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FRANK P. BEARD.

HUDSCRiPTION RATES:

$2 a yenr, in utlvn11ce—-$1 for six months,
JOB PRINTING in its all depar tments
neatly executed.  Giveus a call.

IZLAR.& DIBBIE,
ATTORNEYS AT LAW,
_RUSSELL STREET,
{Orangeburg, S. C.

Jas. T Tznan.
mch G-1yr

8. DinprLr.

CENTRAL HOTEL,
(PLAIN STREET, )

COLUMBIA, 8. €.

Doard - - B -52 Per Da, .

26-3m D. B. CLAYTON, l‘mprulnr

DISSOLUTION.

FEMIE partnership herctofore existing . be-
tween James B Heyward  and Erank 17,
Beard, under the firm name of IMevward &
.lir:ur«l ia thia day dissolved by mutual con-
sont, Al ueconnts due the firm must be paid
to FFrank P, Beard, he having purchased the
entire interesc in the Orangeburg LA IS,
and having assumced all the liabilities of the
firm.
JAMES S IIEYWARD,
FRANK I BEARD,
Orangeburg, 5. L July 13, 1872,

e

DIR. D. I.. BOOZER,
Surgeon Dentist,

Ix prepared to excente his professional work
in the neatest and most perfeet manner.
Oflice aver Duflic & Chapman’s,

Lpnuosite the Celunbia Llotel,
Colnmbin, 8. (L
SdNO. COLCOUK & CO.,
FPACTOURS aud COMMISSION MER-

CIHTANTS, CITARLESTON, 8 (.
JOIIN COLCGUR, THOS 1L COLCOCEK, S 1LAGOOD,
QUL LA G,

July 16, 1872 243

am

DRUT. BERWICK LEGARE,
DENTAL SURGEON,

Chanduate, Daltimore  Coliegs Dental
Surgery,
‘.ﬁ" e, Marvket str voly, Cleeir Sture o, o Tawiiton

e 14

I'E ]u‘n\] It r& DANTZLLE I\,.
12 L OHEIN S TS T S P
, Orangeburg, S. C.,
Office over store of Wi, Willeok,

F. FEnsyuk.
meh 12-%ios

=

>

oA Dastzien, D D8

Kirk Robinson,
DEALER 1N

G

B oks, Musie and Stationery; and Faney

Articles,
AT TIE ENGINE HTOUSTE
ORANGEBURG, C. ., 8, C.
mch -

PIHOTOG RAPH I NG .

E herewith return my thanks to my friends for
their past patronage, and hope still to merit
their future patronnge,

Fam still over Captain <11 W, Brigemann's
slore, preparcd to exeeate work in my line of
business, 1 the latest and

MOST IMNPROVED SIY LI

= Batisfaction guaranteed. ]
¢ D, BLUME,
311 Artist
To Bullders.

L am prepared to furnish SASITES, BLIN DS,
Doors, Mantels,and every style of inside 'unrl.,
at the shortest notice, anil of best material, at
Baltimore rates, nhllng freight. Call in and
tee eatalogue. . Work warranted.

JOIIN A HAMILTON,
meh 13-1yr Orangehurg, S, ¢,

D. W. ROBINSON,
MERCHANT TAILOR,

]_[AS Removed and is now loeated on Russell
Street over 17 1L W, Briggmann’s Store,
where he is pr:'p.:lcd to fit gentlemen with
clothes of the newest and most approved styles,
Sutisfaction guaranted in every instanee.
D, W. ROBINSON.
July 2, 1872 ] 2

giist”

LLDGTDD STORY

MARIAN n SECRET. .

BY AMY RANDOLPH.

It was a clear, brilliant morning in
February, with the white luxuriance of
the newly fallen gnow gleaming in pearly
ridges on all the window lintels and
carved cornices of the tall thrown stone
house, while the blue sky overhead, daz-
zling and cloudless, seemed as if no storm
could over shadow. its dome of translu-
cent light.

Mrs. Ordway’s family were gathered
around the breakfast table in the bright
room where the pink and gold walls re-
flected the ruby sparkle of the fire, and
the brown pile of the costly earpet dead-
ened your footstep like the russet moss of
some secluded forest dell—n breakfast
table whose silver urn, cut glass and trans-
parent china indieated the easy circum-
stanees of those who sat around it. The
matron herself was fair and rosy, with
delicate Blue cap-ribbons, and n morn-
ing toilette of lustrous blue silk, while
Agnes Ordway, her cldest child, was
dark and handsome as a gipsy. She
knew it, too, this haughty, brillinnt Miss
Ordway, and had carefully studied her
peculiur style in the pink merino wrap-
per that she wore, with its trimmings o
swinsdown and fluttering rose-coloied
ribbons,

Two little blue-cyed girls of cight and
nine years old were sitting oppésite, un-
tler the ministering charge of u slender
young ereature in a quict brown merino
dress and black silk apron, whose timid
tace and shrinking mien betokened  the
position she held in Mrs. Ordway's {fami-
ly. BAlissAWard was only a goveriiess—u
solitury orphan, whose rare accomplish-
ments and uneonseions grace of manner.
were bartered for two hundred and fifty
dolinrs a year.

Yot she was very protty, with straight
features and hair of the radiant, glim-
mering gold that artists raveahout, while
her liquid brewn eves, large and shy a
those of w0 yeang eazelle, seemed to melt
and deepien at every emotion that stirred
the service of her mind.  Generally  Ma-
vinn Ward  was quite pale, hat to-day
thero was astrange, bright flush on her
checkisp and her slender hands trembled
nervously vx she attended to the uninter-
mitted wants of her two small charges,

“Miss Ward ! really 1 am quite aston-
ished at you this morning ! exelaimed
Mrs. Ordway, drawing herself up rather
stiffly.  “I have nsked you twice for an-
other cup of coflee, and you pay not the
slightest attention to my solicitations.
May I'inqaire if' you are indisposed 2"

“I beg your parvdon, Mrs. Ordway,”
faltered poor Marian turning red and
white, while her trembling fingers flut-
tered about the silver foscet of the coflve-
urn; “I did not hear you—I will endeay-
ortobe less absent-minded in future.”

The mollified matron sipped her am-
ber-clear coffee ns she turned to hLer
daughter:

Ve, Aggie, you laven't told me
about the party last night. Who was
there? and what news did vou pick up #”

“Lverybody was there,” returned Ag-
ness, trifling with the handle of her cup.
“It went oft’ churmingly—and 1 gathered
one picee of information that was eren-
ting quite nsensution in the beau monde,”

“Yes? What was it "

“Nothing less importaut than the en-
gagement of Mr, Delaval.”

“Is it possible ?”’ ejuculated Mrs. Ord-
way, biting her lips.  “To Miss De Cray,
of course,”

“No—not to Miss De Cray.”

“Agnes, how strange you look! Miss
Ward, don’t you see that Melanic has
her fingers in the hutter—o pray attend
to your business! Surcly, Aggie, it is
not you who have won the best mateh of
the season 27
“Don’t talk nonsense, mamma!” eaid
the dutiful daughter, sharply, ‘“No, it is
not [

Marian Ward rose to her feet in trem-
bling agitation,
“Mrs, Ordway—if you would kindly
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“T'eannot think of it, Miss Ward—the

brcakiast and

But Marian was gone before Mrs. Ord-
way had concluded her méthodical den-
tence,

“I don't blams her for running away,”
said Agncss laughing, “Mamma, M:l.y
Delaval is engaged to Marian Ward 1"’

“To Marian \Wurd I" shricked the as-
tonished matron—*"‘to—my—governess?”’

“Even so,” nssented the 'durk Leauty,
cn]ml)

“And this is the nieaning oflus frequent
visits to 'our house=of the devoted atten-
tion he has always paid to yourself and
me! - And Mariaih  Ward was Inying
wicked snares for hini the whole time !
The designing, artful little hypocrite,
with her great eyes, and her voice you
could scarcely hear. T will teach her the
consequences of such conduet, T will—"

“Gently, mamma, gently,” said Agnes,
with a slight motion of her 'head toward
the open-mouthed children, who were
engerly drinking in every sentence that
fell from the maternal lips. “Really, if
May Delaval chooses to fall in love with
Miss Ward, I don’t see that it constitutes
any crime on her part. Take my advice,
mamma, and remember that whatever
relations you may have sustained toward
Marian Ward, Mrs. Delaval will be a
person of some consequence in the fush-
ionable world.”

And Mrs, Ordway could not but ae-

view, ‘even while her inmozt heart swell-
ed with indignation at the idea of Mr.
Delaval’s heart having been won by so
insignificant a personnze as—her child-
ren's governess,

“Tell ‘me, eara min, do you love me??

Now this was n very ridiculous quiess
Lion, inasmuch as Mr. Delaval was well
agsured of the matter beforehand, but
e Jiked to hold the slender
hand in his, and took into the melting
brown eyes, and see the color come and
zo on the purecheek, as she confessal,
with such shy grace, that she did loye
him.

somehow

“And you ara happy now, Marian?
Dearest, you told me once that you had
never known what Lhappiness was."

“Lom happy, May, so happy that T

feel asif it must all be o drenm. No
one ever loved me but you, May.™
“My poorlittle Iinely darling.  DMrs,

Ordway once told me that you had no
relatives living,  Stay, though ; she said
somcething of a brother who had joined
the army. My dearest, why do you turn
so pale? Ilas he too gone?”

“Yes--I—I have lost him,"” faltered
Marian, growing searlet and white alter-
nately,  “Oh, May, please don’t ask me
any more questions,”

“Pardon love,” whispered  the
young man, soothing down the gold tres-
ses with atender touch.  “Herenfter my
love shall atone for all that of the dear
one you have lost,”

As shelooked up, smiling through her
tears, Agnes Ordway into the
room.

me,

cuine

“Ixcuse me for interrupting you, M,
Delaval, but there is & maa below  with
n note that he will deliver into no hands
but those of Miss Ward.”

Marian slipped awny, glad of an ex-
cuse to hide her flushed cheeks from Miss
Ordway's searching bluck eyes.  She was
gone searcely ten minutes, wt. when she
returned, those same cheeks were whiter
than monumental marble,

“Marian,” exeluimed her lover, “what
is the matter?  Are you ill 2"

“I11?  No,"” she returned, in an absent
mechanical sort of way.  “Why do you
ask "

“Beeause you
pale.”

“Am I pale? I am quite well, But,
May, I cannot go out with you this after-
noon.”

“Not go out with me, Marian?
you promised, love.”

“I know it, but—but I have changed
my mind.”

“Nay, dearcst, you surely do not be-
long to the capricious coquettes whose

look

g0 strange nnd

But

¢Xeuse me L

minds vary with every hour in the day?
I must have you this afternoon, love

children have hv no n_mmm hnwhcd their:|'

quiesce in the worldly wisdom of Agnes’s'|j

ot s.brow darkened a ltttlo-
1380 ;’ou a.re weu, Mnl'illl?" :
- Mny, don’t spetk

‘ s bright drops dispelled the
_glqus_, of Mr Dela.w.l'ldm-;

motidH
hand r at her side, and the large

witful | gazing into space. At lengl.h
she stiifed np mt.h an eﬂbrt.

; ﬁ'patmrs into her own reom

‘the well-worn desk, counted
Ay 6 dollars—all ®that remained

g erly instalment  of her

tmoug " she popdered, with

: at her heﬂ.rt. “T must
more.”
Little enoygh in  the scanty
d inherited fromfher mother
6 rings of no great value,
fashioned pin containing hair,
§ atuddad with- nnclmlat.of

_I.she ; mnrmured prewng,
*."f;l"'fw heq l:pe, “{ thought | w
: Separted with' this, yet I|
think  even you would bid me sellit
now ?”

She folded the pin in a bit of paper,
and placed it carefully in her purse.
Then wrapping her gray shawl about her
and tying the faded strings of her brown
silk bonnet, she stole softly down stairs.

“Going out, DMiss Ward 7 ejaculated
Mrs. Ordway, smoothly, as she met her
little governess in the hall; “won’t you
tuke the carrage #”

“Thank you—I prefer to walk,” said
Marian, feeling the hot blood surging up
to the very roots of her hair,

“Or perhaps you would like Aggie to
accompany you? I'll speak to her in
one instant.”

But Marian's gloved hand
Mrs, Ordway's oily movements.

“No; I would rather be alone, I shall
soon return.”

She hurried down the street with a beat-
ing heart, fecling like a guilty creature
and never paused until she had reached
a sceond rate little jewelry store, where,
a dozen clocks were all ticking discord-
antly together, and an old man sat in
the window, peering through a double
magnifying gluss nt the works of some
valetudinarian watch.

“What can I do for you, Miss?’ he
asked leaving his perch, and slowly com-
ing forward to the counter.

“L want to sell this pin—that is the
selting of it,” said Marian, in a low,
stifled voice.

“ITow much will you give me for it ?”

“Pearls, eh I gaid the old man, aguin
taking up his magnitying glass, the bet-
ter to scrutinize the gems.  “And I guess
they must ha' been valuable in their time.
Pretty well kept, too, Well, young wo-
man, what'll you take for ’em?”

“Are they worth ten dollars, sir?”

The old man looked nt her keenly.
There wasa momentary struggle between
honesty and selfinterest in  his breast
ending in o compromise,

“They are worth that and move Miss;
I'll give you fifteen for ’em.  Will you
wait for the hair to be taken out now

“Not now—I will call again,” faliered
Marian, holding out her hand for the
fifteen dollars, which the old man slowly
counted out.

Down the snowy streets, through nar-
row thoroughfares and noisome alley-ways
now threading a precarious passage
aomng contending earts and hacks and
deays, and now stealing along in shudow

checked

of mouldering, runinous walls, went

Very |scarce audible voice, (10 ¥
1 “Keepler ' Miles Koepleﬂ whpmted w

- 'Yea, he’s ot home. Dul youw mtﬁtq
- sejalimi prettyung[’" X A R

ys: A

.ﬁu,bdd-headad mmi nturted fmﬁ:l ﬂ:o
o!'t.he entry as ahe came in, ‘a8 if. n
g‘llﬂ besn some old s]ude'r‘:' lyl.ng in it cannc
wait for unwary pra} b

“#Miles Keeplar

the man,taring insolently into hes face.

If you, please, sir faltered M
| shrinking yat closer to the wall.
- “Well, ‘then" ﬁist go tp to 'the third

| the left, and you'll be surs to find him.”

visitor 1" he chuckled

to their hnefeol!oquy in the person of &
| tall man, in a surtout lined with costly
sables, who had paused at'the foot of the
at.epe, appamntly stricken motlunleas by
the voice of the young girl, - 1

“I ‘cannot be mistaken,” mnnered Mny
Delava.l to himself, “and _yet—mny Ma-
rian in a foul den llke tbis«-—impuuiblel
8till it was her voice, her figure.” Can it
be possible thit any himan being ‘could’

| 80 closely resemblé her ? " As surely as I

live and beathe, I will not leave this
house until the matter is decided.”

He buldly ascended  the atepe, and
pushed ' forward into the doorway.  Mr.

Meeker ‘interposed ]m borﬂy lengih aml
breadth before hiny, -

. “Hold on a minute, air..

wish to see ME?” |
4%t me pass man!’. md nelnval_m-
gnly turning on him, “or it may be the
worse for you.”

Meeker shrank back—he recognized
the voice and eye. It was searcely a
week since there bad been an awkward
investigation of his means of gaining a
livelihood at the instigation of Mr, Dela-
vil, one of whose clerks had been guided
to his ruin by the artful villain; and he
still retained a very lively remembrance
of the same.

“Certainly, sir,” he said, in a nubdued
voice. *Can I give you and informa-
tion

“I want to find Miles chler," said
Delaval, shortly.

“Miles Kepler!” repeated Meeker, with
a low whistle. “Well, for a gent as
didn’t want to see company, he does have
many visitora. Third floor, second door
on the left, sir.”

It was rapidly growing dusk in the
dark entries of the dirty house, and Mr.
Delaval could just grope his way up.
The “second door on the left’”” was half
way open, and by the dim light that
streamed through one dingy window, he
could see Marian Ward's pule face up-
lifted to a dark, swarthy visage, whose
mustache almost touched her forehead.
This, then, was Miles Kepler; and Miles
Kepler's arm was round her slender waist,
and the light hand lay on his shoulder?

May Delaval could feel the bleod
curdling into ice around his heart, as he
looked upon this strange group for one
instant—then turned awny.

“I am satisfied,” wa% his mental com-
ment., “No further evidence is needed.
And I—I have been a blinded, befooled

J.luQc [
Noah Meeker looked after him, as he
strode away into the brocding twilight,
muttering to himself:

“It wasn't a very long call you made
on Mr. Miles KKepler, anyhow.”

The gas was lighted in M, Ordway’s
hall when Marian Ward returned, and
the servant who admitted her pointed to

# note on the Gothie table.
“Ie just this minute came, Miss Ward.

I was going to take it up to your room.”

Marian broke the seal with a deep flush
on her cheek—she had already learned
to recognize her affianced lover's hand-
writing ; but the flush faded into athy
parlor as she read the few brief words on
the erested puper :

“When 1 asked Miss Ward to become
my wife, I did not know I had a rival

in Mr. Miles Kepler, Miss Ward was

| floox: and knock at the second door on |i
| X only wish X had such a pmtty loohng you

But Mnnau had not obaerved naitlmr ;
3ad Mr. Noah Meeker, an. mgersudstor GE

D:d yon

“This matant." :
. “¥es, ma'am,” g
| went onhkenlml_l_rlﬂl :
itude and departed; yet to poor
every socond seemed an hour, as
there sat counting I.hepulseuof her ownt .
le heart. Pmm!yluephopnu
ed the door,
. “Mr. Delaval, Mini”
And as she locked np, with thm
dimmed by think-eomhg‘ﬂu, May De-

and hsug'hty.- BTN ) kar;
_“I have obeyed your summons, lﬁs
Ward ; you will ohlige me',b' ) hung e
hriefaaposm" iRttt ARIEN

' *Oh, Mayldon’tspehkm nnnal" lh»
sobbetl. :

;45w alte m:rgépmkr" Tis ashadiiet

~{a tone that wusomewhatlnl\oqu,w At

—afler your interview of this SR
Marian, bad an angel of light warned
me of this, I could scarce have beliaved
him.”

“Listen to me, May,” she said, pas-
sionately. “For the sake of retaining
my place in your good opinion, I will re-
veal what should be a secret to all the
world, save yourself. I -will put inte
your hands the life I would fain shield
with my own.”

“I am listening,” he said, coldly.

“May,” pursued Marian Ward, “Mileg
Kepler is my brother,”

“Your brother 2"

“I said I had lost him,” she went on,
with burning cheeks and set lips. “I
showld have said he had lost himself—to
duty, honor, and his native land. He
was in the army—he deserted, thereby.
rendering himself liable to the awful
penalty of death. New you have my se-
‘cret, May, for the sake of the mother
who prayed above us both, do you think
I did wrong in trying to shield him from
disgrace and death? in giving him money
to flec the country under an assumed
r.ame ? Henceforward heis ns dead to me
and all whe once knew and respected him
as if the grave had closed over his head.
And now, if you choose to break our en-
gagement, May Delaval, yon are at lib-
erty to doso. I have done what I deem-
ed to be my duty- not- even for your
precious Jove could I do otherwise.”

May Delaval’s face had glowed into
gudden brightress: he folded her in his
arms with a tender pride tvo deep for
outward expression.

“Marian! my own love! ¥ have beenm
avillian ever to doubt you. Butiti
the last shadow that shall ever rise be-
tween us, Henceforward I will strive
constantly to be worthy of your love.”

And, months afterwards, when poor
Harvey Ward, safe under the fictitious
appellation of “Miles Kepler,” was dom-
iciled beneath the broad sky of another
climata, and the great dread off from
Muarian's heart, she never could think of
that dreary winter's afternoon without any
involuntary shudder.

“J had so nearly Jost you, May,” she
said, clinging nervonely to her husband’s
hand.

“And I had sonearly sacrificed my
life’s happiness to a blind phantasm of
jealousy,” said May, caressingly. “Tells
me, little wife, are you happy now ¥’

And Mrs. Delaval's brown eyes, swim-

ming in liquid light, made n sweet; reply.

Inval wes atanding before her, cold, pale




