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JOSIAH 11. D. SMOOT,'
DEALER I*

Lumber, Shingles, Laths,
nails, lime, cement, calcined

PLASTER, *c., &c„ &f.

MANUFACTURER OK

FLOORING. DOORS. SASH. BUNDS,

I RAMES, MOULDINGS, MANTELS,

BRACKETS AND ALLKIND OF

WOOD WORK;

.
{liftami yanl No. 21 North Ihi St. lat-

ter) Km. Li anil 15 Will Lre Sl„

ALEXANDRIA VA-

jujsr Seasoned Lumber and flooring kept
under cover.

March 18,188(5— y.

SPRING
Finds me with the largest and most com-
plete stock 1 have ever had of ~

> '

COACH FINDINGS,
’

•
BLACKSMITH SUPPLIES, •

and HEAVY HARDWARE.
Comprising an immense assortment of

Wheels, Wheel Stock, Axles and Springs,
Carriage Cloths, Carpets, Larn|>, &e.,

Horse Shoe Nails and Shoes, Bar
Iron and Steel, etc., etc., etc.

—AGENT FOR—-

"OASTORINE,” The Great Axle Oil.

Sells rapidly wherever introduced. Univer-
sally pronounced the best.

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

‘GAUTIER’ Barb Fact Wire,
BEST AND CHEAPEST.

Steel Harrow Teeth*
ALL SIZES.

Carriage and Wagon Builders will find

it to their interest to correspond witli me
before placing orders elsewhere.

J. B. KENDALL,

618 Penna. Ave. 019 B Street.

WASHINGTON D. C.

WANTED—To correspond with saw mill
owners having facilities, for furnishing Oak,
Sawed Felloes, Cart Shafts, Sills, etc., in
ear tote fur eath.

Respectfully,
J. B. KENDALL.

April 1, 80—t

MOORE’S HOTEL
AND

Summer Resort.
I take pleasure in informing my custom-

ers and the traveling public that I have
thoroughly renovated my house, improved
and refitted the same and am fully prepared
to accommodate both

Permanent and Trandent Boarders.

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

HERBERT F. MOORE,
Proprietoi

June 25, 85—tft

o. w. Carroll. j w. bradlkv

CARROLL & BRADLEY.
GENERAL

Commission Merchants
FOR THE SALE OF

Grain and allkinds of Country Produce,

No. 16 Camden Street,

BALTIMORE.
references by permission.

Judge C. F. Goldshorough, Cambridge, Md;
Hon. D. M. Henry, Cambridge, Md.

T. J. Bail & Co., Baltimore, Md.
Hurst, Purnell <& Co., Baltimore, Md.
K. K. Butler, Trappe, Md.
Dr. H. W. Houston, E. N. Market, Md.
Nat Farmers & Planters Bank, Baltimore,
Mil.

Oct 18, 1883—yt

BURCH & MONTGOMERY,
GENERAL PRODUCE

Commission Merchants,
939 La. Ave. and 10tb;St., Washington, D.

Particular attention paid to thesale ol
cattle, sheep, poultry, eggs, &c.

Nov. 19,1885—1 f.

KRl FF.

HWlow n, April 5, ’BS.
IK ¦ 111 will please an-

as a candi-
date fur the next election
and .-ay that lie wits*'' cordially support-

ed by the public generaMv.
April 8, ’Bs—tf.

a /£
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PROFESSIONAL.
B. HARRIS CAMALIKR. ENOCH 11, ABELL,'
THE undersigned, Att<irneys-at-Law and
Solicitors in Chancery, Imve, this Ist day of
of January, 1880, formed a co-partnership
in the practice of their profession, under the
name and style of

C.VMALIER A AISELL.
They will practice in the county ofSt.

! Mary’s and the adjoining counties. Especial
attention will he paid to the collection of
claims. Address.
CAMAidKU A AHKid,, Leonard town.

St. Mary’s county, Md.
H. Hahius C'amai. 11511,
Enoch 15. Aiiei-i..

Jan B,lßßs—lff

DAN’L O, HAMMETT,
ATl’OllNEV-AT-LAw,

___
. Leunahdtown, Mo,

Having removed his Law Office to the
room adioii '" his dwelling house, lately oc-
eujdod as the Host Office, will he pleased to
see all his old ffiends and clients ami as
many new ones as may' see tit to call

All business intrusted to him willreceive
prompt attention

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

Jaiiß’Bslm

JO. F. MORGAN,
Attorney and Counsellor at Law

and Agent for Connecticut Mutual Life In-
surance Company, Mutual Life of New
York and Royal Idre Insurance of Liver-
-1)00 ’ LEONAIiDTOWN, Md.

April 1, 1880—tf.

DANIEL i{. MAG RUDER,
(late of the Court of Appeals.)

Attorney-At-Law,
lias associated himself with Messrs. CAM-
ALIKItA ABELL of Leonardtown, Md.,
for the trial of cases in the Circuit Court for
St. Mary’s County

Office and Adoiiksh,
Annapolis, Md.

Apr 5 83

WALTER I. DAWKINS,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,

Lkonahdtown, Mi).

Special attention given to collection of
claims.

Sept 20, 85—yt

! HENRY F. SPALDING,
Attohnkv-at-Law,

No. 25 Lexington St., Baltimore, Md.
Prompt attention given to all business in-

trusted to his care.
Jan 1, 85—Iff

GEORGE BLAICISTONE,
Attorney-at-La w,

45 Lexington St., Baltimore, Md.
Will continue to practice in the Courts of

St. Mary’*mill mljnlnhur emftlfttUw-
Jmic (1, 1878.

D. S. BRISCOE,
Attorney and Counsellor-at-Law,

41 St. Paul’s Street, Baltimore, Md,

Jan. 10, 1873—tf.

I R. C COMBS,
Attorney-al-Law,

Leonardtown, Md.
Aug. 12—tf.

j 11, O. DUDLEY. j. w. CARPENTER
W. J. EDELEN.

DUDLEY & CARPENTER,
GENERAL

Commission Merchants,

No. 57 Light Street,

BALTIMORE

Sell Tobaero. Grain tt I uun-
Iri/ Produce.

Particular attention given to the earefu
| sampling ofTobacco.

Jan 5,82 A—t

mwim RKOUCKD IN COST TO FABHKRS

Quality Kept up to full Standard.

WE sell nnr Fertilizers to responsible buy-
ers on crop time at same prices as hereto-
fore, but now without intercut , a saving of six
per cent, to farmers. A liberal discount for
cash.

For Tobacco buy our
Victor.

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

Finest quality and as mnch Tebacco
as any Fertilizer in the market. It does not
fire but keeps the Tobacco growing until
ripe and curing nicely. A special Tobacco

1 and Wheat Fertilizer —good for all crops.
OUU WA VKItLY.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
jproducing elements—in the most perfect

1 combination—and we confidently offer them
J to farmers for good crops, fine clover fields
and permanent improvement of their lands.

| Orders solicited.

THOMAS C. PRICE & CO,
Commission Merchants

.'HI S. ( has M , Itallimorc,

FOR THE SALE OK

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

LEO H. HAYDEN, former Tobacco In-
spector, gives his personal attention to this
branch.

Consignments solicited.
March 20. 85—tfj

for Jce Oold Beer and
good old MONTICELLO WHISKEY go
to

E. WALTER MATTINGLY,
Mccluiniesville,

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

I'tU.IXUTilE AXUKI.S.

,We mean to do it. 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 is only enough to let them hear
i The footsteps ofangels drawing near.

IWe mean to do it. I), never doubt,
When the burden of daytime broil is o’er

We’ll sit and muse while the stars come out,
As the patriarchs sat at the open door

. Of their tents, with u heavenward-gazing
eye,

To w atch 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 sweet,
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
1 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 banishes care’s disturbing din,

. And then—wo’ll call the angels in.

¦ The day that wedreamed ofcomes at length,
When, tired ofevery mocking quest

And broken in spirit and shorn ofstrength,
We drop, indeed, at the door of rest,

And wait ami watch as the day wanes on—
But the angels we meant to call are gone I

Scenes from the Life of Col, Jas. Bowie -

AX INCIDENT IN HIS LIFE.

In the year 1834 business carried
me t Now Orleans, where Iremained

I several weeks. In company with a
friend, the night preceding my depar-
ture, I visited a celebrated gambling
hell, kept by Harvey ,Lang, a well
known gambler and duelist. It was
midnight when wo entered, and the
room was about half full. My friend
directed rny attention to a table which
stood in the middle of the room, and
around which were standing a num-
ber of well dressed men, alt of them
armed to the teeth. Several were
subsequently pointed out to mo by
my friend as men whose names I had
often heard mentioned, and who acted
as a body guard of Lang; for every i
duelist of note then, as now, had a !
party of men whose weapons were i

; ready to do his bidding, and who al- I
ways accompanied him when ho went
forth to meet a foe. Before this table
stood Harvey Lang, the renowned du-
elist, whose fearful deeds had made
him for years the terror of the city.
Igazed upon him with the same curios-
ity that a man wdiiTit feel when gazing
upon a lion, and wondered that so
small a frame could hold so great a
heart. For Lang was not over five

i 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 bo about thir*

ty years of age, but dissipation was

rapidly doing its work upon him, anil
Ilia wrinkled forehead and bloodshot
eyes told of the sleepless nighls

j and days spent in debauchery and
lat the gaming 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

I gather around the corners of his mouth,
i and his hand, unconsciously perhaps,
would grasp the handle of the huge
Lowie knife, and then drop listlessly
to his side. In a belt, buckled tight-
ly around his waist, were two dueling
pistols of the largest size, anil a bowie
knife, the blade of which wuh hacked
'in seveial places. From this descrip-

tion of the man, the reader will feel
surprised to hear me state that Ihave
never, before or since, gazed upon a

more gentlemanly looking man; and I
felt more confirmed in my theory, that
the best looking arc generally the
greatest villains, or to speak more tru-
ly, Batan 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 I may as well state here was
. j Dawson, and asked —

"Can it be possible, that this man
j is the renow.ned duelist ?"

’ 1 The reply was in the affirmative.
"Isay," said a man who had enter-

ed a few moments before, "have you

1 ! heard the news ?"

1 "No! what is it?" exclaimed sev-
eral.

[ | "Henry Rogers has been shot," was

,: the reply.
’By whom ?’ exclaimed Lang, throw-

, j ing down the cards, and sinking into
1 i a chair.

’By Colonel Bowie.’
J The gambler started to his feet, and

i ; the look of hate that passed over his
i features was fearful to behold. For a

moment bis hand touched his bowie
knife, and he gazed at his informant

tas if about to annihilate him. Sud-
denly, however, his muscles relaxed,

i and he sank into the chair.

1 ‘Who told you this? - he asked hoarse
i‘y-

, ri No one, for 1 was present.
‘As his second ?'

The other nodded.
‘Who was the challenger ?’

‘Colenel Bowie.’
‘I thought so,’ said Lang, and for a

j few moments he appeared to be lost in
’ thought.

‘I say,’ said a man by the name of
Thompson, ‘is it true that you are en-

gaged to fight Jack Prince ?

1 i ‘ltis so,' 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.

‘Because he is said tobot’donel
Bowie's best friend.’

A scowl passed over the gambler's
face, and again his hand wandered to
his bolt.

‘Well, what if he is his frienii?’ he
asked.

‘Why,’ saiil the other, hesitatingly,
‘ifyou should fight Prince, Boviie will
act as his second, and ifyou slmtld hit
him, which I think you will, lie will
challenge you.’

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

'lie willkill you,’ was the-W y.
The gambler laughed’hut iilMmy-

idently forced, and said—-
‘Why, man, do you suppose I

am afraid of Bowie ? I, whdsßstvs
fought nineteen duels, and jdwiys
killed my adversary at the Ut fire.
If he challenges me, I will m nlhim.

‘Bowie is a dead shot,' said the first
speaker. T have often seen I ia drive
a nail into a tree with a pist at ten
yards,’

'What of that?' said Lat ‘My
eye is as sharp, ray hand is n\ steady
as his. Who cares for Bowie 1 Not
I? Perhaps yon do not know that I
have long wished to meet him and I
would not now miss keeping lay ap-
pointment with Prince for ten thous-
and dollars.'

A shiver passed over his l ime as
ho concluded, and he raised hi hand
to his brow.

‘Why, Lang, what ails yci ?' ex-
claimed Thompson. ‘Are you ill ?'

T—l believe so,' said the fumbler,
rising from his chair, and staggering
to and fro like a drunken mat. 'By

away !’

‘Take what away ?' asked Thomp-
son, catching him in his arms in time
to prevent him from falling.

‘Did yon see it?’ inquired Lang,
staring wildly towards a dislant part
of the room.

‘See what?' inquired Thonpson.
'Black Tom.’
The men looked at each ol|ter, hut

none spoke.
'Bring me a glass of hraidy,' said

Lang, 'Lot it be as strong as h—l!
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
lloor and seated himself, ills face
was as pale as that of a corpse, and
bis hand trembled violently. ‘Thomp-
son.’ he said. BiuLLmA*-, ‘'ffiLlhat’Rated. For a few moments his eye
wandered up and down the room, and
then appearing to gain confidence, he
continued. 'Do you believe in appa-
ritions ?'

'Believein what?' exclaimed Thomp-
son.

'ln ghosts?’
‘Not I.' was the reply. 'Why do

you ask ?'

‘Because,’ said the duelist,speaking
slowly and solemnly, ‘just so true as 1
am sitting hero, just so true is it that
I saw Black Tom, the man whom I
shot three weeks ago, walk up and
down this room, and go out through
the door.'

‘And when was that?’ inquired
Thompson.

Must now,’ was the reply.
‘You are only trying to scare us,'

said Thompson. 'Confess, you are jo-
king.’

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

The reply was in the negative.
'Well, then, listen,’ said the duel-

ist. 'Yon, all of you, have seen rny
mother?’ The men nodded, for their
curiosity was so great that they dis-
liked to interrupt him. 'She was a
beautiful being, more like an angel
than one of the earth. She was the
best and kindest of mothers, and now
that she is dead, when I think of the
many unhappy hours I caused her, I
almost weep. You smile, gentlemen,
but it is so. Think not that because
I 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 small miniature from his breast and
gazing upon it with a smile so cad
that it reminded me of the picture
of our Saviour weeping over Jerusa-
lem, 'was ehe not worthy of being
loved ? But pshaw I 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,
1 thought my mother carnotemy bed-

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

'Did she apeak ?' asked Thompson,
seeing that he hesitated.

‘Yes, and these were ler words:
‘My son, I have come to warn you.
In three days you willfall by the
handof—' Here she slopped ‘Whom?’
I asked, Hhe pointed t< ray bowie
knife, which lay upon the table, and
then disappeared.'

‘A singular dream, that remarked
one of the men.

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

‘Why, you surely don’t mean to say !
you really think that your mother
came to your bedside last night? said
Thompson.
,

T do,’ was the reply.
The men looked at each other with

astonishment.
‘And more,’ continued the duelist,

‘I believe that Iam to fall by the hand
of Colonel James Bowie.’

‘What are your reasons for think-
ing so ?’

The duelist drew his knife and
pointed to two letters stamped on the
blade.

‘Here are his initials,’ he said. ‘The
knife formerly belonged to him.’

‘And how did you come to gat 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 ?’

‘I do; and I shall not cease to think
so until 1 know that he is dead.’

‘And yet you said that you were
not afraid of him.’

‘And I am not,’ said Lang.
‘Have you 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, hie fig-
ure was enveloped in a heavy cloak,
which concealed every part ofhis body
and leaving only a part of his face
exposer! to view. As he entered lie
drew his hat closer over his eyes, and
I noticed particularly that ho 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 then
asked—-

‘Can I see tiie proprietor of this
house T

‘lfyou moan Harvey Lang, I’m the
man,’ said Lang, rising.

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

T have brought a message from
Jack Prince,’ ho said, slowly; and
again his eye wandered over the face
of the duelist, Suddenly he caught
sight of the huge bowie knife which
Lang carried in his belt, and he ut-
tered an exclamation ofsnrptise. The
gambler heard it, and asked impati-
ently—

'Well, what is your message?'
’Merely that Prince cannot meet

ynn, tMtun# sft *• ssriously ill.and—'
‘StuffI' exclaimed the duelist, snap-

ping his fingers.' Confess at once, is
lie not afraid to meet me ?'

‘Afraid to meet you?' exclaimed
the other.

‘Yes, afraid !’ was the reply. ‘He
is a coward ?’

‘You are a liar 1’
The gambler's hand clutched the

1 handle of his bowie knife, while the
deep blue eyes of the stranger flashed
with rage.

'Do you know who Iam ?’ exclaim-
ed the duelist.

‘Certainly,’ was the reply. 'You
are Harvey Lang, the duelist, mur-
derer, and gambler.'

Harvey drew his bowie-knife, hut
even while it was uplifted, his eyes
encountered those of the stranger,
and stood as if paralyzed.

'Who you?' he exclaimed, in a
voice hoarse with passion.

‘Why, man !’ cried the other, with
a merry laugh, 'do you not know roe?

; You hold in your hand a weapon, the
very touch of which should bring me i
to your mind. If you would know
ray name, look on the blade of your
knife, and you will see the letters, 'J.
Bwhich stand for James liowie.
Borne men call me Colonel James
Bowie, and I like the title,'

‘Are you Colonel Bowie?' inquired
Lang, with a start.

‘That is my name,' was the reply.
‘To the door men I' shouted Lang,

in a voice of exultation. Several of
the men sprang to the door and leaned
with their backs against it. ‘James
Bowie —I beg your pardon —Colonel
James 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.’

‘lndeed!’ 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
willor 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, ifyou 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
yon to some of my friends. This is
Moses Lang, and he pointed to a
youth of nineteen, who stood near

him.
'[ know him well,’ said Bowie, with

a sneer, ‘and I have no thanks to give
you, Harvey Lang, for the iritrouuo-
Ron. lie is not worth them.’

'Sir !’ said the young man, coloring
with anger.

'I have said,’ was Bowie’s reply,
‘Your brother fell by my hand, and I
perceive (hat you are desirous of the
same honor.'

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

'Hark, ye,' said Bowie. ‘Your
brother when sailingup 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 I not right?’
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The young man made no reply ?

'He challenged me. We met, and
he fell.'

‘And I have sworn to avenge him,'
said the youth.

‘Beware 1’ said Bowie, his eyes glit-
tering with anger, and breathing thick
and short, a sure sign th it he was
deeply excited. 'Beware. Many have
fought with me, lint none have lived
to tell of my skill.’

‘Here is another gentleman who
wishes to make your acquaintance,'
said Lang.

‘I have no wish to make his,’ re-
turned Bowie. ‘But I can’t stand
here .wasting my time.'

‘Yon forget that we intend to de-
tain yon,' said Lang.

‘lfyou nan,’ was the calm reply.
‘Harvey Lang,' and ha raised his fin-
ger warningly, ‘I have no wish to
add you to my catalogue of victims.
You are too near death already to
require that I should shorten youi
life with a bullet.’

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

‘And what is there to prevent me ?

dome, tell me that.’
'These men.'
Bowie hurst into a loud laugh.
‘I have encountered five times this

number, single handed,' ho said.
'Harvey Lang, I command von to hid
these man leave the door. What! Dare
you disobey me?' And placing one
hand 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 mo and
I'll slay you where you stand 1' cried
Lang, in 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 over lived—their fingers
on the triggers, and their eyes flash-
ing fire. A smile was upon Bowie's
lips, hut his glittering, piercing blue
eyes, were fixed upon the gambler
with such intensity that his own
quailed beneath it, and be suffered
his arm to fall slowly to his side. For
a moment Bowie appeared as if hesi-
tating whether to fire or not, and then
decided the point by dropping his
arm, suddenly, and saying—-

‘You see, I had your life in my
hands. It is not ray destiny to fall
here. Harvey Lang, we shall meet
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, moved slowly forward,
and on reaching the door opened it,
and in a moment he was gone.

The next morning, while busily en-
gaged in making preparations for my
departure that afternoon to Now
York, I was called down stairs into
the bar-room, in order to receive and
pay for several packages from the City
of Mexico. Among them were several
papers printed in the Spanish lan-
guage, which I threw on the table,
As I was paying for the goods, I felt
a hand touch my shoulder, and on
looking up I found myself face to face
with the hero of the precoeding night
—Colonel James Bowie.

'I beg your pardon for disturbing
you,’ he said, ‘but do these papers be
long to you ?’

'They do,’ was the reply.
'Will you lend them tome afteryou

have perused them ?’

‘You may have them now, and wel-
come,’ was my reply. 'lndeed, the
renowned Colonel James Bowie has
but to ask any favor of me, and it
shall be granted,'

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

‘I do. I saw you at Lang's last
night.'

The Colonel’s features Hushed.
‘I was there with a friend,' said I;

'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.
I 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 ?' cried the fore-
most, a tall stout man, whose face
bore the scars of many a desperate
conflict.

‘Certainly! I always am,’ was
Bowie’s calm reply.

'With pistol and knife?’
‘With the knife only. Why do you

ask ?’

'Because Lang willsoon be here,'
‘Who told you ?’

‘I passed him as I was corning here.
He is armed to the teeth.’

‘Well, 1 am ready for him,' said
Bowie. ‘But why have you left your
bed ?’

‘Why, you didn’t think that I was
going to lay abed all day, merely be-
cause, I happened to he a little sick ?'

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

'I am well now,' was the reply.
‘Ah, I heg yon pardon, I forgot,'

and he introduced us.
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Parties having Real or Personal Proper-
ly for sale can obtain descriptive handbills
neatly executed and at City Price.,

'And this is (he renowned Jack
Prince,’ thought I. 'What it subject
fora painter! what a charater for
a novelist! One of the richest men
in the South, he hatea the rich be-
cause they are rich. The owner of
more slaves than any two men in the
country, he suffers them to do us they
[.lease, and consequently his planta-
tions are heller taken care of than
those who think that the only way to
make slaves work is to (log them.
The most relentless duelist in the
country, he is the kindest master to
his slaves. The best—'

My reflections were cut short by
the entrance of Lang. He was ac-
companied by l|iree men—one of
whom was Thompson, another M..ses
Lang, and the third a stranger,

'Let’s liquor/ said Lang, walking
up to the bar. Bowie had his back
towards him, consequently he was not
immediately recognized. '.Stand out
of the way,' and lie gave Bowie a push
with his elbow.

'flood morning,’ said the hitler,
smiling politely.

'To hell with your good mornings,
and with you too I’ cried the gambler,
drawing a pistol. In an instant
Howie's well tried blade was in his
hand, Not wishing to lake any part
in the affray I steppe 1 to the opposite
side of the room.

'1 thought that you were afraid to
meet mu,’ said Lang, ns he> caught
sight of the grinning features ol Prince
over Bowie's shoulder. 'Pool I I will
publish you in the papers as a coward,
and horsewhip you every time wo
meet.'

‘Then you will publish a lie,' said
Prince, ‘and you will find it no easy
raatlnr to lay a horsewhip on ray
shoulders.'

'Are these your seconds?' asked
Bowie,

‘They are,' said Lang. Draw your
pistol. Ten paces is the distance,'

‘1 have no pistol,' said Bowie, hut
that makes no difference with mo.
Fire I'

‘Are you unarmed?’
‘I have ray knife,' was the reply.
‘1 will not light you in this manner,'

said Lang. ‘I have the advantage of
you.'

‘Not so,' said Bowie. 'You are to
use your pistol—l my knife. When
I give the word, fire ! Should you miss
your aim it is your own fault, and
your death willrest upon your own
head.'

'lie it no,' said 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 mv offer?' said
Bowie.

'I do.'
'Then make room hero,' and as the

seconds sprang to the wall, he pre-
ceded to fasten the handle of his knife
to the flat of his hand, by means of
his handkerchief.

‘Don’t spare him, Bowie,' said
Prince, with a grin.

Bowie's answer was a laugh.
'Dome, are yon ready ?' asked Lang,
T am,' was the reply. 'lfyou have

any prayers to say, say them now.'
The gambler cooked his pistol.
'1 was about to say the same to

you,' he said.
'And I anticipated yon,’ said Bowie,

sneering!/.
'Make ready I' shouted Prince, in a

clear voice; and I saw him grasp the
handle of a huge howie knife, while
he darted a look of hatred at Thomp-
son. All the men in the room were
armed, and I plainly saw that a
desperate fight was about to take
place,

‘Take aim I' again cried Prince;
and in another moment came the
fatal word—-

‘Fir*I'
A report was hoard so loud that it

shook the house and broke many of
the windows. A loud laugh from
Bowie told me that he was unhurt,
ami in another moment a rush ami a
heavy fall told me that Harvey Lang
was dead.

'Did I not tell you, that when next
we met you must die,’ said Bowie, as
he bent over the body.

'lt is you turn, now,'shouted Prince,
and he sprang towards Thompson.
The struggle lasted but a moment,
and as Prince rose from the floor, he
muttered—-

'What a queer blow ! I aimed the
knife at his neck, ami the blade passed
through his heart. Queer I very.’

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

Never defer until to-morrow what
should bo attended to to-day. A
slight cough shouldn't be neglected
when Dr. Bull's Cough Hyrup will
cure it.

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

phu A. lady reader of the Union has
a charming little daughter between 'I
and 3 years of age. The other day
the little one, following her mother
about the bouse, beard her complain
about the mice. That evening the
chihl, kneeling beside its mother, fin-
ished its ['layers with, "And please,
Clod, don’t make any more mice,’'—
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