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JOB PRINTING,
SUCHE Ax
HANDBILLS,

CIRCULARS,

; BLANKS,

BIlLlL HEADS,

| ENECUTED WITH NEATNESS AND DISPATCH,

Parties having Real or Personal Pro per-
ty for sale can obtain descriptive hand hills
neatly execated and at City Prices,

ESTABLISILED 18252, |

JOSIAH H. D. SMOOT,

DEALER I

Lumber, Shingles, Laths, |

NAILS, LIME, CEMENT, CALCINED |

PLASTER, &c., &c., &e. |

MANUFACTURER OF

FLOORING, DOORS, SASH, BLINDS,
F RAMES, MOULDINGS, MANTELS,
BRACKETS AND ALL KIND OF
WOOD WORK:

Fae-
fory Nos. 13 and 15 North Lee §t,,

ALEXANDRIA. VA.

g#"~ Seasoned Lumber and flooring kept
under cover.
March 18, 1886—y.

SPRINCG

KFinds me with the largest and most com-
plete stock T have ever had of \

COACIT FINDINGS, o
BLACKSMITH SUPPLIES, *
and HEAVY HARDWARE.
Comprising an immense assortment of
Wheels, Wheel Stock, A xles and Springs,
Carriage Cloths, Carpets, Lamps, &c.,
Horse Shoe Nails and Shoes, Bar
Iron and Steel ete., ete,, ete,
—AGENT FOR—
“CASTORINE,” The Great Axle Oil. |

Sells rapidly wherever introduced. niver- |
sally pronounced the best. ‘

Rerarn Prices—Ponies, 10 cents; pints,
80 cents; quarts, 50 cents,  Liberal dis-
count to the trade.

‘GAUTIER’ Barb Fence Wire,

DEST AND CHEAPERT.
Steel Harrow Teeth,
ATL BIZER.

Carriage and Wagon Builders will find
it to their interest to correspond with me
before placing orders elsewhere.

J. B. KENDALL, ;
619 B Street. |

618 Penna. Ave.
WASHINCTON. D. C.

B T

| H. G. DUDLEY. 3.

WANTED—To correspond with saw mill ‘
owners having facilities, for furnishing Ouak,
Sawed Felloes, Cart Shafts, Sills, etc., in
car lots for cash,

Respectfully, |
J. B. KENDALL. |
April 1, 80—1% |

MOORE'S HOTEL

AND :

Summer Resorf.

I take pleasure in informing my custom- |
ere and the traveling public that I have
thoroughly renovated my house, improved
and reglwd the same and am fully prepared
to accommodate both

~ PROFESSIONAL.

'Ii. HARRIS CAMALIER.  ENOCH B, ABELL,,

THE undersigned, Attorneys-at-Law and

Solicitors in Chancery, have, this 1st day of
of January, 1880, formed a co-partnership
in the practice of their profession, under the
name and style of

CAMALIER & ABELL.

They will practice in the county of St.
Mary'sand the adjoining counties.  Especial
attention will be paid to the collection of
claims.  Address,

CAMALIER & ABELL, Leonardtown.
St. Mary's county, Md.
B. Harris CAMALIER,
Exocn B, ABELL.
Jan 8, 18851t

TNMAN'L C. IAMMETT,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
LEONARDTOWN, MD,

Having removed nis Law Oflice to the

room adipiring his dwelling house, lately oc- |

cupied 88 the Post Office, will be pleased to
see all his ald friends and clients and as
many new ones as may sce fit to call

All business intrusted to him will receive
prompt attention

Special attention paid to the Collection of
Claims aund the Sale and Conveyance of
Real Estate

Jang'851m

JO. F. MORGAN,

Attorney and Counsellor at Law
and Agent for Connecticut Mutual Life In-
surance Company, Mutual Life of New

York and Royal Fire Insurance of Liver- |

pool,
LEONARDTOWN, Md.
April 1, 1880—tf,

DANIEL R. NAGRUDER,
(late of the Court of Appeals.)

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
Has associated himself with Messrs, CAM-

| ALIER & ABELL of Leonardtown, Md.,

for the trial of cases in the Circuit Court for
St. Mary’s County
OFFICE AND ADDRESS,
Annapolis, Md.
Apr b 83 !

WALTER I. DAWKINS,

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
LEONARDTOWN, MD.
Special attention given to collection of
claims.
Sept 20, 85—yt

HENRY F. SPALDING,

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
No. 25 Lexington St., Baltimore, Md.
Prompt attention given to all business in-
trusted to hig care,
Jan 1, 85—t

GEORGE BLAKISTONE,
Attorney-at-Law,
45 Lexington St., Baltimore, Md.
Will continue to practice in the Courts of
St Mary's and adjoining connties.
June 6, 1878.

D. 8. BRISCOE,
Attorney and Counsellor-at-Law,
41 St. Paul'’s Street, Baltimore, Md,
Jan. 16, 1873—tf.

R. C COMBS,
Attorney-at-Law,
Leonardtown, Md.

Aug. 12—tf.

W. CARPENTER
W. J. EDELEN

DUDLEY & CARPENTER,

GIENERAL
Commission Merchants,

No. 57 Light Street,
BALTIMORE-

Sell Tobacco, Grain ¥ Coun-
try Produce.

Particular attention given to the carefu

| sampling of Tobacco,

Permanent and Transient Boarders.

The BAR, in every particular, complete.
My stables have been rebuilt and are in first-
class condition for accommodation of horses
and the storage of all kinds of vehicles.
Call and see for yourselves.

HERBERT F. MOORE,

Proprietor
June 25, 85—tft

G. W. CARROLL. J W. BRADLEY

CARROLL & BRADLEY.

GENERAL

Commission Merchants
FOR THE SALE OF

Qrain and all kinds of Country Produce,
No. 16 Camden Street,
BALTIMORE.

REFERENCES BY PERMISSION.
Judge C. F. Goldsborough, Cambridge, Md;
Hon. D. M. Henry, Cambridge, Md. i
. J. Dail & Co., Baltimore, Md.
Hurst, Purnell & Co., Baltimore, Md. |
R. R. Butler, Trappe, Md. |
Dr. H. W. Houston, E. N. Market, Md. |
Nat. Farmers & Planters Bank, Baltimore, |
Md.
|

Oct 18, 1888—yt

BURCH & MONTGOMERY,

GENERAL PRODUCE

Commission Merchants,

939 La. Ave. and 10thSt., Washington, D. |
Particular attention paid to thesale of |
cattle, sheep, poultry, eggs, &c.
Nov. 19, 1885—tf.

SHERIFF.

town, April 5, '86. |
ou will please an-
. JELLY as a candi-
date for theds t the next election
end say that he w cordially support-
ed by the public generally.

April 8, '86—tf,

nyune

.?un b5, 824—t
FERTILIZERS REDUCED IN COST 70 FARMERS
Quallty Kept up to full Standard.

WE sell onr Fertilizers to responsible buy-
ers on crop time at same prices as hereto-
fore, but now without interest, a saving of six

per cent. to farmers. A liberal discount for |

cash,

For Tobefco buy our

ctor.

It has stood the test of 7 years trial, and has
the deserved reputation of making the

Pinest quality and as much Tebacco
as any Fertilizer in the market.
fire but keeps the Tobacco gruwinlg until
ripe and curing nicely. A special Tobacco
and Wheat Fertilizer—good for all crops.

OUR WAVERLY, specialty for Wheat,
and Wheat and Corn Fertilizer have proven
their value for these and other crops.

Our fertilizers are rich in the best crop
producing elements—in the most perfect

| combination—and we confidently offer them

to farmers for good crope, fine clover fields
and permanent improvement of their lands.
Orders solicited.

THOMAS C. PRICE & CO,

Commission Merchants
36 S. Chas. St, Baltimore,
FOR THE BALE OF

TOBACCO, GRAIN, WOOL and all coun-
try produce.

LEO H. HAYDEN, former Tobacco In- |

spector, gives his personal attention to this
branch.
Consignments solicited.
March 26, 85—tf}

For Ice Cold Beer and
good old MONTICELLO WHISKEY go
o
E. WALTER MATTINGLY,
Mechanicsville,

St. Mary’s county, Md.
Aug. 27, 1885—3m.

W

It does not |

CALLING THE ANGELS,
»mean to doit.. Some day, some day,
We mean to slacken this fevered rush
That is wearing our very souls away ;

And grant to our loaded hearts a hush
That iz only enough to let them hear
The footsteps of angels drawing near.

We mean to doit, O, never doubt,

When the burden of daytime broil iz o'er
We'll =it and muse while the stars come out,
As the patriarchs sat at the open door
Of their tents, with a heavenward-gazing

eye,
To watch for the angels passing by.

We've seen them afar at high noontide,
When fiercely the world’s hot flashing
beat ;
Yet never have bidden them turn aside
And tarry awhile in converse sweel,
| Nor prayed them to hallow the cheer we
spread,
To drink our wine and break our bread.

| We promise our hearts that when the stress
Of life-work reaches the longed-for close,
! When the weight that we groan with hind-

ers less

We'll loosen our thoughts to such repose
| As banisheg care's disturbing din,
| And then—we'll eall the angels in.

[ The day that wedreamed of comesat length,
| When, tired of every mocking quest
And broken in spirit and shorn of strength,
We drop, indeed, at the door of rest,
And wait and watch as the day wanes on—
But the angels we meant to eall are gone !

Scenes from the Life of Col. Jas. Bowie: {

| AN INCIDENT IN HIS LIFE.

In the year 1834 business carried
me te New Orleans, where [ remained
|several weeks. In company with a
friend, the night preceding my depar-
ture, [ visited a celebrated gambling
hell, kept by Harvey TLang, a well
[ kncwn gambler and duelist. Tt was
| midnight when we entered, and the
room wag ahout half full. My friend
| directed my attention toa table which
gtood in the middle of the room, and
luround which were standing a num-
[ ber of well dressed men, :\lroﬁlwm
jarmed to the teeth. Several were!
subsequently pointed out to me by |
my friend as men whose names I had |
often heard mentioned, and who acted |
as a body guard of Lang; for every |
duelist of note then, as now, had a |
]'-ll‘l)' of men \\'hvwc weapons were |
ready to do his bidding, and who al- |
ways accompanied him when he went
forth to meet a foe, Before this table
stood Iarvey Lang, the renowned du-
elist, whose fearful deeds had made |
him for years the terror of the city.

I gazed upon him with the same curios-
[ity that a man would Teel when gazing |

| idently forced, and said—

| ‘Why, man, do you suppose that I
am afraid of Bowie? F, wiy '
fought nineteen duels, and yviways

‘Because he is eaid to be Uslonel
Bowie's best friend.'

A scowl passed over the ganbler's
face, and again his hand wandeged to
his oelt,

‘Well, what if he is his frienli?" he
asked.

“Why," said the other, hmit:q'ngly,
‘if you should fight Prince, Bowie will
act a8 his second, and if yon shofld hit
him, which I think you will, ke will
challenge you.' !

‘And then ?" said the gambler, in-
quiringly.

‘He will kill you," was théga®

The gambler l:lllghe&,:hui Iy 4

killed my adversary at the (&t fire,
If he challenges me, I will m§at him,

‘Bowie is a dead shot,’ saidfthe first
speaker. ‘I have often seen I§u drive
a nail into a tree with a pist§l at ten

yards,'
'M'V

“What of that?' said Lar

| y -
| eye is ag sharp, my hand is o' steady

as his, Who cares for Bowic! Not
I? Perhaps you do not knowjthat T
have long wished to meet himfand I
would not now miss keeping y ap-
pointment with Prince for ten tf:ous-
and dollars,'
A shiver passed over his fime as
he concluded, and he raised b hand
to his brow.
‘Why, Lang, what ails yol ?' ex-
claimed Thompson, ‘Are youill ?'
‘I-—I believe eo," said the gambler,
rising from his chair, and staggering
to and fro like a drunken may, ‘By
! There it is again! Take it

away !'

‘I'ake what away ?' asked Fhomp-
son, catching him in his armein time
to prevent him from falling,

‘Did you see it? inquird Lang,
staring wildly towards a distant part
of the room.

‘See what ?" inquired Thonpson.

‘Black Tom.’

The men looked at each other, but
none !-'IIUI(U.

‘Bring me a glass of brardy,’ said
Lang. ‘Let it be as strongas h—1!
No water for me.

The liquor was brought, and the du-
elist drained the glass to thelast drop.
In a few moments he rose from the
floor and seated himself. Iis face
wag ag pale as that of a corpse, and
his hand trembled violently. ‘Thorp-
g0l e gl anddanin anq thgertoe

itatel or a few moments his eye

‘Why, you eurely don't wean to say |
you really think that yonr mother |
came to your bedside last night ? said
Thompson, ’
, ‘I do, was the reply.

The men looked at each other with
astonishment. “

‘And more," continned the dueligt, |
‘T believe that T am to fall by the hand |
of Colonel James Bowie,' ‘

‘What are your reasons for think- |
ing o ?' vl ]

The duelist drew his knife and |
romted to two letters stamped on the
lade,

knife formerly belonged to him.'

‘And how did you come to get it ?'
inquired Thompson,

‘Bowie gave it to a friend, who be-
queathed it to me,’ was the reply.

‘And you really think you are to
fall by his hand ?'

‘T do; and T shall not cease to think
8o until I know that he is dead.’

‘And yet you said that you were
not afraid of him,'

‘And I am not," said Lang.

‘Have vou ever met him ? asked
one of the men,

‘Never," was the reply.

At this moment the door opened,
and a man entered, Notwithstand-
ing the warmth of the season, his fig-
ure was enveloped in a heavy cloak,
which concealed every part of his body
| and lefwing only a patt of his face
'exponm. to view. As he entered he

drew his hat closer over his eyes, and

| I noticed particularly that he endea-
vored to conceal his face as much as
possible.  Walking slowly towards
the centre of the room, he surveyed
the company for a moment, and tilen
asked—

‘Can T gee the proprietor of this
house ¥

‘If you mean Harvey Lang, I'm the
man," said Lang, rising.

The stranger surveyed him for a
moment from head to foot, and his
eyes flashed with a strange light.

‘I have brought a message from
Jack Prince,’ he said, slowly; and

‘Here are his initials, he said. ‘The |

again Lis aye wandered over the face
of the duelist, Suddenly he canght
gight of the huge bowie knife which
Lang carried in his belt, and he ut-
tered an exclamation of surprise. The
gambler heard it, and asked impati-
ently—

‘Well, what is your message ?'

‘Merely that Prince cannot meet
oo, hnnavee he s serionaly ill,and—'

‘Stuff!I' exclaimed the duelist, snap-

The young man made no reply ?
‘He challenged me.

he fell.

said the youth,

‘Beware!" said Bowie, his eyes glit- |

tering with anger, and breathing t hick
and chort, a sure sign that he was
deeply excited, ‘Beware. Many have
fought with me, but none have lived
to tell of mny skill.'

‘Here is another gentleman who
wishes to make your acquaintance,’

i said Lang,

‘T have no wish to make his,' re-
turned Bowie. ‘But I can't stand
hergzvut.inq m{ time.'

‘You forget that we intend to
tain you,' said Lang,

‘If you can,' was the calm reply.
‘Harvey Lang,' and he raised his fin-
ger warningly, ‘I have no wish to
add you to my catalogne of vietiwms,
You are too near death already to
require that T should shorten yom
life with a bullet.'

‘But yon must stay here,' said Lang,
‘Don't yon see that you cannot leave
the room ?'

‘And what is there to prevent me ?
Come, tell me that.'

‘T'hese men.’

Bowie burst into a loud laugh.,

‘T have encountered five times this
number, single handed,’ ho eaid.
‘Harvey Lang, T command you to bid
these man leave thedoor. What! Dare
{ou disobey me?' And placing one
and behind the back of his neck, he
drew forth a long, glittering knife,
while with the other he drew a pistol
from his belt and cocked it.

‘Dare level that pistol at me and
I'll slay yon where you stand !' cried
Lang, 1n a voice of thunder; and in a
moment one of his long dueling pistols
was leveled at Bowie, while that of
the latter was levelled at the gam-
bler,

And thus for full five minutes stood
those two men—the two greatest
duelists that ever lived—their fingers
on the triggers, and their eyes flash-
ing fire. A smile was upon Bowie's
lips, but his glittering, piercing blne
eyes, were fixed upon the gambler
with such intensity that hig own
queiled beneath it, and he wsuffered
his arm to fall slowly to his side. For
a moment Bowie “Fpe“md a8 if hesi-
tating whether to fire or not, and then
decided the point by dropping his
arm, suddenly, and saying—

‘You ses, I had your life in my
hands, ]

des

‘And this is the renowned Jack

We met, and | Prince,’ thonght I. *“What u subject

‘ ., |fora painter! what a charater for
And T have sworn to avenge him,' | a novelist! One of the richest men

in the South, ke hates the rich be-
cause they are rich, The owner of
more glaves than any two men in the
country, he suffers them to do as (hey
please, and consequently his plania-
tions are better taken eare of than
those who think that the only way to
make slaves work is to flog tliem,
The most relentless duelist in the
country, he is the kindest waster to
his slaves,  The hest—'

My reflections were cut short by
the entrance of Lang, He was ac-
companiad by three men—
whom was "'hompson, another en
Lang, and the third a stranger, ©

‘Let's liquor," said Lang, walkin
up to the bar. Bowie harr his lmdc
towards him, consequently he was not
immediately recognized. = ‘Stand ont
of the way, and he gave Bowie a push
with his elbow,

‘Good morning,’ said the latter,
smiling politely,

‘To hell with your good morninge,
and with you too!" cried the gambler,
drawing a pistol.  In an instant
Bowie's well tried blade was in hia
hand.  Not wishing to take any part
in the affray T steppel to the opposite
side of the room,

‘T thought that you were afraid to
meet me," snid Lang, as he canght
sight of the grinning features of Prince
over Bowie's shoulder. ‘Fool! I will
publish you in the papers as a coward,
and horsewhip you every time we
meet,'

‘Then you will publish a lie," said
Prince, ‘and you will find it no enay
matler to lay a horsewhip on my
shoulders,’

‘Are these your seconde? asked
Bowie,

‘They are,’ said Liang. Draw your
pietol.  Ten paces is the distance.’

‘1 have no pistol," snid Bowie, hat
that wakes no difference with me,
ive !’

‘Are you unarmed ?'

‘I have my knife," was the reply.

[t ie not my destiny to fal

upon a lion, and wondered that so | wandered up and down the room, and | ping his fingers." Confess at once, is | here. Harvey Lang, we shall meet

small a frame could hold so great a |
heart. For Lang wag not over five
feet six inches in height, but his ex-
treme thinness made him appear some-
what taller. So far as I was able to
judge, he appeared to be about thir-
ty years of age, bnt digsipation was
rapidly doing ite work upon him, and
hig wrinkled forehead and bloodshot
eves told of the sleepless nights
and days spent in debauchery and
at the 'g:numg table. Ever and
anon he turned his head and gazed
quickly up and down the room, scan-
ning rapidly the face of every new
comer. Occasionally a frown would
gather around the corners of his mouth, |
and his hand, unconsciously perhaps, |
would grasp the handle of the hnge |
bowie knife, and then drop listlessly
to his eide. In a belt, buckled tight- |
ly around his waist, were two dueling |
sistols of the largest eize, and a bowie
[(nift', the blade of which was hacked
in several places. From this descrip-
tion of the man, the reader will feel |
surprised to hear me state that I have |
never, before or since, gazed upon a
more gentlemanly looking man; and 1
| felt more confirmed in my theory, that
the best looking are generally the
greatest villains, or tospeak more tru-
ly, Satan takes care that his followers
lack not a graceful exterior and fine
features, After gazing at him a few
moments, I turned to my friend, whose
name | may as well state here was |
Dawson, and asked—

“Can it be possible, that this man l

| is the renowned duelist ?"” l
The reply was in the affirmative. |
“I say,” said a man who had enter- |

ed a few moments before, “have you |

heard the news ?"

| “No! what is it?" excldimed sev-

eral.

“Henry Rogers has been shot,” was
the reply.

‘By whom ?' exclaimed Lang, throw- |
ing (I‘:';wn the cards, and sinking into |
a chair, ¢

‘By Colonel Bowie.'

The gambler started to his feet, and
the look of hate that passed over his |
features was fearful to behold. Fora
moment his hand touched his bowie
knife, and he gazed at his informant
{as if about to annihilate Lim. Sud-

denly, however, his muscies relaxed,
| and he sank into the chair.
‘Who told you thi#?" he asked hoarse

‘No one, for I was present.’
‘Ag his second ?'

The other nodded.

‘Who was the challenger ’
‘Colenel Bowie.'

‘I thought s0,’ said Lang, and for a
few moments he appeared to be lost in
thought.

‘T gay,” ¢aid a wan by the name of
Thormpson, ‘is it true that you are en-
gaged to fight Jack Prince”’

‘It is s0, said Lang, playing with
the handle of his knife.

‘Well,” continued the other, ‘if I
was in your place I'd let him alone.’

‘Why ?' asked Lang, his features as-
suming an expression of surprise,

|

o

then appearing to gain confidence, he
continued. ‘Do you believe in appa-
ritions ?'

‘Believein what?' exclaimed Thomp-
#on.

‘In ghosts ?'

‘Not 1. was the reply.
you ask '

‘Why do |

1e not afraid to meet me ?'
‘Afraid to meet you ?' exclaimed
the other.
‘Yes, afraid!" was the reply.
is a coward ?'
[ ‘You are a liar!' 3
The gambler's hand clutched the
| handle of his bowie knife, while the

‘He

again, and when we do, you die,
Leave that door men, or by the God
above us, you'll rue the hour that
ever you refused to obey me.’'

Awed by his voice and manner, the
men moved away from the door, and
Bowie, still keeping his eye fixed on
the gambler, move§ slowly forward,

‘Because,’ said the duelist, speaking | deep blue eyes of the stranger flashed [ and on reaching the door opened it,

slowly and solemnly, ‘just so true as |
am #itting here, just so true is it that
[ saw Black Tom, the man whom |
shot three weeks ago, walk up and
down this room, and go out through
the door.'

‘And when was that” inquired
Thompson,

‘Just now," was the reply.

‘You are only trying to scare us,’
said Thompson, ~ ‘Confess, you are jo-
king.'

‘T would to God T was,' replied
Lang, solemnly. ‘Have [ not told you
of the dream T had last night ”'

The reply was in the negative.

‘Well, then, listen,' raid the duel-
ist. ‘Youn, all of yon, have seen my
mother ?  The men nodded, for their
curiogity was so great that they dis-
liked to interrupt him. ‘She was a
beautifal being, more like an angel
than one of the earth. She was the
best and kindeat of mothers, and now
that she is dead, when I think of the
many unhappy hours I cansed her, I
almost weep. You smile, gentlemen,
but it is so. Think not that becanse
[ am a duelist and the slayer of nine-
teen men, my eyes cannot drop tears
to the memory of my almost idolized
mother. See,” he exclaimed, drawing
a #mall miniature from his breast and
gazing upon ‘it with a smile so sad

| that it reminded me of the yictur.e

of our Saviour weeping over Jerusa-
lem, ‘was she not worthy of being
loved ? But pshaw ! I must remem-
ber whom I am speaking to,' and he

thrust the miniature into his bosom, |

‘Well, last night, as I lay part asleep,

| T thought my mother came to iy bed-
side, dressed all in white, just in the

same way iu which I helped to lay her
in the coffin. Her face was very white,
and my limbs chilled with an icy cold-
ness as [ gazed upon her. Ehe raised
her fingers towards Heaven, and
touched me on the shoulder. A shud-
der ran through my body, and I buried
my head beneath the bed clothes.
When 1 again looked up, [ saw her
standing by the door. ‘Have you
nothing to say to me, mothes?" I ask-
ed. For a moment she sood as if
meditating, and then slowly approach
ed the l’ﬂ:'?.'

‘Did she speak ? asked Thompson,
seeing that he hesitated.

‘Yes, and these were ler words
‘My son, I have come towarn you,
In three days you will @ll by the
hand of—' Hereghestopped ‘Whom?'
I asked, She pr..int-:-f t my bowie
kuife, which lay upon thetable, and
then disappearel.’

‘A singular dreawm, that remarked
one of the waen.

‘Aye, but was it a dream? inquired
the gambler.

| with rage.
{ ‘Do you know who Iam ?' exclaim-
| ed the duelist,

‘Certainly,’ was the reply. ‘You
lare Harvey Lang, the duelist, mur-
derer, and gambler.’
| Harvey drew his bowie-knife, but
even while it was uplifted, his eyes
|4ancounlered those of the stranger,
and stood as if paralyzed.

‘Who afe you?' he exclaimed, in a
| voice hoarse with passion,

‘Why, man!" cried the other, with
' merry laugh, ‘do you not know me?
You hold in your hand a weapon, the
very touch of which should bring me |
to your mind. If yon wonld know |
ray name, look on the blade of your
{ knife, and you will see the letters, J,
| B, which stand for James Bowie,
| Some men call me Colonel James
| Bowie, and I like the title.'
| ‘Are you Colonel Bowie?' inqnired
| Lang, with a start,

“That is my name,’ was the reply.

“To the door men!' shouted Lang,
in a voice of exultation. Several of
the men eprang to the door and leaned
with their backs against it. ‘James
Bowie—I beg your pardon— Colonel
| JTames Bowie,' he added with a mock-
| ing bow, ‘I have long wished to see
you, and now I have you hear, I can-
not permit you to leave the house.” |

‘Indeed !” said Bowie, a smile hov- |
| ering around the corners of his mouth, ’
|‘Am I to understand that you intend |
to force me to stay here, whether I
will or no?”

“That’s it exactly,’ was the reply.‘
“You see, Colonel, I've heard so much
about, you, how you are always seek-
ing a quarrel with men of my stamp |
—gamblers, if you like the term bet- |
ter—that I have long wished to see
you, and now you are here I intend |
to keep you. Pray, let me introduce
you to some of my friends, This is
Moses Lang,’ and he pointed to a
youth of nineteen, who stood near
him.

‘I know him well,’ said Bowie, with
a sneer, ‘and I have no thanks to give
you, Harvey Lang, for the introduc-
tion. He is not worth them.’

‘Sir !" eaid the young man, coloring
with anger.

‘] have waid,’ was Bowie's reply.
“Your brother fell by my hand, and [

perceive that you are desirous of the

same honor.

‘Fell by your hand! cried the
young man angrily.  ‘Say, rather,
that you murdered him.’

‘Hark, ye,' said Bowie. ‘Your
brother when sailing up the Mississippi
in the King Philip, insulted a young
lady, a relative of mine. I heard the
insult and returned it with a blow,
Was [ not right?'

| come,” was my reply.

and in a moment he was gone,

The next morning, while buasily en-
gaged in making preparations for my
departure that afternoon to New
York, I was called down stairs into
the bar-room, in order to receive and
paK,{for geveral packuﬁea from the City
of Mexico. Amopg them were several
papers printed in the Spanish lan.
Xm}(e, which I threw on the table.

s I was paying for the goods, I felt
a hand touc{u my shoulder, and on
looking up I found myself face to face
with the I:mo of the preceeding night
—Colonel James Bowie,

‘I beg your pardon for disturbing
f'ou,' he said, ‘but do these papers be
on% to you?'

‘They do," was the reply.

‘Will you lend them to me after you
have perused them ?'

‘You may have them now, and wel-
‘Indeed, the
renowned Colonel Jaines Bowie has
but to ask any favor of me, and it
shall be granted.’

‘Ah, you know me,’ he said with a
smile.

‘T do.
night.’'

The Colonel's features flushed,

‘I was there with a friend,’ said T,
‘and it was only to gratify my curios-
ity that I went there.'

The Colonel's features brightened,

‘Your name?’ said he, extending
his hand.

[ informed him.

‘Are you not from the north?’

‘I am.'

‘Lets liquor.’

‘With pleasure.’

As we were standing by the bar,
engaged in conversation, several men
rushed into the room and approached
us,

‘Are you armed 7' cried the fore-
most, a tall stout man, whose face
bore the scars of many a desperate
conflict.

‘Certainly ! T always
Bowie's calm reply.

‘With pistol and knife?'

“With the knife only. Why do you
ask 7'

‘Because Lang will soon be here.

‘Who told you 7'

‘I passed hira as [ was coming here,
He is armed to the tecth,’

‘Well, I am ready for him,’ said
Bowie. ‘But why have you left your
lmtl £

‘Why, you didn’t think that I was
going to lay abed all day, merely be-
cause, | happened to be a little gick 7°

‘But you were seriously ill, last
night, said Bowie,

‘T am well now,” was the reply.

‘Ah, I beg you pardon, T forgot,’
and he introduced us,

I saw you at Lang's last

am, was

[and in another moment a rush

‘I will not fight you in this maunner,
eaid Lang, ‘I have the advantage of
yon,

‘Not #o," said Bowie. "Youn are to
use your pistol—1 my knife, When
I give the word, fire! Should you miss
your aim it is your own fault, and
{our death will rest upon your own

nead.’

‘Be it wo," 2aid the gambler, who
thought and rightly, that the advan-
tage was on his side. He miss his
aim ! and that when his life was at
stake ? The thought was ridiculous.

‘Do you accept my offer?' gaid
Bowie.

‘T do.'

“Then make room here,' and as the
seconds eprang to the wall, he pro-
ceded to fasten the handle of his knife
to the flat of his hand, by raeans of
his handkerchief,

‘Don't spare him,
Prince, with a grin,

Bowie's answer was a laugh,

‘Come, are yon ready 7' asked Lang,

‘I am," was the reply. ‘If yon have
any prayers to sy, m'y them now.’'

I'he gambler cocked his pistol.

‘I was about to say the same to
you," he said.

‘And I anticipatad yon," said Bowie,
#neeringly,

‘Make ready !" shouted Prince, in a
clear voice; and I saw him grasp (he
handle of & huge bowie knife, while
he darted a look of hatred at Thowmp-
son, All the wen in the room were
armed, and I plainly saw that a
desperate fight was about to take

Bowie," waid

ll'a’l“".
“Take aim!" again eried Prince;
and in another moment came the

fatal word—

‘Fire!'

A report was heard o lond that it
shook the house and broke many of
the windowe. A lond laugh l)lfom
Bowie told me that he was unhurt,
and a

| heavy fall told me that Harvey Lang

wan dead.

‘Did T not tell you, that when next
we met yon must die," said Bowie, as
he bent over the body.

‘It is you turn, now,"shouted Prince,
and he eprang towards Thompson,
The struggle lasted but a moment,
and as Prince rose from the floor, he
muttered—

‘What a queer blow ! I aimed the
kuife at his neck, and the blade passed
through Lis heart. Queer | wory.

Oun looking around for the remain-
ing seconds of Lang, we found that
they had disappeared. Thus ended
the great duel between Colonel James
Bowie and Harvey Lang.

- e -

Never defer until to-morrow what
should be attended to to-day. A
slight congh shouldn’t be neglectad
when Dr. Bull's Congh Syrap will
cure it.

The readers of our publication are
requested to use Salvation Qil for any
and all pains, It is a sure cure and
costs only 25 cents.

- -

peh.. A lady reader of the Union has
a charming little danghter hetween 2
and 3 years of age. The other day
the little one, following her mother
abont the house, heard her complain
about the mice. That evening the
child, kneeling beside its mother, fin-
ished ity prayers with, “And pleave,
Giod, don't make any more mice,' —
Rochester Unwon,
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