John
Ebaugh, father of the subject of this
sketch, who marvied Miss Sarah Flow-
ers, un English lady. e died in 1833

munily i which he had lived.
children were born to this

Twelve
couple

| ald log school house in the neighborhiood
Lafter the primjtive fashion of those days,
| the seats consisting of a chestnut log split
in two and tig upper side shayen smooth
| witha deawing kuaife, with no back and
{50 higl that the Fect of the little children
danzled some dis-unce from the floor,
When a scholir-iad mastered the * Rule
Lof thiee” as®Froportion” was then call-
el his educafion was  censidered  sufli-
cient for a st in busiuess ]
i our sced friend wns pot content with
4 what e lasned in school and. through-
Lout his long life wis ever a secker afler
| Enowledge. e was a studiows and  in-
itetligent reader and early in life became
possessed of move than average intelli-.
|58 on general “subjects.  1le esrly
Levinged & decided inelination for politics '
Jbdug sy wneonipromising Democrat, asé
£ with gieat prde that he
it sioee heattained his majoy
jpever missed buc one general e
F(}&lﬁj and bat one  delegate e
(1546 Inthe stormy days of the “F'i:
ties™ be became an ardent admiv. T aad
supporter of Andrvew Jackson and  east
tiis sl vole for him  for President 1n
1828, During the next ten or twelve
years e was continuously one of the
delegates o the York Co. Democratic
Conventions, and became a man of rec-
tognized tulents and rising - influcnce in
‘the county.  1lis genial manner aml’
rewdy sympathy won for him  friends!
everywhere, and with these was inherit-
ed from bis mother the gift of song, a.
tulent which he dedicated freely o
Charel and State, winning  influence in
thesinging campaigus of those days by
exercising this gift to the accompankment |
of lis violin, '
UF cowsse one of his temperaments,
Wi hud so early in life acquired the es-
teem ad good will of the commniunity at
lige was not likely Lo be left to the pri- |
vate walks of life very long. 1lis public |
Gareer wiay be said to have begun in
IS0 vl e was clecied to the lower
louse of the State Legislature. He was
fe-elected the following year and served
lils constituents satisfactorily. [Te was
tluen‘uﬁcrul the nomination of his party
_fur (._nngr?,ss. the district then compris-
g Yorkand Lancaster counties, being

ratlier 4 nomination for the State Senate,
L0 which he was elected in 1843 for g
tenn of three years. ‘Thaddeus Stevens,
who was just rising to fame, was then in
the miate senate along with many others
jafterward distinguished iu the history ok,
the gltl Sommonwenlth. During his sen |
atorial canvass, Gov. David R. Porter|

Mr. Ebgugh and in favor of an indepen-'
dent candidute, and later, swhen Gov.}
Porter was a candidate for the . 8§ @~
ate, Ay Bhaugh, with three ot

fused to sapport him and cast t1

for Bimen Cameron - whe

Deigerat, Tt wag ol
o Sag
—
Adam Benjamin Ebaugh
Following a lingering illness of|
abeut " g vyear,  Adam  Benjaminj

Ehaugh, a well- known tomb stong
dealer, died at 3:20 o'clock yesterday
afléemon at his residence, 523 Nonth
Geotge sirect. Death was due fto
compligations of diseases. ¥le Was in
nis stventy-third year. He leavey

& 500, Ralph (. Ebaugh, & daughter,
Miss Mary B, Ebaugh, of YOork; four
sisters, Mes, Mary B. Grove, Bleanorg
| N. Ebaugh and Mrs. Lillian Connelly,
Stewaristown, and Mrs. Ada Hunter |

m

OWSon, Md. The funeral will be held
urday afternoon with 8ervices
= Tate residence at 2:30 o'clock,
€. €. Cox, pastor of the First

—

i

{coived a common school edueation at the |

ten was U'huvsday évening last at the home of
anecestors were Swiss
and on the maternal side were English.
His grandfather, John Jacob Ebaugh,
| came to thisecounstry  from Switzerlan

and settled in that rveached a goodold age, having passed
> Co. Md embraced  her 82nd birthday in March. A daugh-

within the present limits of Carroll Ca. |

et of-lmnﬂince wa:;;ot %ami'ng ol gf Lhe_]uie Judge :‘kda.:n Ebaugh,
the life of this 0ld genileman, who fell she inherited a keen mind and bright
in love with a Germon Jady on board the |intellect. In earlylife she taughtschool
ship and mareied her in mid-ocean. The |in old Hopewell. Later she served

highly respected aud loved in the com- |

of |
whom Adam Ebaugh was the eleventli|
{ chili and seventh son, and was the lust|
i surviving member ot the family.~ He re- |

j

{

Shougly Whis e declined, choosing ' Anderson had only this spring purcha-

threw the weight of his influence against  jay afternoon, services being held in

8t Church, will be the officiating

- DIED
MRS SARAH GESSFORD
Mes Sarvah A, [E. Gessiord, died

Mes W. W, Bell, where she had gone
about & week before. she had been in

| ill bealth for several wmonths. She had

‘

many years as Superintendent of the
Baptist Orphanage in Philadelphia,
and was always interested and active
in religious work. She mavried Rev.
T. C. Gessford, a Baptist minister, who
passed away many years ago. She is
survived byone brother; A. B. Bbacgh
of York, four sisters,, Mrs Adda Han-
ter, Towson, Mis Mollie Grove. Mrs
Lillian Connely and Miss BEleanor -
baugh of town. Mr Ebaugh is criticatly
ill at this time.

Thefuneral took place on Sunday
afternoon from the home of Mrs Beil,
services being held at the Presbyter-
ian Chureh, conducted by the pastor,
Rev. T. Bdwin Redding, assisted by
Rev. F. W. Lkiddle, and the body laid
to rest in the Stewarvtstown cemetery:
The pallbearers were all Ebaughs,
nephews and great nephews of the
decessed. being Milton, Harry, Walter,
Clarence. Reed and Clay Ebaugh, W.
. Kreamer was funeral director. A-
mong those from a distance to attend
the funeral were Prof. Clarenca Bb-
augh of Denison University, Granville
Ohio, Miss Dora Pierson, Towson, Mary
Ebaugh, York, Ralph Ebaugh. Wash-
ington, Lida Ebangh, Baltimore.

JOoHN CLYDE \NDERSON
John Clyde Anderson died suddenly
at his home in Hopewell early Monday
morcing. While his heart had bheen
giving him trouble for some time, he
had gone tobed the nightbefore in ap-
parent good health. The elder son be-
ing away from home he was sleeping

confined to bed for two weeks.
Anderson was elected director of the
poor in the fall of 1899 and and serv-
ed one term. In 1904 he served as
.supervicor ¢f Bast Hopewell town=
ship, where he was an influential
cltizen. 1Te served In many town-
ship eoffices. having been elected:jus-
tice of the peace for one term and
prior to this had served one term as
school director. He had .been af-
filiated with the Democratic party.
Mr Anderson retired from his farm
14 years ago and moved to this city,
where he had since resided. He at-
tended- Calvary Presbyterian church,
but was a member of the Stewarts-
town Preshyvterian church. Surviv-
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] James Anderson o - =

' Jomes Anderson, 80 years old, a for= {¢ HARTMAN, —Departed thislife March || :

¥ nier poor dixector and xefired fam| | 17 1895 in Philadelphia, Pa., Della

" ar of this county, died last evening i ) ’ : T Paltimore
at 6:30 oclock at his home, 213 South ||| Hartman, aged 27 years. In Baltimore, =
Pine street. A daughter, Mrs. I. K a B‘ld., February 8, ]896, her sister
ffrahan, of New Orleans, La, who . | Bertha Hartman aged 39 years, also
was summoned when her father's ; o Li 3 T : P e
fliness became critical, 1s hurrying| departed this life. They were 1z
fo this city, upaware that she has || Stowartstown, Pa. They now sleep side
lost her race with death. She, Was . . ter \
notified of her father's condition by by E’lde_ in the Ste‘wm:tsmwn -Cem';heiyr j‘
long distance telephone shortly after |- to awalt the resurrection morn. {
midnight Tuesday night and tmme-|' | quing testimony was that-all was well.
st ot by i e Yo SI812 | vhat » omot,yeb oy how st i
Death was due to a complication of | | think that we shall never in this world r
diseases. Mr. Anderson had beclrn B8l gee their sunny faces again! Oh, our \

Mr.

Father in heaven, we humbly bow in
submission to Thy will. Farewell,
dear daughters, Della and Bertha, but 7
not forever. By God’s help we will | ]
meet you in the bright beyond. :

MagryY A. AND W. H. HARTMAN.

.
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THE WORLD.

Oh call not this a vale of tears,
A world of gloom and sorrow;
One half the grief that o’er us comea
From self we often borrow.
The earth i8 beantiful and good:
How long will man mistake it2
The folly is within onrselves:

ing Mr. Anderson are his wife, who
was Mary McFatridge. and the fol-
lowing sons and daughters: Willlam
T.. and James Thomas Anderson, in
the: feed business in this city{ Mps.
Whlter  Wagner, of York:
Gieorgia A Anderson, at home!
Tmory Anderson. High Rock: Rabert
R. Anderson, Laurel, and Mrs. B, K.
Strahan. of New Orleans. He also
leaves eleven .grandchildren and one

MRS MARY J. FISEoge ™/

Mrs Mary, J. Fishel, died at Heilon
in town last Friday night afsertan el
tended illness. She had reache. a gag
old age, being in her 83rd vear. ofl
was the wife of the late John M. Fist
el, and is survived by the Ir-ﬂowin‘
children, Ida, wife of George 5. Gibba.
Emma, wite of James C. Bowman an

with his son Dovald. Mrs Anderson
heard a queer noise in the early morn-
ing and went to investigate and found
her husband unconscious. She went to
the phone for Dr. Free, but on her re-
turn life had fled. He was in his 30th
year, and is surviyed by his wife who
was formerly Miss Bernice MeClung.
and three children Royston, Donald
and Isabel; his‘mother, Mrs Laura An-
derson wife of the late Milton Ander-
son: and two brothers, Webster and
James Anderson, of near Shane. Mr

sed and moved to the Conway farm,
and hardly had his work under way
for the summer and his sudden taking
away was a severe shock. Ilis eldest
son is less than six years old.

The funeral took place on Wednes-

Centre Chureh, of which he was a mem-
ser conducted by his pastor, Rev R.
W. Hand, and the body laid to rest in
he adisining cemetery.

o2 of town and Mrs John

Alice Fishel, at home: also three sig
ters, Mrs James F. Trout, Hopewel
Myrs William Shaull, Felton, Mvs&:ﬂ;
Edgar, York; also one brothery! y ig
W. Brenneman, Cross Roads. r

The funeral tosk place Tuesday al
ternoon, services being heldat he&i_m;
home, conducted by her pastor, Sief
Isaac Cadman, and the body lald t
rest in the Stewartstown cqucturyl
Kreamer Brothers were funevalidived
tors and the pallbearers were nephews
as follows, Calvin, Edward and Mat:
thew Fishel, Calyin, Reyburn and Gux
ney Brenneman. ;

DR S
MRs A: G. BOWMAN !

Mrs Margaret Bowman, wife af thi
late A. G. Bowman, died ab her {
in Low‘n on Sunday morning frou
alysis, with which she was sl
the previous morning. She had D
in her usual health up to Lha.t,__q f
She was in her 76th year and i8 '_“
vived by one son by Ler preyious
riage, Harry L. Anstine of town; |
fwo step-children;

fano, Colorado. She was th
bet of her family.
" The funeral took :
day, services being held in 1o
odist Episcopal Church, of which
was a member, con
tor, Rev. Isaac Cadman, an
ment made in the St
tery. Kreamer Brothers were
al directors,
H. F. Gentzler, George B. Hale,
ustily NeHer, Charles .
G. Hall, Harry L. Leib.

L
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W. Yost of Huer1
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he r\lﬁthi
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The world is what we malke it.
Did we butstrive to make the best
Of troubles that befull us,
Instead of meeting carves half-way,
They would nit ppal us.
Earthhas o spell fi 3 avts:
Why shonld we i it?
Lot's scatter fowe I
Theworld is what we mule it.
If truth and love and gentle words,
We took thw paius to nourish,
Tho seads of discontent would dis,
And peses und covcord flonrish:
Oh, has pot eachgom
Tren levs nt
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I_)-urin'g his stay in the church milit-

Memoir of Dr. J. L. Free.

Funeral of the deceased was held
in the M. E. Chureh of town, on Fri-
day afternoon of last week, Rev. J. B.
Mann, the pastor, officiating, assisted
by Revs. Chilecote and Bberhart, of
Shrewsbury, Rev. W. H. Leib of Bal-
timore, and Rev. Randall, pastor of
the M. P. Church.

The subject of this paper, Dr. John
Lowe Free, was born Marvch 5, 1821, in
Balto. Co. Md., and passed from the
land of death to the land of life from
his late residence in  Stewartstown,
Pa. Sept. 27, 1904, in the eighty-fourth
vear of his age. He was the eldest of
a family of thirteen children, several
of whom attained distinetionand prom-
inence in the community where they
dwelt,—but none more truly than him-
self, us is elearly apparent in consider-
ing his long, eminently useful and
beautiful life.

In early years he devoted himself
asstduousiy 10 the swady of medicine,
and was graduated from the Maryland
University, but subsequently pursued
a post graduate course at the Jefferson
Medical College of Philadelphia, and
for more than fifty years praetised his
profession, mainly in this region, with
diligence, integrity and such sunccess
as “*mocks the aid of praise.”

As a physician, he was prompt, at-
tentive, skillful and sympathetic—
ready and willing at all times and

all who knew him intimately and well.

Shortly after his location among us,
he found a help-meet for himseld, in
the person of Miss Martha Jourdan,
to share his heart and home, and en-
encourage him in the toils and cares
of life, but soon she ‘‘was not,” for
God ealled her to the ‘“House not made
with hand, eternal in the heavens,”
and he was left alone.

His second wife was Miss
Wiley, of whom five children

Jennie
were

daughter, Mrs, Ella Hess, now sit in
thd shadow of a sore bereavement and
mourn their painful loss in the going
out of a noble and beneficient life.
Joined in this grief ave his brother
and sisters who ave left sadly to think
of, and patiently follow after, one «of
whose memory they may justly be
proud, while deeply deploring his de-
parture from their midst.

His second companion also preceded

- .| servant.’
under all eireumstances, to help suffer-

ing humanity with the best service of
| which he was eapable; and none ever
looked to him in vain, and hence the
high esteem in which he was held by

born, four of whom—-with an adopted

ant he was active, earnest, useful and
influential, always rveady dfor every
cood word and work, and te give a
reason for the hope and consolation
imparted to his mind and spirit by our
holy Christianity. Hand and heart
and home were open, generous and
consecrated to the Kingdom of Christ
and the upbuilding of His people in

any demand seemingly too onerous, if
thereby the Master was glorified and
His eause promoted. Where Dr. Free

spivitual sacrifiice, offered habitually
through the mediation of Jesus as led
by the Eternal Spirit, in whose guid-
ance he dB'lighted, whose voice he was
quick to obey, whose presence was the
joy of his soul. In this we shall act

his example.

[n the days that tried men’s souls
his home afforded rest, relief and com-
fort to that noble company of whom
the world was not worthy, the itiner-
ant ministers whose heroism as heralds

and never surpassed. Here they had
welcome, hospitality and good cheer,
as pleasant and helpful as they
were hearty and sineere. In short, he
was never more happy than in striving
to impart happiness to others, an ad-
monition to all to go and do likewise,
if they would honor God and hear His
cordial “well done, good and faithful

“When time is o'er and words have passed
away.”’

and profitably walk in his steps.
With a single exception, Dr. Free
filled, with credit to himself and a
henefit to  the church, every office
among us accessible to o layman. He
was steward, class leader, Sabbath
school superintendent and trustee,
holding the latter position at the time
of his death, since suech was therespect:
and confidence of his brothren that
they deelined to permit his name
to be stricken from the Official Roll,
notwithstanding his inability to meet
them and participate in their work.
May we not cherish the hope, in this
connection, that his mantle shall de-
secend upond a competent successor to
worthily perpetuate his name, and
memory, and service, and devotion in

siluously toiled to edify and increase
to the glory of God and the welfare of
his fellow men?.

As a eitizen it is superfluous tospeak
of him in this presence and on this oc-

knowledge, wisdom and love, nor was|

had a home, Christ had an altar of |

wisely and well to accept and follow

of the Gospel has ravely been equaled !

Surely, in this instance, we may safely |

After Short Illness

IN MINISTRY 33 YEARS

Stewartstown, March 11,—The
clergy and the Methodist Protestant

i ministry Sin particular lost a faithful

servant of nearly 35 years, today, in
the passing of Rev. Frank Shaw Cain
at his residence in the parsonage of
the Stewartstown Methodist Protest-
an church, at this place,

The death of Rev. Mr. Cain, which
occurred about 10 a. m., comes as a
sudden and saddening blow to his

parishioners in four states. He had
bc:_cn ill only several days., His de-
mise was due to pneumonia.

Stomach trouble sent him to bed,
Friday. He remained in bed over the
week-end and his condition steadily
grew worse. Monday evening it was
feared that he had pneumonia, by
Tuesday morning his condition be-
came alarming, and his physician, Dr.
N. H. Gemmill, this place, pronounced
it a well-developed case of pneu-
monia., Delirfousness accompanied a

AW T

Pastor At Stewartstown Sue- o

cumbs From Pneumoni al :
& - A Funeral Services For. Stew-

iFartstown Pastor Are Large-

present parishioners and to former |

RTINS T e

e

- IS LAID TO REST

t ly Attended

%

s .

+120  MINISTERS PRESENT
‘| Stewartstown, March’ 15, —Many

friends and relatives on Saturday
forenoon, assembled at the Methodist
Protestint parsonage, as a mark of
their respect and esteem for Rey.
Frank 8. Cain, pastor of the Norris-
ville and Stewartstown Methodist
| Protestant churches, since Septem-
ber, 1928, who died on Wednesday
foranoon from pneumonia after a few
days' illness. The funeral rites were
held at 11 o'clock, at his late resi-
dence, with Rev, Dr. I. B. Smith,
Baltimore, president of the Maryland
‘General conference of the Methodist
Protestant church, in which con-
ference Rev. Mr, Cain labored during
his entire ministry of thirty-three
vearsh, officlating, assisted at the
house sgervice by Rev. B. W. Kinley,
who offered the opening prayer, Rev,
iA. 8. T. Raum, who read the scrip-

high fever,

10 months and nine days.

Highly respected and revered by
all who made his acquaintance, not
only through his devoted seryice to
the ecloth, but in fraternal orders,
whose interests he held deeply, and
in the everyday walks of life, he was
loved as a /spiritual councilor, able
leader and genial friend.

In Ministry 33 Years

The deceased, whose active service

in the ministry extended over a

the church he so fondly loved and as-

sugceeded Rev. Benjamin Bryan, who

Rev. Mr. Cain was aged 64 years,

period of thirty-three years, had been |

pastor of the local congregations }
since September of 1928, when he

{ was transferred to New Church, Va. |,

ture lesson and ®Rev. J. McClain
i | Brown, who made the closing praver.
At the graveside service Rey. Dr.
{8Smith was assisted by Rev. Mr.
Crumming and Rev. T. 8. Crosby.

There were about twenty ministers
in attendance at the service.

There were thiriy-two beautiful
floral tributes, five being from the
Western Maryland college, of which
the deceased +was a graduate and
where his daughter, Miss Beasie Jott,
is now a member of the Senior class,
- |eight from the Stewartstown Metho-
i| dist Protestant churech, two from the
Norrisville Methodist Protestant
1| ehurch, one from his co-workers of
3| town, Rev, Harry E. Crow and
r| Rev. E. Edwin Redding and one each
'

M. (it i, from the following, Kennedy Ville

}1:3». .M[' Callis Sy Moty iR .t-ms' Methodist Protestant church, and

. place was a pleasant one, during| Ridegevill Methodist Do atantant
which time. he made innumeral FRREYI LR HoGls esLe

' friendships, which extended beyond
the members of his congregation, Of
pleasant disposition, he was ever
| willing to give a helping hand, and
entered and cheered many homes in
hours of bereavement, He was a

of his Maker and the doctrines of his
church.

¥ollowing his graduation from
Western -Maryland college, Westmin-
ster, Md., he pursued and completed
a course in theology in the Westmin-
ster Theological seminary. He
came a member of the Maryland
teneral conferencelof the Methodist

Native of Maryland,
Among the charges he served as
pastor, were: Havre de Grace, Md.,
cLisbon, Md., Leeds, Md., Harpers

Del,, Mt. Nebo, Peach Bottom town-

staunch supporter of the principles|®

be- |-

Pr@testant church in the year 1895

and three years later was olg,ined as |
% Ininister.

dYerry, W. Va., Horlock, Md., Felton. |2

chureh, of which he was a former

pastor; Pen-Mar tri-county Minis-
terial Assoclation, Stewart council,
No. 193, Junior Order United

2
| American Mechanics, Pen Mar lodge,
1| No. 1079, Tndependent Order of Odd
Fellows, the High and Grade schools
| of the borough and the remaining
ten designs ‘werer from
K friends, and neighbors. X
- | tain Green cemetery, near Bel-Air,
t| Harford county, Md. The pallbearers,
f| co-ministers of the Maryland con-
+ | ference, were Revs, C. K, McCaslin
[ A. H. Green, Benjamin ¥. Ruley,
1| Stevens Galley, J. N. Link, and Karl
‘Wareheim,

The floral tributes were carried by

“; eighteen girls.

To Elect Lodge Officers

for March of Yus-Tan council, No.
*| 207 Daughters of Pocohontas is to be
held at 7:30 c'elock, Monday evening,
which

it —ma O

Stewartstown
charge, who expired yesterday after!
a brief illness, due to pneumonia.

;:o@?ﬂ HIT

>
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relatives, | -

Interment was made in the Foun-|

s e S TS

n The second semi-monthly meeting| .

Rev. Frank S. Cain, pastar of the|
Methodist Protestant|

£1-g

sured her thathe wasing forthe change
if od =0 ordered, antat the only r-.:g?e*‘
he bad, was that of lag his only sister,
who, with himself, wehe only unmarried
membe1s of his f'utherj-igimfl household.

jro. Button was nected with the
business department oe Lynehburg Vir-
ginian, nearly eversinis brother hecame
its proprietor, and waman of fine busi-
ness capacity, rare dion, and sterlin
integrity. He was G| Master of thef
0. O. F. in Virginia, 4130 a member of
the Masonic order. < orders attended
his funeral services, ahis remains were
accompanied here by nd Master A, H.
Gawler, of D. C.; wook part in the
gervices, together withst Grand Master
J. H. Robinson, and dguished members
of the Masonic orddis funeral was
preqehed in the M. hurch of Lynch-
burg, Va., in the preg of a iarge con-
coursge of people, sevelthe clergy being
in attendance, by his i, from Philip. i
21, January 24th, aftelich he was laid
at rest in Spring Hill jetery, by the ap-
propriate services of Church, and the
fraternal orders preselSsd as his death
may be to.others, it imn]iarly 80 to his
sister, Mary, who woldevoted to him
and-whose s0@iely Lekys sought when
released fropd ghe clai f business. But
we buried W with a brting hope that
he will share in the esurrection, and
join in the reunion ofpken fnmi]yt

L. W. Barrs,

A father in Israel hi e ;
grandfather has };nnep‘iln' ug’,m‘,dem:
‘BUurRDINE  passed’ BWie cofnily ﬁim

earth to heaven ont Ta ;. et | S

in the Qdd Fellows hall, at
time the semi annual election of
officers is to be held.

. Miss Mary Louise Shaw, daughter|’

him to the better country, leaving his
immediate family of loved ones doubly
orphaned, and in anguish and sorrow,

ship, York county, and most récently |1
| at this place and Norrisville. ¥
| His early boyhood was spent

{easion. I have known him mostly by
reputation, while your acquaintance

=

e E——————

in |2

= g = : : AL Baltimore county, Md., near Warren, d j= o o 3 i 2 . ~a @ Uight, Februa
’ :\a:.- not “:Llfout a lively ?aope of a has b('aen close, intimate and lzers?mﬂ i ha wasthornint 1867 iAoy gfegfg-e:l!;g xésirgﬁxﬁtns;i?é ﬁpfhi £ m')li‘hl. éth!(]l_x‘ige’(] By 11(1711imuhs_

blessed reunion where trials mever for lo! these many years. Suffice it to|| the son of the late Joshua-and Mar- k| gtawnrtatown High school, who had |’ tll ’}:’[“ B ‘éh-lé"‘»}()f Uitwo Lie joined

’leome, pain is never felt, death can say, that as a gentleman, Christian, || tha Cain. ot B been a surgical patient at the West|; € o o UG A% o geyer] ’

: = His survivors are: His widow, Mrs, k| s - t | years, a local preacher i

never enter and tears are never shed. physician, husband, father, brother, || Bessie Bennett Cain, formerly of Del. . ?1?;3 aal:ltarl:}:m, F0tic mglin(iedl‘f‘i}rch ¢ g{Joined the M. P. Chu t,(ﬁiéu;rh' He ;
' | Until then, may the Angels of the neighbor and friend his record js||aware; a daughter, Miss Bessie Jett . A umecal:ﬂl:le Fgll;y- s 7/ 1850, .where he labore hfully l‘ftlyflr:g
" |Covenant shelter them beneath His staitless and his character secure. f;;;;t.’értig‘.l:d?::odzi;‘{éﬂ"mghf\l':_m“"’?&ﬂ‘é‘d' A letter has peen received from|; ttggmlfu;)tf]‘lbfi?)lgl;l:ﬁt:] "E)tiner:mt- minis-

‘| wings of love, and restore to them Hence as I close this brief, but imper- | | Stabler, Middletown, N. Y.; and Mus. [, g;_gm.r.].%ﬁ%nz%n]?ﬁ]{ﬁ sé%t‘in'g w}};g‘ﬁ ‘},I;: ot e from t.hu} field of ﬁ“é’ health, to | %
f ° | their precious treasurves, at length in fect tribute to his memorvy, I doult| | Annie Stqble}°, Q}«'lngs. Mills, Md.; b | t0 have been giveﬁ' on Friday even-|' |for several years, as Prey fI{f served,
| that Land where the Sun never goes not you are ready with me to exelai gid (gbrovliel, elivn, Catn, R ugelic ) ing, in the Stewartstown agricultural|’ faroling Conference, wi o, t1e South
\ 1 G £ (| Tenn. s - |association's auditorium, by the|l |found at his post migfC ¥as awvays
l ROy : “Seryant of God, well done! His daughter was summoned home o | gy qentg of Goldey college, under the|* | performing the duties P00 carhestly
] In young manhood. Dr. Free gave Thy glorious Warfare's past; pa s }Jetcia‘u"-ie g auspices of the Junior class of the|. 1 office, Fle went to the (058 L0 that
The battle's fought, the race is won, | g of her rathers conditlon. She 3| qievartstown High school, and which|: !l oo delegate fean th ol Conference

his heart to God, and his hand to the
Methodist Episeopal Cnurch, in whose
( fellowship over sixty years of his life
were spent, in obedience to the Dis-
cipline and precepts of Jesus. Ile was
not ashamed of the Gospel of Christ;
nor of the ehurch of his ehoice, nor an
unwilling witness of Him who died for

vas at his bedside, with her mother,
when death came.

Rev. Mr. Cain belonged to the Ma- |2
sonic order at-Princess Anne, Md.;
the Independent Order of Odd Fel-
| lows No. 140, at Baltimore, and the
| Junior Order United American Me-
chanics at Milton, Del.

Funeral Saturday

The funeral services will be con- |»

ducted at the late home in Stewarts- |

roling Con-
ference, where he made 1:}:.‘;(.1,3:1 s(s;;:nu
of whom the writer has sp'cnl'\ of
him as an upright Chry ,ontieman:
He talked of dying 56 s
c AyIng as thqy Pwqe going

home from visiting n “'%::md liia 1Bt

had been postponed owing to illness,
has been called off.

Mras. George A. Waltemyer, residing
near here, on Thursday visited her
sister, Mrs, Pearl Hoffman, who is a
surgical patient at the York hospital.

Moves To York

Mrs. Blla Patterson, who recently
gold her farm in Hopewell township,
known as “Ye Old Patterson Nurs-
eries,” at public sale, to Jerry Lowe,|,

o sty

And tpou art crowned ot last:
Of a1l thy heart’s desire {

Trivmphantly possessed; !
Lodged by the ministerial choir

In thy Redeemer's breast.”

moments were quiet and. . , e
hour of sunset, at the ¢ {i-ﬁ:} 1‘:1?._«.3:;2(1
Sabbath day., He wiga :3 and loving
husband, a kind and affecty, fgher, anc
a highly-respected eitizen,

Now we utter our farewell: hut soon
we shall ery out “all hail,” and grect
thee in the deathless unfading hepufy
of the morning of the day of Chrisi, 1;;

. A

e

our sins according to the Seriptures : z A {
: g i town, Saturday morning, the ser- | ' 5 4 " :
that He might save us unto life etern- “go out no more forever.” vices to be held at 11 From | | Bed Lion, on Thursday moved to): A Gay, yepTEk
& ; ARl e A M. ETOM\E | yiople, where she will reside. She was| | = ¥ AU
al. ‘On the contrary his wallk and e the parsonage, the funeral cortege |’ accompanied by a sister, Miss Emma - R ] sole
; : will proceed to Bel-Air, Md., where | e ] It hecomes my painful Gy, chronic® ||
character and conversation continually [ interment will be made in IFountain ¢ g"akle' WhIO hadfbeen l'esldmsli; at th;} the denth of the youngestiy a¢ the Rev-:
i » St 2 TH setery: 2 4 ; ‘| Patterson home for a number of|; : 2 AR
adorned the doetrine of our blessed |, Green cemetery Rey. Dr. 2, Bl vears. The farm will be tilled by |{ J. B. Morrison, who depalq this Jife

Smith, president of the Maryland the 24th of December, 187 al the age 9

Clarke Lowe, wh ossession | ¢ 4
|| Cla QU SWNO SO0k D 7 years and 11 monthg ¢ diphtherit: i

Lord—pointing others into the paths

General conference of the church, in

- . 1 :
§ of rirbteousness and peace. Hiswasa |, which —conference Rev. Mr. Cain ! foe sae cay “x.{i?:,}ffift%fﬁ?- nlg‘u?:,l.'a R Here is sorrow and bereiment indeed- 1§
3 living experience of a living Redeemer, | mﬁomg t};!éllgilll’iiiﬁfs _enltlre miniﬂltry, ‘ T . May God comfort the ]H‘t{gnﬂf theseé pnl’i i
; =i : ; o (| willbe the datinglclergyman, Fu- : ‘ ; d i oG}
F re h} Whom ll(? had been dchvei.(:d f_‘mn naral arrangeéments drefin charge of / =¥ ' (-.n%.q undfhr«.)]l‘])?l)lnhn‘nd Biers.. My 4 |
i sin, that—faithful unto death, lie might Funeral Director 8. W. Holden, of | Aoy S 23 : 3 | zm}\el ””;I mnt] gn ‘Lste‘aven; f Bro. W
_ L % 0 s0 the youngest dang ey of Bro.

|| Delta,

be saved to o glorious immortality in
light, and thus be forever with the
Lord.

; . bers
gelley, who departed thy jife in Ocm1 p
1879, "of rhenmatism offjjeart, She Wa#




¥

Bee A TN . - S

ST TR A e Ry

DR. BRICE W. GOLDSBOROUGH| “DOCTOR BRICE”

Resolutions of respect by The,'Twas so theyv ¢
Medical Staff of the Cambx'idge His name in-c
‘Maryland Hospital on the 'death of An

A GREAT THRONG
ATTENDS FUNERAL

alled him, so they said
ambridge—Ilifted head,
d with proud eyes were thankful of

jt:s., Thoulsénés Attest  The ngh gtl;ffrice W Goldsborough, Chief of His pyejence. and his tender love!

thel  Esteem In Which The Late Dr. WHOREAS: 4n all wise Provi- He was the true physiclan, men,

7| Brice W. Goldshorough Waslgg?ﬁingafasgl‘?sn tgttlgg ?;;It farr?c{ﬂ jt?;; 'gﬁl}aiii;inkde ooy oeo sealy
Held. Many Persons Come of eternal life, Dr. Brice W. Golds- The guide, the light,’ t%%u?isﬁlégrlvay

borough, our Chief of Staff and sen-

From A Distance To Pay Finalijor piysician, and
WHEREAS: We are deeply mind-!

Tribute To Their Friend.
1 ‘ful of the inestimable loss sustained

The funeral services for the Jate ROt Only by our Hospital of which
{Dr. Brice W .Goldshorough were held he was the founder and Chief of

Who built and dreamt,
thoughts eould soar,
And heart could feel, ang lips could

pray!

whose

[

‘All down that land of lovelinesls:

IS, | Sunday afternoon at three owock Staff since its: beginning; the Hos- They speak.of him with a caress
lr;% lat  Christ - Protestant  Episeopal P‘tz;:x wg]‘c-h twas 5’0 dearly enshrined Along that shore of Maryland sweet
3- I Church,, the church which he loved 11 55 nart, and whose high state They lay their blossoms at his feet:

of excellenice he ever strove to main-|So fine the
tai‘n Inits every department in every .
a vestryman, nearly all of his life. The detail of its vast undertaking, ‘but
short burial services of the echurch 3130 by each member of the Hospital
S | were rend by the rector, Rev. William Statf, his co-wokers, some of whom i
h‘l | D. Gould, assisted by the Rew. William have labored with him for suffering|And so his memory shall be trice
10 {37eClelland, of East New Market. The humanity for over a quarter of a;Made over in their hear's who g0

{choir of the church sang two favor- century. Therefore he it This day in tenderness of woe!
1-lite hymns of the deceased and the{  RESOLVED: That we who knew BB
his great ability and skill as physi- -

“® | and with which he had been idenfiﬁed,F

9 man, so true hig skill,
. Ifirst as & communicant and later as;

S0 gracious his unselfish will!
‘-‘hl /Twas, so they called him—“Doctor
Brice’'—

L }mmc dimittis. } the B £ the cian and surgeon; hi L g

12. 1" Fuom noon until the hour for the, sadaourgeans hls - ereat ‘energy i

©d [gorvices the people sssembled at the 8nd zeal in his profession; his capa- COMMUNICATION
D& | church and in the vieinity and before City for sympathy and understanding;

. _ltwo o'dlock there was not an ayail-
% lable seat, although later as many
Olchairs as could be gotten in werg
;1. |placed in the church, then the aisles
3 \iilled and in front of the church, so
“*"|that there was not standing room at
___|the hour for the services and while
Y 1all of these were inside the church
:"'L‘rihere were three or four times as
imany outside, unable to obtain en-
<~ |trance but anxious to'pay a final
,""ff.‘tvihute of love and esteem to the
"©iman who had been their physician,
{their friend and counsellor for so
Ndimany years. Never before in the
1€ history of the county has a funeral
T+ (been so largely attended.
"t} People were there from every walk
'~ lin life and to each of them he was
5> [glike a friend; old men and women,
“Iwhite and colored, were gathered to
. {say guod-bye t him whom they had
.2 jtespected and loved. From
“Tigection they came, every district in
- |Dorehester county was represented in
*~|the vast concourse of people, then,
.1 [40c, they were there from all of the
- {Eastern Shore counties, _
| The floval pieces were beautiful and
& [mever before at any funeral in the
|county have there heen so many
| pieces

]

L=

iervices at the grave were completad,
{after covering the grave, the hun-
placed around

1|

jdreds of pieces were

|
i

4
@y

It was an impossible task to get a
list of the prominent men of all walks

every |

o the whole front of the church!
Sviwas banked with them and after the|

upon graves of relatives and friends.|

his geniality and loyalty in his friend- ;

ships, feel that his ingeed was a
wonderful personality and a life of
unusual attainment, and be it further
RESOLVED: That untiringly ac-
tive in his profession up to the very
day he was stricken, he gave a life
‘time of service to his fellow men,
and leaves to the physicians of the
Hospital Staff, who so highly esteem-
ed him, and who now, so keenly feel
his sudden death, an example of un-
selfish devotion worthy of our emu-
lation, and be it further
RESOLVED: That these resolu-
tions be placed on the minutes of
|'I‘lle Staff; a copy sent to his bereav-
jed family, and be published in the
Cambridge Press. 1
ELDRIDGE E WOLFF,
JOSEPH K. SHRIVER, IR,
GILBERT E. MEEKINS,
Committee.

DR. BRICE W. GOLDSBOROUGH

Resolutions of Respect of The Eastern
Shore Trust Company.

The Directors of the Cambridge
Bank of The = Eastern Shore Trust
Company, through the undersigned
Committee, have adopted the follow-
ing resolutions, touching the death,
on March 21st, 1929, of Dr. Brice
W. Goldsborough, the first Vice Preel
dent of the Company:

RESOLVED, First: That though
he had mearly reached man’s alloted

. (ot life who were present. A delega-
“ition of fourtgen rvepresenfing the
. (number of yeirs both as:a medieal
_|ware Division, came in
{train, while two sons of Dr. Howard
. |4 Kelly, the world famous. surgeon,
iglkw {rom Ballimore Sunday after-
. {Roon, while anstlier son drove around.
. {Dizectors of the Bastern Shore Trust
o ot whsqh fis had heen senior Viees
{President since Ws orgamization. a3
iwell as a diveetor, attended in a bedy;
cll_:rect_urs of the Cambridge-Maryland
Hospital which he organized in 1898
jattended in g bedy, members. of the
vestvy of Cheist Church of
- dy he had been a member for over
|EOXEY Vears, attended. in a bodys
, (members of the Dorchester County
edical Assogiation acted as honor-
8Ty, pall bearers while nurses from
the Cambridge-Maryland Hospital af-
tended in a body and stood on both
sides of the centew
The active pall bearers were: Dirs,
‘homas Cullen and William Neild, of
Jaltimore, Dr. Winder W.

a

Thom, of Battimore,
[ Lloyd, Jr., of Cambridge.

{ tance who attended the
| | were, Dt and Mrs, Clinton Burnam
| {Dr. and Mes. William Neild,

[ Thomas Cullen, Dy. Thomas
, | Futcher,

| Baltimore, Mp, DeCourcy

| Baltimore, Mr, and Mys. Galen

!;Penmylvania Railroad Company with |

{which Ye hadibeen comnected for a | ig i {
| inouncement of hig illness and death ;00 eolor, creed or condition he min-

tcame as a shock to this fellows mem-

. lofficer and' ag'a director .of the Dela-|
special |

Which f

aisle of the church, |

Golds- i,
| borough, of Greensboro, Messrs. De- |
Mitton |
sampbell of Philadelphia and Henry

Among some of those from a:dis-
funeral
Dy,
( B,
Dr. Francis Janney, all of
Thom, of
T

span of three score years and ten,
vet his energy of body and vigor of
mind seemed unabated and the anp-

bers of the Board.

RESOLVED, Second: That asa
|member of the first directorate, and
|as Vice-President of +‘he Company
{from its beginning, he cooperated
with a few others, stlil suryiving,
and o‘herg now dead, In laying its
foundations on broad lines, in promo-
{ting its growth an din imparting to
}the institution, during the impress-
{ionable years of its infapcy an
{vouth, the admirable trails of. their
own individual character,
RESOLVED, Third: That during
the many years of his Service as a
Director and as Vice-President, he
was attentive to his duties and loyal
1o the best interests of he Corpora-
ion and aequired and held the high-
est esteem of his fellow members on
the Board, each one of whom feels
ja personal, as well as an official, loss
kin his sudden demise.

RESOLVED, Fourth: That these
esolutions pe spread upon the imin-
utes of the Company and be publish-
{ed in the Cambridge newspapers,

W. LATRD HENRY,
PLWATSON WEBB,
PiP PAYNE,

Committee,

»

| Taitt, of Baltimore, Hon. William P,

| Jacksen, of Salisbury, Judge William
Robert
b | 7. Duer, of Pringess Anne, Hon, T.

.| . Adkins, of Baston, Judge

Alan Goldsborough, of Denton, Hon
Lawrence B. Towers, of Denton, an

i

many others.

e

ikindly, and

Our section has mourned the loss
of one of its most noble sops. Cam-
bridge specifically, has lost a precious
gem. Dr. Brice W. Goldshorough
whe has passed to the Great Beyond,
was a gem studded with , precious
jewels. He was the gem, his many
virtues, by acquisition and heredity,
the jewels adorning the gem

Dr. Goldsborough’s life was a
typical manifestation of utilitarian-
ism. Tangible evidence of this fact
is.that noble institution which graces
the beautiful banks of the meander-
iing Choptank river, the Cambridge
‘Maryland Hospital. That institution
ministers to suffering humans, and
we cannot think of the institution
without assoeciating the name of Dr.
Goldsborough the chief exponent
thereof. He toiled assiduously to
see it grow from tottering infancy to
stalwart manhood. Let us hope that
it will ever be maintained as a stand-
ing memorial to that great lover of
his fellow man,

Most men are born, flourish, thrive
materially, apparently and perish,
but like the ephemera, without leav-
ling traces of even mere existence on
the. sands of time. On the other
]hand there are those who build col-
osgal monuments, impregnable and
imperishable, who imprint so indeli-
bly upon the pages of history, that
,‘n ot only their existenece is known, but
itheir influence lives on withstanding
{both time and eternity. Dr Golds-
borough was a member of the latter
class, He has left. deep foot-prinis
fon the sands of time.

Qur group feels keenly the loss of
Goldshoroyugh. Regardless  of

i

Dr

istered to his patients attentively,
sympathetically, never
manifesting any reluciance to serve
any .and all. =

| To us as a group, his momery will
linger pleasantly in our minds. At
'no time when a erisis was impending
laffecting -oupr group, - hmve —we ever
suffered or been neglected. It was
the seeming untiring, unceasing
(charitable efforis of cur true and
itried friend, Dr. Goldsbhorough alwz}ys
.eheerfully lending his ever willing
‘helping hands

{ When there were, due to pressing
economiec conditions, viecious looking
storm. clouds  hovering about us
gloomingly,  threatening to burst
forth at any moment rending havoe
and destruction, it was our e€ver
nemorable and lovable Dr. Goldsbor-
ough who dispelled despair, nuushed
back the cloud of solemnity and
brought not only the silver lining but
beautifully clear sun light.

Yes we have mourned the loss of
lone of our greatest citizens. Dr.
‘Goldsborough devoted his life wholly
to the alleyiation of suffering man-
kind and the betterment of his fellow
man, What greater love hath a
man thap that.. Peace be with him,
i L. M ST. CLAIR.
Cambridge, Md.

=1}

. 0

i | Tribute To Dr. Goldshorough

iInditor Daily Banuner:
{Dear Sir:
Cambridge and the whole of Dor-

} chester County mourns at the great
loss, in the death of Dr. I_-Jl'ice W
‘Goldsborough ,a worthy citizen, a
igreat Physician and Healer and a
Noble Christian Gentleman, .

When I first came to Cambridge,
he was called in fo attend my famlly
in a case of sickness and how ".vell'I‘

S lyemember hearing him say, “I want

a ltp be your Doctor and I aiso want to
be your friend.” And from that time:

“ 'until his end, I enjoyed one of the

b Inms.t remarkable and wonderful

W |friendships that ever entered my life.

W A wonderful man, whose life and

be eeds will be greatly missed by every
one ‘in the community. He had al
passionate love for his Home Folks
land he sacrificed a career of great-
Iness in the outer world to loyally
lserve his neighbors and his own peo-:

ple and what greater can be said|
than, “He Ministered to Mankmd«--I
es the Sick.”

N |He Healed 3 AL
| There Was A Man Sent From

God Whose Name Was Bncei

31 The All Wise Father has,called a

Ja faithful son from the world of men

N and his departure leaves many an

Wt aching heart. He was “The man of |

pe |this generation” as far as this emu-t

pa munity is concerned. (God always|

ratses up another to. talee the place
in of His faithful children but rever-
in ently we say, it will take more than

WE one man to carry the burdens oury

de loved one bore for others. Qur,

ber |loved one? Yes. He was too big
; for any one home, church or race.|

Fi¢ He was ours, yea is ours for ‘he

Th gtill lives with us in the sacred halls

1 f memory. . ;

(f;]:' 3 Wwords are inadequate and fail to,

the give expression to the deeper emo-

it ; tions of these old hearts of ours but
* {oh how we loved Him, this manj
in sent from God whose name was_‘

o \ e His Friend, 1

Cro THOS €. MULLIGAN. !

ser ) e —r— ;

to ¢ re ——

soi | DR. BRICE WORTHINGTON

; ’ GOLDSBOROUCH

Ty &

the | Fe has answered . the call of his

) Master,

i Who bade him come home and

bri rest i

M From his ceaseless toils and labors

by And dwell with the throngs of

3 1 the blest, |

in ¢ {

{he Me thinks there was lull in the

thr mueie

bek “When he entered that City of

Lk Gold—

iz Cleansed by the Blood of Jesus

1‘:? With rapture His face to behold. !

thi Then sudden a loud glad hosanna,

i Triumphant through Heaven did|

;?'.r'. Ting ]

:‘11111 From the lips of the angelic chorus

,;0: As he knelt to worship the King.

hﬁ“; A hand was outstretched in blessing

the A he reverenily bowed his head,
r “We welcome thee Home—Beloved

Wa To the Iather's House' Christ

mic said.

roy ! s :

gar | Sinee on earth thou wast so

1 faithfuul 3

sta To the trust committed to thee,

\wey -1 Thy reward is a I'r)yal_C()mmlssmp

wel To dop l}eaven!y service for Me."

inte t | A TRIBUTE.
bal t o —

e A TRIBUTE

ly

Th: -| How we will miza our dear Dr.

wa  1{Goldsbhorough, but’ we must réemem-

<, |ber that pur loss is his eternal gain
cir 3|0 vot in cruelty, not in wrath,

ing The Reaper came that day,

I \ M7 was an angel visited this greer
the 1 earth,

ger - 'And took the flower away.

rie A FRIEND.
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} CouLourNy.—On November 4,1896, |
| Benjamin 8. Coulbourn, in his howme, at |
Marion Station, passed from the church
militant to the church triumphant.
Born June 28, 1860, in his thirty-
seventh year, and a member of Trinity
| M. P. Church since September 15, 1878,
at which time Rev. B. F. Benson re-
ceived him into charch fellowship. He
| was the son of our Brother William
Clark Coulbourn, and a brother of the
| 1amented Thomas B. Coulbourn. July
| 93, 1885, he married Miss Carrie F.
Horsey, who, with three children, sur-
vive him. For several months Brother
Coulbourn was afflicted with heart
trouble, and failing to find relief at
home, put himself under treatment at
the Johns Hopkins, where he remained
about two months; but, growing worse
all the time, came back to his loved
§ ones, when, after a few days more of
| intense suffering, he fell asleep in Jesus.
His departure was most triumphant,
very similar in many respects to that of
his brother. He looked upon his afflic-
tion as a kind providence of God, and
| said it was a great blessing to him. Tt
was the purifying fires through which
he was cansed to pass, that all the dross
might be consumed, and once I heard
him remark to his weeping wife, when
she said, “It hurts me to see yousuffer-
ling so.” “This suffering is nothing;
think what the martyrs suffered; mine is
nothing to theirs.” It seemed that the
nearer he got to the end of life’s journey
the happier he was. There was the con-
stant loosing of the hold upon this
| world and all he held dear in this life,
and a tightening of the grasp on things
oternal, He seemed like the weary
iraveller, exerting all his powers to
reach his home; the way had been long,
| the road rough, his strength had failed;
' had not hope come to his rescue and the
sight of home aroused his fainting
| spirits? one more heroic effort and his
' hand was on the door, a smile of tri-
' umph—*it is home at last.” To his|
| wife he said: ¢Mother is in heaven;
Tommy is there, and I will soon be with'
| them and await your coming.” Bid-
|| ding his family and those around him
| good-bye, with one hand holding the one
| that for nearly twelve years had shared
| with him the joys and sorrows of life,
| and with the other hand clasping that of
il the dear father who, by precept and
|| example, had taught him the way of
| righteousness, he went to join the loved

HayNEs. — Benjamin  Franklin
Haynes was born in Richmond coun-
ty, Va., February 12th, 1843; passed
from his earthly home at Marion
Station, Md., to his home beyond
November 6, 1902. Mr. Haynes was
educated at the University of Vir-
ginia; however he did not remain
long enough to graduate, for those
were exciting days in the history of
our country, and believing duty call-
ed him to take up armsin defense of
his Southern home, he enlisted in
Lee’s army, where he remained until
the close of the war. Then he re-
turned home and later removed to
Belle Haven, on the Hastern Shore of
Virginia. Here he began teaching a
gelect school. Bro, Haynes was a
born teacher; he was blessed with
such gifts and attainments that emi-
nently qualified him for this responsi-
ble position. He loved to teach and
for more than thirty years he faith-
fully performed the duties of the
schoolroom. [n February, 1873, he
came to Marion Station. Here a
schoolhouse was built for him by the
late Southy F. Miles, Hsq.,, who rec-
ognized in the young man just such
a teagher as was needed at this place.
A wiger selection could not have been
made, as hundreds are ever willing
to testify. The school was a select
one, but soon outgrew the dimensions
of the building. The community
soon recognized in Prof. Haynes a
man of sterling worth—an educator
of no mean ability—one indispen-
gable to the neighborhood. Many
persons unable to patronize a private
school wanted their children to have
the advantage of his instruction, be-
gide the building could no longer
accommodate the many who sought
admission. It isnotanunusual thing
for a schoolhouse to be built, nor for
the citizens of a mneighborhood to
asgist in erecting a building for pub-
lic instruction, but for a community
to erect and pay for a public echool
building for the purpose of having
one particular man to teach in that
gchool 4s an unusual thing, But
this iz what was done here. The
citizeng proposed to the school com-
missioners of Somerset county that
they (the citizens of Marion) would
erect and pay for the building, pro-
vided the school board would employ
Prof. Haynes as teacher at a salary
of $1,000 per year. This proposition
was accepted and the contract kept,
except that the salary afew years ago
wag reduced, For years Marion Acad-
emy was recognized as the best and
highest grade school in the county.
Many of the pupils arenow among
the distinguighed men of this and
other States. One sentence will tell
more of thig good man’s worth and
esteem a8 a teacher and a citizen than
all that I might write. It is this,
his old pupils have resolved to place
g monument over hig grave that in

W R

years to come the silent shaft point-

ing heavenward may tell to coming
generations the love cherished for
this departed friend.
“Hew the marble, lay the corner,
Let the monument rise:

For another hero’s fallen,
And his spirit walks the skies.”

When Brother Haynes came to thif |
place he wasa member of the Baptist |

church. At that time there was no

church of that denomination here, |

and under the pastorate of Rev. J.
L. Mills he united with Trinity
Methodist Protestant Church. This
was twenty-eight years ago. That

he became a thorough Methodist |

Protestant, an earnest, devoted, zeal-
ous member, no one will question,
He was a natural leader. 'L'his was
goon recognized, and for years—per-
haps twenty—he was superintendent
of one of the best equipped Sunday-
gchools to be found, Had his failing
health not made it impossible for
him to attend church during the last
two years of his earthly life he would
have been superintendent to the day
he died. He organized and led the
choir as long as he wag able to at-
tend the service. As a steward of
the church he was faithful and ag-
gresgive. A liberal contributor him-
gelf he encouraged liberality in
others. - If thereis such a thing as
a man not knowing when he has
given enough to his church, Brother
Haynes was one. This man lived to
make some other life better, to make
the world better. He was human and
had his faults. Who has not? butl
believe a man with the purest mo-
tives. One of his greatest joys was
to minister unto, to elevate the social
gtanding of the community. In this
he did not fail. Itisa common ex-
pression to hear people say, “Mr.
Haynes has done more for the intel-
lectnal and soeial development of
this community than any one elge.”’
The same year he removed to Marion
he married Miss Nannie L. Ward, of
Belle Haven. A happier union we
cannot find. God blessed them with
five children, and a more devoted
family to each other I have never
geen.  Brother Haynes did what
others have failed to do, he raised
his family in the church—in his
church. I heard him say on one oc-
cagion, ‘‘My children do what I ask
them to do. Four are already in the
church,and when I say tomy youngest
child it is now time for you to give

our heart to the Saviour and unite
with the church he will do it.” And
I can add the boy did it. And now
I am looking forward to the time
when Carlisle will be occupying his
father’s place in our Zion. Our be-

loved church would have a larger :

membership to-day if all fathers ex-
ercised the same influence over their
ehildren. Brother Haynes is missed,
gadly missed in the church and com-
munity; but oh, how much more he
is missed in his home. He was the
first member of the family to be
taken., By and by the other mem-
bers will join him in that land—
«\Where comes no sorrow, falls no stain,
Where those who meet shall part no

more,
And the long parted meet again.”

Funeval services were held in T'rinity
Church Sunday morning November
9. One of the largest congregations
ever in the church. Rev. J. W. Nee-
pier, a former pastor, assisted in the
gad service. Brother Neepier paid
o beautiful tribute to the memory of
our departed brother. In our ceme-
tery at St Paul’s we laid the body.
With sad hearts we returned home,
but with the hope, the precious hope,
of meeting him again. May the dear
Lord continue to sustain the heart-
broken family, and bring them at
Jagt to & happy reunion on the other
gide. D. W. ANSTINE.

i
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1‘ Marloy, Srariow, Frs. 19, 1902
| EpIToR BOMERSED JorRYIL:
|| Dots not the local option ls\w__Of
Somérset county need alittle amend-
ing? 1 believe our Court has de-
cided that it ismota violation of
our present law for a- non-resident
to come into our county, golicit and
I take orders for whiskey, beer d&ic,
and ship the same and collect: the
money forit. If aresident of the |
county wete to do this, and it were
proven, lie swould be sent to the
‘| House of Correction, if it were the
smallest quantity that a man ordered |
for his meighbor, and receive thel
money for it, after the whiskey was
received and delivered, he would
have to pay the penalty, and yet our
law permits a non-resident to come
here, go from home to home, if he
wants to, stop men on the public|:
highways, solicitan order, and if the

i open package, with the name of The
whiskey firm branded on the jug,
and in the man’s own name, or if

name. Why is this? Why givea
privilege to a non-resident, we deny
our own people? I can see no good

Lone is to be pecuniarly benefited by
fsuch a business, why not give it to
Lour own people, if we have ‘any
{mean enough to do it, and I am
|afraid we have. ‘

but I ean’t see wherein we would be
much worse off than we now are.

|| whiskey firms, who gloat over the
rich harvest fields our county pro-
|vides for them? IWiave been told

annually ten thousand Vollars.

Men won’t you interest yourselves
~—‘w0n’t, you ask our representatives |
in our State Legislature to soamend
our law that this awful business may
/| bestopped. Where are the Christian

order is secured, ship the stuft in any?

he (the purchaser) prefer-itis sent|
packed ina box o1 parsal,as ordinary | ¢
werchandise, and in a feticious i<

{law, nor good sense in it. if any|.
1

God forbid that we should ever|
thave a saloon at Marion Station, |

Is there no help for this? Must|
| we be the langhing stock for such |

{[that one such firm aline, takes from ||
the lower end of Soniarset county,

people of dear old Somerset?
: D, W, ANsTINE,

ey e

THE RAINY DAY,

The day is cold and dark and dreary;

Tt rains, and the wind is never weary ;

But at every gust the dead leaves fall,
‘And the day is dark and dreary.

My life is cold and dark and dreary ;
1t rains, and the wind is neyer weary
My thoughts still eling to the moldering

And the days a¥e dark and drenry.
Be still, sad heart | and cease repining ;
Thy fate is the common fate of all,

{ig | Into each life pome rain must fall,
Some days must be dark and dvéary.

ey,

The vine still cliigs to the moldering wall,

But the hopes of youth ¢all thick in the blast,

Behind the clouds is the sun still shining;

—-Lmegfﬂl!uw.
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Smiles.

The 0Old-Fashioned Choir.

I've been in great cathedrals, where the
prima donna sings

And the high-priced chorus helps her
with her *Oh, Had I the Wings.”

Or assists her in remarking that King
Solomon’s parade

Had no such attractive garments as the
lily has displayed.

But somehow it didn’'t hold me, didn’t
guite seem to inspire

The thoughts that used to reach me when
I heard the old church choir.

I've heard the great church organs with
their crashing melody,

Helping beautiful sopranos to accomplish
that top “C;”

AndI've heard the choirs assisted by a
flute and a cornet

While a heavy-set contralto
words that I forgot.

But the little choir's old leader would
more melody uncork

When he started off his singers with his
trusty tuning fork.

chanted

0ld church choir was careless—the

soprano often flat,

Andthe bass would get quiet husky often-
times—but what of that?

They didn’t sing the anthems like the up-
to-date ones do,

But they sang “The Lord’s My Shepherd,”
and made you believe it, too.

They sang with heart and feeling that you
felt yon must admire—

They sang nothing but religion in the

little old ehurch choir.

The

They were not operatie, but they gave a
sinner hope:
When they sang “Throw Out the Life-
line"” he was sure to see the rope.
They stood on “Jordan’s stormy banks,
and cast a wistful eye”

Till the listeners couldn’t keep from com-
ing up and standing by.

So when of modern music in the city
church I tire ~

I feel like going back again to hear the
old church choir.
—Josh Wink: in Baltimore dmericgn.

————————a

Died

JOSEPH M. WALTEMYER

Mr Joseph M. Waltemyer died sud-

denly on Monday at his home in
Shrewsbury township. He was assisting
the carpenters who were working on
material for some new buildings when
be suddenly fell over and before med
ical aidarrived he had passed away.

Lxease me, Mr. I litor, for the liborty
I take in making your columns the meai.

um of the expression of personal grati- [

tade for much kindness from a part of
the public. There are many oceasions in
a man's life, and especinliy a minister’s

It
| . 1 ¢
| which are truly impressive,

. Not because
of that which we receive, whether it be
good or bad, but becaunse of the spiit

il
g
! which prompted the occurrence of t-ho[

le.vcsub. This of which wa weite was an
oeeasion made by kind nnd loving hearts,
to express their love and appreciation of

He was in his64th yearand issurvived T their pastor and his work. Therefore it

by his wife and the following children;

Claude and Arthur Waltemyer, Turn. [§ 4878 of last week tliera was a large dear-

pike, Curtis of Sterling, Illinois, Veno
and Clara at home, Virginia of York,
Mus Maurice Trout of Balto, Co.; also
the following brothers and sisters, Elt
and Abrabam Waltemyer, Agnes and
Jane Waltemyer of Hopewell township
Mrs Wm L. Gibbs, town, Mrs J. M,
Wilson, Red Lion.

— The funeral takes place today with
intermentin New Freedom cemetery.
Mr Waltemyer was a former Hope-

well township boy but has lived near
| New Freedom a number of years, He
was a-director of the First Nutionul
Bunk of New Freedom. His big barn
and some other farm buildings were
destroyed by fire during a storm in the
summer.

NoaH KRoUT

Mr Noah Krout died at his home at
Md. Line last Saturday night from the
infirmities of age in his 78th year. He
was a retired farmer and is survived
by his wife and two sons H. Curtis
Krout of Md. Line and W. N. Krout of
Parkion, The funeral took place on
Monday with services at his late home
and interment in the New Market cenm- |
etery. His sister, Mrs Alice Hendrix,
died just a week previous,

MARGARET JANE CARMAN

Mrs Margaret Jane CUarman, wife df
the late Adam Henry Carman died
| Friday last at the home of grand-daugh-
ter, Mrs Sterling Kinkle, near Rinely, |
from a complication of diseases, in her |
T9uh year. Her death occurred exactly §
one month after that of her husband, |
She is survived by the following chil-
dren, Wm Carman, Felton; John Car-
man, New Freadom, Mrs Jane Ream,
Mrs Iva Folckomer, Red Lion, Mrs
David Hess, Rinely, Mrs Mary Samp-

| was impressive. On one of the latter |
born Lalted at our home in East Cam-
bridge, the driver gimply asking if we
had any place for him to get into our
yard—one might have taken him to have
been a trader for some large market. Of
course we showed him the large gate, and
in he came, driving as near onr pantry
door as he could. Thethought ran through
the preacher's mind: “Thoss things are
mive—all mire.” I rell you, sir, we
laughed a spell that day. And we began

J
|

to tuke things out—the preacher and his
wife together, and the cheerful driver too.
And there were chickens—just the kind
that preachers like—great, Lig, fat, yel-

low-legged chickens. We thought of the |

coming conference and of the poor chick-
ens’ necks, And thgre were hams, just
the right size, not too fat, but fat enough
to make them taste like pork. These out-
| weighed the balance, and yon might have
| thought the driver was a hoggish man
| and that he thought the preacher was
| too; but we’'ll bear that when hams are
in question, Then there was sausage—
great long linke—just $he kind an editor
loves to joke about, and better to devour,
| And butter, gilt edge at that ; and sugar
and potatoes, the kind that are selling at
a dollar per bushel; and cabbage to cook
with all those hams; and pies—the kind,
My. Rditor, that all of uslike, those large
apple pies, and pickles, and jellies, and
canned fruits of all kinds, and a contri-
bution from the boys and **Aunt Dinah”’
hesides.” Well, sir, we will remember
that driver, Frank Phillips, and wife, and
old Bro. Notth to the end of our life.—
When they were leaving that day with
their load much lightsr and our pantry
floor and shelves all covered, we pressed
him to eall again, you may know. But
our preyer is: Thateur Father above may

‘grant to all givers, rich plenty in basket

son, Md. Line. The funeral took placed and store and spiritusl food to sustain

on Monday with seryices in Mt. Pleas- || and protect the

m fromsin, and a mansion

ant-Church and interment in the ad- | pright to enter in when the toils of life

joining cemetery.

! people of Gl}ateau,

These came from the good
to whom we are grate-
J, SoLoN BowERS,

are all ended.

ul,

Poem on the 2nd Quarterly Conference
of Pocomolke Cireuit.
—_—

BY H. MCGRATH—THE FOREST POET.

The Quarterly Conference met at Nazareth
appointment,

The wrote with ink and with ointment

The opening service was reading and prayer,
Not to injure no one there!

They were composed of preachers and lay- |{

men—

And wanted resolutions, there was some one

to narne them—

They convened at tsn o'clock,

And gave the Joes a mighty shocle;—

For their design was right and pure

To sustain their literature.

A nunuber of breathren had something to
tell us,

And among that number we heard Bro, Ellis.

Although a number of voices give us ther

sounds
We heard not a word from Bro. Bounds.

We thought one brother hadmade a mistake,

And yet we found him svide awaXke.

And when the extra expense for furniture
was heard

A number of breathren gol skittish and

skeerd,

They appointed a building comimittee

To build a Parsonage and not a city—

And when it is completed we hopeit will be
fine

And when we look upon it we'll call it yours
and mine.

NoTE oF EXPLANATION.—The circunmstan_
ces which awakened the slumbering of the
above Kuse were, fivst, the attempt by cer-
tain parties to substitute for our own Chuch
Literature, that of another “Demination—the
attempt was frustrated—Secondly; by the
“exira expense of furuiture’” purchased for
the temporary home of the Pastor's family—
Thirdly ; by the contemplated erection ofa

Parsonage bona flde.—The 2nd Quar. Con-*
did its worls as the *‘Poem” relates—and—
fair-browed erato touched, with solt, mes-
meric fingers, the brow of the Forest Poet
bringing forth fromn the fertile brain this
weanling of his later years.




~ DORCHESTER COUNTY

. Much Was Paid For

And' Prices, Iitc.

4 By James| 8. Shepherd.

{Dr. Elias Jones, of Baltimore City,
formerly: of Dorchester County, re-
cognized as oné of the most earnest
band indefatigable - workers in re-
search of local history and
logy who has:contributed, more than
any other, datg relating to Dorches-
(ter County on said subjects; in .his
| history of . Dorchester County he
writési—*“The date when the town
of Vienna was founded by the Act of
Colonial Asdembly has not been dis-
fecovered in the Archives of Maryland,
;1n either printed or written records.’”
{ The origin of the name and found-
ii.ug has now been discovered, more,
perhaps, by accident than special re-
search for that purpose.

As usual in the Clerk’s Office of
four county, from. time to time, when
| from constant use the records show
evidence for necessary overhauling
tand repair, it has been the custom
to make such repairs, the same hav-
ing been done for years under the
supervision of the writer when chief
deputy clerk, now under the suner-
vision of Edwin 8. Lake, the efficient
chief deputy; this work having been

vice for twenty four years as chief
deputy, and before, handled and ex-
amined everv record in-the office,
finding many unused " and musty
tomes, none, however, more interest-
ing than'the record relating to Ye
TOWNW OF VIENNA and its found-
ing discovered by AMr. Lake and the
writer. .- A brief reference to recitals
therein ' will -be found very, interest-
ing, historically and .genealogically,
tp the citizens of Dorchester, especial-
ly to those who may be descendants
lof many persons named therein, per-
haps, more so to the residents of
Yienna and vicinity.

The first part of the record re-
fers to the Aect of Assembly creat-
ing and appointing a Commission to
lay out Ports and Towns in Dor-
chester County, prescribing proceed-
ure and purposes.

‘The minutes of ‘the first m
follows:—

Maryland, SS:

“The Commission appointed by the
Act of Assembly to lay out Ports
and Towns in Dorchester County met
at the Town of Cambridge in &d.
County ye Second Day of July in the
fifth year of the Reign of our Sover-
elgn. Lady. Anne of England, etc.,
L Anno Dom; 17086, and were present—
|  Mr. Hugh Eccleston.’

Mr. Walt. E. Campbell.

'eeting

YE TOWNE OF VIENNA

Discovery  Of Its Founding, Its Ori-

gin, Its Name, Location, Area, How
the Land
And To Whom, The Original Names
. Of Streets, The Number of Lots

genea-

carefully done by The Panl Com-!
pany, of Baltimore City.
The writer had, during his ser-

that made abont fifty years ago 1
Vienna, it will be seen, in the latte
that no mention is made . of Hig
Street shown in. the former, no
Middle Street; what Is now Marke
Street was then Back®™ Street, anc
what is now Water Street was therl
The Strand called Thamegs Street.
The Commission afterward met at
the housé¢ of Col. Epnals and trans-,
acted business from time to time, as
\r..rell at the homes of other commis-
sioners. ‘
After the survey had been made,
the location and lots definitely de-
fined, a jury was sworn for the pur-
poses c¢f condemnation of the lots of
the town “by ve name of Vienna, a
percell of the Lord Baltimore Mannor
of Nanticoke, which had been leased
for three lives to James Andergon,
and being satisfied by ye Commis-
sioners of Town for his sd right and
lease unexpired as appears, the same

was valued at thirty five hundred
pounds of tobacco,
What the period of three 'lives

meant was not defined in the record.
The peried mentioned (1706) was,
of course, during the time when all
lands were under the control and dis.
position of the Lord Proprietary. At
this time, when Mr. Anderson ob-
tained bhis lease. Charles Calvert was
the Lord Proprietary (1675-1715,) by
whom the grant was made for that
nart of “the parcell of the I.ord Bal-;,
timore Mannor of the Nanticoke' ont
of which the site of Vienna was carv-
ed, all of which would, perhaps, be!
found in the Rent Rolls in the Land!
M™fMaa at Annanolis. The prineipal
source of the revenue of the Lords
“roprietary was derived from rents
and, patents‘and somewhat limited by
reason of the number of inhabitants.

Then follows the” entries by pur-
chases of ntany of, but not of all, the
lofs. e Ul ¢ :
. The entire 100 acres Wwas purchas-
ed for 5000 punds ef tobacco; 104-
pounds, of tobaecsd then: eqnivalent to
six shillings; dpproximately $1.45.
The whole towh' 'site-on ‘the above
Bagis hrought the cnormous (2) sum
of £72.60, of which sum “Mr. Ander-
son was to be paid ‘out of' “the Tfirst
fifty lots at the rate ‘of one hundréd
pounds of tobacéo. 1t mav be, there-
fore, reasonablv assumed that there
were but a few scattering homes
within the area of the town then sur-
veyed. .

Communication, from county to
county, was then only by means of
ferries; one across the Nanticoke to
Wicomico (then Somerset) county.
The first ferries established for “pub-
lick conyvenience by the Act of As-
sembly” was thal across the Chop-
tank river from Cambridge to Tal-
bot County, in 1671. ILater the one

f

referred to across the Nanticoke
River. Others were established as

the county grew in population. The
annual salary of the ferryman was
4000 pounds of tobacco, in casks,
about $48.00. Monev of course,
locally, was not used at that ecarly
period, indeed, for nearly a century

Mr. John Rawlings,

Mr. Francis Hayward.

Mr. Joseph Ennals.

Mr. John Kirk.

Mr., Tobias Pollard.

4Mr. Thomas Hicks: :

Jaecob Loockerman, Junr

i Appointed Clerke,

THE CHRISTENING OF VIENNA.

Vienna was known only ‘as “the
towne  on the Nanticoke River’ up
to July 11, 1706, when, at-a
meeting, all - Commissioners being
present, it was by < a majority of
voices agreed, on -motion of Mr.
Jacob L.oockerman, (hat the gaid
towne be named VIENNA, which was
accordingly done, ‘‘and that the name
be “cutt'” in a Board with large let-
ters and nailed to a post and that the
gsame be placed on the lower gide of
Broad Street and facing Tembs
(Street.

Sign hoards having been used ai
that early period, perhaps, conceived
by the Commission and inhabitants
ad necessary to notify the travelling
public of the change made from a
town formerly without name, other
than ‘“the towne of the Nanticoke
River
Vienna.
Lrer OF lf)t-ﬁ SE]E“C[lHl ]
linhabitants numbered

aa the county
hundred as -
peen organized  more
Jeht years.
,*-h:.\rt:,-r this pr :
1706, and by virtue

f

Probably, from the numh-
and enteved the
ess than one
had not then
than  thirty

rocerding, on July 12,
of the. Act re-
as Imnals, who

' to its newly created,  one of|

afterward, fobacco * being the only
currency in . public exchange and
transactions. : ¢
By tradition, it is said there was||
in 1668 an Indian town on the pre-
sent zite of Vienna, known as “Em-
perers Landing.'.  This is likely t:hl.','
same referred to as  “the towne on
the Nanticoke River' mentioned inj
the record, perhaps, having been giv-
en it by the Indians after the chief |8
of the Nanticokes. 1t,. at least,
seemingly ‘establishes the ‘faet that,'
if there was a town * (village)' in|
1668, and identified ag' Vienna at a
later date, it was older - than - Cani-
bridge, of 1684, Cambridge, however,
veing older than . Vienna ‘in name
only. vet, likelv, having been a vil-
lage at'or about the same time as
“Fmperor's Landing.”’
If any person familiar with Vien-
na of today, could possibly, draw upon
his imagination. from the dercrip-
ticn ierein ziven of ““Ye Towne of
Vienna' in 1706, what an interesting

picture might be envisaged! Noth-
ing but a forest, partically, on the |
Dorchester side of the rive

' side r and a|
““gea of marsh on the south, : iy
[ It is hoped that this imeacer do- |
seription will he 'of intetest:to many
citizeng of Dorchéster,” cdpecially ‘to
the older oves, including ‘Vienna's
distinguished ‘eitizea dnd its historian,

Mr. James A, Higging,'

" The record referreéd to' has heen ro.
stored, as best shieh an 91d book ean
be  with appropriate  inseription on
the cover and can  be seen at the

ferred to, ('ol, Thot

on appointed S1
had been I];irin:;' ont

wryeyor for 1]1_9.
the toy 2

!

1

Clerk's Qffice.

et )




ST, J08EDN ENNALS.
Mr. John Kirk.

!

Mr, Tobias Pollard.
’ Mr. Thomas Hicls.
X Jacob Loook(rman. J’tmr'

Appointed Clerke,

THE CHRISTENING OF VIENNA.
Vienna was known only ‘as “the
towne on the Nanticoke River” up
to July 11, 1706, when, ata
meeting, " all Commissioners being
present, it was by - a majority of
voices agreed, on - motion of Mr.
Jacob Loockerman, that the =said
towne be named VIENNA, which was
aceordingly done, “‘and that the name
be “eutt” in a Board with large let-
ters and nailed to a post and that the
same be placed on the lower side of

Broad Street and facing Tembs
| Street.
Sign boards having been’ used ai

that early period, perhapg, conceived
by the Commission and inhabitants
as necessary to notify the travelling
public of the change made {rom a
town formerly without name, other
than ‘“the towne of the Nanticoke
River” to.its newly created  one of
Vienna. Probably, from the numh-
ter of lots selected and entered 'the
{inhabitants numbered less than one
B hundred .as the county. had not then
\bn-{--n organized more . than thirty
eight years.

“After this proeeeding, on July 12,
1706, and by virtue of the Act re-
ferred to, Col. Thomas Ennals, who

had been appointed Surveyor for thej

purpese of laying out the town, re-
turned his Certificate of Survey to
the Commissioners, dmcribin;{ the
location of VIENNA TOWN as fol-
1ows:—

“Situate ‘and being on the North
side of Nanticoke River in the sd.
County, viz: Beginning at the mouth
of a small Creeke issuing out of the
s, River, being about twenty per-
cheg above a landing called Emperors
landing and turning from the mouth
of the aforesaid Creeke, South forty
seven degreess West down  the said
River of Nanticoke bounded. there-
with the length of one hundred and
gixty perches to a small gutt in the
marsh, and from thence North fiftie
Degrees westerly with sd. marsh into
the woodg one hundred perches, and

veing 0](1“[

T.r:msm:uons. ‘
By tradition, it i said there: was
in 1668 an Tndian town on the pre-’
sontl site of '\a’ionnn. known ‘as “‘Iam-
perors Landing. This is likely the|
same referred to as ‘‘the towne on
the Nanticoke River' mentioned in,
the record, perhaps, having been giv-
en it by the Indians :tt'tnr the chief
of the Nanticokes.  It,. at lcast,:
seemingly "establishes ﬂw “fact that, |
if there was a town * (village) in |
1668, and identified as' Vienna at a
later date, it was older ~ than . Cam-
bridge, of 1684, Cambridge, however,
than . Viénna in name
only. vet, likelv, ‘having been a vil- ’
lage at 01 about the same time
“Fmperor's Landing.”’
If any person familiar with '\1("1-
na of today, could possibly, draw upon
his imagination, from the descrip-
tien ierein gziven of “Ye Towne of
Vienna' in 1706, what an interesting
picture might be envisaged! Noth-|
ing but a forest, partically, on the;
Dorchester side of the river and a|
“zea of marsh un tpe south, ]
It is hoped that this meager de-
seription will he of'interest-to many
citizens 'of ' Dorchester, edpecially’ ‘to
the older ones, including ‘Vienna's
distinguished ‘citizen and its' mat“rnu
Mr. Jameés A, Higgins.

The record re t'r rred to'has been re.
stoted, a$ best gheh an '6ld book can
be' with appropriate inscriplion’on
the cover and can be geen at the
Clerk's Office. .

r'l"\f

from thenee North fortie degrees
easterly one hundred and sixty perch-
¢4 with the head of ye first specified
small Creeke and from thence South
fiftie Degrees. easterly down said
Creeke hounded therewith one hund-
red perches . to the first beginning,
containing and laid out for one hund-
red aeres, and apportioned into One
hundred Bqual lotts, Streets, Lanes,
with a Re-survev of fifteen acres,
for publock uses as by ye Platt
herennto annexed doth demonstrate
and clearly appeare.”

The Platte rererred to is thus de-
seribed:—

PUBLICK LANDS O \IE\\A
TOWNE. THE MAPPE OF VIENNA
TOWNY, ON NANTICOKE RIVER.

The streets running westward and
eastward and parallel with the Nan-
N|ticoke River, from the river were; 1.
The Strand e¢alled Thames (pro-
nounced Tembs) Street, three perch-
es wide, containing lots numbered 1
to 40, inclusive; - 2. High Street,
containing lots 41 to 80, inclusive,

and 3. Back Streef, containing lots
81 to 100, inclusive. The ecross

streets, running northward from the
river, were Low Street, twenty four
feet wide; Middle Street, likewise
twenty four feet wide, and Broad
Street, thirty three feet wide,
Comparing this original map with




LIVING ON A HARM.
How brightly through the mist of yenrs
My quiet country home appenrs!
My luther, husy all the day
Lo plowing corn aFraking hiy;

My mother, moving with delight
Ameng her mikk puns, silver brights
We ehildren, just from school set free
Filling the gurden with our glee —
The blood of life was flowing warm
When I was'living on w furm,

* I hear the eweet church-going bell,
As der the fields the music feli;

I see the country neighbors round,
Gathering 'nesth the pleasant sound.
They stop aiwhile beside the door,

To talk their homely matters oler,—
The svringing corn, the ripening grain,
Ani “how we need a little rain,™

A little run would do no harm

We want good weather for the I'urm.“
When autumn came, what joy to see
The gathering of the husking-hee,

Lo hear the voices, keeping tune,

OF boys and girls beneath the moon,
To murk the golden corn ears bright,
More golden in the yellow light!

Since L have learned the ways of men,
L often turn to these agunin,

And feel life wore'its ighest charm
When I was living on & farm.

Whittier on Longfellow.

—

With a glory of winter sunghine
Over his locks of gmysion

In the old, historic man 5
He sat on his 1ast birthday,

With his books and his pleagant pictures,
And his household and Lis kin,

While a gound #s of myriads ginging
From far and near stole in.

; ir city

It came from his own fair city, _
From the prairie’s boundless plain,

From the golden gate of sunset,
And the cedar woods of Maine.

And his heart grew warm within him,
And his moistening eyes grew dim,
For he knew that kis country's children

Were singing songs of him.

he lays of his life’s glad morning,
¥ Teheypsulm of his evening time,
Whose echoes shall float forever
On the winds of every clime—

11 their beautiful consolations,
A‘L%_‘.em; forth like birds of cheer,
Come flocking back to 1313 windows,

And gung in the poet’s ear.

Grateful, but solemn and tender,
The music rose anddfell,s
ith & joy akin to sadnes
WlAnd E:l] gy;'eet.ing likea farewell.

4 ; a
With a sense of awe he listened

To the voices, swe&a\: and young;
The last of earth an

Seemed in the songs they sung.

waiting a little longer
Arignr the v?onderful change l:g come,
ard the summoning 8ng
I'eVéTJEO calls’s God’s children home.

to him, in a holier welcome,
‘%’as the t,nystical meaning given
vhe words of the bléssed Master :

"
{ such is the kingdom of heaven.
T — Wide Awake.

et A A

ez 'Mary.landg

School. official of Worcester, has
writken a new Maryland song which
l’l'ui’: Thomas 1. Gibson, State Su-
pervisor of Musie, will set to mugic.
l:m & recent visit to Smow Hill Pro-
fessor Gibson suggested that it would
be a good thing if every locality had
1Ls Own particular songs which might
SErve to deepen the appreciation of
young people for their ‘home sur-
roundings. ‘‘The Land of: HEver-
greens,” written by Miss Marie Jones
of Pocomoke City several years ago,
Was sung by the Glee Club of the
Snow Eill Fligh School at the teach-
ers’ meeting January 23, and Pro-

in Worcester county use this song,

S ————g—— =

AMiss  NMary B, Pusey, a public

tessor Gibson urged that all schools

belonging as it does particularly to
the Hastern Shore, . John 8, MeMas-
ter of Jersey City has sent 200 copies |
of the song which has been distvib- |
uted among the schools of the county
and which will be used in special
exercises as Maryland .Day, Arbor
Day, ete. Miss Pusey's lines are:

A SONG OF MARYLAND.

From the hills of Allegany

To Worcester's sandy shore,

From the shady groves of Pen-Mar
To the bréad Atlantic's roar:

I'rom the Chesapeake's blue waters,
Rippling o’er the shining sand,

Comes a chortus of rejoicing,
Comes a song of Maryland. e

Chorus.

O our Maryland; Our beloved Mavy-
: land! .
Comes a chorus of rejoicing.
Comes a song of Maryland.
0, * Maryland! Our beloved Mary-

land! 2
Here's the band that pledges ever
F'aith to good old Maryland.

Where the cypress wavesdts branches
By the flowing Pocomoke,
Where the fisherman is rowing
On the winding Nanticoke,
Where the ovsterman is tonging
In tha wate of Tangier,
Everywhere they sing the praises
Of our Maryland so dear.

IFrom Annapolis, famed in history,
Baltimore, our city fair,

Old St. Mary's, quaint and ancient,
Clomes a chorus from Belair;

From the sounds and creeks and inlets
To the Susguehanna grand

Floats the echo ever ing,
“There's no place like Maryland.”

'

t and west, from sea to mountain,
Ringing sweet and clear the strain,
Over woods and smni istures,
Over fields of waving grain, ]
Illoats the song that hearts were sing-
in

the firat of heaven

o . :
Long ago and singing stilly 3
From the western slopes of Garrett
To the sands of old Snow Hill,

"IHE BLUE AND THE GRAT.

By the flow of the inland river,
Whence the fleets of iron had fled,
Where the blades of the grave-gri (niver,
Asleep are the ranks of the dead;
Under the sod and the dew,
Waiting the judegment day:
TUnder the one, the Blue;
Under the other, the Gray.

'hese in the robing of glory,
Thoee in the gloom of defeat,
Al]l with the battle blnod gory,
In the dugk of eternity meet:
Undetr the sod and the dew,
Waiting the judzment day;
Under the laurel, the Blne;
Under the willow, the Gray.

From the gilence of sorrow/lul houre,
The desolste mourners o,
Lovingly, laden with flowers,
Alike Tor the friend and the foe; .
Under the god and the dew,
Waiting the jndgment day;
Under the rose, the Blue;
Under the lilies, the Gray.

2p with an equal gplendor,
The morning sun-rays fall,
With a touch impartially tender,
On the blossoms blooming for alk;
Under the sod and the dew,
Waiting the judzment fay;
Broidered with gold, the Blue;
Mellowed with gold, the Gray.

2. when the enmmer calleth,

On forest and field of grain,
With an equal murmer falleth!
The cooling drip of the rain;
Under the rod and the dew,

Valting the judgment day,
W et with rain, the Blueg

Wet with rain, the Gray.

Sadly, but not with upbraiding,
Jlie penerous deed was done;
In the storm of yearsnow fading
No braver battle was wonj
Under the rod and the dew,
Waiting the judgment day;
EFnder the blogsoms, the Blue;
Under the garlands, the Gray.

Nomore gball the war-crv gever,
Or the winding river be red}
They banish our anger forever :
When they laurel the graves of our dead.
Under the god and the dew,
Waiting the jndgment day;
T.ove and tears, l'u'r [hL; l';l(uc1
mears and love, for the Gray.
& ' Frances Miles Fincu.

———————1 -0
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~ The Circuit Preacher,

= ST —— &

'Y @BORGE ALF¥RED TOWNSEND.
£ " 3 .‘
Bhin wifo's cneck growspinched and pele with |
nxiousness intense ; q
brethren’s prayerfi

hears the Bishop slowly eall the long ¢ appoint-

pent ' rolls
“in his 'vinoynrd, God would place these |
erers of pouls.

Apart, austere, the knot of grim pregiding elders sit,

He wonders it some eity * charge” may not for him
““have writ; ;

Cerges, could thoy his sermon hear on b aul and Luke

3 - 2
THon had his talent no'er been hid on Annamessex
- Neck!

eyes o’er all the cen- |

———— -
e

m od heart! be still awhile, and you, worn
bl - %c meek |
fPwo voars of banishment they read far down the

. Qhesapeako ; o e
Tho Brother ’Batus, less eloquent, by Wilmington
s wooedym T :
The Lord that counts the sparrows’ fall shall feed his
© little broad.
. = “
R Mianm a2t e ort-2 ¢ Daure’s DrotHEr Riggs OUT circuit
nows will please—
He raised thrée hundred dollars there besides the
marriago fees.
What! teors from us, who preached the word these
thirty years or so—
T'wo yearst on barren Chincotefigue and two in Tuck-
Lo shoe® | %

%t T'he sehools are good, the brothren say, and ous §
Church holds the wheel ;
The Presbyterians lost their house, the Baptists lost
=8 their zeal ;
Tholpai{uk(])xnuge is clean and dry, the town has friend-
olk—

@lfso dull as Rehoboth, nor proud like Poco-
e,
-\ A
b;@ﬁ@y just will, our Lord, be done; though these
~ ' Gight seasons more
* Wa see our ague-crippled boys pine on the Eastern
K0 :
¢, thy stewards, journey out our dedicated

ri-;.. | years,
M.:d f?regtem of Nanticoke or heathen of Tangiers !

*¥eal sbme must serve on God’s frontiers, and I
. Bhallfail, perforce,

“T9 #ow aipon some better ground my most select
% urse ; ;
_A » . b
At %aj)a??;i__a?,_or Smyrna,fpreuch my argument on

- rink, ;
.. &y sories g{x_thq Peng;tauoh at Appoguinimink.

£ % @ray am I, brothron, in thé worlk, th
bcur‘my,pnrt‘.. 5 work, though tough to
1t is these drooping little ones that sometimes wring

And?:ﬂe%?;:&\vitk'the vain congeit the cloy i
a- erness is
To ﬂvlv]i ]t;té:a churches of the Elk and pass tho Brandy-
& £ 3
e A 1 e S
S —the shouting Meth-
R an Light far north as

“ My nag was gray i
sandy milesg- ¥y Y gig Was new, fast went the

1
The eldest trustees gave me Praise, the fairest sisters

; _Hsmﬂes;
t nfrc;?gfl]l how Elder Smith, of Worton Heights

My apostolic parallels the best hs ever heard.
** All winter long I rode the SDOWs, rejoicing on my
°

way
A . ) s g
T: uﬁxi([j]gxiﬂgsur revival hymns rolled o’er the sob- p
< :éufﬁ;:alf;il sermons every weeck should tire a man
nd still our fervent m i v i
wmr embership must have their

“wp A ;

3 %%Eff?tlge with the zeal of youth, in many a warm

terrified Immersionists and scourged the Millarite -

But hlu'g(;r, tenderer charities such E’w.\.in delﬁgg ;ﬁ;:
p an 7

o u;l;;ngnar wify, saved by my zeal, loved tho

*No eooing dove, of storms afeard
. S dgg tresu: , Bhe shared n%?
singing Miriam always in God’s poor wilde 2
The wretched at her Tootstop smiled, the frl'ieglsgﬁs
A bwarc still :
right path marked her pilgrimage f kbi
et PR pilgrimage from Blackbird

** A new face in the parsonage, at church a double

pride |
Like the Madonna and her habe, t :
= ‘%n:len o , they filled. the
rouched at my feet in the old’ gi i
and frank. y gig, my boy, so fair
Cheered the dark swamps of Nases:go, the sluices of
Choptank, s

L MY_ cloth drew close ; too fruitful love my fruitless
ife outran ;
The townfolks marveled, when we moved, at such a
caravan! - .
1 wonder not my lads grew wild,. when bright with-
out the door
Sprend'the ripe, luring, wanton world—and we with- §
in, 80 poor
*For, down the silont i?p;ess_nﬂ;fgs came ahnr;els”
even me to scout
Mocking the lean Hanks of my mare, my boy’s *
patched roundabout
And gaying: * Have these starveling boors, thy
congregation, souls, :
That on théir dull heads heaven and thou pour forth
sueh living codls

£ Thonfra or brougiht hopes, half secular, like seers
by Endor’s witch ;

Beyong o}ui Barren Maryland God’s folks were wise
and rich

Where climbing spires and easy pews showad how
the prenchc@E thI;ived, & A gl 1

And all old brethren paid their rents, and many
young ones wived ! 1

1 gaw the ships Henlopen pass, with chaplains fat |
and sleck ;

From Bishopshead with faney’s sails I crossed the
Chesapealke ; -

In ve,Iveb pulpits of the North said my best sermons
% i

er—
And that on Paul to Patmos driven, drew tears in
. Baltimore, !

“Well! well! my brethren, it is true we should not
preach for pelf— |

(I would my sermon on Saint Paul the bishop heard
himeelt 1)

But this erushed wife—these boys—these hairs | they

_cutme to the core ; r

Is it not hard, year after year, to ride tho Enstern

Shore? .

* Next year? Yes! yes! I thank you much! Then
my reward may fall,

(That is a downright fine discourse on Patmos and
86, Paul!l)

. 8o, Brother Rigps, once more my voice ghall ring in

tha old lists,
Cheer up, siclk heart ! who would not die among these
Mothodists @7 —Galary, Aug, 15,

_——N el




LIEVIN H. LeCATES \

Seaford, Del., March 11 { Special) —Lévin H. LeCates, postmaster
at Oak Grove, five miles west of Seaford, on the Cambridge and Sea-
ford Railroad, enjoys the distinction of being the oldest postmaster in
point of service in the United States, according to I. P. Dawson, United
States postal inspector, Washington.

Mr. LeCages celebrated his seventy-seventh birthday anniversary
February 8 last. He entered the service as a clerk at the Oak Grove
Postoffice under the late Isauac:S. 'Wnrren in 1871, who resigned as
Cambridge and Seaford agent November 1, 1872, Mr. LeCates succeed-
ing him and serving with the railroad until March 1, 1921, when he
was placed on the pension roll of the company, having reached the age
limit of 70 years.
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Main street at Church 3y & Sun Staff Photographer.

James A, Higgins, patriarch

Vienna’s93-Y ear-Old Patriarch)
Mainspring Of Modern Spirit

]ames A. Higgins, Alert And Active, Despite Age, Is

Tireless In Enthusiasm

This is the second of three articles describing Vienna. The third will,
ppear tomorrow, .




appear tomorrow.

This is the second of three articles describing Vienna. The third will,

By FOLGER

! (The Bentz

Vienna, Md., July 23—The expres-
sion so often heard about towns in
this old State of ours “nestling” on
banks of rivers and at the foot of the
hills applies in all truth to this town
of Vienna, for it truly seems to nestle
amid yards of old.flowers and gar-
dens of green corn and climbing bean

vines. As a background to some of
the lovely flower yards I.found the

L golden galardias looming over every-
bl thing, and in one old garden a,great
crepe myrtle bush was in all the glory
of bloom. The only voicé of discord
amid the general welkin of bird song
and the hum of bees was the low
hum . of ‘the canning factories, the
squawk of a siren as some truck or
bus rolled through on its way over
the Nanticoke, or the happy laughter
of colored voices as the men and
women who work in the factories sat
on the store porch eating their noon-
time luncheon.
. Like, almost every other town on
the shore, Vienna takes particular
| [pride in its fire company, and the

McKINSEY
town Bard)
Bradford for Governor of Maryland
on the Union ticket, Abraham Lincoln |
was very anxious to have Bradford
elected, and great efforts were conse-
quently made in all the voting dis-
tricts to have a large vote cast. The
ballots for the voting places in the!
counties were distributed along the}
Shore by a steamer from Baltimore.
Those for use at Vienna were received
on the very day of election itself. The
polling place was in a second floor
room at the front of the hotel on
Water street. There was a porch in
front with only a platform and no
roof. The votes were cast by sticking
each one of them as the voter handed
it in on the end of a pole and passing
it up to a window of the room above,
where it was taken in and disap-§
peared, and that was apparently the
end of it, for no one ever knew who
had voted or how they had voted. The
result was the thing—Bradford was
elected. |
Churchgoing Town

This is a church-going town, and

Vienna Volunteer. Fore Company has
reason to take a good deal of pride in
['|itself, for- it has bought its own ]ot,
‘|built on it an ample firehouse, and
equipped itself with an auto pumper,
ladders and other apparatus, without
calling on .the town fathers for any-
think, having raised the needed funds
through solicitation among the people,
b|by holding fairs and festivals and
entertainments—and, of course, the
women of Vienna have greatly helped.
Instills Modern Spirit

A great deal of the modern spirit of
Vienna has ‘been instilled into it by
its oldest citizens—James A. Higgins,
who was born in the town ninety-
three years ago and has lived here
ever since and is still, in spite of his
patriarchial years, alert and active and
tireless in his enthusiasm for keeping
the town on the map. He told me he
had always had an ambition to see
it grow and improve, and he has lost
none of his fervor.

It is his deep love for the place that
has stablished his loyalty to it, of
course, and in recent years he has
seen some of his hopes realized, for
the town is extending out toward
Rhodesdale in suburban home devel-
opments, the new bridge over the river
is bringing much new traffic through
the town, and the huge plant of the
Eastern Shore Public Service Com-
pany, which supplies electricity to
several of the larger cities of the
Shore, is a source of employment to
many of the people of Vienna. It is
located directly on the banks of the
Nanticoke and is in constant operation.

Mr., Higgins told me a story of Civil
War days that leads me to believe that
I have discovered the source of the
secret ballot in this country. He said
that -in -the campaign of Governor

| : :

four churches provide the oppor-
tunity. The town was the site origi-
nally of one of the oldest Episcopal
churches on the Shore, the old Chapel
of Ease, built in the early 1700s
through the assistance of Great Chop-
tank Parish, Cambridge. By an act
of Assembly in 1725 the vestry of the|
old church were granted an estate in
feesimple, consisting of two acres out
of a parcel of fifteen acres, to be laid
out for public use as the Town of
Vienna and for the location ‘of the
chapel. The brick walls of the old
edifice have long ago disappeared,
but the old cemetery in the church
yard is still to be seen with-many' of
the old tombs still there. Towering
oaks still stand in the old church
yard; oaks under whose shade the
ancient villagers used to pass, The
present Episcopal chqrch is a modern
structure, its rector being the Rev.!
William McClelland. The Method
Episcopal Church has the Rev. C. W.
Robb as its pastor and the.Methodist
Protestant Church is in charge of the
Rev. Zeba Adams. The Baptist Church,
which flourished for a long time, has
now been closed.

Vienna has an attractive new high
school, built facing the highway lead-
ing to Elliott's Island, and setting
beautifully in the center of a taste-
fully parked lot, a lovely lawn fronting
the building and ample playground
and athletic field space provided. The
principal of the school is John A.
‘Wright, who also has supervision over
the elementary school.

Vienna hasn’t as yet acquired one of
the modern postoffices the Government
has built in: so many of the towns of
the State but she has a roomy and
adequate building, centrally located,
and with Postmaster Hammond W.
Hurst in charge. -
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Marshes Were D1ke<1 Acamst T1dal (‘ hanges, But

Muskrats Made Hole

Vienna’s Rice And Corn Days
Pictured By Bentztown Bard)|

R

s And Ruined Crops

This is the third of three

articles describing Viennd.

By FOLGER McKINSEY

[The Ben

Vienna, Md., July 30—There is a

striking contrast between the Vienna
of today as it sits here on the banks of
the Nanticoke, with its modern fac-[c
tories, its improved roads, its constant
streams of auto traffic leading over the
fine new Nanticoke bridge and back,
and the Vienna of the early days when
the great strefches of marshland on
the south side of the river were
planted to corn and rice, vast quanti-
ties' of the latter having been grown
in those days,

The sides of the great marshes had
been diked in to protect the land back
of them from the tidal changes of the
and the marshes bhehind the
dikes drained, so that a large acreage
of solid land was available for grow-

ing crops. Rice was experimented with
and proved a success, until eventually

river,

tztown Bard]

Bell Milling Company, just outside of
town, being one of the largest on the
Shore. Not far away is a large CCC
camp, with several streets of perma-
nent bar:acks, and here a large con-
tingent of boys and young men carry
on the work of conversation which the
CCC stands for. They have done much
to thin and improve the forest tracts in
this part of the county and to keep the
roads and ditches in,shape.
Land Of Cucumbers

This is surely a land of cucumbers,
for approaching Vienna you drive
through mile after mile of cucumber
fields, their existence accounted for by
the fact that a large pickle factory
is located at Vienna, where every kind

the products of the vast cucumber
acres are hauled. The remains of
old tanneries exist also in tha neigh-

the muskrats made holes through the
dikes so persistently that they gave
way (r/ ﬁequ('n/ m.fm vals and the ﬁ:‘:’fﬂ

borhood, though the tanning of leather

seems to be a thing of the past. What||
Is gathered now is shinpedl:

little bark

of pickle is put up and to which|’

(]
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This is the third of three articles describing Vienna.

By FOLGER McKINSEY

[The Bentztown Bardl
Vienna, Md., July 30—There is a
striking contrast between the Vienna
of today as it sits here on‘the banks of|Shore. Not far away is a large CCC
the Nanticoke, with its modern fac-|camp, with several streets of perma-
tories, its improved roads, its constant nent barracks, and here a large con-
streams of auto traffic leading over the|tingent of boys and young men carry
fine new Nanticoke bridge and back,|on the work of conversation which the
and the Vienna of the early days when|CCC stands for. They have done much
the great strefches of marshland on|to thin and improve the forest tracts in
the south side of the river were|this part of the county and to keep the
| planted to corn and rice, vast quanti-|roads and ditches in,shape,
ties of the latter having been grown Land Of Cucumbers
in those days. This is surely a land of cucumbers, |’
The sides of the great marshes had|for approaching Vienna you drive
[ | been diked in to protect the land back through n"lile after mile of cucumber ]
of them from the tidal changes of the ?}?Ids{’ peineststenice accc:unted 2717 §
river, and the marshes behind the ¢ fact that a large pickle factory|!

3 - is located at Vienna, where every kind |
dikes drained, so that a large acreage of pickle is put up and to which|-
of solid land was available for grow-|the products of the wvast cucumber
ing crops. Rice was experimented with acres are hauled. The remains of
and proved a success, until eventually|old tanneries exist also in thn neigh-
the muskrats made holes through the|horhood, though the tanning of leather
dikes so persistently that they gave|ceems to be a thing of the past. Whatl}
way at frequent intervals and the fields|little bark is gathered now is shipped
lof grain behind them were ruined. away to other points.
Thus the fields went back to marsh,

Bell Milling Company, just outside of
town, being one of the largest on the

The white oak forests a mile or|"

and the marsh went back to the musk-|two from the town at one time

af-
rats, which still inhabit it to an enor-|forded the hest material then known| ]
mous extent, til' muskrat cultivation|for navai construction, and at one) |
has become almost as rrofitable as|iime the Lanibees, from

Maine, came| |
corn and rice.

here and bought up several tracts|]
Rice And Corn Days of these white oak forests, brought
There are few people in Vienna that|workmen and their families here, oxen
remember the corn and rice days, for{and carts and molds to fashion ships'
most of the present generation have|frames. In the winter tents 'were set 9
known only the marshes and the marsh|up in the woods for the abode and
“rabbits,” but the village patriarch—|comfort of the men, and in the spring, |
James A. Higgins—recalls them and|with the wharves and shore full of
tells me that the rice grew very well,|timber, large vessels came down from|}
being cultivated much the same as the|Maine to take the timber away, leav-
wild ‘rice of the Susquehanna flats to|ing behind the stone the ships had
which the canvasback ducks of the|used as ballast. This was broken up
Chesapeake Bay are so partial. and used for the town sidewalk curh.
Mr. Higgins is.a member of one of Name Adopted

the really old families of Vienna. His T ; i
. ] t
father established a mill near the mename of Vienra as not/dertyed

t in the old d 2 from Vienna in Austria but was
gy (De.o gys and this was con- adopted at a meeting of Commission-
tinued by the son into later years. A ers held in Cambridge in July, 1706
number of the best-known families of follay lout. ports handdtbwns Dot
Dariht;sier, le_ar(l;ng mf:mbers of which chester county. The christening of
:;e!:h ST tto ambrldgle and s‘ettled Vienna, which had hitherto heen
It w:;z:: 51_’105::’ (;:far?;: frg;:e'l\;en?haé called the Town on the Nanticoke,
(= > ¥
Webbs, the Goldshoroughs, the Henrys, i)ic(:)cur:‘ : dt}?:t J:éicil’“ggs’m‘:g:nbz n:l:e
tBhe e Hodsons, the Percys, the C1el:k of commission, John Locker-
rattons, and members of the present ¢
sl o e i it sv| 2 20, Yo% ST e mame
still here, carrying on the traditions :
of a quiet family life in one of the a post at the crossroads. Late.rdm the
most villagely of all Maryland Viilages month a\!n area ?f ci:gehh:mdu: acres
K ‘|was laid out, of which twenty acres
: Industrial Life was included in the survey for Vienna |}
Vienna is not big enough to have a|—of square form, with five streets, one
hospital or an American Legion post,|in the center, and lots, each street|:
oL a Rotary, but it has a bank—the|about 1,000 feet long. The entire tract
Vienna branch of the County Trust|was bought for 5,000 pounds of to-
Company Bank, with Vernon A. Hitch|baceo, equivalent to about $712.50 in
as its head, other directors being Emil|money. Communication from county to
ly|Hoernecke, Alan Webb and Clay M.|county was established by ferry to
st/ Webb. what was then Somerset county across
he/ Milling and Iumbering continue fto[the Nanticoke at Vienna, the ferryman
prs/be an important phase of the indus-[being paid a salary of 4,000 pounds of
trial life of the section, the Edwin tobacco (in casks) a year.
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BLLA VIRGINIA NICHOLSWN.

Weary, so weary I am,
Longing to lie down and rest,
Yes! longing to feel a sweet calm
Softly glide over my breast. 4]

Weary and sad in my heart,
Feeling the need of a friend,

Unio whom I could impart
My sorrows and there let them end.

Weary and sad, Yes and lone,

For loved ones I'm leaving belind,
To meet, it may be in *that home,”
Where the light of efernity shines.

Qcroser 6r 1889

Pappy Thought.

ELLA VIRGINIA NICHOLSON.

To be at home with ¢ Jesus;”
Is all my hope and care,

And feel he’s ever present,
To shield from every snare.

Tho *¢ Satan’’ tries to tempt me
And draw me from his love,

I know he'li keep me faithful,
And take me home above.

To live with him forever,
And round his throne to sing,
With that glad host rejoicing,
And praising our dear King.

And when to that bright mansion
I shall be ushered in,

I'll say, farewell to sorrow,
Farewell, farewell to sin.

Februar: 28th 1290.
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i To My WMother,

“"THE @NLY NAME.

BY REV. ALEXANDUER CLA"BK.

Brxeari the dmple dome of heaven,
Awon ; mankind abroal, 1
One only saving name i3 given
By which we come to God:
Chorus—No other name but Jesus;.
No other plea we raise. ©
Hig blood from judgment frees ug,
And his shall be the praise. .

One, only, since the world begnn?
One, only, tillit end; o
Nor anzel greaf, por mortal men, |
Did Gtod the Father send. st

The Mediator, from the throne, [ !
Won victory on the cross; :
Ard now to dieis gain alone,- . ;

All other gain i3 loss. | !
1n Jesug’ name we €ome; We Cry, |
O Lord, thy work revive;
Tn this dear name let doubting die, |
"4nd faith be made alive. ’

BY FREDERIC R, MARVIN.

They tell me human lbve was made

Awhile to bloown, and then to fade
Before the Auturiyn chill.

They tell me human lpve i8 sold—

A thing of waffic, bopght with gold,
Avd subject to the will.

No falsehood this; and yet I own
There i & love, one love alone,
With lustre ever bright.
It rups through »11 my changiog years,
Forsakes me not in swileg and tears,
And fills my soul-with light.

That love, beyond u]‘.il other love,
Unselfish, pure s heaven above,

Is thine, dear mother, thine.
What, then, if clouds around me break ?
The fount of joy they cannot lnke

From out this beart of mine. -

Barih's mesry throng may pass me by
Its bepors from my grasp may fly;
As leaves upon the blast:
[ eare not, if thoulov’st me still;
Thy lave nlone my heart can fill,
And hold it to the last.

1’11 Jove thee till my latest breath;

I’Il love thes when §’m clasped in death:
I'll love thee still on high.
While on my tide of life shall flow,
My love for thee no end shall know ;
*Twill never, never die.

¥

A

Eﬁla EEnm.

ELLA VIRGINIA NICHOLSON.

I know dearest Katie, yon have many friends,
And some who love you so well

That throngh your life, only roses they twine,
And in this way their love story tell.

And this too, deavest Katie I know,
Lven tho only roses they tavine,
There love for you never - an be
Mo:e true, or more ten ier than mine,

e

THE TIME FOR DI 2ISL) V.

BY J. T. WARD.

e ———— e

Come to the Saviour now,
This is the day of grace:
In penitence before him bow,
‘And all thy sins confess.

Let him not call in vain,
He kindly bids thee come;

Why in thy guilt wilt thon remin ?
Why risk a fearful doom ¢

In sinful ways too lonz
Already hast thou gone:
Though conscious thou artin the wro.g,

Still pressing heedless on .

The habit of delay
Is growing on thee fast,
Break off now fromit whilst thou may:
This time may betny last!

Come to the Saviour NOW,-
This is the DAY of GRACE;
With faith sincere before him bow,
His counsels to embrace : 4

Rest for the soul to find,
Pardon, and peace, and joy;

A holy heart, a happy mind,
And endless bliss on high.

-
Westminster, November, 1894,

Ts Hi Lewis Jr.  Press:
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I FEEL SO LOOSE,

ﬁe and my r{ul had a fallin' out,
Ste% a.rtl& I'll tell you what it was
about;

%wok her to church last Sunday night

ressed in her best; she looked out
of sight.

h | wsi.liked down the alsle proud as any
king,

For h!\l my hand I held my wedding

ring.

But ju;lf. a8 soon as the preacher come
ou

This black gal then commeonced to
ghout: ;

& CHORUSR.
? Mister Preacher, I fesl—so—100se,
?eelhthe Salvation going through my
shoes,
Bhe jumped up in the alr and done
& flip flap,
'Andllanded square in manother coon's
ap.
This coon jumped up and looKed with
& surprise,
This gal looked at him with revolving

eyes,
Bhe walked right eway and made no
axcuse,
For the only thing she could say *I
feel so loose.”’

_’I'h.[sh gal and I from church wwent
omaes
o more to church with her I'll roam.

I called on her week after that,
i With my best clothes on and my high
gllix hat,
I asked her if to see a baptizing she
would go,

Bhe says I'll in about an hour or so.
(When we got to the river baptizing
just began;
Th.'iaigal to the preacher egain did
\ sing:

—~8ent in by Mrs. H. Slocum.

; ROSE, MY ROSH,
T have ¢ secret way down in my heart
for you, Rose, my Rose
Bomething so sweet that I want to
impart to vou, Rose, dear Rose,
You ask me to tell you, just listen
one moment, for it's so true,
It's only three words, yes, three dear
little words, Rose, that I love
Yyou.,

CHORUS,
1!05?, ll'ny Rose, blue eves and golden
hair; .

Rosp.lm'y Rose, no girl is half so

alr;

Rose, my Rose, you are a Jewel =0
rare;

I Jove you dearly, T love you sgin-
cerely, you're Rose, my Rose.

Flowers that bloom in the garden re-
mind me of you, dear Rose,

But there are none half so sweet and
fair 88 you, .Rose, my Rose;

When I awake from my dreams. full
of love for thee, Rose, dear Rose,

The day seems so dreary when you
Aré not near me, my own swest
Rose.

—8ent in by Mrs. H. Slocums.
A, i e SR T - g
YOU ARE ALWAYS YOUNG

3, N
Yes, my love, wea're growing old,
Silver threads among the gold;
Shine upon our brows today: E
Life has lost its blooming May!
Still your eyes so fondly bean), :
Time flows onpward like a dream!
What though dark the days may be,
You are always young to me.

CHORUS. .
Yes, my love, we're growing old,
Bilver threads among the gold,
In our fading locks we see—
But you're always young to me.

1 ¥ come and days mMAay go,
Ez%sorraheurts will xgonrcielyregtlow;
7 he past we've no regret, :
Lf;rr'et tsiu? hour when first we rne.t,
lay yvour hand in mine once m!me.
very dream” of youth restc_)re.
gtill your words are melody—
You are always young to me.

wn the hill of life we stray,

.a?o‘n will come the parting day;

O'er the river dark and lone, .

We shall meet again, my own!:

Still we journey hand in ha_nd.

To the brighter, better land;

In your. e¥es your love 1 see,

You are always young to me.
—Nent in by Mrs, Bnvma .S'{‘ocu_:-n,‘.
KISS ME DARLING. ’ERE WE

PART.

Kiss me darling, ere we part,
We may never meet again;

Do not chide the tears that start,
For the parting gives me pain;

Tonely I will be without thee, -
Saddest tho't will fill my heart

For in absence I will miss thee—=
Iiss me, darling, ere we part,

CHORUS,
Kiss me, darling,
Ki me, darling, ere we part,
one parting kiss to me: ;
Kiss me, darling, ere We part

Cis= me, darling, ere we part; 3
k;%ro:athc thy love once more to me;
That when lonely in my heﬂ.!:t.
I may fondly think of t_]me.
Xeep thy promise true to me,
Pure and holy in thy nem:t.
As the stars in heav'n above,
Kiss me, darling, ere we part,

love,

Kiss me, darling, ers we part,

Think of me when }far‘rztw.'d.y,

3 me ever in thy heart, .
an"d in thy sweet tho'ts, 1 pray;
Tho' I'm leaving thee in BOTTOW,

And in loneliness of hem_‘t,

I'll be ever trtlz;a to :rt;ca\:\-rbopart

Kiss me, darling, € B 2

—~gent in I;y Mrs. Emma Slocum,

“LIVING ALONE"

“0h, solitude, where are thy charms:™

‘ TE ALL begun life by just Deing born,
And 0 we grew up, we met the world's
scorn.
When age ovértakes,
thrown, f
Homeless and friendless, “Living Alone.”

I Aave oft sat ab twilight with lights burning
low

When ﬁic;cr'n'ng shadows, plide by, fo and fro,

When the breezes of night through the trees
softly moan, y:

While I am in solitude, “Living Alone.

on the dump we are

Tha longer we live, the wmore tee find out,
between hope and

As we aimlessly amble
doubt ; ;
Like the man from Missourd, we ask to be
shown, oo
Where one sees the pleasure in “‘Living
Alone.”

This world's bui a roaring Charubdis, T ween,
Upon mortals unfortunale, venting itz spleen;
If you ask of if, bread. you are given a stone.
‘Tis o tough proposition, this “Living dlone.”

Is the cate of o hermit immune from alarm?

Doeg he ‘query of solitude, whete is thy
charm?

Is there audht on this edarth for his fale can
atone?

Think wyow he i3 happier, “Living Alone?”.

What pain in complaining, no one cares o rap.

8o long as they snuggle in lurury’s lop.

Matters nof, though you g:lwcli’ in a temperate
zone, )

You unll get the ‘‘cold shoulder” when “Live
ing Alone.”

Dear {4 the home ﬁﬂ'cé with laughter and glee,

When passing along, through the window to
fed

The family pathered around the hearthsione,

Light-hearfed and happy, while we are alone,

We miss the comprunions of earlier deays,
They are steadily plodding fheir several ways,
And e vealize this, as we older have growh,
That there isn't much plegsure in ‘‘Living
Alone.”
~—~W.: J. WEAVER.

LE CRY

T\ ORE than half beaten, but fearless,
- Faring the sform and the night:
Breafaless and reeling, but tearless,
Here in the Tull of the fiaht,
[ irkhe Lo not bt before Thee,
God of the Fighting Clon.
Eifting my fists 1 implore thee,
Give me, the heart of o Man!

What though T lice aoith the ioinners;
Or perish with those who fall?
Only the rowards are sinners,
Fightinyg the fight is all.
Strong ix my Foe—he advances!
Snapped is my dblade, O Lord!
See, the proud banners and lances
0 spare me this sfub of a sword!

Give me no piiy, nor spure me;
Calin not the wvath of the Foe.
See where he beckons fo dare me!
Bleeding, half beaten—I go.
Noi for the gloru of winning,
Not for thé fear of the night:
Shunning the bafile is sinning—
0 spare me the heart to fight!

Red iz the mist about me:
Deep ia the wound in my side;
“Cownrd!” thow cryest to flout mei
0 terrible Foe, thow Hasl lied!
Hera with my buttle before me,
flod of the Fighting Clan,
Grant that the woman whoe bore me
Suffered fo suckle a man!
—JoHN G. NETHARDT.

MR. WILKINS

"\Il(. WILKINS had a dollar so ke shid he

LYL ocused he'd Dty :

A little sum. he'd borrowed from a gentlentan
named Gray;

Then Gray he took that dollar and he soid,
“It seems 1o me

r'd biefrer pay that litile debt I owe to Mac-}
Afee.” .

Then Macdfee the dollar paid upon o bill to
Smart ; \

By Swmart ‘twas paid to Thomson and by i
Thomson paid to Harf. \

And so that coin Eept rolling as o very dusy
“polunk,”

Until it paid indebiedness amounting in a
chunk

To more than forfy dollars and. it may De
rolling weft,

And all because this Wilkins thought he'd
pay a little debt.

b

For when a dollar's started
On its debt-destroving way,
There hardly is a limit

To the swmns that it will pay.

M7, Wilkins knew « kindness that he might
have done for Gray.

But he wasn't feeling Eindly so ke thought it
wouldn’t “pay.

Then Gray, not being grateful, said, “It really
seents fo me

I've dome  sufficient favors for that blasted
Macdjfee.”

Then MacAfee felt ugly and he took'a whack |:

at Smart,

Who passed it on fo Thomson, who passed it
on to Hart.

dnd so no act of kindness was done throtigh
all that doy

But many an act that rankled in o most un-
vleasant way.

—From An Old Scrap Book,

HOME

I OME is @ place where happiness Hes
And love, and joy, and even sighs.
Home is a place io go when yow're sod, '
There to be cowmiforted, and learn to be glad,
To sing, ‘to dance, to laugh and play
And learn to be happier day by day,

Home is a place of comfort and resf,
Where you can go and receive the best.
Home is a place where things of the past
Are wiped out forever like water from
And there
Dad,
And every one's happy, and everyone's glad.

Home i3 n place where babies dre born,

Where “flowers gre blooming from night #l
MOrn. )

Where. Mother is singing o lnilaby song,

And ' Daddy i8 dreaming of days that are
gone.

Hame As a place next to heaven above

But what would home be if there were no
love?

—SamAr K. KNERR.

HEARTBREAK ROAD

._\S I went up the Heartbreak Roud
& Before the deaum of day,
The cold mist was aoll about,
And the wet world was gray;
And it seemed that never another soul
Had walked the weary way.

But when I came to Heartbreak Hill,
Silver fouched the sea;
I Enew that many and many a soul
Was climbing close to me
I knew I walked that weary way
In a great company.
—HELEN Gray ConE,
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. GRANDMOTHER'S CHEST

TIHERES a chest in the dim ofd garrél,
wrlpped in a pall of dust

Aund curtamed with dainty cobwebs that cover <

the signs of rust: !

Tis grandmother's sacred heirloom, and there,
untouched, it stands

Sinee over her péaceful bosom she Jolded her
wrinkled hands.

And now they: were going to search it—
Murtle and beautiful Moy,

In quest of sone quaint old germents to wear
i a mimic play,

So they stattered ithe dainty cobwebs, angd
scatlered the piles of dust;

And turned the ey in the ancient lock, that
creaked with the grains of rust.

But . thoughts of theatricals ended as they
lifted the heavy lid,

And gazed on the wonderful treasures that
through the long gyears hod been hid;
And the mirth of the girlisfi avices 1was

changed to a smothered sigh,
As fancy wreathed: each velic with the halo
of wears gone by.

They jound a package of letters, faded, and
worn, and old,

And among them softly
shining gold ;

And the dainty ribbon that bound them was a
fover's knof of blue

That. meekly whispered the story se old yet
alicays new."

nestled a curl of

And here was the crdpe and illusion lying
side by side—

This for the sorrowing widow, and that for
the blooming bride—

One ‘kissed the golden tresses—one clung fo
‘the silvered hair,

Each tells its sacred story lying in silence
there. .

And they found a golden circlet close by the
veil of snow

That aves given with love-pure kisses in the
misty lonp  ago,

But the hands that wore it are silent, and
the passionate heart is still

That throbbed ‘neath orange-blossoms at the
whispered words—*T will !’

And. there avas a baby's slipper, worn at the
dainty foe,

And embalmed with tears ond Fisses rained
on it long ago—

There were. toys and tiny garments, and one
soft, silken curl,

And a cross of faded lilies with the name of
the baby girl.

And they found two old-time paintings, that
both hearts Tnew full well,

Of grandmother's fair twin danghters, Bertha
and beaudiful Belle : ¢

Alike. et oh! how different are the faces fair
thew wiew,

For each had a story written in the beautiful
eyes of blue.

Belle was a fair queen lily, with dramngs of
salin and laca, J

And the pearls at her throat no whiter than
the hue of her beautiful face;

Her fair hands were laden with Jewels, and
gems in her golden hair,

But the blie-eues, ah, there was the story of
anguish and utter despnir!

And the picture of dear litile Berlhe fod
roges in place of the pearls.

And her dimpled cheeles vied with the fMawers,
and: sunshine seemed cought in her curls:

And the bhie euyes were peaceful and tender,
and sweet iz the story they tell,

For irue love was given to BRertha, and honor
and homage to Belle, .
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There, too, was ia letter \from Willie,
darting firsé born son, . e 4‘"
That was awritten beside the camp-fire 7
the bottle was done— . reRe
"Twas «a lefter of hope to mather, wi fﬂ[
pravey for the cause of rghtal JFae
\For Willie cwonld tead the army:on the mor- | §
row's desperate jfight.: % ooal .

That letter told half a story; and here dwas
the ofher part— o
That hard-enrned badge dyed crimson, with ||
the bload of his loyal heart] 0
He hud worn it but once in battle, when
bravely he fell at his post,
And the badge was brought home by a com-
rade to her who had loved him mosk\
A

And they found a queer, gold locket that
grandmother used to wear,

With the tresses of vaven and silver she
clipped from grandfather's hair;

But the quaint old-fashioned treasures were
all too sacred for play,

For a joy or a grief was blended with all!
quf was fid away, {

And while in sober silence they searched the !
old chest through, 1
Grief crept to. the haughty
tears to the eyes of blue: |
With a sob and o stifled murmur, they closed |
the ancient chest, . i
And the relics, like her who prized t.ﬁ-wu,;j’re?]?

dark eyes mm’f

teft in peace to resi.
—HarmET EstiEr Wanwen
i

THE WOODLAND THRUSH

N THE deep woods remote PR

A sweeter minstrel dwells S5 # L}
Than ever piped a morn. op even Note

In oll ihe song-swept dells.

It it no voice ‘that soars
Unwearying to the blue 5
Transient — elusive, while the (soul
adores, ;
4 phantom of the dew.

A sense- of -silver bells
Swayed by-light winds; a thrill
Keen as the leaf feels when
spring sap swells
And sculptures it af will,

the

And ere the lips can say
« 4 song hath Been,” aware 1
Of muystery the soul hath lost its way—
Doubting and dreaming there,

As one in shadowed bowers
Of sleep may hear a gtrain |
Which haunts his memory in his wak- i
ing houra i
Nor makes its meaning plain,

Soft as a wavelet’s plash
Against the sandy walls— -
Oh, that the mystic melody would dash
Down like the waterfalls!

But all the wood is stirred |
From violet to pine, |
And I have heard, and yet I have not
heard
A melody divine!

Voice of the woodland thrish !
Dewdrop of song, that fears

The rustling' of a leaf—a roge's blush,
And' dies when Love appears!

I Tose muyself in thee,
As one who, billow-tossed
And - drowning, hears slrange music
in . the sea,
Lulled by the sound, aid—Iogt!

—Fraxg L. STANTON.,
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Hisg,,0f Vienna TR
2 beayg By JAMES 4. 111 Méll'y l;ﬂld
avs Y SPot 5 “PPTOach the to

GGI¥s /
Annc,cmmlo E Wn of Vienna p'fer the Rhodesdale road,
laid oy bl ) an anjf;n?*‘diannt}.gxi?r 0! the. Nafy gl ol Ve e o o
\ act of 5o T 160 co;nn?rth of this point. "’I‘he Indian reservation was

appoint Slng, g apt this acr:aa, Mulgoloefee Y
ambyi oo %Y act opSsembly to 1 g, was Imoyglasigacror & Landing. - Commission
o idge, Ve g0RmSag oF Tyl az.,r out POI:‘j'q_ s~=o=5% 113 in Dorchester County, met in
of Hlarfine Dom .u y, in th}»*l year of the reign of our Sovereign Lady
viag, pesent Mr. Hugh Eccleston, Walt Campbell, John

Rawlj

Ngs E‘J‘

; » Fiis Haywar

Bicks, Jaopn is Hayward, Josepn Ennualls John Kirk, Tobias Pollard, Thomas

-“Cockerman, clerk.
o1 h) 2 i o 2 v "
to July 11, 11';101? erir;.btﬁifs‘;zz?s;gu;? c};ﬁ:ﬁ;;z;g&s i e e T
present agreed on motion of Mr
Lockerman that the said town be named Vienna, and the name cut in a board anci
nailed to a post. : -
After this proceeding on July 22, 1706, and by virtue of the act referred to, Col
Thomas Ennalls, the surveyor, laid out about 100 acres, inclucing a resurvey about 20
| acres for Vienna Town—sguare form, with five streets, one in center, and lots, each
B street about 1,000 feet long.
é‘, The period mentioned, 1708, was, of course, when all the lands were under control
‘é and disposition of the Lord Proprietory, Charles Calvert.
"5‘_ The entire 100 acres bought by Mr. Anderson for 5,000 pounds of tobacco, then

equivalent Lo Len shilings, approximately $1.45, amounting to the endrmous sum of
$72.60. ~

g Communication from county to county by ferries, one at Vienna across to
g Somerset County. Ferryman's annual salary 4000 pounds tobacco in casks, about

$48.00, money locally not used at that period. In fact, for nearly a century after, to-
bacco, the only currency, in public exchange and transactions. Some excerpts from
Dr. Elisa Jones, History of Dorchester County, Town of Vienna prior to 1708;

1742—8ix tribes of Indians conspired to massacre the white but failed.

1744—TIndians began leaving the county.

1783—Building public warehouse at Vienna for tobacco, inspector's salary
4,800 pounds, about $69.60. ;

1776—Vienna, a thriving place when British gunboat ascended the Nanticake
river and fired shot at the town.

1812—Town prepared for defense with breastworks, company militia organized
but the enemy did not return to attack their bravery.

1828 —Bridge built across the Nanticoke, wood construction, then the main high-

way and old sage coach line from Cape Charles, Va., to Baltimore and other places.

1860—The War Department ordered the stockholders to widen the draw to ac-
commodate a line of steamers from Norfolk, Va., to Seaford, Del., to connect with the
railroad there for Wilmington, Philadelphia and New York City.

g The draw widened but never replaced, steamers continued this route for some-

._time. Finally bridge abandoned and ferry re-established.

18290—Vienna, the home of Thomas Holliday Hicks. In 1858 he was Governor of
Maryland. During the Civil War, opposed secession and stuck fast amid frantic appeal
to join the Southern Confederacy. s

1791 to 1866—Vienna was a port of entry, with collectors of customs for 75
years. The old Custom House, the upper story wood construction rebuilt, the lower part

= prick. The Woman’'s Club has placed a placard on this old landmark. Vienna, long
noted for its shipyards, many swift and shapely vessels that sailed the Chesapealke
Bay and Atlantic Oceon built at Vienna.

The white oak forests, about a mile or two from the town, afforded the best ma-
terial then known for naval construction and durability. Later the Lannibees from the
State of Maine, bought some tracis of this white oak timber. In the fall they brought
their families, workmen, OXen (these very large) carts and moulds, to fashion the
ship’s frames. e

Built tents in the woods for the abode and comfort, working all the winter, Their
oxen were shod with iron shoes to prevent slipping on the ice and sSnow.

In the spring the wharfs and shore full of timber, waiting for a large vessel
(having on board stone ballast, this used for the town sidewalk curb) to load and
carry it to Maine. x i

Now, believe it or not: Before Baltimore was founded in 1729, the site at Vienna
was intended for Baltimore. Vienna, with a population of 500 or more, incorporated.
Mayor and city council. Has a mOSL charming situation on the high banks of the
Nanticoke River. Depth of water about 35 feet to accomodate large vessels.

Beautiful half-million doilar concrete and steel bridge with attractive approaches,
occupying & conspicuous location on the main highway of traffic, including pleasure
and sightseeing.

Central between Cambridge and galisbury, 16 miles each, largest and most pro-
gressive towns on the Eastern Shore. Representatives of the Hastern Shore Gas &
mlectric Company of Salisbury, Septmeber, 1926, looking for a suitable location for
a new million and & half dollar plant. A

Selected Vienna as the best site meeting their requirements. Then ' a

|  year or more under construction. This plant supplies current for light and power for
| industries for the Hastern Shore and other places.

" Vienna has packing plants for tomatoes, beans, ete. Packs about 250,000 cases.
‘ Lanber mills operated by a Pittsburgh, Pa. company.- In 1935 a Philadelphia com-
B pany installed tanks here for processing cucumbers, -for public for pickle product of
ﬁ 100 acres as an experiment. Have flour and feed r_mlls, stores, shops, beauty parlor
8  and gas stations, Methodist Episcopal, Methodist Protestant, Protestant Episcopal, Bap-
tist Churches, hanlk and postoffice, elementary and high school building, value $50,000,
railroad, new water supply, sewerage, tanlk, 70,000 gallons capacity, pumps, hydrants,
and a volunteer fire company, incorporated, with an up-to-date equipment for proection.

- The colored folks in the suburbs have two churches and a new school building.
Of course, Vienna's streets from the square, exte}]ded out: improved with buildings and
attmcti"e shrubbery. Farms and marsh lands, productlve for wheat, corn, h;'a,y, rye
and oats, tomatoes, beans, peas, cucumbers, cantaloupe, watermelons, strawherries and
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potatoes.
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i.r.mﬁr:r)u‘r before T anas horn;
H J g corner beyant gn @ Aail;

:%“”'}1’:: amblens- of labor, 1was dad’s difner

ul. -
B

CHORUS pheby
. . e BT ; i,
TaS i ctels Tike silver, so sparkling. and ong
#:':md'nf the trifle that held his wee bite.
winfer, in' rain, snow or hm_f,
Feitle, my dad's dinner pails

£

Itipummer and

Puoseenrriad that

H‘Eﬂ‘fﬁu bell rang for meallime my father'd
come dow,

| He ate wid  the about on the

- ground;

» Fadd chare w
R

Yk mould neler reach the

dinner pail.

workinen
id @ fohorer and say he'd go

bottom of dad's
CHORUS

T# the doas showld be rainy my fafher'd stop
T home, .
And .&,n‘ polish his kettle ns clane 0s @ stone;
}‘;’;;d inke. wid . me mother, at me he would

wale . 2
T4l just puf a finger on dnd’s dinner pail,

v v Py e

CHORUS

rYrevorvy

There's o -place for the cofee and also ihe
bread, : 3

The earn beef and praties and oft it was said

To fill it with porter; wid heér oy wid ale, ;

The drinks would fosfe steeeler from dad’s
dinner puil,

t CHORUS

¢ WHAT MOTHER THINES

f I heard o liittle-archin fo o
g Comrade turn¥ond sa¥y:
<iSay. Jiniinie, don’t wer Rnow I'd be
is happy as o clam,
I only 1 was de feller dat me
" Mudder. tinks I am!

YTy Y

THILE walking down e crowded
Uity strpet the other day,

“She Hnks T am @ wonder, and knows
Her little lad

Would never mix twith nothing
Dat was vgly, mean or bad,

T often ste and tink fiow nice
"Ticould be-—gee whiz—

17 a feller was de feller dat

" His muddey tinks he is.”

TV T Y SN T YTy

v vowr v

So fotks, be vorrs a life of toil
Or undilated jouy,

You still can learn o lesson,
From a small unlettered bow.

Don't be on earthly saint, with
Bugs fired on a star;

J1 5 ey to be the feller that
Yo#* mother thinks wou are.

e

LIVE TRULY

HOU must be true to thyself
A T thou the truth wouldst fecch;
Ty soul must overflow, if thou
dnother soul wouldst reach;
1t needs the overflow of heart
To give the lips full speech.

MR e s

{ iy Mtrudy, and thy thought

vl be the world's fumine feed;
» Speng® tridy, and eachk word of thine
> Sl be a faithful seed;
4 Livé Buly, end thy life shall be
§ A4 @feat and noble creed.

o thot old. keitle all bln_;kmcd B

b

“L0, T AM WITH YOU ALWAY”
RSIDE the plow He walks with mighs
. And if my step de slow,
He pauses,! waiting so that He
May lead me where I go. ,
I jeel His presence at my side,
His hand uwpon my hair;
His love sweeps boundless, like the tide,
About me everywhere.

Beside the plow He walks with me;
I cut the furrows deen. \
1 know His gentle ewes will see
The harvest that I reap.
His guiding iowch i on my arm,
And well I know the care
That keeps me safe from sin and harm
Is with me everywhere.

Beside the plow He walks with me,
And To, the sun shines dowm;

The same that smiled on Galilee,
And on the thorny erown.

Gad grant that when the shadows creep
Across the mountain fair,

His love may still be wide and deep,
About me everywhere. %

~—MARGARET SANGSTER, JR« |

DO IT TODAY

»
b
3
b
b
L3
b
»
»

YIS betfer to give a tiny fower
To those ipho can see and knoi,

Than place a sheaf of roses rare

On their bier, to make o show.

*Tis better to say one loving word,

To those who can hear whatl's said,
Than make a speech of éulogy

After your friends are dead.

*Tis better to say or give one thing,
Or io do one itiny deed,

Than io plan to do greal ones, some day)
For those who are now in need,

’Tis betler to do a thing todat,
Than to wait for future years;
Tomorrow may be a day too late,
And bring but regret and tears.
—BrrTHA INWoOD MICHAEL

LOCH LOMOND

vy

yon bonnie banks and by yon bonnie,
b

B*

braes,
Where the sun shines bright on Loch Ln—:
mond, i
Where me and my true love were ever woni
to gae, \
On the honnie, bonnie banks of Loch Lo-,
mond. r
CHORUS ¥
0, ye'll take the high rond and I'll take t.’xc:
Toin' road, i
And T'll be in Scotland afore ve; 1
But me ond my true love will never meel
again 1
On the bonnie, bonmie banks of Loch Lot

mond.

*Tupns {here we parted in yon shady glen,
On the steep, steep side of Ben Lomond,
Where in purple hue the Highland hills 1w

view, - -
And the moon coming out in the gIaammgF

P

CHORUS

The wee birdiea sing and the wild fiowg

apring, 4

And in sunshine the waters dre slvppnz

But the broken fieart it kens nae second spri|
again,

Though the weeful may cease frae thé

greeting.

{.’S GRUMBLE CORNER AND THANKS-
N GIVING STREET '
* 1 JCR AT, A

ENEW @ noan whose name was .Ffm'nr:l',
oL Who wused io live on Grwmble Corners
Grumble Corner, in Cross-paich Town,
And he was never seen without a frown,
He

grumbled af this, he grwmbled af thaf;

He prowled at the dog, he growled at the caty

He grumbled’ at morning, he grumbled af
night,

And' to grumble and growl were his chief
delight.

He grumbled so_mach af his wife that she
Began to grumble as well as he, .
And all the children, wherever they wenft,
Reflected their parenis' discontent.

I} the sky were dark and beckened rain,

Then Mr. Horner was sure to complain;

And if\there was never a cloud about,

He'd grumble because of the threatened
drought.

Hiz meals were never to suit his taste,

He grumbled at having fo cat in haste:

The bread was poor, or the meat was itough,
Or else he hadn't had half enough.

No matter how hard his wife might try
To please her husband, with soornful cwe
He'd look around, nnd then with a scowl
At someéthing or other begin to growl.
One day as I loitered along the sireet,
My old acquaintance I ckanced to nieet;
Whose face was withouf the Inok of care
And the ugly frown it used to wear.

“I may be mistaken, perhaps,” I said,
As after saluting, I turned my head;
“But it iz, and it isn't the Mr. Horner
Who lLived so long on Grumble Cornert!”

I met him the next day; and F.met him again,

In melting weather, in pouring rain;

When stocks were 1up, and when stocks -were
down;

But a smile somehow had replaced the frown.

It puzzled me-much, antd so, one day,

I geized his hand in a friendly way,
And said :““Mr. Horner, I'd like fo know
What has happened to change yow 30

He: laughed o lough that was good fo hear.
For it told of a consciepce calm and clear;
And -he said with none of the old-fime drawl:
“Why, I've changed mu residence, that is all!”

“Changed yourresidence?'” “Ves," said Horner;
“It wasn't healthy on Grumble Corner,
And sa"I moved; ‘fiweas a change complete.
And wowll “find me mnow ow Thanksgiping
Streed.”

-
Now every daw as I move along
The sireets so filled with busy throng.
I watch each face, and can always tell
Where men and women and children dwell.

And many a discontented mowrner

Is spending his days on Grumble Corner,
Sour and sad, whom I long to entreat

To take .« house on Thanksgiving Street.

BE DIFFERENT TO TREES
MMHE talkine ~=T= - :

IN FLANDERS FIELDS

By Lt. Col. John D. McRae. |
second battle of |

ing the
(nggg.n 11911?. f'he author, Dr. John DS

eal, Can., was killed
b h.i{::ﬁ;ry 28, 1918)
the poppies blow
W
tween the crosses, TOW 00 TOW, E
‘;‘;at mark our place; and in the sky
The larks,atfll bravely singing, 11y,

- * % Scarce heard emidst the guns below.
- : . JON ? We are the dead. Short days ago
" KNUD IVERSON. & T Sved, tolt dswn, saw sunset glol‘;,’
‘ S :f > ' Loved and were loved, and now we 18
i ?p, ‘s In Flanders fields.
The following lines arve copied from the Chi- A lisvEnae e o SEan -~
el e g2 ous, o which o pgr WINEREEE R % ' To you from falling hands We tRIO¥ -
; ﬁ'L'Tm Laporte, la., accompanied by a donation to : t Lo e e Be yours t o ;E 1:11158 :
7 id 1 b‘uildino‘ a monument to the memory of § :-'7 e bt faith with us ,}T (o
% i Ly - than steal ; : shall mot sleep, though pop
il thenoble little boy who died rather than steal— : : We !
: ) 3 - £l
| B 1ds.
g Flew the marble—lay the corner— :{? tL m mnd?“ o
2 Let the monument arise! A = =
3; For another Hero's fallen, : &
@)? And his spirit wlks the skies! .
Mightier than Ajux was he— "3}‘%"
3 : Nobler than & Ciesar DOrit e
= And his name shall be immortal 2
T Spuiming death with marbled seorn! E
: i i : R
gé(’ Raise the shaft—inscribe the tablct— L"{Q:’
'fg Carve the letters deep and h“l.l]' ! ;‘!
i: T.et the stone preach worlds the sermon | ;‘I
F‘ G PrUTH [$ WORTHIER Tli..\:\' {GoLn ¥ _I.;i
. Let it say to children’s clildren— !’II
: 1 ; 1 s
H Lot its marble lips réveal
gg [ v ERsON 'S great resolution
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@/;* ii _ln_-li for chie AL ity St et the News Hen Ghice, Gley |
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And a thousand dreamy jancies into busy

RAIN ON THE ROOF

\RT[’!\E}\" the, kumnid showers gather ovdr all
the stormy spheres, ;

And the melancholy darkness gently weeps {n
Tainy fears,

"Tis @ joy to press the
chamber bed,

And listen to the patter of the soft rain
overhead.

pillow of «a cottage

X \ >
EBuery tingle onthe shingles has an echo in
the heart, |

being start,

And « thousand recollections ' weave their
bright lites into woof

As I listen fo the\ patter of the rain upon
the roof.

Then, in fancy, comes my mother, as she
used in years agone

To survey ihe infant sleepers ere she left
them HIl the dawn.

I can see her bending o'er me, as I listen to
the strain g

Which is played upon the shingles by the
patter of the rain. e

Then my little seraph sister, with her wings | b

and waving hair,

And her f)J'ff?flf-g'!tt'(i cherub brother, a serene
angelic pair, b

Glide around my wakeful pillow with their
praise or mild reproof,

As 1 Nsten to the murnur of the soft rain on

T T Y v v

A MOTHER'S SLUMBER-SONG
JLEEP, ay little one, sleep—

- MY Narvrow thy bed and deep;
Neither hunger, nor thirst, nor pain
Can touch ‘or hurt thee ever agaii;
I, thy mother, will bend and sing
ds I watch thee ealmy slumbering ;

Sleep, my little one, sleep.

Sleep, my little one, sleep-—
Narrow thy bed and deep:
Soon in thy angel's tender arms,
Closely sheltered from earth’s alaris,
Thow wilt awaken, baby mine, ;
Where all is mercy and love divine,
Sleep, my little one, sleep.

MR o o o TSR
v

Sleep, iy little one, sleep—
Narrow thy bed and deep;
I have wept until my heart is dry,
But now I smile as I see thee lie

prayer,
Never to rveach in ihe wild despuair
Of hunger's anguish.
All is o'er!
I wept, but now I ean weep up wiore,
Sleep, my little one, sleep.

Sleep, my little one, sleep
Narrow thy bed and deep:
A little while I, too,' shall resi
Close by ihe side of my baby blest.

Safe, at the feet of the Holy One.

Sty
Our fathers led across the wintry sea,
And stili it guides her children from afar, |}
s Out of all climes, ta thiz fair land and free.
0, may we shun all clannish hate and wrong, b
dnd be one brotherhood, united, strong. :,
May all who toil in shop and street and mart,
In the deep mine and in the sunlit‘field,
Who serve with skill, who build with cunning|
art,
Fair recompense receive and service wield}
That all our varied toil of hand and brain
Map crown one task, duchicve one commonp
gain.

Ag myriad gtreams: one airy founivin know
Aa sons of men one common Father own, [
Ag tribute rivers to ane ocean flow, . [
And all souls move info one vast unknown,
Maw all our racial cults blend into one,
And love complete the task in faith begun

4
b
b

While sacred memoriea live from sire to .'»‘on{
May North and South and East and Wesi
unite
To save by vigilance that valor won,
And Freedom's temple guord with truth
and right,

While all our lesser commanwealths create

the roof. : Sleep, my little one, sleep.
And ;nmf}lcr comes fo thrill me with her eyes : A‘\f" BeBEneas
delicious blve, 05
I forget, as gazing on her, that her heart was : AIR CASTLES .
2 all untrue. : 3 2 R
I remember that I loved hers.as T me’er may |} yEE 1wy cloud castle,
love again, b “> High in the air.
And my heart's quick pulses wvibrate to the 'l Girdled by rainbows,
patter of the rain. ¢ Shiminering, fair.
E ] Ethereal peaks,
There i3 maught in all art's ireasures that || Lofty mountains of snow,
can work with such a spell b Change into rose with the
In the spirit's pure, deep fountains, whence |v Sunsel’s soft glow.
the holy passions swell, t
As that melody of nature, that subdued, sub- : See my cloud castle,
duing strain | Sprinkled wilh stars:
Whick is played upon the shingles by f.’!c.i Guarded by moonbeams,
patter of the rain, 3 Silvery bars,
—CoaTes KINNEY. } Theve comes the “Crescent Moon'
—— A t Sfu'ﬂ._.m!!ina on
BROTHERHOOD : [)I‘J’If;ii Galaxy River,
L To anchor at dawn.
'1“‘{“11-'. gleam. of Freedon¥s brightly bemm’ng: Lk W A Guobe,

_LIFE'S COMPLETENESS
][v‘ I could have my devrest wish Tulfilled,
ures, too,
And ask from heaven whatsoe’er I willed,
I'd ask for you.

No man I'd envy, neither low nor high,
Nor King in castle old or palace ne s

I'd hold Golconda's mines less rich than I,

If I had you.

Toil and privation, poverty and cure,
Undaunted I'd defy, nor future woo;

Having my wife, no jewels else I'd wear,
If she were you, 4

Little I'd care Now lovely she might e,
How graced with every charm,
how true:
E'en though nérfection, she'd be nought to me
Were she not vyou.

There is more charm for mu true, loving heart
Is everything you think, or say, or do,
Than f.{lﬂ the joys of heaven pould e'er imupart,
intpart, 3
Becouse if's you.

e & OO

With small hands crossed in death’s wiule

Safe is my babe—earth’s anguish done—

And take my choice of all eartl’s treas-

how fond,

e e M

e .

great.

Beneath one flag. one Union .‘:'f)'ﬂlm’.ﬂi!!-E
—Frank B. CowaiLy, I
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A CONVERSATION

__“S through this world yow walk.
&£ Choose the eourse that's wiser;
Lef the other fellow talk,

Fow.be a conversation miser,

Speak . few words, bt pleagant
Words of kindness and goord
The kind of awords thai
You like, will stay

words,
cheer ;

the Kind of folks
to kear.

Speuk fewer words, but plainer words,
Thet wll can understand :

Let nmumbled avords, und jumbled words
Be thus forever banned.

Speak fewer words; but saner words, s
And think before you speal ;

Be sure wour facts are well arranged
Bejoré others’ ears won seef.

Speak: fewer words, but nobler words,

With never a vulgar jest;
If wou would spealk with humonr,
Be sure it's of the best. .

Speak  fewer words, But “Broader' words,
Words of interest and good will;

For “I"vand “my" awd- " thai reminds me,”
PRl teave you tonely still, X

Speak fewer avords, hut vrayerful words,
Faor the tongue can man tame never;
If ig an unruly. evil,
Full of deadly poison ever. (Jas. ‘3:8).
Ag through this world you walk,
Choose the course theat's wiser;
Stop_and think before you talk,
And be a conversafion. miser.
X ~Lucy Rurs Bixer.

MOTHER MACHREE

HERE'S a gpot in me hedrt which no col-
leen may own: :

There's a depth in me soul never sounded or
Enown

There's a place in my memory, my life that
you fill: & 1

No other may take it ; no one ever wiil,

CHORUS

Sure, ‘1 love the dear sitver #hat shines ‘in
your fueir,

And the brow thai’s .all furrowed and wrin-
kled with care;

I kisg the dear fingers so toilworn for me;

0, God hless yow. and keep you, Mother Ma-
chree.

Every sorrow
by .

Was made bright by the light of a swile in
your £ue;

Like:n candle that's set in o window at night.

Your. fond love has cheered wie and guided
me yight.

and care in ihe dear days gone

GHORUS
TO MY MOTHER
" DO not build a monument
Of ecarved white marble for wour sake,
That oply those who poss meay read,
And only those memorial male.

My life must be the monument
I ‘consecrate in wour behalf »

My charity must carve woun name,
My gentleness your epitaph.

Above this record T engrave,
No drooping figure there must be
Straight-shouldered courage, sturru-eyed,
Must mark this ascroll of degting.

And may, somis fragmenis of wour strength
By Fiad's great mystery fall on me,
Zhat theowgh this monument of mine,
May shine wovr immortality.
~~Cravnra CRANSTON.

THE BRIGHT SIDE

™~

THERE is many a rest in ihe roud
It we wonld only stop to take it,

And many o tone

of life,

from the better land,

If the querwlous heart would wake {t]

Ta the sunny soul that is full of hope,

And whose beautiful trust ne'er faileth,
The grass is green and the flowers are bright,
Though the wintry storm. prevaileth,

Better lo hope, though the clouds hang low,

And to keep the ewes still lifted ;

For'the sweet blue sky will soon peep through,
When the ominous clouds are rifted!
There was never a night without a day,

Or an evening without @ morning,
And the darlest -hour, as the prove
Is the hour before the daawmning.

Which we pass i owr idle pleasure,
That is vicher far than the jewelled
Or the miser’s hoarded freasure;
It maw be the love of a little child,
Or a mother's praver to héoven;
Or only a begoar's grateful thanks

For & cup ‘of water given.

Betier lo weave in the web of life
A bright and goiden fitling,

rb goes,

There is many '« gem in the path of life

crown

dnd fo do God's will with a ready heart

And hands that are

swift and willing,

Thai fo snap the delicate, slender. threads

Of our rurious lives aswndey, '
And then blame Heaven
And sit and grieve and wonder,

for the tangled ends,

—M. A. Kmoee.

THE RIVER’S END

'I‘HE river’s end—the final fri‘en
To shake the hand of you

d

And wish wou well, and gayly fell

Old galloni tales and trie.

No more ta ream—ithe tights of home, \

Reflected in the stream: v

The sm=ll of pine and columbine—

A quedting blue jow's scream.

Tobacco snioke—a dolly joke—
A flaming firry fire;

A gluss of groy—a faithful dog—
4 fiddle for-a lyre.

5\

In memory the mystery,
That since has ceased. to be 2

The flush of life—the ‘scars of strifo—

The cities and the sed.

4 red sun to descend:

A well-earned rest, and in the west

A little breeze through willow trees—

Peace—at the river's end.
—JorN R. J

IN THE GARDEN

I COME ta the garden alone.

[}

ARVIS,

While the dew is still on the r0ses,

dnd the voice T hear

The Son of Man discloses,

falling on my ear,

He speaks, and the sound of His voice
Is so sweét the birds hush their singing,
Aud the melody-that He gave to me

Within my heart is ringing.

I'd stay in the gorden with Him

Though the

But He bids me go;

Through the voice of woe

Hig voice {0 me ia calling.

And “He walks with me, and He
with me,

And He tells me I am His own?

night around me be falling,

falks

“nd the joy we share as we tarry there,

None other hus ever known.

~C." AUSTIN Mires,

- alaaiay

- o ' R e
e e ¥ ) A
23 &
e : Ry o s
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- STHERE WAUR A AN WHO LOVED .1 . ; 2
: T ongeGrment T B
] 2 v e sl e " -
) \ ! o o Lar TN Y
» '1 Sails the unshadowed nmdin— VI‘HERE wanr ‘e man eho” loved a Tayds, 3
b The: venturous bork that flings NYe mae shall wed him, her ‘fejther | '
h On the sweet summer wind its purple 1oings sayde, \a 3
: In gulfs rvnﬂfirmt:’rf.vpr.’wrr the Siren sings, “This rwm-stan callant o' low depree,
b dnd coral reefs lie hare, : . [ How dare he look on the like o thee?
v Where the cold seamaids vise to sun their
b streaming hair. “He has neever a house or lan',
: Its webs of living gauze no mora unfurly H{ef Shoon is. streekit in Tfmph he . stan’,
Pohladiie ihatar s el His bonnet bracken upon his head,
: 4a:((sce;-;'rr;srt‘»:zran;»c:!;r!ﬂ{é;jur' A brecch in skinklin paiches sned.
4 JHIE) 3
» = 3 n - din dreani vas wont to diwell, ; 3 >
B Where rm? din duir;um:rf’ua_s‘ ur.mf‘i” - ;l’ “The streekit vawk, I'll gie him fash,
As the frail tenant shaped his growing shell, | h b
3 Before thee fies revealed ;’!‘tm;g b all the kentry side should clash;
b e I s Pt S TR, v b each him. sime this. jo.of Yours, 4
; 5 Ir!:iigle:;;rmy e Rl T T This prince of duddie, beggared boors.”
1§ ; P 1
b Year after year behold the silent toil g"_”’; wawr o man who , loved « mayde,
b That spread his lustrous coil; e o the feither waur ne'er afraid,
b Still, as the spival grew, | dw to the mayde he speetit free, 9
' Ho left the past ygar's dwelling for the new,| Coom aw loup the country wi' 'me |
Stole witl. soft step . its skining  archway 3 .
[ FRLES M.rr'»fuuh i . She_stole by night the swiftest steed,
t Built ‘up its idle door, ;'1'1!’ mounted together away they redé;
b Stretched in Ris last-found howme, and. knew | L rantin feither a-follow behind,
[ the old no nore, Wi curses clashin’ “on the wind,
; Thanks for the heaveuly message brought by Thew: rede for mony o mile away,
4 thee, ‘I:.'l(‘g.l did no' stop a night nor dey;
[ Child of thé wandering sea, 3';;.: s:}:_1 mun{-;.’;;r.u-n. the moon aroge,
b Cast from her Jap, forlorn! They lit an' fe to mortal blows,
: From thy dead lips a clearer note i& born
} Than ever Triton blew fram wreathed horn! | The mayde sate S”_f"f!f on her steede, |
¢ While on mine ear it rings, An ¢_'}.l¢_'errrz' hev suitor at his neer i
b Through the deep. caves of thought I hear a| “Ay, Tight,”” ghe speered, “for love o me,
voice thot sings— A, fight, till he will gie me thee 1
[ A
' Build thee more stately mansions, O my soul, | “Hold up, hold up,” the feither cried,
t As the swift seasons roll! “An ye shall hw'e her Jor wour bride)
' Leave thy low-voulted past! “Noul, fight,” she speered, “till he shall give
V Let each new teniple, nobler than the Iast, 4 house and lan’ for us to lLive."!
by Shut thee from heaven with a dome more 1
3 - wost, They fell to furious and fast—
b Till thou at length art free, “Hold up!” the old man cried at last,
¢ Leaving thine oulgrown sheil by life's un-|“prn gie ye half my house an' lan’,
[ resting sea! Your wyouthful brawn I canno’ stan’.” {
4 —Orver Wenperr HoraEs. |
! — “Nay, fight,” she speered, “nor no't withhold
b BANJO SONG Till he gie all his lands and aold ! !
g = Once more the blows .come pelting down; |
: LINKSTY, plink-ty, plink-ty vlung, She shook the dust from off her gown.
Tip de keg on' pull de bung, h = ; he o
3 Ningas always mighty. happy 2’“ h(ﬁﬁd."‘n h”,‘ u'u.gmlaa{.!_ 'T_m”-',
When de gum-tree's green -an' sappy, J,.t'_u. {nlmnmu.’ (77 pmﬁ'gf Ifn.n-.\a{-k air,
Plink-ty, " plink-tu, . plink-ty, plink-ty, 2 Tili “Hold, take  all, the jerf]:er ."”r.!!’
Plung, pling, phing! r “Would ‘ere this dousie day I'd died!” :
75 » plung!
t One 'l yelak gal T Fnow, “:“\'a_u. Fight,”* she speered, f‘nrn’- gie hine rest
3 (Plink-ty plung! Plink-ty plig!) ot {;”’ shall clasp: me to Ais ln'?(rs,‘,
7 o ot R 3 25 AW Eiss me kind an’ love me dear,
P Way up dar in ¢ 1o, 2 i
3 ﬂ‘(m;”;_;’" ;;;,,f;,;r ”_,,;!-"J.;'.ﬂ;” plung!) As he has done for mony a veer.
Fix huhse’f to look so tany, g Tl ol
b Lived with huk ma-ma all aloney, g'r““ J}“:{"C; f}”"”"{ {? ";"';’_"‘ T(:; "’”_f"}nf__
b Saved she'd be muh ownest owney, ',J' ove had quenched s Jeqious. hale;
L 3 Way up dar in- Caivra! v “Sweet . daughter mine, Lim down to e,
(Aad > 3 i All that I have belongs to thee!™
Li'l gal say she lub- nie so— SEE L T g ; ;
t (Plink-ty plung! Plink-ty plung?s) The sun J}Ull up, the. .‘rh_:n .?"ﬂ(.’f I)(:zmtt.
\ Way un dar. in Cai-u-ro. Wi’ mever A word: o “”r." blame;
[ Plink-ty plung? -!’h',m-fh; phing 1) T{w_srm kim am._lmt ereit sank
} Baked me ah sweet patato - cake. - Their wedded bliss o toast waur drank,
; Wound huh ahms around. mo neck, —JENNIE E. T. Dowe,
Sayed she’d die foah ma sweel sake, -
: Wap up dor in Caiy-ro, CANTICLE:
b Glwan wou Jiimm.! How won blow, EVOUTLY worshipping the oak
(Plink-ty plugia? Plink-ty plungt) Wherein the barred owl stares,
b ’Bofit ddt gal in Cai-y-ro! The little feathered forest foils
[ (Plink<ty - plung ! Plink-ty plung!) dre praying sleepy prayers »
L She done Tubbed some other ity
b Packed huh trunk an’ awaey she ran, Praying the summer to be long
¥ Wid a great, big, black, buck Eih-i-ope-an! And drowsy to the end, 1
b Way up dar in Cai-yro! And daily fult of sun -and. song,
r - That broken hopes may mend. {
: Plink-ty, plink-ty, plink-ty plung, [
L Tin de keg an’ pull de bung, Praying the golden age to stay i
b Niggas always mighty happy, Until the whippoorwill | J
| Thlen de gum-tree's green agn’ aeppy, Appoints a windy moving dair.
it Plighedy  plink-ty, plink-ty, plink-ty, And hurries fram the hill. l
b Plung, plung, plung! —WILLIAM GRIFFITH. - |
5 \
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“THE HOhLuT OLD, TOAI AT : .
g i,.. N THE HERALD
s 3 ; § i . =
‘H&; ;o B For e uue O'tm:d b Bl chap s ﬂ.'c RSP OV |2 ey skalter, . &
the garden " i 1 - SO | : + . skeltor, ]
Eﬁfry Iraﬁe?nnd b:gs oy Above the fruited platme . Lr;lmh“g poiurergn 1 le s Her H:'r;r_;, FNEHYS
y i : > . Uiy . o 3
; Wrapped in safest of feeping. Gﬂr?“{ez':(;tg‘}; Americal j;m;'”dﬂ' the stone by the. side of the H-ur:f?nu cf.']!:(;gi};,ofﬂ:‘ﬁ({ﬂ:}r I ;
o pgrace on thee AT ‘ G '3 orest in his roaring
',"i«"ﬂ’ﬁ was hardly a bird, An}l crown thy good with brotherhood -\('.'li‘fn f.h."' _shade of the old willow iree. Tgmi'(“d career, )
. Though a host were S0ow coming rom sea to shining sea. ﬁi.':'.;?.\ 'fr,’.ro,\:f(’ﬁ S G s ;‘:ﬁ_h"” the elm ftree, snapping off the
i “'fdnd the bees were all hived, 0 b 3 -om-hig toes to his crown
x 2 ecutiful for pilgrim Save his breast that is silv Hergon Making every old t
- Jent ;Z::f:t??flﬂem one humming. . : Whose, -stern, l??lpusq;(,iff:p st Hy takes o long n.—:; ‘I:::Tff;;:riftf,hxic, fodr) hing quail and quu[.e for
I & ?u" i souinind, A thoroughfare for freedo gonn PRI e e R ieat of the days  Shouting in his mirth
o & R Across . angem. veat iy - cool of the night. Hol stri
. 3 ; the ailderness! Yap, yap,” says the frog 4 Of” ;;h:p and clear the earth
‘The sunshine was soft— (‘od" "‘f’"m-"-t:nerfm! G Fiom. his. home. in the bogs. ‘ all that's dead and rolten,
& = Not July's seorching splendor, Cm;ﬂrmm;’::f ;Iii?eiuermz}, floan, [-But the toad he says never a word. ‘i)j-‘:hr(rllf‘qln;r;tfb;}?gza;c rme;(t pale ; &
ut pale golden gleams G e in selfrconirol, [ wh - : orgotten,
That were loving and tenders Ay liberty inlaw! t m??edu e rar AT SThad GoRe g }11?”\111::1’: ﬂa?a‘fj mt,?” {or gl
e ar x ¢ o (7
rh;i[r);;gow drop each night O beautiful for heroes proved L Ang sleeps just as sound as a top. e ang) ail. ie sepulchre of things that
5 % vight dew befriend her. In liberating strife e b But iphen May blossonis follow the soft 3
-,.'q[ G Who more than self thei ¢ showers, e soft April  Hither, thither,
u‘fsnw the drifts malls And mercy more thar i( country Ioved, || He comes out R Blagings saying, :
4 L hfhv ;am‘ snou‘; that waited. y 2 America! 1?1!Fr;(~:,|”cr : A i T g r‘“r jump, and hofh. Through the frees I call, ;
) We heard when the northwind fay. « 12X Bend ;
S" Bria forcences dbocded: ind o :«:::i'( :n'::t 7:;Cmd ;(;ﬁ,,p Ehw‘r” Ll’::').";»;nc';i.wl ,’(:(Jt!_fl};_\" o \”;U::; \\efnfe n'd branches till yow jeel the
he Enew when the ice e e nobleness Ak i [ his old awornout’ coad, ] i
e alotid every gain divine! : W g:f-”fmusms and waisicoat he rolls in a ¥ Im;lf"qru')”r::rff:;a;!;”;p:?;(mf:w,h”rh wood, fail
: i ] a ] i m 3
> O beautiful for putriot d } And stuffs the whole thing dow their eues; gtime men will turn
0, the cool, sunny air! That sees bewond the :'ruw { Kl Berruk, s »,'7 f]mr n his throat.  Crocuses-below i
OO. fhc_clem- sky above her! Phine algbaster cities ’I'I:‘ira‘f.\']\ 8 R g inn!_;;‘ rg::; }"mr,v, ey o
, the Enrds_ that ere Tong Undimmed by human tears! :Br:t the toad he says g ”-. A And with the wellow “,L,;_MS
{ 0, bt',rl;?”y i i 5 auvert G I‘"i“w"""”-o' America! ik <t His 1 i, e 0f daffodils Tl play 3
E e green Springing grass . rod shed His grace 1 [ His legs they are long, and he leaps And, erish the hmnfclmi Sl
2 That crept round her to love fier! A 'fd' dronon. thi ﬂf::;r:‘ (-::-?,U'fin{;)"m” Fn et Ao u'ufli\s, : o leaps when fie Unfold their green “n_':::" Cresses
. Prom sed to shini J herhioo e uistepping ws all at o bound. For all things fresh ar M B i L
A8 pal’c as the snow-drifts, H_'K:T;Ta! ~ | He. wears both his f"fntnn S Pt are coming and Spring is
Like them she'll soon leave us: e srr~E Lee Bares. ([ Queer place for one's eyes B fm!':m;(:’“ 1 e
Thiough e praise the warm suminer, I LOOK IN it ¢ You may think him o fright LB Ml i} BIES R
She will not believe us. = INTO. THE STARS ¢ And of course you are right. ANNIE LAU
- She will vanish one daw, STARS e L Buf his ugliness 1 will defend, ¢ U G
Pretiy dlossom, and grieve us. b ARS have ways T do nof know. U For he lives on the bugs that dest 7 y e sy
B - e e e mm..” ; St Mrinerss roy the {AI;‘\.\\} ELTON braes are bownie,
g Rt nagy delight Yei on the Ioom of their fine alaw‘m ' He's the gurdener's helper and friend. i Where early fa's the dew,
In the hot, fervid summer, The fabric of my dreans is wrought » ey aiims wanp?? saxs. the Trog ; F a:‘('t. it's there i
et the gardens be gay I look ind t. From his home in the bog; i {:l‘r.n‘ e her promise irice, |
With each brilliant lafe-comer, 4]_“‘“10:') the stars-and one »B!tl', the toad he says never a lltord' ot tie'd me her promise true,
Bﬂ!ﬁ f?.'ﬁ e Sl LS . While rmz;?:'!;’.OM";HOM e : hl"-"} 7:" (’bfnrrm! will ‘be,
Ly e i i WA R . v And for bonnie Annie io
mmrmun _ “Dalicately - across-the sk:':.f iz spun MARCH I'd lay me doune and d,_.;'mm"
WHEN MOTHER GETLS TEA I Took’jnto the .‘»‘l'rJ‘p-.g" b o 61 | HE cock is crowing, Her brow is like the snowdrift;
g ".nva:H{.‘ﬁ-me-ﬁ priposesiife  giues The stream. is flowing, Her throat is like the swan;
\‘\MHF\ on o Stnday afternoon X ;;',,'r;‘r‘:“}} 'j?.mﬁ.of' evenifiy foll, t ;""" small birds twitter, H‘;Tr! face it is the fairest
¥ The children are awoy, o ALl 1l life never has peen, lves. o ..ﬁu .Ir?].-t- ‘(fﬂ“', glitter, T}:m; t"m'_ the sun shone on,
; And goife and, I at home a!o?n: WH SDORTC A ; “:;'IGM.;:; field :'!ppp.\- in the sun; 171,{"1 r;;? r”w T i
1 SERIL loak at me and sai [ QA! T he ‘oldest and youngest : e BT o PG T et
: "RT' Wt the servanis all go out; EDDY. WHOA! i, j;;}:' f({:d;‘i:;)l'k _u'n‘h the strongest; And for bonnie Annie Laurie
) * {M!rf only you and ne A cowhoy eame from out the West, Their hm;f:”;l: ,r..-m::.n{:‘.. I'd lay me dJotiie: andidees 2
: '7}‘:! fi—gust as  used fo do, Whoa ! Teddy, whoa ! 13 Eppiadios f“;_h_r'_imr'_l_{ aising ; Like dew on the gowan lyin’ {
; 4 T R | In khaki uniform was dressed Like an !l}’??l-:l I;f’fmf(,r e one) Is the fa’ o her foiry j‘t‘r-i:
b A . A Cothamite he was at best ; L Rl defea ed At R i e
) nidi 5o 1we watel them as they go Whoa ! T ; retreated, a0
Phe maidssin i Y g9, a ! Teddy, whoa ! And now doth fare il 7
t Bm&mmds in ribbons gay, A broneho buster on the romp 0% fapiod Ches bisve AT L o A
e z-md cook.and all the vest All dressed in military pomp The plowboy s who e S B e e s
""A epgrt in brave array, Whoa ! Teddy, whm;' @ oo r;n(‘ﬁu hooping — R ey bine Shorlate el
€ nd when ihe last has disappeared ¥y . There'd g0 i - And for bonmie Annie Lourie
Aj! Imb m;,:‘{wads ifrigleess He charged like mad up San Juan HIi§ Theres life ?x’r' ffn’: }“w‘;"r-u”s" Pd lay me doune and dee.
Wi say, “Now, Mary, for old.iimesl” Go ! Teddy, go! el ountains ; SN
[ L atna THaiher” yeis thesfen! The Dagoes they did run to kill, : ol Lt A i A LITTLE CORN
¢ 2 And, for all T know, they're running still§ ~ The. rain s over ond. gonel o
i buck, each Jane and Bridget, ; QOn, Teddy, oh:! 7 gone! 2 e et S .
=% d hide: your- blushing face! Then back he galloped to the States mﬁ_ﬁ_ﬂm WORDSWORTH F f  maiden grev,
If¥you could only cook like this And broke up palitics and slates ; THREE. T Gathecs: by the ey foailios; bogs.
3 };md never “lose a place!” Whoa ! Teddy, whoa ! 2 p THREE THINGS Tnstead of ‘rh?l;ﬂC.’L of af too tight shoe, %
Sttch oysters, and such omelets = ) ! ‘ 3 lecd fojacy ree a number two. . ;
k Chicksin nd fonst—ah, me! New York he captured on the jump— FIHREE things filled this day for me, ALy i
{ How heppy 'twas when, long ago So, Teddy, so. ‘_)— ik ae ool L g el T n" ., . 2 ny wail of toe. 1
ﬂf always got the teal e And then Le took the lavger stump Hich had, for me, @ o S8, T R R 2 . :
t m And Bryan's chances took a slump; Said it in beauty, aund wes done: -I;_qrr,;‘ff’mw:?nf ”.”'(05 time will do), /
¢ THoge good old deys when we wWeTe. poor, i v Whoa ! Teddy, whoa ! Cows on o hillside all one way c P i ‘_!f wail of toe.
b And boys and girls were small; » | He was to be, so willed the fates, A buttercup titled Yo ARgIiteT e fr::l ?lf‘_(r:i""d red, the maiden. blite,
b Since then the Lord hus prospered us, President of I'J?[ted States— And a lark avguing with the e r:fm,p) imes worse than the grip (ker-
: A I:.fmf; they ve’ groun strong. and tall, LOUSEeadrAlo. ‘These three things, merel Too l"fh‘(’j." Too truel !
< i sfw.;i-'r’k tiey ought to have ‘“more And now 'tis snid he wants the earth— Were enough to (l-;xz'f(:r:t? ;‘:-ﬁ,g?,-% three, Listen to my wail of toe.
} Perhaps & i Slow, Teddy, slow ! Out of mi heart: T ik
weh 9 478 » ) E £ = & 3 he butler le v X :
t But. st Mz! Fins i;a A e | Thinks himself of greater worth; Where some gorgeous ﬁrﬂ’z'm:‘"p( (—mh.d She had a séat in the end of the pew
t When "qum "it,?,nw for the dum || Hlas hisTeyes on a highcr berth— | The skylark's dizzy flag u‘nf"',.]pc;';"d"’ ed Listen to my wail of toe e
P o' got the iea. } Whoa ! Teddy, whoa ! | The placid cows pensively £ay And a man juith another seat tn vieiw
b o —LoUIsE EDGAR. { There does not live a man so high | Wondering why they wondered g :‘)’;n‘ his' cowhide bpot on her kangaroo
J It - b! she 8 3
.-AWMA“-ALLAA.._MATO he our king. nor you nor L e vam ion on whew! - Oy whew!
No, Teddv, no. R Listen to my wail of toe, <
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Ten Nig. ¥ty In-A Whistroom. 1
Jdother, dear mother, come home with s
now, ,
The clock in the steeple strikes one! |
You said you were coming right home from

the clab
¥ As scon as you'd lost all your mun, |
~ Dear Bennle is slek and poor father is wild
~_ Ashe&lts by the fire in despair; f
- Mother, dear mother, come home with me,
= please,
If for husband and children yon care! ‘!

- Mother, dear mother, come home with i@

now, ;
The clock in the steeple strikes two! 1
- The cook is disgusted with father's re
marks
- That he utters while waiting for you
At ten you were coming, at twelve yc
came not, e
And now the last car has gone by.
~ If bridge whist keeps on in our family, I

g fear, X -
©  We'll all want to go off and die!

~ Mother, dear mother, come home with me
- _how, :
- The clock in the steeple strikes three!
- Poor father says home is no '1onmr the,
=] place ; : |

|
|
|

- That one time he kpnew it to be. i
B - Dear Susie, and Mabel, and’ Jakie, and
By - Hose oL |
Won't mind what the nurse says at all—
_Oh, play the Inst rubber and come with!
S VOpIEhII: | AV 8
Who walts for you here in the hall!

- Mother, dear mother, come homa yit‘hg-me:

now, = g
The elock in the steeple’s ron down!
The milkmen are starting around on'their

- routes, ! -
Your craze is the worst in the town?
= Desr Bennie is sleeping, but father rs?u_‘
RN swears— r - i
- o Oh. mather. dear mother. I nrayv, .. |
Koy An Accommodating Witness.

= “Do you know the prisoner well?”
g asked the avtorney,
U*Never knew him ill,”’ replied the
| witness,
“ No levity,"” said the lawyer. ‘‘Now,
'sir, did you ever see prisoner at the bar?®
“Took many a drink with him a- the
g bar.”’

‘“Answer my cuestion, sir,”’ roared the
" lawyer. ‘““How long have you known the
prisoner?”’ 1

“From two feet up to five feet ten
F inches,”’

Wil the Court make the &
: ““T have, yer worship, " said the witness
o anticipating the lawyer. “I have an-

swered the question. 1 knowed the pris-
= oner when he was a boy of two feet long
and a man five feet ten,

“¥our honor o2

“It's a fact, yer worship; I’'m under
oath,” persisted the witness. #

The lawyer placed his hands on the
table in front of him, spread his legs apart,
leant his body over the table, and-said;

“Will you tell the Court what you
- know about this case?”’ : .

“That ain’t his name,” replied the
witness.

““Wkat isn’t his name?"”

S CagenE

““Who said it was?”’

“Youaid. Yon wanted to know what
" I knew about this case. His name’s
 fones.”

& “‘Your worship,
o plucking his beard out by the roots, *“will
% you make this man answer?”
'-': “Witness,” said the magistrate, “you
§| must answer the guestions put to you.”
“Great Scott! hain’t I been doin it?
|| Let him fire away: T'm all ready.”
“Then,” said the lawyer, “don’t beat
about the bush any more. You and the
prisoner have been friends.”
““Never,” promptly responded the wit-
| mess;
| “Whatt Weren't you summoned here
| as a friend?”

“No,sir, T was summoned here as a
I resbyterian. Nary one of s was ever
Frignds, He's an old-time Baptist, with-
out a drop of Quaker in him."”

“Stand down,” yelled the lawyer.

s Heyrit

“Stand down!”’

“Can’t do it.
up*—‘__”

_*Constable, remove him from the box.”
- Witness retires muttering, “Well, if he
A am't l;hx::‘ thick-headest lawyer T ever laid
lesontl”
fesonl

5
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I'll sit down or stand

ALNEN PRI

howled the Iau‘yér,_ )

-
EXERCISES xor HOME MISSION

To Superintendent or Leader:—The recitations
herein can be cut from this slip supplying each

upil with a copy of the one assigned to him or

er. Care should be taken to select those who
by age and other qualifications are best adapted
for the selection.

No. 6. Greeting.

All hail! good friends. From shore to shore
Blest Easter Day has dawned once more.
Methinks that all will now respond,

For we are held by a sweet bond;

A bond of unity doth hold

The lambs brought in the Master's fold.
While angels find to earth their way,

To bless the happy Easter Day.

All hail! We greet you far and near,
There's but one Easter inthe year;

And now the little children bring,
Among the flowers, their offering.
They sing their songs so glad and free,
That sadness from each heart must flee;
Their presence here must bring a ray,
That brightens this sweet Sabbath day .

All hail! ye children. 'Mong the flowers
May sunshine gild for you life’'s showers.
And this, for you, shall be my prayer:
May Jesus keep you in his care,

And may you sing a gladsome song,

And court the right, and shun the wrong:
And may the Father smile alway

On this. our blessed Easter Day .

No. 9. Heis Risen.

Nore.—While the organist plays an instrument-
al solo, nine girls, all dressed in white, with red or
blue sashes, and each wearing a crown, will go
upon the platform, facing the audience, in the
following order:

HE IS RISEN.
12 34 56789

(The sashes can be made of tissue paper, and
crowns of pastebouard, gilded.) As each closes her
recitation, she will expose, on her breast, a large
letter, so that at conclusion of recitations, we will
fave, “¥Heo 1a ridea.’ AU couclusiou of recitations
they will sing the little chorus given below, organ
accompanying softly. Cuartain falls, girls retire.

RECITATIONS.

Welcome, thou \’EcH)r in the strife,
Welcome from out the cave!
To-day we trinmph in Thy life
Around Thine empty grave.
E
Our enemy is put to shame,
His short-lived triumph o’er;
“Our God is with us,” we exclaim,
We fear our foe no more.
I
The dwellings of the just resound
With songs of victory:
For in their midst thou, Lord, art found,
And bringest peace with Thee.
L 8
0 share with us the spoils, we pray,
Thou didst in death achieve;
We meet within Thy house to-day
Our portion to receive.
R
Now let Thy conquering banner waye
O'er hearts thou makest free,
And point the path that from the grave
Leads heavenward up to Thee.
1
We bury all our in and erime
Deep in our Saviour's tomb,
And ask the treasure there, that time
Nor change can e'er consume.
S
We die with Thee: oh let us live
Henceforth to Thee aright;
The blessings Thou hast died to give
Be daily in our sight.
B
Tearless we lay us in the tomb,
And sleep the night away;
If Thou art there to break the gloom,
And eall us buck to day,
N
Death hurts us not: his pow'r is gone,
And pointless all his darts;
God’s favor now on us hath shone,
Joy filleth every heart.
Nore.—Each girl will now take her crown and
lay it down in front of her. Then will follow the
song given No. 10.

ok
al

| The being we are, and the one we might be—
| And who that there is not success in defeat,

That the battle-field held, may not be a retreat,

e . 3

o

— > o

No. 11. The Hidden Power.

(An exercise for eleven children; each uplifting
a slender rod twined with smilax or something
similar, and surmounted by a floral letter, form-
ing, successively, the words,

H,I,D,D,E,N P,0, W,E, R.

(FIRST RECITATION BY THE SIXTH CHILD
OCCUPYING THE CENTRAL POSITION
IN A SEMI-CIRCLE.)
T passed this way some weeks ago;
’l‘Ecu. all the ground was white with snow,
T heard the winds of winter blow.
Now, buds are swelling on the trees,

And borne-upon n happy breeze,
I hear the birds' sweet melodies.

(FIRST CHILD TO RIGHT.)

How came the chunge? Who can explain
The mystery of Spring.

How is it that its golden days,
Such joy and béauty bring?

(FIRST CHILD TO LEFT.)

T know there is g secret power,

That works in sunshine and in shower;

1t whispers to the seeds below.

And bids the sleeping blossoms grow, ®
"Pis Nature's life inspiring thrill,

Exerting its mysterious will,

(SECOND CHILD TO RIGHT.)

Do we not know a better name!

Can nature all the honor claim,

No. let us upward look this hour,,
And see in God, the *Hidden Power.”

(CHILDREN IN CONCERT.)

“In the beginning. God created the heaven and
the earth.” ]

“While the earth remaineth, seedtime and har-
vest, cold and heat, and summer and winter, and
day and night, shill not cease.™

(SECOND CHILD TO LEFT.)

Rird and blossom, bud and spray,
Show his mighty hand to-day,
But the scenes of this glad hour,
Prove, no less, the “hidden power."”
(THIRD CHILD TO RIGHT.)
-! Yes: thore’d hie no Sahbath School,
Did not Christian love bear rule,
Love, that of the children thought,
And for them so sweetly wrought,
(THIRD CHILD TO LEFT.)

This kind of love in which we shure,
Yielding sympathy and care,
Is itself a heavenly flower,
Blooming by a **hidden power.”
(FOURTH CHILD TO RIGHT.)
Truly, evety grace displays
Something of the Christ within,
As the heart his word obeys,
Mighty Vietor oversin.

(ALL SING ONE VERSE AND CHORUS OF
“WHITER THAN SNOW.")

Lord Jesus, I long to be perfectly whole;
I want Lhee forever to live in my soul;
Break down every idol, cast out every foe;
Now washme, and T shall be whiter than snow.
Whiter than snol, yes, whiter than snow;
Now wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow.

(FOURTH|CHILD TO LEFT.)
Vietor over sin and death! :
Blest are they, the spirvit saith,
Who in him shall sweetly rest,
Gathered to the Saviour's breast.

(FIFTH CHILD TO RIGHT.)

Jesus conquerced all his foes,

In his majesty arose;

Those who sleep in him shall rise,
When his glory fills the skies.

(FIFTH CHILD TO LEFT.)
Let us every ddy and hour, .
Live by his traistorming power,
“Christ Inus,” the griclous root
Of each lovely gutward fruit.

ALL IN CONCERT.)

8o shall life and Baster be,
Bright with immortality.

(ALL SING TWO VERSES AND CHORUS OF
“HALLELUJAH, 'TIS DONE.)

1 "Tis the promise of Gexl, full salvation to give
Unto him who on Jesus, His Son, will belicve.

CHO. Hallelujah, 'tis (]lmc! I believe on the Son:
Tam saved by theplood of the erucified One.

4 Little children I see slaln(]ing close by their
King, 1
And He smiles as theirsongs of salvation they
sing: )
. CHORUS.

i

Every life has two strands—the life that we see, |
And the other, that which might have been;

Who shall say where they end or begin?

And a failure in every success ? 1

And the wrong that we suffer, redress?

- S ST IR

ERSTER SERVIC

Nol 12. Giving.

|

What will yolt give up, children?
For Jesus (hrist's dear sake!

What offering from ?'Dlu' young lives
Will each ohe glad

He gave up heaven, and came to you!
Then what, q:;- him; ‘can you not do?

What will you give up, ¢hildren?
Somethinglyou love quite well?

Some pleasute or Some precious thing,
W hich mmf hut you can tell?

He gave his lll'c that you might live!
Then what, for him, can you not give?
1
What will you give up, children?
Yourselves, and all you own?
Just to belong to Jesus Christ,
His children, Lis alone?

y make?

He gave himself, your Saviour true,
Now give yourselves—ah, will not you.

No. 17. Five Pennies from Each.

l':h;e pennies, five pennies, from each I ask,
'lrh:B small amount Is surely no task;

Yet let me a word whisperinto your ear,

I've looked into the Trensurer's book of last year
And find that this little mite that you scorn

Is more than the bivden that all Have borne.
Ilooked at the book ngain and again,

While this I learnefl, as holding my pen:

o

A few gave lu:‘gul_\-‘r cheering the call, e

But 0, so many, somany, nothing at all. -
o

- =
S0 let me repeat my text once more,
Five pennies from pach let's lay up in store.

And I know, whenithe mites are all given in, ..
S_urpr]surt you will be at the total then.. N
S0 now let us try ourtext to prove tru

> =
o TR e
Here's my money (lays five cent 1 --—-’?t:,_‘hq,_,.
¥S my money (lays five cents on the gable

what shall 1 suy for you?

No.15. The Story of Old.

Recitation (single voice). — =] -

From theglad. bright days of childhood 2"
In nur;{ospul land so fuir, 3 ot
We have heardthe “good news" tidings g

In sermon, song and prayer. 5
And to us, who have heard it often.
This strange, sweet story of old,
More wondrous and deep in its beauty
As thedays o} our life unfold, -
But are we téhineto ethers .
The story welve learned to love?
Are we winning dear souls for the kingdom—
The beautiful kinzdom above? g
And can our song of redemption
As grand and glovious be,
If toothers we tench not the singing,
Dear Lorvd, of this sonwe to thee?
Has there come to your heart no message
That the Master hath need of you?
Is there not in these ticlds some labor
That your heart or hand can do?

Response (in concert), — E

Yes, to each of Christ's true disciples
The command is lovingly given;

Go, bearit to every creature,
This wonderful gift of heaven.

Do something! the Master will tell you
How you may serve him the best,

But haste with the loving message
Of-life and comfort and rest,

Bring free, loving gifts to the altar—
The best your treasures aflord,

They are his, lent for your using,
Not left you to waste or to hoard,

Duet or chorus in the distance. 3
Chorus of “Tell me the old, old story.

Rec. (single voice),—
They wait for the story, the sweet old story,
Tnat we have loved so long;
Oh, let us bear them that wonderful message
In words of Scripture and song.

Chorus (to be sung or recited).—
Oh, sweetly and seftly tell
Of Christ, the Lord of Glory:
Oh, sweetly sing and often tell
The blessed olden story.

SOME POINTS FOR ADDRESS OF PASTOR
OR SUPERINTENDENT.

The Baster Offering is to help build churches in
localities where the Board of Home Missions are B,
trying to establish our denomination. Fourteen 22
such ehurches have been established that would
not have existed without aid from the Board.
Over a thousand members have thus been sc-
cured to our church. ‘I'he vulue of church prop-
erty thus added to our denomination is about
$75,000. The membership of these churches last
year contributed more to their own support than
the entire denomination contributed to the cause
of Home Missions, Since this Board was organ-
ized in 1888 the church has contributed less than
$30,000 to home missions. It thus appears that

the denomination hus received in real estate alone P

over two hundred per cent. of its investment, to
say nothing of what the mission churches have in

this time done for themselves, and what they will

do for the genersl church in the future. Can any &
general interest give a better showing? The fu-

ture growth of our chureh lirgely depends on our
ﬂfgl'eszﬂvcness in extending the borders of our
church,

Let the bulk of us give our mites, the fifth penny,

-
=

ot
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MOTHER, KISS
DARLING
Kisg ma, mother, kisg your darling,
T,ean my head upon your breast,
Fold your loving arms around me—
1 am weary, let me Test i
Beenes of life are swiftly fading,
Brighter seems the other shore;
% am aumﬁng by the rivern,
Angels wait to waft me o'er.

CHORUS.
s me, mother, kiss your darHng,
L ty head upon your ‘bpaast,&_
Fold your loving arms around mes
1 am weary, let me rest,

{

P S S P

¥ies mo, aother, kiss your, darling,
Breathe'a blessing on my Drow,,
®op 1'11 soon be with the angels-g
Fainter grows my breath e'en 3
el the loved ones not to murmut,
Say I died.our flag to save, g =
#And that I shall slumber sweetig
in the soldier's honored graveaiiEs

! CHORUS. &
Oh' howe dark this world is growing—
Hark! T hear the angel band=
How I long to join their number,
In that fair and happy land!
Hear vou not that heavenly music;
Tioating near so soft and low?
7 must leave vou—farewell, motherk
Kise me once before I go.
—~8ent in by E. 8,

A A b Ad o

o

" o —

NANCY LEE

©f all the wives as _e'er vou know, .
Yeo ho! lads, ho! Yeo hol yo hol 4
There's none like Nancy Lee, 1t
Yeo ho! lads, ho! yeo ho! :
See, there she stands an’ waves hrer |
hands upon the quay,
An’ ev'ry day when I'm away, shell
watch Jor me, g
An' whisper low, when tempests blow,
for Jack at sea.
Yeo ho! lads, ho! vep ho!

- HORUS. - e

Mhe - salior's wife the sailor’s StaBe
shall be, -

% eo ho! we go-across the sea,

The satlor's wife the sailor's star
shall be,

Mhe sailor's wife his star shall De.

'he harbor's past, the breezes blow,
¥eo.ho! lads, ho! ¥eo ho! veo ho!
JdTis long ere we come back, I Knowp

% Veo hol lads, ho! veo ho!

But true and bright from morn tin
night, my home will be,

An' all se neat, an' snug, an' sweet,
for Jack at sea,

#An' Nancy's face to bless the place,
an’ welcome me,

¥ep ho! lads, ho! veo ho!

CHORTS;
#e bos'n pipes the watch below,
Y ho! lads, ho! Yeo ha! yeo he!
$fhen here's a health before we go,
Yeo ho! lade, ho! veo ho!
% lang, long life to my sweet wife,
.- and mates at sea,
WMz keep our hones from Davy Jones,
where'er we be,
An' may yowmeet a mate.as sweet as
Naneg T.ee, E
Yeo ho! lagls, holyvée ho!
—Sent in by E. 8.
. -‘?d-ﬂ-
S UPHE.BGUE JUNIATA,
Wild romed an-indian smirl,
= ‘Briglit Alfavdtia,
Whera sweeps/the avaters
Ocaffie WBlue Juniata,
Bsift a8 n antelone,
Foro l thé forest going,
Lovse waresher Jetty locks,
In wavy fresses flowing.

Gay wag the mountain song
Of bright Alfaratia,

Where sweeps the waters
Of the Blue Juniata.

Birong and true my arrows
In my painted quiver;

Bwift goes my light canoe
Adown the rapid river.

are,

Bold ismy warrior good,
The love of Alfaratta:
Proud waves his snowy plume
Along the Junjata.
Boft and low he speaks to me,
. And then his war ¢ry sounding,
Rings his voice in thunder loud.
From height to height resounding. -

$o sang an Indian girl, !
Bright Alfaratta.
Where sweeps the waters
Of the Blue Juniata.
Fleetiniy years have borne away
The voiceé of Alfaratta,
Btill sweeps the river on,
The Blue Junjata.
~Rent in by Mrs, €. D. Blessenger,

KETTLE'S SHOP

TH '."old shop stands where it alwawys stood,
b -%u furn in the road by o fringe of wood.

But | Wi Ketile sleeps Yealh @ grass. grown
o wound
By the ather graves i chwrehyard ground.

But they say on @ ceriain soft npn:nn night,
When figures jade into, soft moonlight,
And @ vagrant song of o mor.-kingbz{'d
“dnd a chirrup of cricket is alt that is heard,

That & horsewair rides on the broad highway
On o horse as black as the night is gray;
That he brings his steed to a sudden stop
And colls “Halloa!” to the ancient shop!

With a backuward glance fie awill call agaii,
And beat tattop o the broken pane.

Then o light and «a sleepy wvoice within.
And a lifted laich and o squeaking pin.

And a candle glow. and a “Who is there?”
“re all borne. fortl on the still night air.
vphe Caoptain, Kettle, hell is loose,

wind my horse has cast a pair of shoes!

“Afake haste, or I am, lost and donc-—
4 master race my steed has run!”

4 hurried ‘fire in the forge is lit,

dnd the shop is grims where shadows flit.
The captain sirains his ears fo hear

The sound of pursuers drawing NEar.
The panting horse lifis high his head
And snoris his fear and growing dread.

4 rasping
then
The shoes are on at the count of ten!
But suddenly from out the north
The sound of horse hoofs thamder forth!
The black horse snorts, the Caplain frics ¢
“Farewell, good Kettle, give them lies,
And tell them Quantrell rides the way
That seeks the daum at break of day!”

Then, like the wind, and he is gone,
While, eastward shows @ fleck of tawn.
The fire is out, the door is barred

And a troop of soldiers throngs the yard,

And, bringing up to o sudden stop,
| They call “halloa!” to the nur‘ir»ni“slmp.
\_ They pound the door and call again
1 And bedt tatico on the broken panc.

Then a light and o sleepy voice within
' And a lifted latch and a squeaking pin,
And o candle's glow and
And old Kettle stands in

“iHas Quanirell ridden here fmrr',r;{nf.
And turned he to the left or right?”
“pow should I know? I sleep so sound
I'm like the deud in churehyard grouid.

«gtill in my dreams I geemed to hear

A single horseman drawing near,

Who turned him east and sped away.
If you will haste you ere ‘tis dai,

arhe man ye seek 1 trust ye'll ﬁmf—ﬁ-"
And forth they apeed them like the wind
Across the hills and toward the morn
Till Gabriel blows his final horn.

A longer hour at Keltle's shop
a single sound
that blows, around

You'd never hear

|

\ And still they say if you should stop
i Exzcept the wind

{

|

And sighs to find the shop door barred
And seedlings dying in the yard!

| And this, with song of mackingbird,
Is oll the sound that will be heard.

\ While on the gravestones, old and groil,
\ Vowll watch the waning moonbeams play,
And there you'll read this simple line,

| “He passed this life in sizty-nine!”

— MarsHALL Louis MERTINS
—
JIM CRACK CORN o
#7hen T was young I used to wait

©n Massa, and hand him de plate,
Pass down de bottle when he get dry,
And brush away de blue-tall fly.

CHORUS,
gim erack corn, I don't caré—
tm orack corn, I don’t care—
Jim crack corm, I don’t care,
Ole Massa gone away.

Den arter dinner Massa sleep.
¥e bid dis niggar vigil keep;

‘An’ when he gwine to shut his eve
He tel] me: Watch de blue-tail fly.

An' when he ride in de arternoon.

e pony being be

'%fol!ow him wid a hickory broom;

4 rr{ shy -
WWhen bitten by de b ue-tail £1y.
‘One day he rode

around/de form.
De flies so numerous dey do swarm;
©One chanced to bite him on the

thi%h—-—- [
De debbil take dat blue-tail f1y.

De pony run, he jump an’ pitch—
‘An tumble Massa in de ditch;

e dled, an' de jury wonder'd why—
T verdic’ was: De blue-tall fly.

Pey laid 'im under 2 'simmon tree;
His epltaph am dar _to see:
“‘Beneath dig atone I'm forced to lie,
All by de means of de_blue-tail fly.

Oie Masen gone, now let 'lm rest—
Tey say all things am for the best—
7 neber forget till de day I dle
Ole Massa an' dat biue-tail fly.
—R8ent in by George W, Hyde, ‘!

> ”

sound — “thump! th ump!" — and

@ “Who is there?’
the cool aight air

ARIZONA'S UNWRITTEN LAW
ACK HARWOOD was « bad one tail,
) stringy, fust and game;
He never drew his gun too late and nevey
pulled up lame.
The fighting men of Tueson Enew
all too well.
And when his horse loped into town, a death-
like silence fell. .
Once, in the toun of Tombstone,
years ago,
He shot two faro dealers and four
in o TOW;
And once, at Twin Butles mining comp, when
things were breaking wrong,
Three gun men bit the sawdust,” nevermore
to hear the gong.

his record

not many

Greasers

Jack wasn't altogether bad, so his constitu-

ents said; i
His better mature showed at times—when Ae
was in his bed.
And so, for fifteen
tunes seemed to thrive, X -
By reason (for the most part) oF his lightning
forty-five.
When Ploeniz
ace of Harwood's knee,
He echuckled, “Wal, a joke’s n
added, “Let him bel”

years Or more, his for-

Phil, the ganbler, grabbed an

joke!™

Thus things went on from bad to werse, Jack

living on' his name,
Until he. stole «a
with the same.

The trial was short and sudden—10 aftorae?
used his jow—
Jack standing pat,
Unasrittens Law.”
This was the plea he
out like a knife:
“f stole that broncho 1
to steal my wifel!”

Next niorning Jack 5
tree's greein crest— < 1 :
And this is how “The Unuwritten Law
made its debut oul West.
—W. F. K., in New York American.

— =

TELL HIM NOW
IF‘ WITH pleasure you are viewing
Any work a man is doing, :
If H{Hf‘fi.r;‘(‘ it or approve it, tell him
Don't withhold your approbation,

Till the parson makes oration
And he lies with snow-white
brow:

For no matter
He won't hear
He won't know how

have shed. 3 J
11 you think some praise is due Jitin,
Now's the time to give it to him.
He can't read what’s on
he's dead.
More than fame, and more
Is the coniment Find and sunini,

fiow you shout it,
@ aword about it;

many téardrops o

than money

And the hearty warm approval of o friead ;>

For it gives his life a savor,

And it makes him stronger, .'n':'n'cr,

And it gives him heart and spirit to the enc

If he earns Your praise, heslow z_!.

Now's the time to let Rim know ity

Let the words of true encourageneit

Do not wait il life is over,

And he's underneath the clover;

He can't read what's on his
he's dead.

be sa

__Patton's Monthly.

NO DAY SO DARK

rPHERE is no day 50 dark

But through the murk some vay of ho
niay steal,
Some  blessed touch from heaven that

might feel,
If we but chovse to mark. ’
> ——CEpTA THAXTER.

I Promised Mother.

The school was out, and down the street
The noisy throng came thronging;

The hue of health, a gladness sweet,
To every face belonging.

Among them strode a little lad,
‘Who listened to another,

And mildly said, half grave, half sad,
“I can’t—I promised mother.”

A shout went up, a ringing shout,
Of hoisterous derision;

But not one moment left in doubt
That manly, brave decision.

“Go where
will,”
He calmly told the other;
“But I shall keep my word, boys, still;
“I can’t—I promised mother.”

you please, do what you

God’s blessing on that steadfast will
Unyielding to another, ,
That bears all jeers and laughter still, |
Because he promised mother! :

—Geacrae (ooper. 'iw

rm(Ii

broncho and woes caplured

for his de]’rn‘sr. on “The
uttered, and his words |

from a man thaf iried |

weas swinging from a little

now.

lilies o his

his tombstone m‘(cn:

tombstone wheil

i ANNABEL LEE

T was mony and many ¢ yea® ago,
« In @ kingdom by the sea,
That « maiden there lived whom you
Fnaw, ~
By the name of Annabhel Lee;

e Ahought
|+ Than to love and be loved by me.,

|7 wpas @ child and she was a child,
| . In this kingdom by the sea;

I love—

I and my Annabel Lee;

l
l

)
! With alove that the winged seraphs of heaven

Coveted her and me.

And this was the reason thaf, Jong ago,
In this kingdom by the sea,
A awind blew out of « cloud, chilling
My beautiful Annabel Leé;
..So that her highshorn Kinsman came
| And bore her away front me;
: e &hut her up in @ sepulchre
" In this kingdom by the sea.
The angels, not half so happy in heaven,
t  Went cn&_ﬂiny her and me—

In this kingdom by the sea)

>
s Chilling and %illing my Annabel Lee.

love
Of those who were older than we—
Of many far wiser than we;

And neither the angels in heaven above,
Nor ithe demons down under the sec,
Can ever dissever my gsoul from the soul

Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;

\

|

me dreams
0f the beautiful Annabel Lee;

And the stars never rise, but L feel the bright

eyes
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;

side \

L Of oy dorling—my darling—mny tife and my

bride,
In the supulchre there by the gea,
l * In her tomb by the sounding sea.
}
s
13
13
b
|4
13
¥
>

—EpGAt ALLEN Poe.

CHICKADEE-DEE

SHE ground was all covered witl sitow one

day,

W hen. two litile sisters were busy al play,

A gnowbird was
So merrily singing his chickadee-dee.

may

" And this maiden she lived with wno othen

. But we loved with a love that was more than

Yes | —that wos the reason (as all men know,

That the wind came out of the cloud by night,

\
But owr love it was strongen by far than the

For the moon never beams, without bringing

. And so, all !i’u’.‘ night tide, I lic down by the

{tting close by on.a iree,

”‘L
y He had not heen singing that tune wvery long,
3 smily Neard him, so loud was his song.

> =4 ister, look out of the window,”

Ce.
b

4 -
=T
sloes;

4
{ dee-deel”

ich
3 bread,

And heard every word little Emily swid.

“What a figure I'd wake in a dress!
he,

A nice little frock, and a haet, if you chooge.
T arish he'd come into the purlor and sce
How warm ave could make him, poor chicka-

' thought

scicd- she,
s g dear little bird singing chickadee-

mother, go get him some glockings and

The bird had flown down for sonie crumbs of

y And he laughed as he warbled his ‘‘chicka-

5 dee-dee!”

o1 tharik you, little girl, for what yow propose,

: But L, have no need of such fine clothes.
pe

BY HETTIE MEIKLE SHEPPARD.

TI'm glad I’'m not a Chinese girl,
With queue upon my crown,

And eyes like slits across my face,
My skin a yellow brown.

I would not be, for anything,
A child of old Japan,

To have my feet squeezed up so tight,

*Twould hurt them if I ran.

T would not be a Russian child,
For when my name I'd see,

I know I’d never learn to spell
Tach X and Z and ski.

And oh, the poor wee Esquimaux,
How much play-time they lose!
Just think! their nights are six months
long!
More sleep than T should choose.

An African I'd never be,
Tor oh, how it would hurt

To get my kinky hair combed out.
Her face, though, don't show dirt.

I'd never, never, never be
An Indian papoose.

{For.cerying, if you're hurt so bad,

They think there’s no excuse.

| Now whe d’vou think that I would be?

I know you'd never guess,

Ho Tl just whisper in your ear,

A" girl of the U. S. 1

T've'a coal of warm feathers that suittoa T,”
And away lie went singing his “ehickggee-dee.”

Ve

SUGAR WEATHER
\,VHEN siowballs pack on the horses' fioofs
And the wind from the soutf blows
warm, .
Wkei;t the cattle stand. wherd the sunbeams
eat
And the noon has a dreary charm;

When icicles crash from the dripping éaves,
And the furrows peep black through the
. gnow

Then I hwrry away to the sugor bush, s
For the sap will run, I know.

With auger and ax aul spile and trough,
1o each tree o wvisit I pay,

And every boy in the countryside
Is eager to help todoy.

We roll the black logs inio their pluce,
And the kettles between them swing,

Then gather the wood for the roaring fire
And the sap in pailfuls bring.

A fig for vbur arches and modern wWays,
A fig for wour sheetdron pan,

1 like the smoky old kettles best,
And stick to the good old plan;

We're going to make sugar and taffy onight
On the swing pole under the tree,

And the girls and boys for miles ardund
Are all sworn friends to me.

The hens are cacking again in the barn,
And the cattle beginning to. bawl,
And neighbors, who long hove been acting
cool,
Now make a forgiving coll.
Tor there's no love jeast like a taffy pull,
With its hearty and sticky fun,
And T Enow the whole world’s al peace with
me,
Hor the sap has commenced to run.
—P, McARTHUR.

OLD TRONSIDES
A Y, tear hér fattered ensign down!?
Long has it waved on high,
And many an eye has danced 1o see
That banner in the sky;
Beneath it rung the battle shouf,
And burst the cannon's roar—
The wmeteor of the ocean air
Shall sweep the clouds no mare.

Her deck, onee red with heroes' blood,
Where knellt the vanquished foe,
When avinds were harrying o'er the flood,
And waves were white below,
No more shall feel the victor’s tread,
Or' know the conquered knee—
The harpies of. the shore shall plueck
The eagle of the seal

Oh, better that her shattered hulk
Should sink beneath ithe wave;
Her thunders shook the mighty deep,
And there should be her gruve;
Nail to the mast her holy flug,
Set every threwdbare suil,
And give her to the god of storms,
The lightning and the gale!
—Oriver WENDELL HOLMES.

WILDNESS
OVE forged for me o golden chain
' To bind wmy straping feet
1 dwelt in sceiited rose-leaf rai
And found the young years sweet,

Bul when I hear the winds sweep by
Or see the wihite clouds pess—

The “space’ of ' the open sky—
Birds soaring o’er the grass—

There is a Tittle place in me
That eries like any child
To be ws forest things are, free,
Lonely, strange, ond wild!
—BLANCHE SHOEMAKER WAGSTAYF.

— e

I'LL REMEMBER YOU, LOVE, IN
3 MY PRAYERS
When the curtains of night
Anlzlmtqedbbac}{ihy the stara,
he beautifnl
4 O he moon mounts the
hen the dewdrops fro av i
'liissing the rcse, M heaYeRiere
It's then that my memory flies,

As if on the wings of
dove wings of some beautiful

In haste with the mpgssa
ssage it bears.,
Just to bring you a kiss of affection

are

l.“a.m] say, f
remember you, love, in 4
prayers. p i
CHORUS,
Then go where you may on land or
1' il sef :
w share all your sorr
S b owsd and

And tonight when I kneel by my bed-

. side fo pray, 5

I'll remember
prayers.

you, love, in my

T have loved you too fondly to ever
forget,
The love you. have spoken to me,
With the kiss of affection still warm

w]ﬂ“ your llpsl,

hen you told me how

kwou[a be.‘ true £¥ol
now mot if fortu i
friend. ne be fickle or

Or if time on your memory wears.
I know that I love you wherever you
roam, E
And remember
prayers.

you,

CHORUS.
When heavenly angels
_the good,
Which God has ordained them to do,
In answer to prayers I have offered
o ]tn Him, -
know there is one watchin i
And may His bright spirit bg‘; J:;ﬁ:h
you through life;
Just to guide you up Heaven’s
Andb{:{‘g]ﬂ: lstairs.
e girl who has loved
o kept you ;:P sight, ol anc
as remembered you, love,
prayers, DT
—Rent in by Williom Shepherd,

love, in my

are guarding

1)
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