Passengers conveyed to all parts of the coun-
'.r% at reasonable rates.
'eams in waiting at all trains,

Siugle or Double Teams for Wedding

Parties Furnished at Short Notice
and Fitted up in Best Style.
Livery Stable opposite Rink.
W. C. BATH. H.S. BATH.

BRIDGETOWN.

~ BRIDGETOWN

THOMAS DEARNESS
Importer of Marble

and manufacturer of

Monuments, Tablets,
Headstones, &c.

. Also Monuments in Red Granite,

. ?ha

-able to pay when the debt idae.

Grauville S, Brigetow, X. §

" N. B.—ITaving purchased the Stock and
rade from Mr, 0. Whitman, parties ordering
anything in the above line canrely on having
. oir orders filled at short notice.
T.D.

Bridgetown, March 19th, 89.

Extension
oOF "T'TME

Is often asked for by persons becoming un-
The debt
of nature has to be paid sooner or later, but.

“we would all prefer an

Extension of Time.

Puttner's Emulsion
OF COD LIVER OIL

Hypophosphites of Lime and Soda

a

HiT

L

may give this to all who are suffering from
Coughs, Colds, Consumption, General Debility,
and all wasting Diseases.

Delicate Children who otherwise would pay
debt very speedily, may have a long

EXTENSION OF TIME.

Try Puttner’s Emulsion

BROWN BROS. & Co,

OHEMIST AND DRUGGISTS,
Halifax, N. S.

PR. FOWLERS
T sEXT:0OF ¢

S '-WlLD_:

ITRAWBERRY

CURES

AND ALL SUMMER COMPLAINTS
AND FLUXES OF THE BOWELS
IT IS SAFE AND RELIABLE FOR
CHILDREN OR ADULTS.

CHEAP

-, FOR :—

CASH !

FLOUR,
OATMEAL,
FEEDING FLOUR,
CORMEAL,
GROCERIES,
STOVES, PLOWS,
HORSE CLOTHING,
Harnesses made to Order,

REPAIRING ATTENDED TO
PROMPTLY.

"%4. H. PHINNEY.

@ik

Nov. 19th, 1888,

They are light in touch.
Unrivalled in tone,
Handsome in appearance,
Unrivalled in durability,

AND NOT EXCELLED BY ANY PIANO
MANUFACTURED in the DOMINION.

LER BROS,,
SOLE AGENTS,
MIDDLETON, N. 8.
NOTICH.
Pictures and Framing in variety,
Chbristmas Cards,
And Fanoy Goods.
I aun gleo selling the Celebrated Raymond
JOBN Z, BENT,
Bridgotown, Deo. 1885.

. Bewing Hrohine.

SAT.US POPULI SUPRHMA LEX BEST.

DG

ETOV

oo

BRI
IMENwaA
LIN es%aﬁ\\sg\t)-

ache, R‘tgfm us
It is marve!
quickly.

All who bu,
1f not satis] ‘fd. Retall ))rlu:\ t_)_y matl

GENERATION

=UNLIKE ANY OTHER.=-

Positively Cures Diphtheria, Croup. Asthma, Bronehitis, Colds,
Whoo l’co .Cnlﬁrrh,!nﬁuenm, Cholera Morbus, Diarrhoa,

Tonsilitis, Hoarseness, Coughs,
Rheumatism, Neuralgia, Tooth-

eadache, Selatiea, Lame Bavok, Soreness in Body or Limbs, Stiff Joints and Strains.

AS MUCH FOR INTERNAL AS FOR EXTERNAL USE.

lous how many different complaints it will cure. its stron
Healing all Cuts, Burns and Brulses like Megic. Relleving all manner of Cramps and Chil
ORICINATED BY AN OLD FAMILY PHYSICIAN,

dfrect from us, and request it, shall recelve a certificate that the mouey shill bo refunded
86 et 6 bottles, .00,
le pamphle

ERATION HAVE

point lies in the fact m_m lxlt&m'u

Express and dwgy
O,

USED

w}&l)d to any part of

0 BLESSED IT.

¢ sont froe,

Infornatic

OPENING OF

Annapolis every

Excursion Tickets, §5.  Good for

leave ST. JOHN for BOSTON via EASTE
WEDNESDAY and FRIDAY

For further information apply to

F. Crosskill,

Commencing Monday,
the International Steamship Company's ste

ThurSday, p.m., after arrival of W. & A. Express from Halifax.
turning, leave Boston, direct, every Monday morning.

morning, at 7.
August 16th and September 13th, inclusive, the * State of Maine
John Saturdays at 6.25 p.m., for Boston, direct.

Agent, W. & A. R., Bridgetown.
OR ANY AGENT. OF THE W. & A. RAILWAY.

nal 5.5, o

THE DIRECT LINE.

Sopt. 20th,

yumer for BOSTON, DIRECT, will leave
Re-

Two Weeks from Date of Issue.

ST. JOHN LINE — CHANGE OF TIME.

Commencing MONDAY, May 5th, one of the Palace Steamers of this line will
'OR

T and PORTLAND every MONDAY,
25 Eastern Standard Time.
> will leave St

R. A. Carder,

Agent, Annapolis.

LAWRENCETOWN
PUMP COMPARY,

(ESTABLISHED 1880.)

N. H. PHINNEY, Manager.
THE CELEBRATED

Rubber Bucket Chain Pump,

FORCEPUMP,
with Hose nitached if required.

We are preparcd to Manufacture
WOODEN WATER PIPES for un-

erdrainiog or conveying water

nder ground. Can bhe delivered
at any station on the line of Rail-
way. Seand for Price List.

In the SUPREM

i COURT, 1890.
B LUURT, 1090, |
No. 301. ‘
MARY A. WHITMAN wife of |
(ieorge Whitman, and GEORGE {
WHITMAN, Plaintifls,
—AND—

JACOB W. DITMARS and
SUSAN DITMARS, appointed
to represent Edwin A. Ditmars,
dececased, defendants.

Between

|

TO BE SOLD AT

PUBLIC AUCTIOR,

by the Sheriff of the County of Annapolis
or his Deputy, at the Court House,
in Annapolis, on

Saturday, the Ist day of Hovember,
A.D., 1890, at 11 o’clock in the forenoon,

Pursuant to an order of foreclosure and
sale made herein, dated the 27th day of
September, A.D., 1890, unless before the
sale the said Defendants pay to said Plain-
tiffs, or into court, the amount due on said
mortgage, together with interests and costs
taxed herein,

All the right, title, and interest which
the said Jacob W. Ditmars and Bethiah
his wife, and Edwin A. Ditinars and Susan
his wife, the mortgagors at the time of the
mortgage had and thereby mortgaged, of,
in, to and out of all those certain pieces or
parcels of*

Land and Premises,

situate in the Township of Clements, in the
County of Annapolis, and bounded and
described as follows :—

Tirst, Beginning at a spruce tree stand-
ing on the north side of the highway lead-
ing from Clementsport to Victoria Bridge,
thence north thirty-five degrees west to a
stake standing on the bank of the
Annapolis Basin, nineteen feet easterly
trom & black rock on the east line of land
now owned by the heirs of the late Isaac
Lent, thence easterly from said line along
highwater mark twenty-two rods, thence
north one degree, west to low water mark,
thence westerly twenty-two rods to said
Lent line, thence southerly on said line to
the aforesaid highway, thence easterly
along said highway thirty rods to the first
named spruce tree or place of beginning,
containing seventeen acres, more or less.

SEcoxD, Another piece or parcel of land
commencing at the highway aforesaid, on
the eastern line of lands belonging to the
heirs of the late Isaac Lent, thence easterly
along the said highway thirty rods, thence
south one degree, east the present course
of the lines keeping the width of thirty
rods until it strikes the line of the second

J. M. OWEN,

BARRISTER - AT - LAW,
Notary Public, Real Estate Agent.

% United States Consul Agent.

or back land grant, thence easterly along
said line twenty rods, thence south one
degree, east the present course of the lines
keeping the width of fifty rods to the Wal-
deck line road, thence westerly fifty rods
to lands now owned by heirs of the late
Isaac Lent, thence northerly the course of
said line to the highway atoresaid at the
plage of beginning, containing ninety
acres, be the same more or less, together

Annagolis, Oot. 4th, 1883—
e CARD.
Ofive in

LOCKETT'S BUILDING, BRIDGETOWN,
ffice hours, from 2 to 5 p.m.
2nd, 84. b1tf

by

M. EPORSYTH
NDIARY MAGISTRATE, DISTRICT NO.2

with all and singular the easements, tene-
ments, hereditamentsaid appurtenances to
the same bélonging or in any way apper-
taining,
TRRMS—Ten per cent. deposit at time
of sale, remainder on delivery of the deed.
Dated, Annapolis, Sept. 27th, 1890.

Buoyant People.

There ar- certain persons whom to meet
is like opening the window of a close apart-
ment on a delicions June day. The firsg
breath is an inspiration. You throw back
your looks from your heated forehead and
your weary eyes, and ask nothing but to
sit down and let fhis soothing presence
minister to you. All your cares and frets
one by onc creep away, and a new life and
vigor seem infused into every merve and
muscle. You are not the same creature
that you were ten minutes before. Yon
are ready, after all, to do valiant battle
with life, though you had supposed yourself
quite surrendered to its petty and harass-
ing necessities.

Exuberant spiritsand vitality must needs
carry with them hopefulness and courage;
and they whose nerves have been strained
and weakened by trouble welcome the
breezy, freshening influence of such buoy-
ant people, as drooping herbage welcomes
The sym-
pathetic chord being thus struck, the brow
clears, the eyes brighten, and life seems not
the curse we morbidly thought it, but the
blessing which its Giver intended it to be.

heaven’s own dew and sunshine.

o i i

Pur Your Basy 1¥ A Bac.—The German
way of dressing a young bady is droll, but
has something to be said for it as to health
and comfort. The tenderling is simply put
in a wadded silk bag, which ties around the
neck, leaving arms and legs free but per-
fectly protected from the wind, which is
more than can be said for our long cloaks,
with two widths of generous camel’s hairin
the skirt.

The Spanish state dress for infants has
the object laid on a pillow or small satin
mattress, longer than the child at each end
and the showy frontal of embroidery and
point lace is merely laid over and tied with
ribbons, or basted to the pillows, without
any back to the robe at all.

to wear it.

B —

writer in the Boston 7'rawveller, is to set a
pitcher of water in it, and in a few hours
the water will have absorbed nearly all the
respired gases in the apartment, rendering
the water utterly unfit to drink. The
colder the water, the greater its capacity to
contain these gases. At the ordinary tem-
perature, a pail of water will absorb a pint
of carbonic acid gas and several pints of
ammonia. The capacity is nearly doubled
by reducing the water to the temperature
of ice. Never drink water that has been
allowed tostand in a sleeping apartment
uncovered.
e T

—Internal troubles! External woes!
Dom Pedro exiled, prostrate and bereaved.
His dau
canse.

J. AVARD MORSE, High Sheriff.
J. M. Owex, Plaintiff’s Solicitor. 26 5i

d which might have
b%m oﬂ{.in':’llg])yupeplh Cure,

At least this
takes the weight off the creature condemned

—The best way to purify a room, says a

%ter's unpopularity said to be the

as her unpopularity .caused by
geen averted

S.,

WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 22, 1890.

N, N.

—

v T0 LOANYON REAL
ESTATE SEOURITY. '

HMON

AGENT OF THE CITY OF

LONDON FIRE INSUR- i
ANCE COMPANY.

R

#arSolicitor at Aonapolis to Union Bank
of Halifax, and Bank of Nova  Scotis
Annapolis, N. 8. 111y

—

0ld Companions,

CHARLES WILTON,

. O1d companions ! old companions,
Still remember him that’s gone ;
He will not forget the lessons
You have based his future on.

Yon have taught him man is noble,
Earth is full of gentle themes—

Only those with minds perverted

Paiut it blacker thau it seems.

Yours the hope that hopes forever,
Finding good in every ill ;

Working forward, bravely, boldly,
Trusting all to heart and will,

Fain would I again be with you,
Tread again the trodden way,

Bat that fate has closed the portal,
And there dawns another day,

Life has many paths between us—
Yours may be removed from mine ;
But, whatever change may follow,
Friendly thoughts we’ll not resign.

Merry laughs and words of kindness
Wander through my memory now ;
Lighting up a passed effulgence
On the future’s sombre brow.

These are time-defying voices,
Speaking down the slope of years ;
Urging on to hopeful courage,
Waving back unworthy fears.

Some there are I miss among you—
Gone where we at last must go :
Gone, between a night and morning—
Strangely mingling ebb and flow.

Green the grass be where they slumber !
Flowers of peace above them wave !
Faaults, if faults they had, forgotten—
3uried with them in the grave.

Be their deaths a link the stronger,
Binding those who mourn their fall ;
Softening every harsh remembrance,
Breathing thoughts of love to all !

0Old companions ! old companions !
Life is but a passing day ;

Years are only falling landmarks
Set to note the onward way.

On, then, hand and hand together,
Bravely breast the storms of time ;
Truth your shield, and love your banner,
Steadfast hope a sword sublime.

Select Literature.

Chattanooga.
GLIMPSES IN AND ABOUT THAT RISTOR-
ICAL CITY.

A Day in a Cave.

BATTLE FIELDS OF THE REBELLION.

The Chattanooga of to-day would doubt-
less prove as much of a surprise to a per-
son who had not seen it since the stormy
days of ’63 as it would to a stranger now
visiting it for the first time. Twenty years
ago the city was in its swaddling-clothes ;
to-day it is a brawny youth, well equipped
to hold its own in the world’s march of
Then it was a battered and un
sightly town of 6,000 people ; now it is a
beautiful and progressive city, the proud
home of 55,000 souls, and the abode of
wealth, industry, eduecation and refinement.
To a stranger the questions naturally arise :
What are the causes of this rapid develop-
ment? Is this one of the ‘“booms” so
characteristic of the country, and liable to
sudden reaction, or is it solid prosperity ?
We have not far to look for the answers to
these questions. - The city, to be sure, is
having, or rather has had, a boom ; but,
so far ag it is in the nature of a boom to be
so, it has been a conservative one. Chat-
tanooga has, in and above her, many of the

progress.

most favoring elements of material prosper-
ity: A good soil, a warm and beautiful
climate, ample transportation facilities,
and a' beautiful -location, surrounded by
timbered lands and deposits of coal and
iron, as rich as any to be found in America.
My friend and I are on our first visit to
Chattanooga. Naturally the names of
Missionary Ridge, Lookout Mountain and
Chickamauga occur to us as from our train
we catch glimpses of the adamantine walls
of the city. We have allowed ourselves
but a short tiiue to remain in the city, and
as we glance over our list of the places we
haye planned to visit we feel the necessity
of a judicious use of our time. The hotel
is reached, breakfast is over, and we find
ourselves landed from the street-car in the
pretty suburb of St. Elmo. Before us,
1700 feet Mt. Lookout rears its hoary head.
How shall we ascend? It would not be
easily climbed, and yet Hooker and his
men scaled it on their way to the * Battle
above the Clouds.” Our mode of ascension
will be rather more rapid and comfortable.
We step into a cozy little gar, with our
backs to the mountain top, and away we
speed, covering in five minutes seven-eights
of a mile in distance and over 1700 feet in
altitude, and are landed at Point Hotel.
The “ Battle above the Clouds " {s no . lon-
ger & mystery to us. A dense mist fills the
valley, completely enveloping the city and
resting against the mountain tops. From
our lofty eminence we look down upon an
ocean of fog, from which rise the lofty
peaks of the mountains, bathed in the glory
of the morning sun.. We gaze enraptured
at the surpassing grandeur of the picture.
Soon the rising sun dissipates the mist and
enhances the beauty of the vision. We
are now on the extreme north-east point of
Lookout Rock, from which we obtain a de-
lightful view of the city nestling in the
southern bank of the Tennessee River, be-
tween Missionary Ridge on the east and
Lookout Mountain on the west. Directly

serpentine course around Mocason Bend,
from which the firing of artillery on the
morning of the 24th of November, 1863,
was the initiatory step to the ‘‘ Battle
above the Clouds,” and a little further up,
where the railroad bridge now spans the
river, is the point where Sherman crossed
on the memorable morning of the battle of
Missionary Ridge. Looking eastward, we
can see a carriage road rnnning up toward
the point on Missionary Ridge where'a tree
marks the headquarters of Gederal Bragg,
and a little to the left is Orchard Knob,
the headquarters of General Grant. Be-
yond Missionary Ridge, to the eastward,
may be seen the mountains surrounding
the battle fields of the Chi

through which passed Shermar on his
march to Atlanta, - The range of hills
which we. see away to the south-west are
in Alabama ; those on the north-east are in

t

the Carolinas and Virginia, while a few,

in front of us the silvery river winds its

miles to the south-east rise the mountains
of Georgia. Our view encompasses six
States.

We now leave our perch on Lookout

Umbrella Rock, and descend the steps
from Roper’s Rock to the platform of the
Narrow Gauge Railway. Below us Leokout
Valley, with its winding brooks and pretty
covtages peacefully basks in themorning sun.
We step into our little car and are hurried
around the almost perpendicular sides of
the mountain at a rate which seems at first
to be almest out of keeping with the loca-
tion of the road. Looking from our car
window on the downward side of the moun-
tain as our panting little engine hurries us
onwapd, e scem to be gliding around the
side-3f a péipendicular bluff, held there by
some unseea force, or some law of attrac-
tion to ourselves unknown. Our curiosity
to examine this road later on brought us
rather an exciting experience, of which we
will speak again. Now we are at Sunset
Rock, a point projecting far out from the
mountain side, and the point of observa-
tion from which the Confederates watched
the movements of the Federals while the
former were in possession of Chattanooga.
Leaving sunset rock our train comes to a
stop near the Natural Bridge. This Nar-
row Gauge road is an extension of the In-
cline which brought us up to Lookout
Point and was built about four years ago.
The same company which built the road
built a large summer hotel just under the
point of Lookout Mountain on what was
known as the Craven Place. This com-
pany owns about 180 acres of land on
Lookout Mountain, including Sunset Rock.
We now turn north-east from the Natural
Bridge and, after a walk of perhaps a mile,
we come in full view of a magnificeut
hotel in course of construction, so large as
to almost create doubts in our minds as so
the sanity of its originators. The building
is about 400 feet long, with an immense
extension, and is located on the highest
point of the mountain. It would appear,
however, from the fact that the company
which is building the hotel owns about 150
acres of the mountain, which was purchased
aa a cost of $250,000, has built a standard
guage switchback railroad from the base of
the mountain to the hotel, and is erecting
this massive structure at a cost of $175,-
000, that they have unlimited faith in the
future of Chattanooga, and the healthful-
ness and attractiveness of Lookout Moun-
tain, to win back the bread which they
have cast upon the waters. Now we turn
southward along the ridge of the mountain,
passing on our way several traces of Con-
federate rifle pits. Now we are on the
bluff overlooking Cascade Glen, aud the
wild beauty of the place invites us to linger
and feast our eyes upon its splendors, The
precipitous mountains rise high on either
side, At our feet runs a little brook which
flows from a mammoth spring further back
on the mountain. Over the precipice it
plunges, babbling along its pebbly course,
singing the song of * I go on forever ” until
it is lost to view in the dense shrubs be-
neath. Further on we go along the sum-
mit of the ridge. Soon on our left we see
the ruins of a large building, which is the
remains of the hospital erected in 1864-5 by
(General Thomas, at a cost of §285,000,
when General King was encamped here
with the 15th, 16th, 18th and 19th Regu-
lars. A boys’ and girls' school was estab-
lished in this building aftcr the war, but
the scheme proved a failure and was soon
abandoned. From this point we puss on-
ward to Rock City with immense parallel
walls of conglomerate, separated in many
places by less than a foot’s spacc and rising
to the height of sixty feet. After climhing
up “Fat Man’s Misery,” visiting Rock
City Bluff and the ‘‘ Smoking Parlor,” we
descend to Rock City Avenue, and pass on
to Chickamauga Bluff, about a mile dis-
tant, over whose perpendicular precipice
runs a stream of water 150 feet. From
here we drive on to Lily Lake and Wood-
bine Falls. The scenery here is indescribi-
bly beautiful. On a projecting cliff, look-
ing down upon the streamlet 300 feet be-
veath, we prepare for lunch. A flat,
smooth boulder of a convenient height an-
swers the purpose of a table. Upon the
dry, yielding mass we sit, and while the
rays of the sun, softened and subdued by
the interlacing screen of branches above,
greets us with glad smiles, we enjoy, with
an appetite to which our long walk and
mountain air have given zest, our modest
Innch as though it were a veritable feast.
We now return by the same route, passing
Cascade Glen and following the ridge of
the mountain until we reach what is known
as ““ the old road,” down which the Con-
federates passed as' they evacuated the
mountain the night following the ‘‘ Battle
above the Clouds.” At the foot of the
mountain we take the street cars and are
soon back te the city.

The following day finds us as anxious for
mountain climbing as ever. The mountain
air seems to vitalize our blood and renew
our courage. To-day we shall climb the
mountain in another way. We take a
train of the *“ Belt Railroad to Mountain
Junction ;” here our carriage is switched
to another track, seized by a powerful en-
gine, and taken at the rate of twenty miles
an hour up the side of the mountain over
a grade of 180 feet to the mile. On, on we
dash, passing over the trestle of the *‘In-
cline,” around * The Point "’ until we reach
the ficld of the ‘‘ Battle above the Clouds.”
Here we halt, and the engine comes to our
rear and hurries us onward in an opposite
direction. Around ‘ The Point ” again we
circle, this time under the ** Incline” tres-
tle, and soon are back directly over our

starting point. Around the mountain we
i t as we round the
ntain House, and
finally reach the summit where stands the
massive hotel already mentioned. We do
not linger here, but pass on foot over the
ridge and descend on the western side to
get & better view of the * Narrow Gauge”
road than we had obtained from the win-
dows of the car-—the road which seemed to
us to cling to the mountain side with the
tenacity of the “vine to the mouldering
wall.” We find the road much as we had
supposed, clinging, in places, to an almost
perpendicular wall, the string timbers be-
ing fastened to the wall by long iron bolts.
In our eagerness to examine this piece of
work, we do not hear the sound of an ad-
vancing train until it rounds a®curve a
short distance away. We are in the centre

haat t
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bluff at the Dooakoub Mou
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of a long trestle. We have not time to
leave the trestle beforc the train will be
upon us. A yawning chasm stretches be-

ineath ; death hurries toward us in the
Rock, not, however, without having broken | shape of an iron horse ¢ the timbers of the  fears are realized. Our light burns low;
a particle from its outer point as a souvenir , trestle do not project but a few inches from - flickers a moment, and. is gone. But we
of our visit, take a purting glance at the the rail. We can scarcely hope to outrun have matches and a candle. We take a

that iron horse, and yet we make the ef-!
fort. Impossible! It emits a succession,
of deathly shrieks behind us, and we can |
almost feel its scalding breath about us,
There is one chance of escape. We are;
not long in perceiving it. Just ahead of us
a timber proj-cts, perhaps two feet from
the rail. W throw ourselves despairingly
upon the rail »imullaneously, and, like a
flash, are clinging to the welcome projec-
tion. W feel thy séalding tears of the
huge monster trickle upon our upturned
faces, s he weeps in sad anticipation of
the horrible muidyr he seemed forced - to
commit. :
Following the Narrow Gauge R. R. to
the Point Hotel, we descend the western
slope of the mountain and pass around the
point, where we reach the turnpike leading
to the hase of the mountain. During the
afternoon we take another branch of the
Belt R. R. and visit the National Ceme-
tery. We enter a massive arched gateway
37 feet in height, built of Alabama lime-
stone at a cost of $17,000. On the outside
of the gateway we read the following in-
scription :

NarioNarn MiLitary CEMETERY.
Chattanooga, A.D., 1863,

and upon the inside the inscription :
“ Here Rest in Peace 12,956 Citizens
Who died for their Country

In the years 1861 to 1865.”
The cemetery is of a circular shape, hav-
a circumference of nearly a mile, and con-
taining seventy-five and one-half acres.
It is divided into sections, each section be-
ing marked by a granite obelisk, and desig-
nated by letters. The graves of the known
are marked by small marble headstones,
inscribed simply with the soldier’s name
and his state. The unknown graves are
marked by a small granite block, contain-
ing no inscription except the number of
the grave. In section H we find eight
headstones in the form of a semicircle.
There are the graves of the eight men who
were hung for the capture of the passenger
locomotive Big Shanty on the Western and
Atlantic R. R. in 1862. In the centre of
the cemetery rises a knoll upon which
stands a rostrum. Equidistant around this
rostrum are four huge cannon standing on
end, one of which bears a bronze shield
containing the inscription :
United States
NATIONAL MILITARY CEMETERY,

Chattanocoga,

[Established 1862,]
Tiepnionts ... . .o 12,876

From here we pass to the Superinten-
dent’s Lodge, where we register our names
in the Visitors’ Register and take our leave
of the City of the Dead.

We wait near the gateway of the ceme-
tery until the little train of the Belt R. R.
arrives, by which we are carried to East
Lake, at the base of Missionary Ridge, hav-
ing passed en route much of the battle
ground of the same name. We leave our
little train here, and ascending the ridge
on foot, pass along the summit of the moun-
tain to where a sign marks the headquar-
ters of Gencral Bragg. Here my compan-
ion is rewarded for the search which he
has kept up since he reached the ridge, by
finding a vifle bullet, which he carefully
wraps up and places in his pocket. Far-
ther on the north-west is a small mound
know as Orchard Knob, the headquarters
of General Grant, caprured and held for
part of a day by the Confederate Granger.
A short distance from Orchard Knob we
hail an electric motor car, and soon are at
the depot. Here we board a vrain for
Chickamauga Battle Field Station. We
visit Horseshoe Ridge, the headquarters of
General Thomas, and the most hotly con-
tested ground of that terrible struggle.
During the evening we visit 316 Walnut
street, Department Headquarters, estab-
lished by General Rosecrans, and 110 First
street, the headquarters of General Sher-
man. On the corner of Fourth and Mar-
ket streets stands a somewhat battered
three-story brick structure of historical
interest. The building is now used by the
city for its city offices and police head-
quarters. Daring the war its upper floors
were used as a prison by both the Federals
and Confederates.

For two days we have wandered over
Lookout's lofty summit; to-day we shall
enter its bosom and leara the secrets of its
innermost recesses. Directly under the
north-east point, of Lookout Mountain, and
close’to the tracks of the Touisville, Nash-
ville and Chattanooga railways,” we find
the entrance to Lookout Cave. Armed
with a lantern, a can of oil, a box of match-
es, some pine torches, a lunch basket and a
tallow candle, we enter the subterranean.
For the first mile we meet with little ob-
struction. The cave is roomy, and, though
somewhat rough, presents a fair pathway.
Qur lantern, however, does not readily ac-
custom itself to the changed atmosphere,
and gives a flickering and uncertain light.
Examining our compass we now find we
are traveling a direction exactly opposite
that at which we entered the cave. Our
course becomes very irregular, now
circling in one direction, now another ;
now turning sharp angles, until finally we
lose all knowledge of direction, and are
never willing to agree with our compass.
About a mile and a half from the entrance
we find a ladder, which we descend, pass
through a narrow opening on all-fours, un-
til we find ourselves in a narrow fissure of
rock, too narrow to be comfortable, and
vanishing in the distance. We have evi-
dently ““lost the trail.” We return by the
ladder and resume our course. Now we
cross a deep pit, bridged by a huge mass of
rock, 30 feet, perhaps, in length, tilted at
a sharp angle of the wall on one side, and
falling off abruptly on the opposite side.
Imagine a sharp-roofed house divided into
two equal parts. at the saddle-board, and
one half removed. Then imagine yourself
using this peak as a bridge, and you
will have a very good idea of our posi-
tion. Weare over. But what has hap-
pened toour lantern? It growsdim. - Has
the oil burned low? We give it a shake.
No, there is plenty of oil. What if our

- | Gate of the temple.

in the bowels of the earth in total dark-
ness, with hundreds of gaping pits, bridged
merely by narrow shelves of rock, between
ourselves and sunlight, Yes, our worst

match and attempt to ignite it upon the
wall. One, two, three, a dozen are tried
in rapid Dall, phosph

streaks upon the wall, giving, amid the
gloom, a weird and ghostly appearance to
our surroundings, is the only result. Air
incapable of supporting combustion, is cer-
tainly not an lnviting element in which to
tarry. Surely the air cannot be at fault,
or we should have probably gone out with
the lantern. The difficulty is evidently
with the matches, We start to grope our
way outwards. It is slow and difficult
work. We have not gone far when we stop
and endeavor to find some way out of the
difficulty, which means also out ef the
cave. A search through our pockets brings
to light a match of another kind. Will
this ignite? We make the attempt. A
faint light breaks forth. Our little candle
is lighted, and we can see each other, but
very little else. We take the lamp from
our lantern, turn it over, and examine the
fluid as it trickles down. It is water.
There has been water at the bottom from
which the oil has burned away. We refill
the lamp with oil, and now we have quite
a brilliant light. We turn and resume our
inward journey. The passage way contin-
ues much the same. We now drink from
a spring said to be five miles from the en-
trance of the cave, and continue, amid
more or less obstructions, perhaps two
miles. Here we find ‘a larger deposit of
earth, resembling ochre, brought here, of

course, when the cave was a subterraneous
water channel. On our return journey, be-
coming accustomed to the way, and having
a good light, we grow somewhat reckless
in our haste. A jump is made with the
lantern. It strikes against a projecting
rock. The lamp becomes unfastened, falls,
strikes upon a shelf of rock, and drops,
like McGinty, *‘ to the bottom of the hole.”
Our candle is brought into requisition, and
when we at last reach the mouth. of the
cave, the stars are twinkling overhead.

J. EpwiN SrocoMs.
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The Scene of the Agony.

A VISIT TO THE SORROWFUL GETHSEMANE
IN THE NINETEENTH CENTURY.

On the very lowest slope of the Mount of
Olives deep down and unseen beyond the
inclosing wall of the temple area, lies the
garden which is so associated with the sac-
red story—Gethsemane, the scene of the
agony. Almost opposite to it, on the other
side of the road which traverses the narrow
valley, is what is now called the Golden
Gate, supposed to have been the Beantiful
It would tethenatural
and nearest way by which to reach that
sacred retirement. By this gate no doubt
the betrayer and his stealthy band would
follow the steps of the Lord to his favorite
haunt, scealing down under the twilight
gkies to where the shade of the pale olives
sheltered his prayers and mysterious an-
guish, and the troubled dozing of the dis-
ciples * sleeping for sorrow ’ confused by the
strange uncomprehended tide of events
which was drawing their feet towards some-
thing they knew nos what. And by this
path again no doubt they led their prisoner
back, avoiding the peopled way, hurrying
him into the stronghdld of his enemies.

It is said that there exists a Moslem tra-
dition that by fhis gate the Messiah is to
ride into the holy place taking back his
kingdom and consequently the precaution
has been taken—a curiously ineffeotual one
considering the greatness of the event—of
building up the gate. There is something
even in this superstition which is grateful
to the imaginative mind. And the singul-
arly touching juxtaposition of the temple
gate and the garden gate is still more
memorial. Gethsemane itself, asite about
which there is no manner of doubt, is now
a garden of flowers protected by trim pal-
ings—a garden, orderly and well cared for,
which gives a certain shock to the mind,
but rather for the first moment than per-
manently.

Rest Restores Health.

Weariness is generally a physiological
““ebb tide” which time and patience will
convert into a flow. It is never well to
spur a worn out horse, except in the direst
straits. If he mends his pace in obedience
to the stimulus every step is a drop drawn
from his life blood.

Idleness is not one of the faults of the
present age; weariness is one of its com-
monest experiences. The checks that many
a man draws on his physiological resources
are innumerable, and as the resources are
strictly limited, like any other ordinary
banking account, it is vary easy to bring
about a balance on the wrong side.

One day’s holiday in the week and one
or two months in the year for those who
work exceptionally hard usually bring the
credit balance to a highly favorable condi-
tion, and thus with care and management
physiological solvency is secured and main-
tained. But a physiological fortune is as
good a thing, or even a better thing than a
money friend.

Stored resources well invested keep the
mind easy and the body youthful. If,
however, a man have not these, hat only
enough of strength to go on steadily from
day to day he should watch carefully
against excessive weariness. A feeling of
prostration is the dark thunder cloud that
portends a change in the atmosphere.

Episox ANDp THE CocKroACHES.—Edi-
son’s youthful experiments with electrical
executions were with cockroaches, a vera-
cious story informs us. One night he was
found with a lot of them penned up in a
corner. He had passed a circuit of electric-
ity through a channel of moisture around
the insect poison, thus egtablishing a dead
line for the insects. Every one st.tempting.
the passage dropped dead, and every one
was compeiled to make the attempt: not
more than one kick was given before life
was destroyed.

The People’s Mistake.

People make a sad mistahe often with
serious results when they neglect a consti-
pated condition of the bowels. Knowin
that Burdock Blood Bitter: is an effect
cure at any stage of constij..iion, does not
warrant us in neglecting tv ase it as the

light should fail us? Baried three miles

.

right time, Use it now.

To the Point.

When people see a man advertise they
conclude he is a business man.—Eimire
(N. Y.) World.

The man who does not find advertising
profitable generally finds business unprefit-
able.—N., C. Fouwler, Jr.

Advertising is the rhetoric and not the
logic of trade; it’s business is to persuade
and convince.—Modern Advertisement.
Newspaper advertising, rightly started,
rightly stuck to, solidly backed up, ensures
business success.— Ayer’s Ncwspaper
Annual,

You do not, any of you, advertise
enough. You are asleep and want your
business to run itself. Yon ought to use
printer’s ink every day.—P. T. Barnum,
Care should be taken to see that every
p s business  ides
clearly and definitely, so as to be easily
remembered.—J. W, Thompson.

Was newspaper advertising & success
with you last year? If not—why not? it
pays others. It ought to pay you ; and will
if wisely done.—Ayer's Newspaper Annual,
Get a good article, advertise liberally
but judiciously ; advertise the truth; set
forth the announcement in a neat, simple
but pleasing way, and satisfactory results
will follow.—Home Journal.

No form of communication with the
public is so cheap as newspaper advertis-
ing; no agent is so moderate in his charge
and none 2o untiring in his work as the live
newspaper,—Rome Sentinel.
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Let the skeptic look around him in any
city or business centre, and note the most
successful business men there. Who are
they? The careful and judicious adver-
tisers, invariably.—Reading ( Pa.) Eagle.
That the longest pole does not always
knock the persimmon (especially should
the long pole lie in innocuous desuetude
while the short one is being vigorously
wielded) is most forcibly illustrated in the
art of advertising.—Southern Live Stock
Journal.

To be conspicuous in a crowd, one must
bave marked characteristics. So it is with
an advertisement in the crowded columns
of a newspaper; in order to produce the
best result, it must be clear, definite, con-
spicuous and fresh.—J. W. Thompson.

To reach the people and to hold before
them your name and business in honest
pays. Pr not kept,
or, to speak more plainly, dishonest adver- .
tisements, not only injure the advertiser’s
business, but also the paper that contains
them.—-Inland Printer.

The prevaliing idca seems to be that the
greater the variety of types used in an
adverti the hand it is, and
black rules, fancy dashes, ‘“‘ornaments”-
are brought in to assist in deforming the
advertisement. This Jis all wrong. The

simplest is always the best.—N. Y. Home
Journal, -

adverti

t

There are hosts of honorable advertisers,
the number of which is daily increasing,
who would no more think of misrepresent-
ing in their advertisement than they would
in their office or salesroom. It pays con-
sumers to read the announcements of re-
sponsible and honorable firms for the sake
of the business information they gain.—
Table Talk.

BT I
—In one of New York's largest oil houses
is employed a boy somewhat under size,
whose duties are to keep the office clean
and make himself useful. One day the
senior member of the firm happened to
chaff the little fellow about being so small,
and said to him :
* You will never amount to much, you
are too small.”
The little fellow looked up from the
work he was doing and said :
“Small as I am I can do something thas
no one else about here can do.”
““ Oh, what is that-?” asked his employer.
“1 don’t know as I ought to tell you,”
he replied.
But the employer urged him to tell what
he could do that no one else about that
place was able to do.
“1can keep from swearing,” said the
little fellow.
There was a blush on more than one
face present, and no anxiety for further in-
formation from the very small boy.

A REMEDY FOR SLEEPLESSNESS.—The
most potent and most perfect remedy for
sleeplessness is to drink hot water. If one
awakens in the night, as hopelessly wide
awake as if galvanized or electrified with
vital activity, an inyariable remedy is a
Elm of perfectly hot water. It can be
eated over the gas or a spirit lamp, and
sipped while almost at boiling heat, and
one who tries it will find himself going off
to sleep like an infant, and getting the
most restful and peaceful sleep imaginable.

_———————

Lare.—Man has two minutes and a half
to live—one to smile—one to sigh—and »
half to love—for in the middle of this
minutes he dies.

But the grave is not deep—it is the shin-
ing tread of am angel that seeksus. When
the unknown hand throws the last fatal
dar® at the"head of man—then boweth he
his head, and the dart only lifts the crown
of thorns from his wounds.

TeRRIFIC SPEED,—People have no ‘idea
of the fatal speed of express trains. Itisa
common thing to see their buffers bespat-
tered with blood after a long and quick
run. The noise of their approach distirbs
the small birds from the hedge rows, and as
they fly across the line along comes the
thunderer at a speed of which they have no
conception and dashes them to pieces.
What is a Day’s Labor ?

One day’s work for a healthy liver is te
secrete three and a half pounds of bile. If
the bile secretion be deficient, coustipation
ensues ; if profuse, biliousness and jaundice
arise. Burdock Blood Bitters is the most
perfect liver latorknown in medicine for
preventing and curing all liver troubles.

—That wonderful kite-shaped track at

dependence, Ia., i to get In its
work. The stallion Nelson has been doing
some remarkable trotting upon it recently.
Hislmost notable achievement thus far has
been to break the stallion record by trot-
ting a milein 2.113.

LR

—A pretty girl rattles this off like lunch
“ Six silver sieves of sifted thistles and &
sieye of unsifted thistles. I am a sifted
thistle sifter and an unsifted thistle sifter
with & sieve of sifted thistles and a sieve of
unsifted thistles.”

P e

—The income derived by French people
who rear fowls, according to official returns,
is 337,100,000 franes, of which 153,500,060
francs t the value of the flesh and
183,600,000 francs that of the eggs.




