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Drs. J. E. Wood, W.W. Griges and
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Churches —Methodist, Rev. J. H. Hall,
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m. and 7 p. w. Baptist, Rev. Calvin
S Blackwell, pastor; services every
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byterian, Rey. F H. Johnston, pastor;
services every Sunday at 11 a. m. and
l';[cisl'tuimi, Rev, L. L. Wil-
liamms, reetor ; seryices every Sunday at
11w m.and 4 p- m.

Lodges—. Masonic: Eureka Lodge No.
317 Dr. W. W. Griggs, W. M.; G. W.
Brothers, 8. W.; M. H, Snowden J. W.;
D. B. Bralford, Sec'ty and B, F. Spence,
Meets 1st and 3rd Toesday

nights.

{Ox1d Fellows: Achoree Lodge No 14,
.M. Burgess, N. G.; W. H. Ballard,
V. (3.: H. O. Hill, Fin. BSecretary;

Maurice Wescott *Treasurer, Meats
every Friday at 7:30 p. m.

Royal Arcanum: Tiber Creek Coun-
cil Nu. ljl"J: "[ O Ililll{t‘g’.‘nt-; I" A.
Mlorgan., Vice Regent; C, (GGuirkin,
Orator: W. H. Zoeller, Secretary; F.M.
Cook Jr.. Collector; W, J. Woodley,
Treasurer. Meets every 1st and 3rd
Monday night.

K nizhts of Honor: R. B. White, Die
tator: J.  H Engle, Vice Dictator; T.

' J. Jordan, Reporter; T. B. Wilson, Fi-
‘nanece Reporter;

J. C. Benbury, Treas-
arer. Meets 1st and 4th Friday in
each month.

Pasquetank Tribe No. 8, 1. 0. R. M.
C. W. Bdanja, Prophet ; J, P. Simpson,
Sachem: W. H sSanford, Sr. Sagamore;
Wwill Anderson, Jr. Sagamore; James
Spires, CCof R; S H. murrel K.of W,
Meet every Wednesday pight.

County Officers.- Commissioners .
K. Kramer, Chairman; F. M. Godfrey,
J. W Williams. Sheriff. T. P. Wilcox,
Superior Court Clerk, John P. Over-
mal,
per ; Treasurer, John S. Morris County
Examiner, Gaston Pool.

Schools —Atlantie  Collegiate
tute, S. L. Sheep, President

Seleet School, 1. N. Tillett,
mnal
“Elizabeth City Publie School, W. M.

Hinton, Principal. 5
State Colored Normal, P. W. Moore,

Ranks.—First National: Chas. H.
President ; Jno. Q. Wood,
Vice-President: Wm. T. Old, Cashier,
M. R. Griffin, Teller. Directors: E. F.
Lamb.D.B. Bradford. J. B. Flora M. H.
White. Jno. G. Wood! J. B. Blades, C.
H. Robinson.

(#uirkin & Co

EBilectrie Light Co—J. B. Blades, Presi-
dent. G. M. Scott, Viece President, D,
B Bradford, Sec'ty, Noah Burfoot.
Treasurer.

I'ﬂ':;n’:.;,-.: Co.—D.

Insti-

Princi-

B. Bradford, Presi-
Vice-President ;

dent: 1o S. Blades,
Fred Davie, Secretary and Treasurer.
The Improcement Co.—E. F. Aj'l“t‘t'l.

Vice Presi-

I'resident; T. G Skinner,
Secretary and

dent : C. H. Bobinson,
Treasurer.

E. Citg Cotion Mills —President, Dr.
O MeMullan, Vice President. Geo. M.

,D. B Bradford,
Dr. O.
Aydlett,

Scott, Sec. and Treas.
Supt H, F. Smith. - Directors:
McMullan, G. M. Seott, E. F.
J. W. Sharber, Jas. B. Blades, C. H.
Robinson. Thos, G. Skinner, C. E.
Kwamer. J. B. Flora, H, F. Smith and
D. B. Hr'm'!'-.-rd.

Naval Reserves—W. J. Griffin, Lieu-
tepant commanding; J. B. Ferebee,
|.ifeutenant J
der, Ensign.
day night.

Regular Drill each Tues-

12 Navy Revolvers;
Pound Howitzers.
Southern Express Compauy.—M. H.

Snowden, Agent. .
Ralroad and Steamboata—Mail train
leaves 8 A&. m. and
2:45 p. m., going South, 11:40 and
5:50 p. m. ;
Steamers for Newberne leave at
Steamer Newton, leaves Eliza-

G

p. m.
beth ity for Cresswell on Mo«d vs
and Tarsdays at 9: 30a m. -

turning will leave Elizabeth ' ity fo' low
ing day at 2. 30 p. .. Steamer Har-
binger. will leave Eizabeth City for
Hertfortl Wednesdays and Saturdavs
at 9. 30 a. m : Elizabeth City for Nor-
Mondavs p.m 3,

Why will you buy bitter nauseaiinw
tonies  when
Chill Tanic is as pleasant as Lemon
syrap. Your droggist is authorizel to
refund the mcma¥' in every case where
it fails to cure. rice 50 cents
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SAVED BY THE BLOOD

REV. DR. TALMAGE EXPLAINS THE
THEORY OF VICARIOUS SACRIFICE.

He Says That In Order to Understand It
We Have Only to Use the Same Com-
mon Sense For Religion That We Do
For Everything Else.

Wasaixorox, March 21. —From many
conditions of life Dr. Talmage, in this
germon, draws graphicr illustrations of
one of the sublimest theories of religion
—namely, vicarious sacrifice. His text
was Hebrews ix, 22, “* Without shedding
of blood is ne remission.”’

John G. Whittier, the last of the great
school of American poets that made the
Jast qua ter of » century brilliant, asked
me in the White mountains one morning
after prayers, in which I had given out
Cowper's famous hymn about the
“‘fountain filled with blood,”” **Do you
really believe there is a literal applica-
tion of the blood of Christ to the soul?”’
My negative reply then is my negative
reply now. The Bible statement agrees
with all physicians and all physiologists
and all scientists in saying that the
blood is the life, and in the Christian
religion it means simply that Christ’s
life was given for our life. Hence all
this talk of men who say the Bible story
of blood is disgusting and that they
don’t want what they call a ‘‘slanghter
house religion’" only shows their inca-
pacity or unwillingness to look through
the figure of speech toward the thing
signified. The Hlocd that on the darkest
Friday the world ever saw oozed or
trickled or pouwred from the brow, and
the side, and the hands, and the feet of
the illustrious sufferer, back of Jerusa-
lem, in a few hours coagulated and
dried up and forever disappeared, and if
man had depended on the application of
the literal blood of Christ there would
not have been a soul saved for the last
18 centurics.

In order to understand this red word
of my text we only have to exercise as
much common sense in religion as we
do in everything clse. Pang for pang,
hunger for hunger, fatigue for fatigue,
tear for tear, blood for blood, life for
life, we see every day illustrated. The
act of substitution is no novelty, al-
though I hear men talk as though the
idea of Christ's suffering substituted for
our suffering were something abnormal,
something distressingly odd, something
wildly eccentric, a solitary episode in
the world’s history—when I could take
you out into this city and before sun-
down point you to five hundred cases of
substitution and voluntary suffering of
one in behalf of another.

Overwork.

‘At 2 o'clock tomorrow afternoon go
among the places of business or toil. It
will be no difticult thing for you to find
men who by their looks show you that
they are overworked. They are prema-
turely old. They are hastening rapidly
toward their decease. They have gone
through crises in business that shattered
their nervous system and pulled on the
brain. Thes have a shortness of breath
and a pain in the back of the head and
at night an insomnia that alarms them.
Why are they drudging at business early
and late? For fun? No. It would be
difficult to extract any amusement out
of that exhaustion. Because they are
avaricious? In many cases no. Because
their own personal expenses are lavish?
No. A few hundred doilars would meet
all their wants. The simple fact is the
man is enduring all that fatigue and ex-
asperation and wear and tear to keep
his home prosperous. There is an invis-
ible line reaching from that store, from
that bank, from that shop, from that
seaffolding, to « quiet scene a few blocks
away, a few miles away. And there is
the secret of that business endurance.
He is simply the champion of a home-
stead for which he wins bread and ward-
robe and education and prosperity, and
in such battle 10,000 men fall. Of ten
business men whom I bury nine die of
overwork for others. Some sudden dis-
case finds them with no power of resist-
ance, and they are gone. Life for life.
Blood for blood. Substitution!

At 1 o'clock tomorrow morning, the
hour when slumber is most uninter-
rupted and most profound, walk amid
the dwelling bouses of the city. Here
and there you will find a dim light be-
cause it is the household custom to keep
a subdued light burning, but most of
the houses from base to top are as dark
as though nninhabited. A merciful God
has sent forth the archangel of sleep,

'and he puts his wings over the city.

But yonder is a clear light burning, and
outside on the window casement is a
glass or pitcher containing food for a

| sick child. The food is set in the fresh

|
|

Arms: 40 Magazine Rifles; |
12 Cutlasses; 2 12|

|

Grove's Tasteless|

air. This is the sixth night that mother

has sat up with that sufferer. She has
to the last poifit obeyed the physician’s
prescription, not giving a drop too much
or too little or a moment too soon or {00
late. She is very anxious, for she has
buried three children with the same
disease, and she prays and weeps, each
prayer and sob ending with a kiss of the
pale cheek. By dint of kindness she gets
the little one through the ordeal. After
it is all over the mother is taken down.
Brain or nervouns fever sets in, and one
day she leaves the convalescent child

| with a motheris blessing and goes up to

join the three in the kingdom of heaven.
Life for life! Substitution! The fact is
that there are an uncounted number of
mothers who, after they have navigated
a large family of children through  all
the diseases ¢of infancy and got them
fairly started up the flowering slope of
soyhood and girlhood have only strength
enough left to die. They fade away.
Some call it consumption. Some call it
nervous prostration. Some” call it in-
termittent or malarial indisposition.
But I call it martyrdom of the domestic
sircle. Life for life. Blood for blood.
<ubstitation! .
Substitution.

Or perbaps the mother lingers long
neneh to see o son get on the wrong
rond, and his former kindness beco;ns
rough reply when she expresses anxiety

-

about him. But she goes right on. look-

g carerully after his apparel, remem-
bering his every birthday with some
memento, and, when he is brought home
worn out with dissipation, nurses him
till he gets well and starts him again
and hopes and expects and prays and
counsels and suffers until her strength
gives out and she fails. She is going,
and attendants, bending over her pillow,
ask her if she has any message to leave,
and she makes great effort to say some-
thing, but out of three or four minutes
of indistinet utterance they can catch
but three words, ‘‘My poor boy!"’ The
simple fact is she died for him. Life for
life. Substitution!

About 86 years ago there went forth
from gur pnorthern and southern homes
hundreds of thousands of men todo bat-
tle for their country. All the poetry of
war soon vanished and left them noth-
ing but the terrible prose. They waded
knee deep in mud. - They slept in snow-
banks. They marched till their cut feet
tracked the earth. They were swindled
out of their honest rations and lived on
meat not fit for a dog. They had jaws
all fractured and eyes extinguished and
limbs shot away. Thousands of them
cried for water as they lay dying on the
field the night after the battle and got
it not. They were homesick and received
no message from their loved ones. They
died in barns, in bushes, in ditches, the
buzzards of the summer heat the only
attendants on their obsequies. No one
but the infinite God, who knows every-
thing, knows the ten-thousandth part of
the length and breadth and depth and
height of the anguish of the northern
and southern battlefields. Why did these
fathers leave their children and go to
the front, and why did these young men,
postponing the marriage day, start out
into the probabilities of never coming
‘back? For the country they died. Life
for life. Blcod for blood. Substitution!

Life For Life.

But. we need not go so far. What is
that monument in Greenwood? It is to
the doctors who fell in the southern ep-
idemics. Why go? Were there not enough
gick to be attended in these northern
latitudes? Oh, yes! But the doctor puts
a few medical books in his valise, and
gome vials of medicine, and leaves his
patients-here in the hands of other phy-
gicians and fakes the rail train. Before
He gets to the infected regions he passes
crowded rail trains, regular and extra,
taking the flying and affrighted popula-
tions. He arrives in a city over whicha
great horror is brooding. He goes from
couch to couch, feeling of the 'pulse and
studying symptoms and prescribing day
after day, night after night, until a fel-
low physician says: ‘‘Doctor, you had
better go home and rest. You look mis-
erable.”” But he cannot rest while so
many are suffering. On and on until
gome morning finds him in a delirinm,
in which he talks of home, and then
rises and says he must go and look after
those patients. He is told to lie down,
but he fights his attendants’ until he
falls back and is weaker and weaker,
and dies for people svith whom he had
no kinship, and far away from his own
family, and is hastily put away in a
stranger’s tomb, and only the fifth part
of a newspaper line tells us of his sacri-
fice—his name just mentioned among
five. Yet he has touched the farthest
height of sublimity in that three weeks
of humanitarian service. He goes
straight as an arrow to the bosom of
him who said, “I was sick, and ye vis-
ited me.’’ Life for life. Blood for blood.
Substitution!

In the legal profession I see the same
principle of self sacrifice. In 1846 Wil-
liam Freeman, a pauperized and idiotic
negro, was at Auburn, N. Y., on trial
for murder. He had slain the entire
Van Nest family. The foaming wrath
of the community could be kept off him
only by armed constables. Who would
volunteer to be his counsel? No attorney
wanted to sacrifice his popularity by
such an ungrateful task. All were silent
gave one—a young lawyer with feeble
yoice that could hardly be heard outside
the bar, pale and thin and awkward. It
was William H. Seward, who saw that
the prisoner was idiotic and irresponsi-
ble and ought to be put in an asylum
rather than put to death, the heroic
counsel uttering these beautiful words:

“‘T speak now in the hearing of a peo-
ple who have prejudged prisoner and
condemned me for .pleading in his be-
half. He is a convict, a pauper, a negro,
without intellect, sense or emotion. My
child with an affectionate smile disarms
my careworn face of its frown whenever
I cross my threshold. The beggar in the
street obliges me to give because he
says, ‘God bless you!' asI pass. My dog
caresses me with fondness if I will but
smile on him. My horse recognizes me
when I fill his manger. What reward,
what gratitude, what sympathy and af-
fection can I expect here? There the
prisoner sits. Look at him. Look at the
assemblage around you. Listen to their
ill suppressed censures and their excited
fears and tell me where among my neigh-
bors or my fellow men, where even in
his heart I can expect to find a senti-
ment, a thought, not to say of reward
or of acknowledgment, or even of recog-
nition? Gentlemen, you may think of
this evidence what you please, bring in
what verdict you can, but I asseverate
before heaven and you that, to the best
of my knowledge and belief, the prisoner
at the bar does not at this moment know
why it is that my shadow falls on you
instead of his own.”’

The gallows got its victim, but the
post mortem examination of the poor
creature showed to all the surgeons and
to all the world that the public was
wrong, that William H. Seward was
right and that hard, stony step of ob-
loguy in the Auburn courtroom was the
first step of the stairs of fame up which
he went to the top, or to within one step
of the top, that last denied him through
the treachery of American politics.
Nothing sublimer was ever seen in an
American courtroom than William H.
Seward, without reward, standing be-
tween the fury of the populace and the
loathsome imbecile. Substitution!

A Painter's Pencil.

In the realm of the fine arts there
was as remarkable an instance. A bril-
liant but hypercriticised painter. Joseoh

William Turner, was met by a volley of
abn@ from all the art galleries of Eu-
rope. His paintings, which have sinoce
won the applause of all civilized na-
tions—'‘The Fifth Plagge of Egypt,”
“Fishermen on a Lee Shore In Squally
Weather,’” “Calais Pier,”” "“The Sun
Rising Through Mist’’ and * Dido Build-
ing Carthage'’—were thén targets for
eritics to shoot at. In defense of this
outrageously abused man a young au-
thor of 24 years, just one year out of
coll('gv)‘]came forth with his pen and
wrote the ablest and most famous essays
on art that the world eyer saw or ever
will see— John Ruskjn's ‘‘Modern
Painters.’’ For 17 years this author
fought the battles of the maltreated art-
ist, and after; in poverty and broken
heartedness, the painter had died and
the public tried to nndo their cruelties
toward him by giving him a big funeral
and burial in St. Paul’s| cathedral his
old time friend tock out; of a tin box
19,000 pieces of paper containing draw-
ings by the old painter, and through
many weary and uncompeénsated months
assorted and arranged them for public
observation. Peoplé say John Ruskin in
his old days is cross, misanthropic and
morhid. Whatever he may do that he
ought not to do and wlatever he may
say that he ought not tp say between
now and his death he will leave this
world insolvent as far as it has any ca-
pacity to pay this author’s pen for its
chivalric and Christian! defignse of a
poor painter’s pencil. Jébn Ruskin for
William Tarner. Blood for blood. Sub-
stitution!

What an exalting principle this which
leads one to suffer for another! Nothing
so kindles enthusiasm of awakens elo-
quence or chimes poetic canto or moves
nations. The principle ig the dominant
one in our religion—Christ the martyr,
Christ the celestial hero, Christ the
defender, Christ the substitute. No
new principle, for it was as old as hu-
man nature, but now on a grander,
wider, higher, deeper and more world
resounding scale. The shepherd boy as
a champion for Israel with a sling top-
pled the giant of Philistine braggadocio

in the dust, but here is another David,

who, for all the armies of churches mil-
itant and triumphant, hurls the Goliath
of perdition into defeag, the crash of
his brazen armor like an explosion at
Hell Gate. Abraham had at God’s com-
mand agreed to sacrifice his son Isaac,
and the same God just in time had pro-
vided a ram of the thicket as a substi-
tute. But here is another Isaac bound to
the altar, and no hand arrests the sharp
edges of laceratien and death, and the
universe shivers and quakes and recoils
and groans at the horror. *
Forsaking a Throne.

All good men have for centuries been
trying to tell whom this substitute was
like, and every comparigon, inspired
and uninspired, evangelistic, prophetic,
apostolic and human falls short, for
Christ was the Great Unlike. Adam a
type of Christ, because he came directly
from God; Noah a type of Christ, be-
cause he delivered his own family from
the deluge; Melchisedec  a type of
Christ, because he had ng predecessor or
successor; Joseph a type of Christ, be-
canse he was cast out by his brethren;
Moses a type of Christ, because he was
a deliverer from bondage; Samson a
type of Christ, because of His strength
to slay the lions and carry off the iron
gateés of impossibility; Solomon a type
of Christ in the affluence of his domin-
jon: Jonah a type of Christ, because of
the stormy sea in which he threw him-
self for the rescue of others. But put to-
gether Adam and Noah and Melchisedec
and Joseph and Moses and Joshua and
Sameon and Solomon and Jonah, and
they would not make a fragment of a
Christ, a gquarter of a Christ, the half of
a Christ or the millionth part of a
Christ. j

He forsook a throne and sat down on
his own footstool. He .came from the
top of glory to the bottom of hamilia-
tion and changed a circumference se-
raphic for a circumference diabolic.
Once waited on by angels, now hissed
at by brigands. From afar and high up
he came down; past meteors swifter
than they; by starry thrones, himself
more lustrous; past larger worlds to
smaller worlds; down stairs of firma-
ments, and from cloud 'to cloud and
through tree tops and into the camel’s
stall, to thrust his shoulder under our
burdens and take the lances of pain
through his vitals, and wrapped himself
in all the agonies which we 'deserve for
our misdpings and stood on the splitting
decks of a foundering vessel amid the
drenching surf of the sea and passed
midnights on the mountains amid wild
beasts of prey and stood at the point
where all earthly and infernal hostilities
charged on him at once with their keen
sabers—our substitute! ‘ .

When did attorney ever endure £0
much for a pauper client or physician
for the patient in the lazaretto or mother
for the child in membranons croup, as
Christ for us, as Christ for you, as
Christ for me? Shall any man.or woman
or child in this audience who has ever
suffered for another find it hard to un-
derstand this Christly suffering for us?
Shall those whose sympathies have been

wrung in behalf of the unfortunate have

no appreciation of that one moment
which was lifted out of all the ages of
eternity as most conspicuous, when

| Christ gathered up all the sins of those

to be redeemed under his one arm, and
all his sorrows under his other arm and
said: ‘‘I will atone for these under my
right arm and will heal all those under
my left arm. Strike me with all thy”
glittering shafts, O eéternal justice!
Roll over e with all thy surges, ye
oceans of sorrow!’! And the thunder-
bolts struck him [from above, and the
geas ‘of trouble rolled up from beneath,
hurricane after hurricane and cyclone
after cyclone, and then and there in
presence of heaven and earth and hell—
yea, all worlds witnessing—the price,
the bitter price, the transcendent price,.
the awful price, the glorious price, the
infinite price, the eternal price, was paid
that sets us free. o
~ Light on the Question. 3
That is what Paunl means; that is
what I mean: that is what all those

who have ever had their heart changed |

mean by ‘‘blood.”’ I glory in this reli-
gion of blood. Iam thrilled as I see the
suggestive color in. sacramental cop,
whether it be of burnished silver set on
cloth immaculately white or rough
hewn from wood set on table in log hut
meeting house of the wilderness. Now I
am thrilled as I see the altars of ancient
gacrifice crimson with the blood of the
glain lamb, and Leviticus is to me not
so much the Old Testament as the New.
Now I see why the destroying ‘angel
passing over Egpyt in the night spared
all those houses that had blood sprinkled
on their doorposts. “ Now I know what
Isaiah means when he speaks of “‘one in
red apparel coming with dyed garments
from Bosrah,’’ and who the Apoca-
lypse means when it describes a heaven-.
1y chieftain whose * vesture was dipped
in blood,” and what Peter the apostle
means when he speaks of the ‘‘precious
blood that cleanseth from all sin,”” and
what the old, warnout, decrepit mis-
sionary Paul means when in my text he
cries, ** Without shedding of blood is no
remission.’’ By that blood you and I
will be saved—or never saved at all
Glory be to God_ that the hill back of
Jernsalem was the battlefield on which
Christ achieved our liberty.

The most exciting and overpowering
day of one summer was the day I spent
on the battlefield of Waterloo, Starting
out with the morning train from Brus-
sels, we arrived in about an hour on
that famous spot. A son of one who was
in the battle and who had heard from
his father a thousand times the whole
gcene recited accompanied us over the
field. There stood the old Hougomont
chauteau, the walls dented and scratched
and broken and shattered by grapeshot
and cannon ball. There is the well in
which 800 dying and dead were pitched.
There is the chapel with the head of the
infant Christ shot off. There are the
gates at which for many hours English
and French armies wrestled,

Yonder were the 160 guns of the Eng-
lish and the 250 guns of the French.
Yonder the Hanoverian hussars fled for
the woods. Yonder was the ravine of
Ohain, where the French cavalry, not
knowing there was a hollow in the
ground, rolled over and down, troop
after troop, tumbling into one awful
mass of suffering, hoof of kicking horses
against brow and breast of captains and
colonels and private soldiers, the human
and the beastly groan kept up until the
day after all*was shoveled under because
of the malodor arising in that hot month
of June.

The Lion and the Lamb.

““There,”’ said our guﬂdv. ““the high-
land regiments lay down' on their faces
waiting for the moment to spring upon
the foe. In that orchard 2,500 men were
cut to pieces. Here stood Wellington,
with white lips, and up that knoll rode
Marshal Ney on his sixth horse, five
having been shot under him. Here the
ranks of the French broke, and Marshal
Ney, with his boot slashed of a sword,
and his hat off, and his face covered
with powder and blood, tried to rally
his troops as he cried, ‘Come and see
how a marshal of France dies on the
battlefield!” From yonder direction
Grouchy was expected for the French re-
enforcement, but he came not.  Around
‘those woods Blucher was looked for to
re-enforce the English,-and just in time
he came up. Yonder is the field where
Napoleon stood, his arm through the
reins of the horse's bridle, dazed and
insane, trying to go back.'’ Scene from
a battle that went on fram 25 minutes
to 12 o’olock, on the 18th of June, until
4 o’clock, when the English seemed de-
feated, and their commander cried out:
““‘Boys, can you think of giving way?
Remember old England!”’ And the tide
turned, and at 8 o'clock in the evening
the man of destiny, who was called by
his troops Old Two Hundred Thounsand,
turned away with broken heart, and the
fate of centuries was decided.

No wonder a great mound has been
reared there hundreds of feet high—a
mound at the expense of millions of dol-
lars and many years in rising—and on
the top is the great Belgian-lion of
bronze, and a grand old lion it is. But
our great Waterloo was in Palestine.
There came a day when all hell rode
up, led by Apollyon, and the Captain of
our salvation confronted them alone,
the Rider on the white horse of the
Apocalpyse going out against the black
horse cavalry of death, and the bat-
talions of the demoniac, and the myr-
midons of darkness. From 12 o’clock at
noon to 8 o’clock in the afternoon the
greatest battle of the universe went on.
Eternal destinies were being decided.
All the arrows of hell pierced our Chief-
tain, and the battleaxes struck him un-
til brow anc% cheek and shonlder and
hand and foot were incarnadined with
oozing life, but he fought on until he
gave a final stroke, and the commander
in chief of hell :. ! ull his forces fell

back in everlast.! > ruin, and the vie-

tory is onrs.’ And n the mound that
celebrates the ti :mph we plant this
day two figures, 1 't in bronze .or iron
or sculptured mu: . .7, Ltt two figures of
living light, the 1«n of Judah’s t1ile
and the Lamb thai was glain.

: i
Fields Was Posted.

James T. Fields, the Boston publish-
er, had a knowledge of English litera-
ture that was both accurate and exten-
give. 'A would be wit once tried to en-
trap him at a dinner party. Before Mr.
Fields’ arrival one of the gentlemen in-
formed the other guests that he had
written some lines which he intended to
submit to Mr. Fields as Southey’s and
to ask in which of that author’s works
they could be found. This programme
was carried out. ‘‘I do notremember to
have met with them before,’” replied
the publisher, ‘‘and there were only two
periods in Southey’s life when such lines
could possibly have been written by
him.” “When were those?”’ *“Some-
where,’’ said Mr. Fields, “about that
early period of his existence when he
was having the measles or cutting his
first teeth, or near the close of his life,

+| when his brain was softened. . Thevgmi—

fication belongs to the measles period,

but the ideas betray the idiotic ome.”’

e cnp“;:: bilt
SIMMONS Bl victims of
- . fover the

and ague,
m“'uu disenned
haw re-
:"a bcnltu:z-l’-
ta

ful
te; they will tell

MONS
LATOR.

in the Werld !

For DYSPEPSIA, CONSTIPATION
dice, Bilionsattacks, SICK HEADACH olle,
Depression of Spirita, SOUR STO ACH,
Heartburn, ete. This unrivalled remedy |
warranted not to eontain a single particle o’
MERCURY, or any mineral substance, but is

PURELY VEGETABLE,

containing those Southe:n Roots and Herbs
which an all-wise Providence bas placed in
countries where Liver Diseases mosat prevail
It will cure all Discases caused by Derange-
ment of the Liver and

The SYMPTOMS of Liver C nt are &
bitter or bad taste in the mouth; in the
Back, Sides or Joints, often mistaken for Rheu-
matism; Sour Stomach; Loss «f mol
Bowels alternately costive and laxy H
Loss of Memory, with a painful sensation ; ;
having failed to do ing which ought te
have beer done; Debility; Low athick
Eclluw nrpeamcc of the Skin and Eyes, a dry

ough often mistaken for Consumpt

Sometimes many of these symptoms attend
the discase, at others very few; Lut the Livem
is generally the seat of the disease, and if not
Regulated in time, t suffering, wretched.
pess and DEATH will ensue.

The following highly est persons attest
to the virtues of Simmons Liver 8;-].1:\"
Gen. W. S. Holt, Pres. Ga. 8. W. R.R. Co.; Rev,

" R. Felder Pom. Ga.; Col. B. K. Sparks, Al-

ny, Ga.; ¢. Masterson, Esq., Sheriff Bibb Ce,
Ga : Hon. Alexander H. Stephena

“We have tested its vin\lclhﬁcrmnlly.:n'
know that for Dyl‘n in, tousness
Throbbing Headache it {8 the best hedicine the
world ever saw, Wetried forty other remedies
before Simmons Liver R-‘uhtotblaulmc Eave

t the

us more than temporary relief; ﬁ":
lator not only rellev but cured ua'-—

TELEGRAPH AND MESSENGER, Macon, Ga
MANUFACTURED ONLY BY
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THE RESULT, OF A JOKE,

A Tramp's Discovery of One of Dakota’s
Rirhest Gold Mines.

Avery D. Hills, a Black Hills oper-
ator, tells how Ragged Top, the new
goldfield, was located, as follows:

*This history of the Ragged Top find
reads like & romance. The story they
tell is that a wandering hobo strolled up
into the Spearfish region, northwest of
Deadwood, just aimleasly tramping
about the conntry, with no more knowl-
edge of mining than you have. He final-
sy dropped in with some fellows and
asked them where they supposed he
might be able to find some rich diggings.
There was considerable snow on the
ground, and one of the fellows pointed
haphazard over to astretch of the white
landscape and winked at his companions,
while he said to the hobo, “Wouldn't
wonder if you'll find something rich
right there.’

‘“ ‘Guess I'1] take it, then,’ said he.

““The snow made it impossible for
him to-know anything about what ho
had selected, but to carry out the aw-
fully good joke on him the fellows in
the camp explained how he must prooced
to secure a legal location. And so they
‘had him working in the snow to stake
out his claim, and while he was about
it he staked out a dozen. Whatever in-
spired him to so much industry under
such circumstances nobody knowas.

““Well, after awhile the snow melted
off, and he found himself in possession
of a great windrow of bowlders, about
as unlikely a prospeet for a gold mine

as was ever seen. Bat in a blind sort of

way he went to whacking at the rocks
and took some of the chunks to the assay
office, and the stuff was declared to be
worth $600 a ton. People couldn't be-
lieve it, but other assays demonstrated

that it was true, and the aimless Lhobo

was in a fair way to become a million-
aire. News of his strike spread, and
there was a stampede for Ragged Top,
and now there are men scattered all
over the region trying to secure loca-
tions of mines, and there is a town site
boom, and the railroads are extendiug
spurs into the couutry, all the result of
that joke on the hobo. -
““The find contradicts theories of geol-
ogists and mineralogists, but so wuch
the worse for the theories. This windrow
of gold bearing bowlderslies right cu
top of & deposit of limestone, and it i+
declared to be the only known instan:
of such juxtaposition. The rock is scoic-|
what refractory, but is of such L:"]
grade that it will pay to transport \
anywhere for chlorination or smueli); !
or any of the processes for treating .. ..
ore.'—8ioux City Journal { 71

Cortes, at l'abasco, found stock-
ades so strongly built that he was
forced to employ artillery against
them in order to effect & breach.

Lima, Peru, is 3,515 miles south-
west of Washington. e gt

measures 42x42 inc
6 feet long when spread.
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