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THELYNCHING AT ROCK BRIDGE 
ee  —— 

(BY MARY B BRYAN, IN ‘THE HALF HOUR.’) 

(Continued from last issue.) 

“The murder was an outrage of the 

worst kind, sir: one that called for prompt 

punishment,” interposed the young man,’ 

hotly. 

“That is true; but the law of the coun- 

try provides for such cases. I am thank- 
ful none of my blood was mixed up in 
dealing out this law-defying punish- 
ment.” 

Harley looked down and said nothing. 
Anna Harte thought: “He does not 

sympathize with the lynchers, but he has 
friends among them; he is distressed be- 
cause of their action.” 

Thinking to gratify the children and 

enliven the spirits of the others, Miss 
Harte began to play bright little pieces 

and sing snatches of popular songs, She 

passed from these presently to more earn- 
est and imaginary numbers, One of these 
was a fantastic called ‘Luray Cavern’ 
composed by her gifted and short-lived 
young music teacher. 

After playing it, Miss Harte described 
to the children the wonder of this beauti- 
ful cavern, hidden in the heart of the 

quaint old Virginian town—her birth- 
place. 

Whether she played, sung or talked, 
she did it in the same natural, unassum- 
ing way that had in it the fascination of 
sincerity and self forgetfulness. Uncon-- 
sciously to herself she laid that evening 
the foundation of her subsequent influ- 
ence over these strangers among whom 
her lot was cast. 3 

When Mrs. Woodbridge said ‘‘good- 
night” to her guest, after sceing her to 
her room, she said: 

“I thank you for this pleasant evening, 

Miss Harte—the pleasantest we have had 
for a long time. Life on the tarm is dull 
and young folks crave something to in- 
terest them and stir their brains and their 
blood as well. I think this is why so 
many young men in the country fall into 
wild ways of gambling and drinking— 
there is so much dullness and monotony 
at home. We shall appreciate your music 
and your interesting talk.” 

““And I truly appreciate your kindness, 
Mrs. Woodbridge. It makes me feel at 
home-—the sweetest feeling in the world,” 
returned the girl, earnestly. It had not 
been long since she lost mother and home 
at one blow, and this good woman's 
motherly welcome breught them to her 
mind. vi A ol 

Before she left Miss Harte, Mrs. Wood- 
bridge told her she could sleep as lung as 
she liked in the morning, for on Sunday 
the family were late in rising and break- 
fasting. But Anna Harte had been ac- 
customed to eatly rising, and she was 
awake next morning before sunrise. Sne 
lay listening to the singing of a mocking 
bird in a tree near her window. In a lit- 
tle while she heard the sound of a man 
coming upstairs, evidently trying to make 
as little noise as possible. He reached 
the landing and came along the corridor, 
passed by her room, and knocked on the 
door of the chamber adjoining her's, 
which Mrs. Woodbridge had told her was 
occupied by her: son. 

She heard Harley's voice say, “Come 
in!” and the early visitor entered, saying. 
“In bed, still, old man? T thought you 
wouldn’t be up; but I felt I must come 
and tell you the news.” : 

In the stillness of the Sabbath morn- 
ing Miss Harte could hear all he said. 
The walls between the rooms were not 
thick, the connecting door was of thin 
wood, and not well fitted, and the side 
windows of each room were open. 

Harley’s young friend went on to tell 
the “‘news.” 

“Sheriff Long and one of his deputies 
came ut six o'clock yesterday evening on 
the local train. He had a warrant for 
Dick Boyle's arrest; he had heard rumors 
that a lynching was on band; but he 
found everything quiet; he got nothing 
out of the Shipley folks. They told him 
Boyle had escaped. He stayed all night; 
ssid he'would begin investigating today. 
Three of us boys went to the old Wilby | 
place last night at ten o'clock, thinking 
we had better sink the body in the cellar 
—it’s four feet in water; but shoot me, if 
it wasn’t gone!” 

“Gone?” 

“Yes, there wasn’t a sign of it—rope 
and all were gone. We didn’t know what 
to make of it last night; but thisimorning, 
as soon as it was day, T went there by 
myself. I found fresh cartwheal tracks, 
and traced em to old man Boyle's house. 
When I got there he was sitting on his 
stable fence with his head in his hands. 
T asked hin where Dizk was, and he glar- 
ed at me and didn’t answer. Then he be- 
gan a string of abuse. Said the ones that 
hunted down his boy were bloodthirsty 
cowards. They had hanged an innocent 
man, and now they wanted his body to 
8211 to the doctors to be cut up; but they'd 
never get it. I knew by this and by the 
wheel tracks that the old man had cut 
the body down and buried it somewhere.” 

There was a silence; then Harley said, 
with something like a groan: 

“It was a bad business, that hanging; 
a dreadful bad business. TI wish to God 
it had not been done! It is possible, too, 
that Boyle was not the wan.” ° 

““That is preposterous! He was the man. 
Every circumstance proved it. Then, if 

he hadn't been guilty, why did he hide 
out? And why didn’t his father report | 
us boys instead of burying the body se- 
cretly?” 

“Hush! You are talking too loud! 
Come nearer.” 

Harley seemed, for the first time, to 
remember that the room adjoining his 
was occupied. The conversation after 
this was carried on in a lower tone. 

What Miss Harte had heard confirmed 
her in the belief that the lynching party 
—some of them at least—were friends of 

young Woodbridge, and that he knew of 

and was troubled by what they had done. 

She would have relieved his mind if she 
had known that she could do this without 
endangering Dick’s prospect of life or 
liberty. But she couid not be sure that 
Harley would not think it was his duty 
to make it known that the criminal—as 
he believed Boyle to be—had escaped, 
and thus set the avengers of blood in 
pursuit of him. 

For her own part, she believed him to 
be innocent. His straightforward story, 
the tome of truth in his voice, and the 
look of steadfast sincerity in his eyes, 
appealed to an instinct that was stronger 
than reason. She trusted he had made 
good his escape; she was glad his father 
had had the wit to drive his cart to and 
from the place of the hanging, thus giv- 
ing the idea that he had cut down and 
buried his boy. 

The investigations of Sheriff Lone came 
to nothing. He went back snd reported 
that the murderer had escaped. A re 
ward of a hundred dollars was offered by 
the state for his arrest. A brother of the 
‘dead man—heir to his property —arrived, 
and added two hundred dollars to this 
sum. The young lynchers kept their 
secret. So did Miss Harte. 

~~ The school at Woodbridge opened with 
a full attendance. Miss Harte was whol- 
ly occupied through the day with her 
pupils. Her evenings were spent mostly 
with the Woodbridge family. She had 
not the heart to withdraw to her room 
when she found what pleasure she was 
able to give them. Her music, her occa- 
sional reading aloud, and her conversa- 
tion were a source of entertainment to 
the elders no less than to the children. 

The Woodbridges were well-to-do; they 
owned a large, productive farm and ex- 
tensive pastures grazed by many cattle; 
out they had not learned how to enjoy 
this competence. They took few periodi- 
cals; they did not keep in touch with the 
great world of progressive thought and 
industry. Their home life was bare of 
diversion. There were no games, no so- 
cial meetings, no new hooks, no discus- 
sion of current topics. 

The coming of Miss Harte wrought a 
quick and marked improvement. When 
her box ot books arrived she brought out 
various parlor games, new books and 
music: She taught the young people 
some simple dances; she played dance 
music on the piane, and sing to her mad- 
dolin. She took a number of mugazines; 
and to these she presently added an up- 
to-date agricultural paper, which she left 
lying about in the" Sitting-roem, where it 
could be seen and read by Squire Wood- 
bridge, who had an old-fashioned con- 
tempt for book-farming and wodern 
WAYS. : 

As for Harley, Miss Harte soon decid- 
ed that he possessed not only a fine wind, 
but a good heart. She was deeply im- 
pressed with his kindness of heart be- 
cause of something she found out, when 
she at last ventured to go to see the 
parents of Dick Boyle. 

She found a pretext for this visit in 
the fact that Mrs. Boyle was known to 
knit nice woollen wits for sale. It was 
now more than a month since Dick had 
made his escape from Woodbridee. Miss 
Harte had heard absolutely nothing from 
him. 

She found his old mother sitting on the 
doorstep of her small cottage busy knit- 
ting. The poor woman was overjoyed to 
see ber. She calied her husband and the 
three talked together about Dick. They 
were devoted to him—their “baby child” 
they called him—the only one spared to 
them, and so good to his old father and 
mother. They had missed him sorely; 
missed his help, too, though two or three 
of the neighbors had been kind to them— 
none as Lind as young My, Woodbridge. 
He had been to see them and given them 
a hog for their winter meat, a cord of wood 
and a sack of flour. He inquired as to 
their wants, and sent a doctor to see the 
old man when he cut his foot. He was a 
good young man, sure, and God would 
reward him. | 

Anna felt her cheeks glow as she listen 
ed to their praises of Harley. A few days 
afterwards she went again to the home 
of the Boyles, ostensibly to see about the 

| id take to oxens, and they takes to me. 
[ wake fair wages, and I try to save it. 
I send you five dollars—part of what you 
was 80 good as to loan we. TI ain't for- 
gotten my promise to you—that I would 
start a new row and hoe it strate. I think 
of it whenever I'm tempted to drink or 
gamble or be lazy, and 1t keeps. mie right, 
Give my love to inquiring friends—two of 
them in particular. Tell them 1 think of 
them all the time, and hope to see them 
before long. I send them a dollar. 1 
will send more soon. I had to get some 
shirts and a pare of shoes.” 

Miss Harte gave both the bills to the 
old people, and read the letter aloud to 
them, but did not leave it with them, as 
# measure of caution. It had been mail- 
ed on a train, and bore no postmark or 
address; but at the bottom was a really 
ingenious postscript, which said: 

“Tell Susin Ray's mether, in Macon, 
that she is livin” at Red Lake, Georgia.” 

Miss Harte interpreted this message, 
and accordingly wrote to **Jim Thomas,” 
at Red Lake, giving loving messages from 
“inquiriv’ friends,” signing no name. Go- 
ing to Macon, one Saturday, she mailed 
the letter there with her own hand. 

Two weeks later, Squire Woodbridge, 
who was glancing over a Jlacon paper 
that his son had just brought from the 
postoflice, exclaimed excited.y: 

“Listen to this!” and then read aloud a 
paragraph headed: — 

* ‘MURDERER OF WILKES BROWN 
FOUND. 

AL. JONES CONFESSES TO HAVING KILLED 

THE SHIPLEY MERCHANT, 

““ ‘Al. Jones, the man who was stabbed 
mn Hunt's liquor saloon on Friday is said 
to be in a dymg condition. Last night 
he made a voluntary confession to the 
chief of police, which shows him to be 
an offender of the deepest dye. Among 
other crimes he acknowledged having kil- 
led Wilkes Brown, a merchant of Ship- 
ley,. Georgia, who was found in his store 
with his throat cut about two months ago. 
Jones had proof of this erime on his per- 
son in a gold watch with the initials W. 
B. engraved on the case inside, also a 
Jewelled pin engraved with the same let- 
ters. Both these articles had heen de- 
scribed to the police as having belonged 
to Wilkes Brown and beem worn by him 

.at the time he was murdered. Al Jones 
said he did the bloody deed with a knife 
he had borrowed from Dick Boyle that 
day, when Boyle was fishing in the creek. 
He dropped the knife on the floor beside 
the body in order that Dick might be ac- 
cused of the crime. Boyle was believed 
to be the murderer, and he would have 
been lynched had he not made his escape. 
It is only his flight that saved the would- 
be lynchers from the guilt and remorse of 
having hanged an innocent man.” 

“What did I tell you?” ejaculated Mr. 
Woodbridge, when he had finished read- 
ing the paragraph. 

His son did not reply. He was ssem- 
ingly shading his eyes from the rays of 
the setting sun that streamed in at the 
window. Had his father looked at the 
young man as he rose to go out of the 
room he would have seen that his face 
was ghastly. Strong anguish was stamp- 
ed upon it. 

6d 

Harley did not come to breakfast the 
following morning aor did he leave his 
room that day. He had ‘a severe head- 

be told his mother. But when he came 
down the next morning, silently drank a 
cup of cofiee, and went about his work in 
a weary, spiritless way, his face belied 
the light manner in which he had spoken 
of his malady. 

Squire Woodbridge chanced to walk 
with the teacher and the girls a part of 
the way to the schoolhouse the next morn- 
ing. While walking beside Miss Harte 
he said: 

“Well, I wonder if the Boyles have yet 
heard of their +on’s innocence?’ 

Then, catching the surprised look of 
his companion, he remembered that she 

| had not been in the room when he read 
aloud the newspaper paragraph. He took 
the paper from his pocket and gave it to 
her, turning off into another path before 
she hadffinished reading it. She carried 
the paper to Mrs. Boyle as soon as school 
was out, and cried in symjathy with the 
old mother, who sobbed out her thanks 
to God on her knees. 

After promisiug to write to Dick that 
night, and tell him the great’ news that 
he was free to face the world once_ more, 
the young school mistress went home with 
a light heart and a step that kept time to 
it. Her bright spirits received a check 
when she entered the ‘house. She was 
met by Mrs. Woodbridge, whose pale, 
tear-stained face and swollen eyes told of 
some deep distress. The cause of it came 
out under Miss Harte's sympathizing 
look. Harley was going away. He was 
going to Florida to join a party of filibust- 
ers, who would zo on a vessel to Cuba, to   fit of the woollen mitts, but really to 

carry joy to the hearts of two old people 
in the form of a letter she had received 
from one signing himself “Jim Thomas,” 
whom she however, knew to ‘be Dick 
Boyle He had told his parents that he 
would not write to them, because the de- 

aid the insurgents. Harley, her only son, 
gong away from her for the first time — 
going to danger and death—it would break 
her heart. 

An idea came to Anna. 
“Mrs. Woodbridge,” she said, *‘let me 

see your son a few minutes It may be I 
ersuade him to stay.” Cdl} 1   tectives would be on the look out throusi 

the mails; but they might hear | 
through Miss Hacte. 

No letter she had ever received had | 
given Anna Harte as much pleasure as 
did this misspelled and poorly written 
sheet of foolseap from the fugitive whose 
life she had saved. The letter was cau- 
tiously worded, so that if it came into 
other hands than hers it might betray no- | 
thing definite. It told of his having re- 
gular work at a say mill, where he hauled 
the big logs from the pine woods. 

      ‘Jes’ what I like,” he wrote, “I allers 

of Lim | he 

"OB, if you could, I would bless you, 
viever!” returned the the poor mother, 
owing wistfully at the girl. She had be- 
te this surmised that Harley’s sudden 

LL ol unhappiness was caused by his hav- 
ing addressed Miss Harte aud been refus- 
ed by her. She did not suspect the truth. 

She went at once to her son and told 
him that Anna wished to see him; then 
she gave strict orders to the childien that 
they were not to go near the parlor. 

When Harley entered the room, Miss 
Harte motioned him to sit down near her, 
and, looking at him steadily, she said: 

“Your mother has told me you are. go- 
ing away. 1 cannot yet believe that you 
will grieve her so and leave your pleasant 
home where you areso well loved.” 

ache—just one of his old bilious. attacks,’ | 

  

“I must,” Fe burst out, “I can’t stay. 
[ am too miserable. I must go where 
there is stir and danger to put things out 
of my mind. If Tdon’t I'll zo mad!” 

“What is the matter! Tell me; it may 
be I can help.” 

“Na, no; you can’t help me. Nobody 
can help me. It’s done and can’t be un- 
done. Miss Harte, I am a murderer!” 

“No, no --"" she began. 
“Yes,” he interrupted. “I am a mur- 

derer. I was one of the party that hang- 
ed Dick Boyle, and he was innocent. 
Some time ago six of us boys formed our- 
selves into a kind of band and took an 
oath to stand by each other in everything. 
It was the dullness here, and the craving 
for excitement that made us do this fool- 
ish thing. We played cards and drank a 
little, and got into a few scrapes, but did 
nothing bad until this lynching. TI was 
against it. I tried to stop the boys after 
they had found Dick Boyle, but they 
were drinking. TI had drunk a little, too, 
and there was no stopping them. 1 was 
pledged to go with them, so I took hold 
of the rope and helped to hang him. My 
God! it kills me to think of it! I have 
never seen a happy moment since. And 
now to know the man was innocent—why 
it drives mie crazy!” He stopped, his 
voice choking. *‘It has erushed the dear- 

      

est hope of my soul,” he went on, in a 
dreary, hopeless tone. “Miss Harte, 1 
have loved you from the first time I saw 
you. Thad dared to hope you might 
care for me. All that is over. T’ll never 
ask you to touch a hand stained with in- 
nocent blood.” 

He was looking down while he said the 
last words. He lifted his eyes and saw   to his amazement, that Miss Harte was 

: holding out her hand to him. 
“1 ean take your, hand, Harley,” she 

said. “‘Tt is not the hand of a murderer. 
God has interposed to save you from that. 
Dick Boyle is alive!” 

“Alive!” He looked at her with sad 
unbelief. ““That ean’t he! We left him 
bound and hanging, the rope around his 
neck.” 

**He was not dead when you left him. 
Help arrived the moment after; he was 
cut down and restored. He is alive and 
doing well. Here is a letter from him; 
an assumed name 1s signed, but Dick 
Boyle wrote it.” 

He took the sheet of paper she handed 
to him and devoured it with his eyes. 

“‘He thanks you,” he said. ‘He re- 
turns money you lent him. What does it 
mean? Miss Harte, is it possible that 
you—" 

“It was I who rescued Dick Boyle,”     

  

she rephed. “Luckily —providentiaily, 
rather— I took a wrong road coming here. 
It led me to the old Wilby house just as 
your party rode away. 1 saw the man 
hanging; he was still alive, and 1 saved 
him.” 

“My God, 1 thank thee! 
He dropped his face in his hands, and 

his torm shook with sobs. Then kneel- 
ing down by Miss Harte, he took her 
hand and kissed it reverently. 

- + + i i 
Harley Woodbridge did not go to Cuba. 

Instead of enlisting under the lone-star 
flag of the insurgents, he enlisted under 
the double-star banner of matrimony. 

Dick Boyle was at the wedding. Dres- 
sed in a handsome suit of clothes—the 
gift «f the bridegroom —he presented a 
very good appearance. He had come 
to get his old parents and take them 
to a new home where they might find 
friends. To his surprise he found him- 
self cordially welcomed by the people of 
the neighborhood, who were bent en mak- 
ing amends for the wrong they had done 
him. The tide had turned. The re-ac- 
tion lifted him on the wave of favor. He 
1s now the best-paid and most trust- 
ed of the men who work for Squire Wood- 
bridge in his new cottonsced-oil mills on 
Wooabridge Creek. 
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IRST, and properly, in making a choice of reading for the home you select your own heme paper. However zood may 

be the reading of other papers, there is none that comes home so closely to you as your loci weekly. 
increase this interest by adding to our lists that the following liberal proposition is made to subscribers. 

1{ 1s to further 

We have been 
aching safe or thoroughly = 1 careful to form combinations only where we knew we were touching safe zi ound and could thorougily recommend the 

publications offered. Read carefully every word of this offer for it means a saving of meney to you. 
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Montreal Daily ferala 
A GREAT METROPOLITAN DAILY 

WE 

dailies—The Montreal Daily Herald. 

The Herald has achieved a well-deserved reputation for 
the remarkable value it gives its readers. It is one of the 
most enterprising newspapers in the Dominion, and in 

thousands of home circles is welcomed on account of the 

great interest it manifests in subjects of special interest to 
It is admittedly the favorite daily of the 

women of Canada. To the farmer and business man, it 
appeals through its accurate market reports and business 
columns. To the young men, through the attention it 
bestows on clean, manly sport. To the lover of fiction, 
through the excellent stories appearing regularly in its 
columns. To the politician, through the calm and moder- 

the family. 

ate tone of its editorial expressions. 

The only reason which prompted the publishers of The 
Herald to make us the offer, which enables us to club the 
two papers at the extraordinarily low price given below, is 
their desire to immediately introduce the Daily Herald in 
large numbers in this neighborhood. The offer they now 
make will hold good for a limited time only. 

It should be mentioned that subscribers to The Herald 
during the next few months will enjoy to the full the 

are pleased to announce that we have been able to 
make most extraordinarily liberal arrangements 

with the publishers of one of the greatest of Canadian 
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opportunity which that paper is offering to all readers to 
géecure valuable books at merely nominal figures. 
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Cook Book *   
  

handsome oilcloth covers. It would be a mistake to confuse this book with an 
pieces in no time. 

OUR   =/(C 
an Ideal Local Paper, every week, from the present date 
BF IEEE I cc a CL he oie ho cidi $100 

THE MONTREAL DAILY HERALD, One Year ..........ceeeeeee. 

Tre DomiNtoN Cook Book, over 300 pages and more than 
1,000 recipes, bound substantially in white wlcloth.... 

Wisdom suggests taking advantage of this offer 
has not yet expired, by taking advantage of our big 
expiry. Everything will go to you at once. The Herald, during 
liberal offers to subscribers. The Cook Book is mailed to you promptly on 
Thanksgiviflg Day, and later Christmas and New Year's, 
you are in town, or, if more convenient, sit down now and write a letter, 
wraompt attantian, 
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A Copy for 

Every 
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the best sense of the term this is an Ideal Cook Dook—ideal in 
practical book—a book which the housewife will want to keep constantly 

by her side and can depend on, because of the simplicity and reliability of 
every recipe. Starting with a chapter on soups, naturally the first course, 
throughout its three hundred pages and over there are to be found more than 
1,000 recipes, winding up with an excellent chapter on sick room cookery. 
Following the cookery section there is a department entitled The Doctor,” 
in which are recipes selected from eminent anthorities, and which will be 
found invaluable where the doctor is not readily available. The recipes are 
numbered throughout the book, and each is prefaced with a list of the ingre- 

being & 

dients called for by the recipe, rendering it unnecessary for the housewife to 
read through the entire recipe and make calculation of what is wanted. Size of 
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and your time 
your subscription will be extended one year from date of 

months of 1899, will make some wonderfully 
receipt of order, and coming along Fair Time and 

you. Drop into the office the first time 
enclosing amount, and everything will have our


