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‘SPRIGGS & DRIGES,
Atiorneys and ‘Counseliors at Law,
And Claim Agents,

+ WOODSETELD, OHIO. -
Orrios—Up oefller’s build-
ing. e hﬂ&prii% 'T4.
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PEARSON & DORERTY,
ATTORNEYS AT LAW,

Up stairs, in Court House.)
WOODSFIELD OHIO.
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‘¢ toc ATTORNEY AT LAW,

MARIETTA, OHIO.
for Boldiers, ove-

Pmse mn PAPER HANGING

b % 3R
s sssgsnnsnns «vs+ ROB'T C. OKBY.

Antiooh. . Woodsfisld.

- SLOAN & DKI‘-Y.
mm; Ofuamental Painters

PAPER. HANG ERS,

‘Woodsfield and Antioch, Ohio.

"Hlm perform all work in their lins, in.
trastad to their care, in & workmaniike

mll-.ndu tlviq p-bu. ju!.ls "T7r.

ARCHITECTS.

&‘Il. fussARD. @E0 E. EUBBARD

BM&ID & HUBBARD,
‘Builders,

1) - Antivch, Monroe. M Obia.
prepare. plans and specifications,
;sud contract for the erection of build-
& on moré reasomable terms than auy

lﬂ‘ﬂ mm * \an4,'76r.
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',':'m"@llo FARMERS
INSURANCE COMPANY.

—_—

Ausets, - - - - - - - $850,000.

LA pite —_—

Imul only Farm Property
pn the State of Ohlo.

Mduu, -
JAMES C. JOENSTON
Malaga, Monroe County, Ohlo,
JIM 27, 1875-1.
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18. SrARBUCK.

—_—
DR. EEEBEPrPERS,
DENTIST,

WOODSFIELD, OHIO.

Teeth ettricted without pain by thg use
of pitrous oxide or langhing gas.
§& Office in’ Hoefler'’s ballding.—ma25'757.

PHYSICIANS,

w.

FOSTER, m., D.
Fhysiman and Surgeon,
Il.lm Monreoe County, Ghio.
july 2, 1878—v.

WILLIAM WALTON, M. D.
Physieian and Surgeon,
(Oftics on Main street,)

WOODSBSFIELD, OHIO
Febls,

W. L VU REST, M. D-
PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON,
JOLLY, MONROE COUNTY,0H10.

W’[LL attend promptly to all calis during
the dsy or night. feb2,'757.

JOHN E. DILLON,
Physician and Surgeon,
WOODSFIEBLD, OHIO.

Will promptly attend all ealls, either day or
night. Office andilodging at his residence.
may8," 77y,

T. . ARMSTRONG, M, D,
PhysicianandSurgeon.
WOODSFIELD, OHIO.

Office and residenve in the Hollister property,

west side of town, near Union School Hoase
jy6,36v,

Dr. J. WAY,
Phymoian and Surgeon,
ELM COVE, Washington Tp, Monroe
County, Ohio,

All palls promptly atiended to, during the
iay or night.
feb33,"69.

L PF. FARQUHAR, M. D,
(Formerly of Zanesville, Ohio,)
Physician and Surgeon,
* | Ofice and residence in the Kirkbride property,
WOODSFIELD, OH10.
Having located at the above place, offers his

servioes, where he hopes by
close attention to business to merit publio
confidencs and patronage.
Chronic Diseases will receive special
attention. may4,'"7hr.

“___..__...

"NOTARY PUBLIC.

HN undersigned, having been appointed
Netary IPublie, wonld inform his
friends, and the public generally, that he is
prepared to 1l Pensioners’ Blanks, admin-
tnu-o.u;, take Depositions, nm'lodp
Deads, Mortgages, and other insiruments of
writing, JOHN JEFFERS.

aprl8,'76r. Beallgville. Monroe Co., Ohio.
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BANKS,

BELMONT BANK,
BOMERTON, OHIO.

Capital---s-m-s-m--$50,000.

R.C. Hn.r.a, Pres. B Hoax, Vice Pres.
C. MarTIN, Cashier.
DIRBCTORE.

8. Hoeue.

H, WHITTAORE,

Isaac Haromer.
ANDREW ANDREWS.

R. 0. MiLzs.
8 L Mooney,

ite| Dots 2 General Banking Business,

Interest Paid ::‘ﬁm Deposits.
Collections Made on all Points.

Bangine Hours reox 9 A M. to3 P\,
nl","s'u

THE MONROE BANK.
WOODS FIELD, 0OH10

Capital, - - - - - $§50.000,
8. L. MooNEyY, Fres. Wt BEARDMORE, V. Pres.
"~ JERE. WILLIAME, a-nﬂ-“’

Wy BEARDMCRE.
Hexry MILLER, ‘James WaTson,

Davip OxEy, M. HoErrLER.
TroMAS A. War.

8. L, Mooxzy,

Does @ General Banking Business.

Interest paid on_S-pwlsl Deposits

Make oollections on lll points promptly.
Banking Houms FROM 9 oM, TO 3 P.M.
mch3, 74y,

WATCHES, CLOCKS, &C,

FRITZ REEF.

FAIR DEALING,

with ALL, I solioit & share of the publioc pat-
Particular attention paid to the re-

pairing of .

Watches, Clocks and Jeweliry,

Waltohes, Clooks and Jewelry for sale on res

sonable terme, Worx WaisRAn?ED.

apisly. FRITZ REBF

. |*he white marble.

g]aefrg.

“GOD KENOWS.”

[An emigrant ship foundered in a
storm, and of the 220 who weat down,
only one—a little child—drifted ashore
When the waif was laid at rest from ber
troubled baptism, the question was ask
ed by somebody, *Whsat name?" and
the reply was, “God knows.” A gentle-
man present, touched by lhe words,

irg only this: “God knows !"

I.

‘An emigrant ship with a world aboard

Went: down by the head on the Kentish

coast,

No tatter of bunting at half-mast lowered, °

No cannon te toll for the oreatures lost.
Two hundred and twenty thelr souls let slip,
Two hundred and twenty with speschless lip
Went staggering down in the fonndered ship!

1 8

Nobody can tell it—not you nor I,
_ The frenzy of fright when lightning thought
Wove like a shuttle the far and the high,

8hot quivering gleams through the long for-

got,

And lighted the years with a ghastly glare,
A second a year, and a second to spare
"Mid surges of water and gasps of prayer.

III.
The heavens were doom, and the Lord was
dumb,

The clond and the breaker were bent in one,
No angel in sight—not any to come!

God pardon their sins for the Christ His Sonl
The tempest died down, as the tempest will,
The sea in & rivulet drowse lay still,

As tame as the moon on & window-sill,

The roses were red on the rugged hill—
The roses that blow in the early light
And die into gray with the mists of night.

Iv.
Then drifted ashore in & night-gown drossed
A waif of u girl with her sanded hair,
And hands like s prayer on her eold blue
breast,
And a smile on her mouth that was not de-
spair,
No stitch on the garment even to tall
Who bore her, who lost her, who loved her
well, *
Unnamed asa roso—was it Norah or Nell?

v
The coasters and wreckers around her stood,
And guzed on the treasure-trove landward
cast. .
As round & dend robin the sturdy wood,

Its plumage all rent and the whirlwind past.
They laid a white oross on her home-made
vest,

The coffin was rude as & redbreast’s nast,
And poor was the shroud, but a perfect rest
Fell down on the child like due on the west.

VL

A ripple of sod just covered her over,

Nobody to bid her “good-night, my bird!"
8pring waited to weave a quilt of red clover,
Nobody elive had her pet name heard!
“What name?” asked the preacher.
» knows!” they said,
Nor waited nor wopt as they made her bed,
But soulptured “God knows" on the slate at
her head.

“God

YIL.

The legend be ours when the night runs wild,

The road out of sight and the stars gone
homs,

Loat hope or lost heart, lost Pleiad or child,

Remember the words at the drowned girl's
tomb!

Bewildered and blind the soul has repose

Whaether eypress or laarel blossoms and blows,

Whatever betides for the geod “God knows!"

God knows all the whils—our blindness His

sight,

Our darkness His day,our weakness His might.

—BeExJaMix F. TAYLOR, in Examiner.

Select §Inm

The Stone Cutter’'s Story.

Sam—
—

BY 8 ANNIE FROST.

He was whistling over his work, care.
less from long custom of the salemn sig-
nificance of the letters he was cutling F
The June sun was
nearly at the end of the day’s journey,
sinking slowly to rest upon the bosom
of th %rroad Atlanlic,whosc waves wash-
ed the shores of the little sea port town
of Monkton. A stranger, handsomely
dressed, middle-aged or more, with dark
heir thickly stresked with gray, end
large, lustrous brown eyes, came to the
fence that was around the yard where the
stone-catter worked, and read the letter-
ing, almost compleud, upon the tomb-
stone:
Hiram Gorpsy,
Aged 35,
Losr at Sea, January, 1866.

The last 6 was nearly completed. A
strange pallor gathered for a moment
upon the stranger's face, then be drew a
long deep brestp and said :

“Is not ten years a long time to be
cufting letters on a tombstone, friend ?”

“Eh, sir 7"

The stone-cutter looked up, shading
his eyes with his brown hand as he turn-
ed to face the setling sun. ~

“This is 1876,” was the grave reply,
s‘and Hiram Goldby must have been ten
years under the waves.”

“Well, sir, that's the question—is he
there 7"

“Is he there Your stone tells us he
is and has been for years,”

“Yes, sir, so it does—so it does. And
yet she as ordered it don't believe it.—
She came over here a week or so back,
with & worried look on her sweet face,
that I never seen any but patient in ten
long years, an' she says to me: ‘You
may cut s stone, Davy,’ says she, ‘an’
bave it put up in the churchyard, an’ 1
don't want to seeit. T'll pay whatever
you choose to ask, Davy,’ says she, *but
he’s not dead an' don't wanta tomb
stone. ‘Lor’, mum,’ says I, ‘he’d a turn
ed up in nll these years il he wasn't
dead! But she shook ber pretty head,
the prettiest T ever see, sir, an' savs she:
‘My leart never told me he was dead,

cansed a headstone to be erected, boar- |®

Dsw;' an' I shall never bel:cva it till my

heart tells me! "

“His sweetheart?"”
stranger.

“His wife, sir—his loving, faithful
wife, that's had poverty, an' loneliness,
and misery, her full share, an' might o'
bettered herself.”

“How was that ?”

“Mr. Milessir, the richest ship-owner
hereabont, he waited patient, sir, for
seven years, trying to win her; then he
told her she was free, even if Hiram
come back.”

“Enoch Arden,”
ger.

“What did you say, sir ?”
“Nothing—nothing ; what answer did
the widow make Mr. Miles 7"

“If“Hiram's desd,” say
faithful widow while I live; if Hiram's
living, I'm his faithfal wife.! Maybe,
gir, you're from the city. and have heard

questioned the

mutterad the stran

J{the story of our Pearl ?’

“What story is that ?"”

“Well, sir, it's been told many times,
more particular in the last year, but
you're welcome to bear what I know of
it. There! that 6 is done,and 1'll leave
the Scripture text till morning. If you
will come to the gatewsy, sir, and take
a seat on some of the stones, I'll tell
you ; that is, if you care to hear,

“I do care,’ was the grave reply; “I1
want very much to bear the story.’

“Maybe you're some kin to the Pearl
of Monkton—thal's what they call Mrs.
Goldby hereabout. 1It's a4 matter of
thirty-three years back, sir, that there
was a wreck off Monkton rocks,that you
can see from here, now that the tide's
low. Cruel rocks they are, and a many
a wreck they’ve seen. the more's the
pity ; you sce them, sir ?"’

“] see them.”

“Well, sir, of this one wreck, thirty-
three years ago,there was nothing wash-
ed ashore but a bit of a girl baby, three
or four years old, with a skin like a lily
leafl, and great black eyes; Hiram Gold
by found her down there in the rocks;
he was a boy of twelve years strong and
tall, and ecarried the child homée to hLis
mother. You may see the collage, the
second white one on the side of the hill.’

“[ see it.”

“Well Hiram took the baby there, and
Mrs Goldby was the same as a mother
to her—a good woman, the Widow
Goldby—God rest her soul !

“Is she dead then ?

“Aye, sir, six years agone! The baby
I was telling you of, sir, talked foreign
lingo, and was dressed beautitvl in rich
clothes that must a cost a power of mon-
ey ; but never would Hiram or the widow
sell them, putting them by careful in case
the chilil was ever looked for; she was
that pretty and that dsinty that every
body called bher Pearl, though she was
christened in the church, Margaret, six
months after Hiram found her.  Well,|.
sir, we was all proud of her, though she
was not like our girls, bat afraid, always
deadly afraid of the sea; I've seen her
clench her mite of a hand and strike at
it.for she'd a bit of temper in her, though
nothing to harm.

“When Hiram made his frst voyage,
for they are all seafaring men hereaboat,
and there was nothing for a lad to do
but ship, the Pearl was just a little wash-
ed out lily a fretting till he came again.
And it was so whenever he went,for they
were sweethears from the time she nes
tled her baby face on his breast.when he
picked her up from the wreck; she was
sixteen when they were married, as near
as we conld guess,and Hiram was a man
nearly tweniy-four. She prayed him to
stay at home then, and he stayed a year;
but he fretted for the sea, and went
agsin and again, thinking, I ¢'pose, his
wife'd get unsed to it, as all the wives
hereabouts must de; but she never did
—never. It was just pitiful to see her
going about white as a corpse. when Hi
ram was away, never looking at the sea
withouot a shudder like a death chill. All
through the war it was just awfal, for
Hiram ’listed board a man of-war, and
Pear| was a shadow when he come home
the last time.'

“After the war ?'

“Yes, sir ; but he never made no mon-
ey of any account, and so he went again,
after staying at home & long spell.—
Well, he never come back{ twasn't no
manner of use telling Pearl he was lost;
she'd just shake ber pretty head and say,
‘He'll come back.! Not a mite of mourn

mother gave bim up and put on black,
for, sir, it stands to reason he’s dead

n | years ago.’

“It looks s0.". e

“Course it does. Nobody else doubts
it excepting Mrs. Goldby. Old Mrs.
Goldby’s last words were: ‘I'm going to
meet Hiram,' and they say the dying
knows. But even that didn’t make Pearl
think so. She wore mourning for her
that had been the only mother she know-
ed of, but not weeds. Weeds was for
widows, she said, and she wasn't a wid-
ow.’

“But the stone.’

., “Well, sir, I'm a coming to that. A
year ago, sir, a fine gentleman from
France came here hunting for a child
lost on this coast. He'd heard of Pearl
by a happenstance, il there is such, and
came here. When he saw the clothes he
jest fainted like s woman'’

“She was related, then "’

The stranger’s voice was husky, but
the sea nir was growing chill.

“Her father, sir.’

“He took her away 7'

“He tried to. He told her of a splen-
did home he had in New York, for he'd
followed his wife and child, sir, to the
city they'd never reached. He was rich
—very rich and lonely; he begged his
child to'go. but she would not. ‘Hiram
will come here for me,’ she said, ‘and he
must find me where be left me."”

“On what had she lived 7'

“Sewing, sir, mostly. The cotlage
was old Mrs. Goldby's, and bless vou,
Pearl don’t eat much more than a bird,
and ‘her dresses cost next to nothing —
Bat there's no denving she was very
poor—very, and yet Lhe grmd home and
the big fortune never tempted her. So
her father came off and on to see her,till
April; and he died, sir, and left our
Pear! all his fortune and the grand house
in New York. Batshe'll never go, sir
She'll die here waiting for Hiram, wha'll
never come.’

The stranger lifted his face that had
been half hidden in his band and said:

“There was a shipwreck on the Pacific

Ocean, Davy, vears and years sgo, and

says she, ‘I'm hiad

ing would she wear, even after his own | 1Y

i _-_

ane man only was saved ; saved Dnvy
by savages, who made him a slave, the
worst of slaves! But one day this sui-
lor saved the life of the chiel’s daughter,
who was in the coils of a huge snake,
and Lhe chiel released him. More than
that, he gave him choice spiges and
woods, and sent him aboard the first
passing ship 8o the sailor landed in a
great city, sold his presents and put the
gold in safe keeping Then he tfaveled
till he reached the seaport town where
he was born, and coming there at sunset
heard the story of his life from the lips
of a man catting his tombstone.’

Not s word spoke Dayy; standing
erect he seized an immense sledge-ham

r;apdl with powerful blows {rom strong

i arms and dashed the marble into

ments  Then, panting with exer-
tion, he held out his brawny hand to the
siranger—a stranger no longer.

“I've done no better work in my life
than I've done in the last five minutes,
Hiram,” be said heartily. “Go home,
man, and make Pearl’s heart glad.’

“You will prepare her, Davy ?’

“She don’t need it, Hiram. She don't
need it! You asked me about the stone
The neighbors drove her to ordering it,
twitting her that now she was rich she

tgrudged the stone to her hushand's

memory. So she told me to cat it, but
she saya: ‘Don’t you put dead upon it,
Davy. Put, lost at sea,for Hiram’s lost,
but he’ll be found and come back to me.’
She never looked atit, Hiram, never;
and there’s not an heur, nor hasn’t been
in ten gears, that she's not looking for
you to come back. Go to her, man, and
the Lord’s blessing rest on both of you!"

So, grasping the hard brown haud,
Hiram Goldby took the path to the lit-
tle white cottage where he was born
forty ive years before. The sun had
set, and darkness was gathering, but a
little gleam of light streamed from the
window of his cottage. He drew near
softly, and standing upon the seat in the
porch looked over the half curtain into
the neat but poor sitting-room.

It was not the graad house, Pearl's
heritage in New York, bat Pearl was
there. A slender little woman, with a
pale, sweet face, and black hair smooth-
ly banded and gathered into rich braids
at the back of the shapely head. Her
dress was a plain one, with white rofiles,
caffS ana apron. She had been sewing,
but her work was put aside, and pres-
ently she came to the open window and
drew aside the curtain. She did not see
the tall figure drawn closely against the
wall in the narrow porch, but her large,
dark eyes looked mournfully toward the
sea glimmering in the half light.

“My darling!" she whispered; *‘are
yon dead that you seem so near me to
night? Are yon dead, and has your
spirit come to take mine where we will
part no more ?'

Only the swash of the waves answered
ber. Sighing softly she said again:

“Is my darling coming? 1 feel him
80 near to me I could almost grasp him !’

She strelched ler arms over the low
t"wiudmwr sill, and alow voice answered

er:

“Pearl—Pearl !"

The arms that had so long grasped
only empty air were filled then,ss Hiram
stood under the low window.

“Do not move, love,” she whispered
pressing her soft lip to his; “I always
wake when you move.”

“But now,” Lie said tenderly, “you are
already awake. See, Pearl, your trust
was heaven given! It is myself, your
fond, true husband, little one, who will
never leave you again!”

She watchied bim, half fearful yet, as
he stepped over the low window sash
and gatbered her in his arms, raining
kisses upon her sweet, patient lips.

“It is true! You have come!"” she
cried at last, bursting into a passion of
bappy tears. “I knew you were not
dead. You could not be dead and my
heart not tell me!”

It was long before they could think of
anything but the happiness of reunion
after Lthe weary years of separation, but
at Iast,drawing Pearl close, Hiram whis-
pered:

“I walked from J——, love, and I am
enormously hungry.”

And Pearl's werry laugh chased the
last of the shadows from her happy face,
and she bustled about the room prepar-
ing supper.

“Supper for two!” she cried gleeful-

The grand house in New York is ten.
anted by its owners, and Hiram goes to
sea no more, but in Lthe summer time two
happy people come for & quiet month to
the white cottage at Monkton, and have
slwavs to listen to Davy's tale of the
cvening when he was cutting Hiram
Goldby's tombstone and ended by
smashing it to atoms.

“For,” is the iavariable ending of the
tale, “Pearl was right.and we was wrong,
all of us, for Hiram Goldby was ‘lost at
sen,’ sure enough, but he was not dead,
and he came back to her faithful love, as
she always said lie would.”

-

2% The Tribune has the following
dispatch: “Rospouvr, N. Y., June 27.—
Three tramps, tinkers, were caught leav-
ing & burning building last night and
were at once arrested. The evidence
against them is very strong.” Their ar-
rest was limely, if it can be shown that
they were actually leaving the burning
building Tramps have no right to leave
a burning building. Their escape is un-
justifiable If they cannot get an hon-
orable living they might at least give us
a fine example of an honorable dying.—
Let us hope, for their own good nsme,
that it cannot be shown that these tramps
ever left the building.—New York
Graphic.

-

Au elevated purpose is a good snd
ennobling thing, but we cannot begin at
the top of it. We must work up to.it
by the often difficult path of daily duty
—of daily.duty slways cheerfully per-
formed.

Never go back. What you attempt,
do with all your strength, Determina-
lion is omnipotent, If the prospect be
somewhat darkened, pul the lire of reso-
lution to your soul, and kindle a flame
that nothing but death can extinguish.

A witty Frenchman writes in a Paris
newspaper that “a French Major isa
man who bss three decorations. The
third was given him hecause he had two,
the second becanse he had one, and the
first because e had none.”

L]

LUCIA"‘ MI&:TAKE

BY MR3 E DURKE COLLINS.

“(xoin’ to teach school, is she? Where
at?”

0Old Mr. King took off his - steel bow-
ed spectacles, put down his newapsper,
and glanced inquiringly at his intetloc-
ator.

“There where Lucia’s gning to teach,”
pursued the other. “It's a no-account
place, anyway, I reckon, or they'd had
a school afore now. Where is it 74

“Oh, on the Texas border.”

“Party fur off, sin't it 7"

“Right smart. But, then, Lucia don't
mind Lhat; she wanis a change, she says,
I expect it is @all here, and lonesom
for a young thing like ber. And Texas
is pretty lively sometimes, you know,
with Indians and Mexican raids, and so
forth.”

“Huomph! I should think so. Bat
what's become of John Randall? 1
heerd some lalk of & match between
him aad Lucia. Hain't quarreled, have
they 7"

“Not ar I know. He went over to
Baton Rouge on business. Don’t know
when-be’ll be back.”

“Well, I reckon I'll be goin’ home,
now, peighbor King. Tell Lucia to
come over and see the girls before she
leaves.”

“All right. Bat, wait & minute; T'll
go a bit with you. I want to show you
my new piece of cotton.”

The old man picked up his straw hat,
as he spoke, and they lounged away to-
gether,

Hardly had they gone, when out up-
on the porch, which they had just va-
cated, came a girl, tall, and slender and
stately, with a good sensible face, and a
profusion of brown hair.

There was a look of annoyance upon
her face; she clenched her hands,’ and
set her small teeth together.

“And so the gossips are up in arms
at last!” she exclaimed, bitterly. “I
had hoped to spare mysell that! Asif
I didn't know that John Randall has
gone to Baton Rouge to be married !

Lucia King's face grew stern. Yon
could see that ehe was not one to show
much mercy.

“Captain Brabason told me so,” she
continued, “and I do not see why he
should attempt to deceive me. At all
events, I am going away from this place;
I should die to_be compelled to remain
bere and meet his wife. Father and
mother do not need me, and they do net
need the money which I shall make —
“Yes, I will go away, and in the busy
toil of a teacher’s life, and the dreary
solitnde of the Texas border, strive to
forget my past!”

There was a decided lock in the girl's

~={6yes, and about the firm mouth. Her

mind was fully made up; and, once made
up, she was not the person to change.

The preparations for Lucia’s depar-
ture were pushed speedily forward. To
the restless heart of the girl it seemed
that the time would uvever arrive; but
like all things on earth, her probation
came to au end at last. - So, one morn-
ing, she kissed her father and mother
good-by, and with many promises to
write often, stepped on board the train,
which soon bore her away from her
childhood's home. It was early the
following morning, when the train finally
paused at a little out of-the-way station,
and the conductor approached Lucia :

“This is Bordertown,” said he; “you
leave the train here, and finish the jour-
ney to Punchonville by stage.”

He politely assisted her to alight, and,
gathering up her wraps, Lucia followed
him a short distance, to where a lum-
bering old vehicle stood awaiting pas-
sengers.

Her baggage was soon transferred,
and stepping into the stage, Lucia seat-
ed herself in a corner. There was no
other occupsnt save one man, who sat
quietly reading & newspaper, which he
held before his face, which concealed it
from view.

But as the driver cracked his whip
and the stage rolled slowly off, Lucia’s
eyes fell upon the hand which held the
paper—a small, ungloved band, white
and shapely—wearing a diamond of
wonderful brilliancy. Something famil-
iar about the ring kept her gaze riveted
upon it. A strange speculation entered
her brain. Could it be possible 7

Just then the stranger solved the
problem. He dropped the paper, and
tarned his face full upon her own; a
bandsome, dark face, with deep-set,
hlack eyes, and the mouth, which was a
trifle seasual, half concealed by a heavy
mustache.

Lucia started in surprise, and an un-
easy leeling smote her.

*Captain Brabason !'"" she faltered.

‘At your serviee, Miss King!"”

He doffed bis picturesque sombrero
as he spoke.

“Delighted to bear you company,” lie
continued.

“Why, I did not know that you were
going to Texas!” murmured Lucia, all
the while oppressed with an intuition
of something wrong--some threatening
evil.

“I did not expect to go,” replied her
companion, suavely, “antil I found that
you were intending to take the trip. So,
I arranged business, and took paseage
at the same time. And,” he continued,
bending forward and seizing her hands
in his own, “I bave followed you to tell
you how miserable I am. I have loved
you, Lucia King, from the first time I
ever saw you, and I'm not the kind of a
man to give up easy. Will you marry
me, Lucia 7"’

“Ob, no—no!" she cried, wrenching
her hands away from his grasp.

An evil light shot into his black eyes

“And I swear that you will!” he hiss-
ed. “As I said before—Jack Brabason
is not the man to giveup. I'll have you
yet, girl—il I zo through fire and water
for you!”

He threw himself at her side, with
reckless familiarity, and attempted to
take her hand. A sudden recollection
flashed throngh Lucia's mind. She re-
membered the little revolver, her father's
parting gift  She drew it quickly from
her bosom, and before the startled ruf-
fian could move, turned it full npon him.
He drew back in astonishment.

“Plucky, now, ign’t she ¥ lie cried, in
unfeigned admiration. “You're a trump,
Lucis King, and no mistake! I never

saw you luok so pretty !’
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'I‘rembhng with exmumen& and fear,
the giil aruse to her feet. At that fd-
ment the stage came o a halt.

“This here's Punchonville!"” growled
the driver, pusing open thedoor. With

’|a feeling of thankfulness, Lucia sprang

oat, and away from the presence of her
traveling eompanion.

“Ig dls here de school-marm ?” asked
& voice at her elbow; and Lucia’s gsze
met the ebony visage of a dilapidated
negro.

“Yes,"she replied, hastily.

“Dea dis hete's de way! Dere's de
wagon ovet yohder !

t wis & huge green cart, with s span
of mules attacbed, sod Lucia followed
her conductor in its direction. Her
beart sank within her as she realized
that shey
and friencless, and that her worst ene-
my (for so she now ranked the man in
whose word she bad so lately believed)
was 80 mear. A thought slipped ioto
ber heart: Had she been quite wise in
listening to Captain Brabason’s story
about John Randall's marrisge? A
wretch who would insult an unprotected
woman, 83 he had done, would surely
be equal to any meanness or falsehood.
With these feclings rife in her besri,—
Lucia clambered into the high old wag-
oo, and. was driven rapidly away. But
nut before she caught sight of Captain

Brabason leaning negligently against

the door of a corner grovery, and pufl-
ing away at & huge cigar. He bowed

with exaggerated gnllmtry, but noticing

his salotation, the girl turned her face
away. Lucia’s boarding
the palatial log residence of Mr. John-
son; here she found comparative com-

fort, and straightway made up her mind

to be contented. The school was soon
opened ; the attendance was large, and
the businese of education went on swim-
mingly.

Days passed, and Lucia became quite
reconciled to her new lot. Her unfor-
tunate adventure was growing fainter in
her memory, until one day, returning
from school, on the little mustang which
had been placed at her service, she
caught sight of Captain Brabason; with
his malignant eyes scowling into her
face. Something seemed to warn her
of coming evil.

Arrived at home, she carefully exam-
ined the barrels of her revolver, and al-
ter that, she carried it continually with
her. It was autumn now, and Lucia had
been teaching for seversl months. Du
ring this interval, her letfers from home
had been mfrequent—whlle her own, in
reply, were vague and unsatisfactory.—
She was too proud to scknowledge to
her pareats the terror in which she was

living, and too independent to give up

ber situation, when the money was so
great a help to them. And all this time,
she had heard nothing from John; and
she longed for one word, which would

reveédl the trath or tlhity of the story]

which Captain Brabason had told her.

It was afterncon of a still, cool au
tumn day; Lucia had dismissed her pu-
pils, and, alone in the little log school-
honse, prepared the lessons, und sel
copies for the morrow.

It was near sunset when she left the
school-room, and closing the door be-
hind her, sprang lightly into the saddle,
and tarned her borse’'s bead. She bad
about three miles to travel, and vexed
at her own forgetfulness of the hour,
Lucia hurried the horse forward:

Her way lay along the bank of & win-
ding stream, very deep, and dark, and
dismal. The sun was getting low; she
counld scarcely get home before dusk.

With a keen feeling of alarm, she has
tened on, when the clatter of horses’
hoofs fell upon her startled ears. She
turped in the saddle, and beheld a lar
number of horsemen galloping towards
her. A second glance assured her that
they were Indians, and among them
rode Captain Drabason! Lucia’s heart
stood still with terror. He rode up to
the trembling woman :

“Anh!” he cried, sardonically, “we
meet again.”

He attempted to seize her bridle, but
the intrepid girl drew forth her trusty
weapon. With a muttered curse, the
ruffian dashed it from her band. It fell
with a dull thud among the dry leaves
which covered the ground, and rustled
at their feet. Wheeling suddenly in the
saddle, Lucia raised her horsewhip, and
as he again approached her, she struck
him a sharp, lingling blow across the
cheek  With a volley of imprecations,
he turned to his allies.

“Seize that woman " he shouted, in
the very delirium of rage.

They galloped onward to where she
sat, white, stern and determined, upon
the back of the fiery little mustang, a
dozen or so of sayages against one poor
little woman.

With a wild determination to die be
fore she surrendered; Lucia urged her
horse onward, and dashed into the dark
waters as the stream at ber feet.

“Follow her!” shouted Brabason.—
“You shall be well paid for your work !"

He gathered up his own reins, and
spurred his horse forward ; the Indians
did the same, and together they plung-
ed into the water. Lucia heard the
splash, and gave herself up for lost.

Oo—on she went; she would soon be
over now. At last the stream is cross.
ed, and frantically the little mustang
scrambles up the opposite bank.

“Ah ha, my lady " cried Brabason,
springing from his saddle, and seizing
Lucia’s bridle, “you're in my hands at
last! "Not even John Randall, himself,
could save you now!"”

“Dou't be too sure of that!"

1t was a deep, clear voice, and as Lu-
cia heard it, she shrieked aloud in won-
der and amaze. AL that moment, forth
from a neighboring thicket dashed a
horseman, young, lithe and handsome
Bebind him rode a score or so of blue
coats.

“Jobn—oh, John I" cried Lucie.

“Just in time, I see,” was the cool re-
sponse. “Captain Brabason, be kind

enough to release that lady's bridle.—|

Men, do your duty!”

The soldiers advanced quickly, and
before the astonished villian had time
Lo resist, he was bound and borne away,
the Indisns, mesawhile, scaltering like
a flock of sheep i every direction. Ri-
ding slowly along, Lucia toroed her
white face npon her deliverer.

“How did you come here ?” sho fal-
tered. *1 am so sstonished to see you!"

“Say that you're glad, Lucia.”

“Well, [ am."

among..strangers, alope

place was st

.“ﬂlﬁ-"

ul tbnnghl‘. you would be,” was ﬁ:d
cool rejoinder - “Aud now, are w
ready 1o go home with me ?" = -

Her biead dropped, bus she ﬂl ﬁo
answer.

“Luein, confess nowj tragt Joi &
little ashamed and sorry for bjw
tice vou bave done me? 1 onlg le
the truth a few da You see, l'A!‘

y8 ago.
¢ia, I used to go to BatonRonge BM
deal, and tluats scoundrel, for h
purposes, invented the sl.ory of
tended marriage

I, with some othiers, have beea!
detective : tracing up this fellow Braba-

ly arranged, tto, réady for his arrest,
when he s
were at a loss low to'proceed, When'at

‘yau, i which you" mentioned

although I knew thar, for some myste™
ridus reason, you were. mﬂéﬁ W
at me, I started at once for

apprehend the rascal. He'll get %[004
long turn in ‘durance yil¢' gow; for his
erimes and misdemeanofs aré leglon.—
But, Lucia, you hsve not consented to
retarn home yet. Will you come?”

cence. (1

“As my wife?”

She laid ber hapd in hls, and answet”
ed, amﬂlv : b
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Mr. Norton Denies the Boft Indé
prncluuelll., . -

Marcus P. Norton, s luwggr of Troy;
New York, and an imtimate friend of Sen-
ator Conkling, has written an open’fettet
to President Hayes. Theoccasion which
called it forth was the publicatian
(Norton) bad made l:uslllemam. ga"'h
bad the aathority ander the signatore of
Roscoe Conkling that he (Conkling)
would refuse 1o support the administra-
tion of the President... Norton ia his les-
ter says: “I am so ignorantabout this
matter that I cannat divine whence it
comes or wizeresoéver it goes. -I fever,
here or elsewhere, made the sta tat-
tributed to me. I never bad a ity
from Mr, Senator Conklingtos of
him in sny manner whatever upon that o
any other sulject. - With mal wm&
none and charity forall, 1 bave now to
say to you thst the author, ‘whoevers hd
may be, was enlirely mistaken with rgfer-
ence to the matter. I now sod here again

repeat and say that I never made

claration, nor did I stale any wo! milg
substance the ssme. Ido;otmw
make any newspaper denial of 1he i
The statement which Nortou so vigorous-
ly denies was made by him to your cor-

respondent in front of the Ebbitt Mo
in this city, on Friday night last. He

Conkling, in which the Iatter said be
would refuse to uppﬁﬂthaudulnim.-

J.Stevens, Clerk of the House Commit-
tee on Productions, who called upon your
correspondent to assure him that Norton
had not been misquoted. Why be denies
now is best explained from the fact that
he is willing te take the Post-office at
Troy if offered to him. Either Norton
lied last Friday night to your correspond-
ent or now he ddes to the President. My
only object, however, in thus commenting
on his letter is to let the President know
that Norton helongs to a very class
of Republicans who say they indorse him
to his face and abuse him behind his back.

It seems to show thata fe nst
Hayes is prevalent among the bli-
cans.

quite an army under vigoroul lenders
- -
Facts.

Brazil is 2300 miles long and 1100
miles broad.

New Orlesnes, in 1829, uporwl iﬁ&-
000 bags of cotton.

The earliest Chinese histoﬁ!r cltill
the year 2200 B. C.

An acre of good land shonld pmdnec
250 bushels of potatoes.

The frst Greek wrilers were Ho-er
and Heisod, in 1000 B. C.

The first Latin writers were ﬂlllll"
Ennius and Tetentius, 200 B. C.

The United States, in 1830, contsined
12,700,000 inhabitants, of whom 1 950,5
000 were slaves. -

Raymond Tully, in 1273, npohoﬂhc
maguetic needle as well known for its,
use to mariners.

The books of Moses were writlen’
aboat 1740 B. C, and other early Jewish
books before the year 1200. .

Eggs are kept fresh for years inBcof.-
land, by rubbing them wilh oil or bltlat
whrn newly laid, so as to stop the

The coasts of England Wa
officially said to be about 2000 Illlﬂhf

The thee and thow used by the Qua.
kers, origicated with George Fox, wno
pubhshed s hattedore for teachers and
professors, in whioh he adopted tllt

In the year 1603, 36,269 of the inhab-
itaots of London died of the plague,and
in *1665, 68,5968 deaths were recorded,
7,165 dymg in less thau one week.

Shakspeare’s Romeo was Romee Mon-
tecchen, and Juliet was Juliet Capello.!
Bandcllo gives the story as true, snd
states their tomb was shown sl Verona.

Sir Walter Scott’'s Meg Merrillics was'
Jean Garden, of Yetholw, England.—
She was detected stealing some shoes at
Woolen Fair, aud being ducked in the
river, she died the same night of the in-
juries.
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The Hawkeye man wakes this humil.
iating confeasion: “Bogus ten oent
pieces have been put in circalstion, snd
a gratifying incresse in church collec:
tions is noticed.”

Gen. Custer's remains, in lccordapcs
with bis wishies, will be borne to West
Point, while those who lell with him will
be buried in the National cemetery ﬁ
Fort Leavenworth.

Courting etiquelte at Caracas, Vene!
zuala, makes the fellow, ir he is not en-
gaged, sit outside om bhis donkev snd
talk with his sweetheart as she sits jn
ber window behind iron hars.

A minister gning to visit o m’l
sick 1-llishiuﬁer:.g asked himqplaow ﬁ
rested during (he night. “Ob, wén
drously 111" he replied, for ‘wmine ‘ayed
have not come together sesé: three
nights.” * Wihat iy the reason of that '
said the other. *Alas! sir)” said he
“because my nose was betwixt lhem "

.

tifé - pres-
ence bere. Very much alarmed l‘o; youy

The girl bowed her held in u'qnl

unequivocally thal he had.s letter from |

me, B.

They Lave not nerve um-hm
to it singly and alone, but will swell u&h

extent ; Scotland 1100 and Ireland 1300, .

mode of speech, about 1650. o

This is the real truth. ~

son, and his crimes.  Had-matters-near-—
uddenly - dissppenred. We / -
lagt your father rer.aivul s ch fromt 2




