——exgeption of & single luck, which he edMibe
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VOL. XV.

TEE BATTLE OF BLRNEEIN,
Y soUTHEY.

"A LAWYER'S PLOT.,

] ¢ Quinlan, I hm afraid thie is an awful
Mﬁ job.’
. ink;. you fool? Whal are you a-
fraid of T As sure as I live, 1 never bad
an easier one as loog a8 I was in this
live of business, Jake Stalling. You
m___i
SAll I see is that, if we get caught,
we'll swing, sure.’
Quinlsn then burst inte & loud, seorn-

ful la
a coward, Jake,” he sid an-

‘You
‘l“&.

‘No, I sin’t, d=—n you, Quinlan,’ re-
torted the otlrer fiercely . ‘but what you
want me to do with yoeu is simply to
mu;:it buglary, murder and arson!’ he
"?'Hn‘ y%t big words I’ cried Quinlan
angrily. ‘Call it as you please; but sne
thing“is sure: if you leave me in the
lurch, you ¢ap bet your pile on it that
1 will blow on Jake Stalling about the
murdicr of old Mrs. Harrison, at Ralcigh

‘Hush ! Hush !’ ioterrupted Stalling,
looking round as if fearful lest tnybo!y
lhc:l_ld 2ave beard what Quinlan had said
to him

‘Wil you help me—yes or no ' asked
Quinlan in & menacing toune.

‘Yes, yes, but—’

‘Noifse and buts here, Jake. So you
will sid me. Very well. Now let me tell
you there's no risk for us whatever in
this little job. Old Birvey is all alone
with bis two niggers and his yellow wench
at bis villa on the island. e paint our
faces red snd tackle the darkies firnt —
lhe, will be ecared to death, and we cau
ezsily bind themn hand and foot and then
. |eut their old mpster’s throat.: Thereug

|"0 we ransack the place, take all the
uables we can sarry off, and thes

to the viggers. We will give them a
few cuts and stabs, snd then gct away as
fast as we can.’ .

‘l thought we were to set fire to the
villa after—' .

‘After killing the old chap?' mid
Quinlan. ‘No Jske, I have changed
wy wind on that point. You see the
blagse might attract attention in the neigh-
borbood. sud we might get cought. My
plan is safer ; everybody will suspect the
niggers did it ; and the niggers, you
know, couldn’t testify against us.’

‘And what are you going to get for
the job 7’ asked Stalling.

‘Why, Mr. Byrcn, the old chap’

‘| nephew, going to give us $400 down,
and $OU0 next weck, besides what we
she!l tind in the old chap’s place,’ said
Quinlun.

This deluctable conversation took place
between two villainous-looking fellows
near the Mountain Inn, some fifteen miles
from Raleigh, the capital of Norgh Caro-
lina, at a Jate hour i the afternoon of
July 15, 1887,

Kaleigh was at that tiwo infested by
gamblers, blacklegs
insls, and during the preceding four
wmounthe no fewer than eleven murders had
beess cowmmitted in the town and its vigin -
ity. But such was the apathy of both

It was a summer evening,

Old Kasper’s work was done ;
And be before his cottage door
Was sitting in the sun,

And by him sported on the green
His little grandchild, Wilhelmine.

- I,

She saw her brother eterkin
Roll sometbing large and rvund,
That he beside the rivulet,
In playing there had found,
He came to ask what he had found,
That was so large, and smooth, and round.

1. '
Old Kasper took it from the boy,
Who stood expectant by,
And theu the old man shook his head,
And with a natural sigh,
"Tis some poor fellow's skull, said be,
Who fell in the great victory. -

y 1V..
I find them in the garden, for

The ploughshare turns them out ;
For many thousand men, said he,
Were slain in the great victory.

Ve &
Now tell us what twas all about,
Young®eterkin he cries,
And little Wilhelmine looks up
With wonder-waiting eyes ;
Now tell us all about the war,
And whrt they killed each other for.

VL

It was the English, Kasper cried,
That put the French to rout ;

But what they killed each other for
1 eould not well muke out.

Bub everybody said, quath he,

That 'twus » (amaus yictory.

| VIIL.
My father lived at Bleuheim then,
Yon little strenis hasd by ;
They burnt his dwelling Lo the ground,
And he was foreed to fy ;
8o with his wife and child lve fled,
Nor had he where to juy bis head.

VIIL.

With five and sword the country round
Was wasted fur and wide,

And muny u childing mother then,

And pew-burn infant died.

But things like that, you know, mpst be
Al every finaous victury,

E | 1X.
Great praise the Duke of Marlbro’ won,
And our good prince Eugene.
Why, 'twas a very wicked thing,
Buid littls Wilhelinine.

Ney. s My little girl, quoth he,
¢ was a fuwous victory,

X.
And everybody pgaised the Duke
Wha such » fight did win,
Bat what good came of it ut last ¥
Quath little Petorkin,
Why, that I cannot tefl, snid he,
But 'twas a famous victury,

S ———————— v | f—rP———
& Mullins is entitely buld, with the

that no serivus steps had been taken to
ferret out and bring to justice the per-
petrutors of these hoiuous criwmes. Only

man, Jewes Lancy, was in)-il on &
charge of murder. lle was a fellow of
the worst repute, and wus suspeoted of
baving beea o participant in other out-

rages.
.ﬁamml was » young lawyer, Wil-
liam Byron, who was noted for bie elo-

. quence at the criwmiusl bar, but why was
carefully over the side of his beud. A |generally disliked becnuse he was known

shert time ago some young ladies usked | L0 be an inveterate gambler.
him for bis photograph, and just for fun| In bis twenty-sizth year be had slrea-
hé had & ploture taken of the top of his|97 ras Girough with the large fortune
head. About s afterward be went | hich ble r bad left him , sud since
paot, the o place and nutiond | 48 B had frequently oblsined losns of
an immense crowd studying a picture In A vt vl et
cle, Huaw Birney, 8 wealthy old biche-

that fhat disgusting artist bad piinteda]| Me. Birnoy b dissppointed io
grestly enlasged picture of his Lald head,|love many ye w and since theu
sround the|be &E"" subject to

fite of
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before the sum for which he had applied
to his uncle, the winner being s notorious
gmbler snd rowdy, who threatened
st unless Byron paid him the money
within twenty-four hours he would cow-
hide him on the publis thoroughfare.

When the young lawyer arrived in
Raleigh be found at his office a note from
his client, James Lancy, who asked bim
to call at the jail forthwith.

Os his way to the jail Byron was ab-
surbed in deep thought. ddenly en i-
dea struck him which made him look wp
with a strange swile.

He found Lancy in his eell, greatly ex-
cited,

'Tl,e! have got new evidence aguiust
me, sir.

‘Your case bas an ugly look,’ remark-
ed the lawyer.

‘Is there no hope for me, Mr. Byron ¥’
asked the prisoner.

‘I can save you, Laney.’

‘Can you ¥

‘But only on one condition,®

‘Name it, sir; I'll fulfill it,’ said the
prisoner, eagerly. :

Byron whispered to him.

‘1 will get a change of venue for you,
and bave you rescued on the way t> the
pew country, if you will tell me of & uian
who will kill somebody for me. 7 want
to ges rid of iny old wncle, Hirsm Birney.
You know a person that will do the job,
don’s you?’

Lancy replied unhesitatingly: ‘There
i Quinlan. You know him, don't you,
Mr. Byron 1

The lawyer replied in the affirmative.

‘Offer him a few bundred dollars, snd
he will do the job for you.’

When Byroo-left the ‘eell he did not

notice that & young woman was standing
there close to the door, in the dark ocorri-

i1dor.

It was Lancy’s -looking daugbter
Annps, whe hoz bﬁ ever ‘wrd‘lht
had paseed between her .father and the
young lawyer.

Her bosomm was heaving convulsively
as sho eotered her' father’'s cell, but she
did not tell him that she was cognizant of
Byrou’s dread secret.

Byron, in the first place, directed bis
steps to s saloon near the State House.
There be fuund a repulsive-looking indi-
vidual, who received him with an impu.
dent lecr.

‘Got the mongy for wme, Byron ' he
said to she lawyer.

‘Mr. Rawlinson, I come to make you
a very fair proposition. I will give you
instead of what I owe you, $5,000 in one
week's tiwe.’

Quinlan then returned to the frighten-
ed negroes and untied their hands.

Five minutes afetrward he was again in
bis hoat, and rowed quickly back to the
shore, He now began runoning at the
top of his s toward Raleigh, where

he arrived bredthless and exhausted ut 8|

o’'clock in the morving. [n fifteen minu-
tes he bad communicated what had oe-
curred to Byron, whe bad been waiting
for him.

'B‘Illlllﬁ will be esught on the island,
and be will swing for it, Me. Byron,® she
ssid, ‘No one will believe bisstory, and
we will be safe.” |

He received bis money, and half an
bour afterward he had left the city. No
one had seen him there.

At duybresk the frightened negroes
nntuud,oqt of theit"besl:'nm Heuring

|8 terrible noise in their roaster’s bedroom

they ran in dismay out of the house, and
rowed in their boat over to the shore,
where they breathlessly infortmed a tobae-
co planter, named Partridge, ot what had
taken place on the island.

Mr. Partridge aroused his neighbors,
and an hour later a large foree landed ot
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"LOVE,”

AN ESSAY,
BY

MRS. MARY E. B. STEPHENS,
READ BEFORE

THE TEACHERS' ASSOCIATION
OF KENT COUNTY,

Nov. 21, 1876.

Mr. President and Teachers :—1 have
chosen for my subject a theme so trite and
well-worn that I fear I may tire your
patience, yet I do not .think it bhas ever
been considered among us in its bearings
upon our school-work. It is love. Many
of you may net agree with me when 1 say
that one of the most important essentials
of & successful teacher is love, both for
the work and the pupil. You may think
that if you do your work conscientiously
you will hava done all that is required of
you. 8o you will, by law ; but the child-
ren will know ; they have such a keen
sense of what is lacking ; such fine per-

the islund. Btalling was still io Birney’s | @ptions, that they will soon feel whether

bedroom. He was atterly exhausted and
offered no resistance to the men, who tied
bis hands on his back and took him to
Raleigh, where he was heavily ironed and
locked up in & strong cell. The story
which he told about Quinlas and Byron
wab utterly disbelieved, as Mr. Birney's
negroes were positive that they had seen
only Stalling, with bie brick-red "face.—
Byron ted bis innoceuce, of course,
aud teok possessiom of his uncle’s estuce,
He now had plenty of money, and when
Stulling was put upon trial he msnaged
to influence tLe bar of Raleigh in lucg .
wanner that the prisoner had no counsel.
The result was that Stalling was comviet-
ed and sentenced to be hanged. Byron
chuckled over the succees of _his villiany,
and he was determined to ruin the prison-
er Laocy, and thereby sileace all witnes-
ses against him. Insteud of getting him
the promised change of veuue he wade
only a sham defense for hiw ; and Lauey,
whow he hud encouraged to the lust mo-
went, was likewise convicted of wmurder
and sentenced to be haoged.

When the dread senteuce was passed
apon Laney, his daughter, who was pres-
ent in the sudience, rushed forward to-
ward the judge. Sbe wes deadly pale,
but looked determined and desperate. In
hurried words she told the judge what
she had heard n the jail at the time of
Byron’s interview with her futher. The

judge held o brief consultation with the

‘Rawlinson growled at first, but he fin- | prosecuting sttorney, who then ordered

ally sccepted the offer. The lawyer then
hunted up the ruffiau Quinlean, with whow
he came easily to au understandiag. Our
readers know already what that uuder-
standing was.

Shortly after dark, on the day when
Quinlan bhad beld the conversation with
Jake Stalliug, ‘related at the opeming of

smsll Loat sud rowed as noiselessly as

ible across Reed Lake to old My,
irney’s island howe. ~

o They landed at the western extremity

the authoritics and the citisens of Raleigh | of the 1sland, and bid bebind a clump of

trees, wheuce they had »
the grated window of the
bedroom. .

There was a lightin it. They saw the
venerable wsn reading a book ou the chair
at the bedside. |

‘Here's brickdust,” whispered Quinlsn
to his sompanion. ‘IRub your face with
it ; 1 will do the same.’

Stalling's face looked speedily like that
of a Choctaw Indisn. Iu the darkness
he did not potice that Quinlan did not
put sny brickdst on his owa face.

At last Mr. Birnvy undresead and went
to bed. All lights were extinguisbed in
the house.

The two murderers crept noiselosal
to the back door, which they opened w

s jinm
threw the glare of bis dark
lantern over the room.
He saw in the d. sitting up-
t in her bed, the handsowe mulatto

b
ousekeeper and vaok. She was speech-
with terror,

Quinlan went up to her snd quick]
.d' feet. Then lh:ly vm’t

Tdmd view of
old bachelor's

%0 the bedroom of the two male negroes.

snoring iv stentorian
roes did not awake until’
hand snd foot.

‘J orowyl of men were stead

.

{marked :

the arrest of Williawm Byron. Quinlan
was never found. Stalliug’'s sentence was
cominuted to imprisonwent for life. By-

ron got off with fivo years’ imprisvoment,
and

leaving the State.

- - >

snd still worse erim-|our nurrative, the two stepped into o |THE RIGHT TIME TO GET MAR.

RIED.

One of the things which young péaple
seem i» be the most angious to know, is
‘‘the right time to get married,” as some
of them put it

The great majority of youug people are

, aud get comparatively small wages.
bey naturelly suppone that if they get
married it will cost more to live than it
costs thew while they sre single. 8o the
questiov with them 13, Shall we marr
while we are young and poor, or wait tiﬁ
we get older and better off !  And that is
the real question in their- minds wheun
i?q;iu as to “'the right’time to get mar-
ried."

There cun be no rule laid down on this
subject which will it all cases. Sowe
people are naturally so industrious and
thrifty that they will ges along under sl-
mest any circumetances. Others sre oo
thriftless that they cannot get along under
sny cireuinstances. The right tidie for
the first class to get married s whenever
they choose to do so, while the_right time
for the other cluse to get ved ssldom
n;m st all. D cul

A young couple ¢ o 0=
B e S i

vé ¢30D . i , | “’
their fortune litge by Little, may safely
svad for the Wan 88 5001 88 i Ay
be convenieng. But young who

org lasy %qtqr sut, and csre more

lo_nh:; i din welfare, nbuls
| surrect BULIORS

ﬁ ’n‘_m}_ubh before they get

L I

Wignss Ha'p Knowx ]

o e
the elestion
of themi

ol Tidew coly wentsone more

m;mh,ﬁ‘: one

Il!“
ole (@ olect bim ; he already bes 184—
do the business.’

onoe Lo

it iaJove that guides the instruction or
merely daty. I doubt not but you may
teach them many things; but the true
impulse, the mainspring, the life if I may
o speak, will be wanting. The gard-
ener, in reasirg the tender plant, not anly
wmust have a love for his work but an
affection for the plaut, to be successful.
He sows the seed, watches for the elight-
est evidence of growth, the tender germ
is cared for, placed in the most favorable
position, and every little shoot which
appears 18 hailed with delight, carefully
trajued and pruned. So must you, fellow
teachers, watch your pupils: sow the seed
not only carefully but prayerfully; watch
every evidence of interest, and try by
every means in your power to foster its
growth, try to guide in the right direc-
tion, show that you love your work, and
not only the work but the pupils, and
they cannot, will net fail to improve. I
1 am but a beginuer 1n the work, I may
say but in the wvestibule of the temple of
teaching, and it may seem to chose who
have penetrated farther towards the arena
a8 if 1 were presumptuous in offering
advice; but lovk around in the world
and you will find in every pursuit of life
that those who carry weight with them,
who accomplish anything, are those who
have a love for what they are doing, en-
thusiasm as we call it. Look at the min-
ister— the highest calling on earth—only
those who ure thoroughly impressed with
the importance of their Master's message

nc, Wae wdond on cllldilioll 0' and deliver it as if tbﬂ’ loved the souls of

those 10 whom they were sent, accomplish
anything. The sculpter not oaly is filled
with love for his art, but also with a love
for the creations of that art. The ma-
chinigt loves his work, and the poaderous
engine, that seems to others but a grimy,
black menster, is to him as a living crea-
tare, obedient to his every will, and loved
uccordingly. So with the painter: the
work of his hand gradually grows before
him on the canvass till his very soul is
fled with delight, and he verily some-
times gives his life in exchange for these
inaterialized visions which flouted through
his brain,

Teaching is a high and holy calling.
for was aot many of the world's greatest
among our ranks. Yea, even the Master
himsell was called a teacher sent from
God ; he was filled with love for his pu-
pila. Many wmay may, but his teaching
wus of holy, beavenly thirgs, ours of the
earthly. All knowledge, I hold, to be
from God. Wheu God created the Gar-
den of Hden, he placed among other trees
one of the knowledge not only of good

T et TR S, R e e, W W i g S R T e e v e e il ol S w will m—" e ——n. e
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many of the schools of Europe, send our

pupils from us with memories and minds | dead,” yelfed f
cultivated and their souls neglected ; bet- of
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taught without referring to that first of | Bow mertified and gehtly astonished mer-
books. Let us not follow the example of [chant. -, ~

S 4

" %1 want ten.cents for the illustrious
ylor’s friend.

‘“You go this store, or I'll put

ter remain in ignorance, for all, I judge, |out,” threatened Mr. Moril.

will concede that the educated infidel is

** You'll put me out, will you, old finh

the greatest evi! in the world. Teach|stomach ?”’ derisively snorted the stiang-

them to love truth, honesty and goodness,
snd to wish to> possess them. Work,
then, teachers, with an earnestness and
enthusiasm that your pupils will cateh
your spirit, and you will give the cause of
education such an impetus that the whole
county will be carried as if by storm.
You will meet with opposition, and the
good time may Le delayed, but never
mind--

In the world’s broad field of battle,
In the bivouae of life,

Be not like dumb driven cattle,
Be the heroes in the strife.

It us then be up and doing,
With a heart for any fate,

Still achievinF, still pursuing,
l.earn to labor to wait.

Ah, how skillful grows the hand,
That obeyeth Love’s command:

It is the heart and not the brain,
That to the higheat doth attain;
And he who followeth Love's behest,
Far exceedeth all the rest.

B e

A STRANGER IN DANBURY.

He was a stranger to Danbury, and
somewhat inebriated, we are sorry to say.
Where he came from, and where he was
going, were facts that did not transpire
while he was among us. His first ap-
pearauce was in the bank. There was an
old gentlemiun at the patrons’ desk labori-
ously indorsing a check. The stranger
went up to him, and slapped him on the
back, without ostentation, The old gen-
tleman’s pen was just in the act of com~
pleting the tour of the letter Z. The jar
sent it up to the northwest corner of the
paper, and thence drove it into the desk.
The writer turnell about in uomitigated
astonishment. :

‘““ What do you want, sit ?”* he demand-
ed, with his spectacles reeling around on
the end of his nose from the effect of the
shock.

‘“ 1 come to see you about Taylor,’’ said
the stranger.

‘‘ Taylor? what Taylor ?7

‘e Zach, of course; president, you
know,’”’ explained the stranger, with an
agreeuble smile. ‘‘Lays down there now
—not u stone to mark his grave,by Jinks!”
and the stranger’'s face suddenly grew
serious,

“ What do 1 know about that ?" said
ths old gentleman, hastily grabbing up
the pen.

‘“‘Ain’t you going to do anything about
it 7" demanded the stranger, catching
hold of the desk to steady himself.

' Go way; you're drunk,’’ petlishly ex-
claimed the old gentleman, discovering
this and the horrid seratch on the check,
both at the same time,

‘* Drunk yourself, you ole fool,” retor-
ted Mr. Taylor's friend, looking aboul for
the man who stood back of the counter
when he came in, Not seeing him, how-
ever, he gave the old gentleman a cordial
invitation to go soak himself, and depar-
ted. The moment he got vutside of the
door, the cashier of the bank appeared
from under the counter, and gazed ab-
sently at the ceiling. ®

The stranger next went into Morril's toy
store. Mr. Mecril, who is a thin, tall
person, was endeavoring to.sell a lady a
horse and wagon wertistically constructed
of tin and elaborately colored.

‘** Good afternoon,’ said he, with a mer-
chant's seductive smile, | 3

‘‘How are ye?’’ responded the stranger.

bug eyll, It is the fuult of mankind if| AFe YOU the propcietor P

knowledge is used for evil. If in obedi-
commands it will be for good
—Al all knowledge must be good
till led, and it is from Him, for
watil’
pess . when the fullness of time is eoine
He then the minds and understand-
tngy of M

He wishee.

i
¥

Awmerica was on the

other side of that mighty ceean many
:ruhdm Columbus realjzed the dream

Ip litutime ; and yet God had not put
the henrt of man te ‘dream of it.
Boagop after season bad apples fullen to

wclt mnkwdlorslrw
lesas Newton to discover the laws of

the youthful Watts as he sat by the
tea kettle, but none save the

for whom such knowledge was desti-
arrived at the eause. And a most
overw helwing proof lies in‘our own Fraak.
lin's dlscovering the identity of the light-

©Maryland State Archives msa_sc3326_scm8204-0212

wills it we work in the dark-

creatures, and thLey receiv®

“Illll."

‘“Glud to see you. Will you just step
one side a moment. I waut to see you on
special business.’’

Mr, Moril took the new comer to the

me in the gutter, I suppose, you old lath,
and the grave of a president as bald as
your skull. Gimme ten cents, 1 say, or

‘““You’ll pick me right up an’ drop

I’ll cut off your ears and shove you under
the door."’

Mr. Moril was struck dumb with ber-
ror

‘‘By Godfrey!”’ suddenly ejaculated the

stranger, smiting his forehead in a par-
oxysm of grief, ‘‘to think of Zach Taylor
down there waiting for an obelisk—a little

tiny obelisk—and his only authorized

agent snapped up by two quarts of bones

in a borrowed suit of clothes. [ won't

stay in & town like this. I won’tstays

minute longer. I'shall go back of some

freight-house and break my heatt, and be
laid away with laurel and spices.”

An hour later he was sitting on a plank
in the lockup, waiting for a freigbt-house

and laurel and spices L0 eome along.—
Danbury News,
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WHAT.TO DO WITH TROUBLE.

Don’t try to quench your sorrow in rum
and warcotics. If you begin this, you

must keep right on till it leads you to ruin °
—if you must add physical pain and the
consciousness of degradation to the sor-

row you seek to escape. Of all wretched
men, his condition is most painful, who

having sought to drown his grief in
drink, awakens from his debauch with

shattered nerves, aching head, and de-
pressed mind, to face the same trouble
again. That which at first was painful
to contemplate will, after® drink, seem
unbearable.

Ten to one the fatal drink will be again
and ugain sought till its victim sivks a
hopeless, pitiful and total wreck.

Work is your true rewedy. If misfor.
tune hits you hard you hit something else

Chesteriown Transcripl, -

hard—pitch into something with a will,

There's nothing like good solid absorbing

work to cure trouble. If you have met ™

with losses, you don’t want to lie awake
thinking of them. You wanataasleep,

calm, sound sleep, and to eat your dinner
with appetite. Iut you can’t unless you

work, “If you say you don’t feel
working, and go a loafing all day,

Towm, Dick and Iarry the story of your
woes, you'll lie awake, and keep your

wife awake by tossing, spoil her temper

and yjour own breakfast mext morning,
and Legin to-morrow feeling ten times
worse than you did to-day.

* &
11

$

There are some troubles that time

heals, and perhaps some that cannot' be

healed at all, but gll can be healed by the
panacea, work. Try it, you who aré”thus
afllicted.

2F 'A'n't you exprised to soe me 1™
said a five-year-old girl, as she
into my Louse in the widst of &
storm. *‘The rain fell over me
ran down through a strainer, sud

it off, but it wouldn’t sta

asked God to stop, bat

th in the way, and he oculdu's
me, erspeck : and I ko
couldn’t sce me, 'cause a bis

over my head as black s
Nobody couldn't see little

black clouds. I'= |

sun shines, and then, whem X
God will look down sud say, ‘W

is Mollie! She went to sse hor
right in the middle of the saing’
guess he’ll be just as much SEpe

"

end of the room, and then looked anx.|other

toull‘g at him.

“ You are nicely fixed here, I imagine,’*
said the strunger, peering around. *‘L
with yaller bhair, puinted dogs, }

tops, eloettery. Did you ever thiuk. helaie

suddenly added, ‘‘that while you stoed In
the midst of all this glitter like a god in &
barrel of ice cream, the grave of Preals
dent Taylor has no stone to mark
'H A
**You'll excuse me, sir,” sald Mr. Mo
ril, netvounly glancing toward the walt
:uhdy, ““mmw of a matter of
= i
LY Aln’t it & matter of importance that
the grave of the illustrious dend should be
Lid away under weeds like » bug of stolen
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