Ab fast the Aoundering earrier bore
Pl xupte paper to our dout.
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Weloome o e ibe weak-uld we ws,
Ita corner Tor the rustiv Muse.
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Itw recor) mingling in 8 breath
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TWO GENS.

WHAT IR LOVEY
“Tia a lovely, enchsuting and besutiful Jdresm.
That sheds o'er the sonl like the sun's geutle

Leam

0'¢r the eartly, with the boanty of springtime
pomeanid,

A warmth and & glow tongne hath naver ex-
prosaed,

Ob, tha beanties, the hoprs that such vislons

anfold,

Fre the head has grown gray or the hosrd has
grown cold !

And the eye lighta with rsptore, the beart
hounds with joy.

Ol God, that the waking such bliss should de-
ntroy !

Bt ssoner or Iater the vision will fade
Like the flow'rets of springtime—their beanty

decayed ;

And the hot blood will eool and the sennes
grow ahill ;

And the spirit will droop and the passions be
still

Enjoy the false dream for it soon will depart

And the hesd shall control the once passionate
heart ;

And {ta beanties, ita blisz shall enchant thee
"o more,

And thy sonl will not wish its return when 'ts
o'er.
- - - . L - L -

Awny, thou cold cynlo! thon hanst lived all in
valn !

Love, tender and trae, will forever remain !

And ita bliss that to mortals on earth hath
been given

1a & furetaste of that which awsits them In
lhieaven.

AFTEL BEDAN.
Fallen is the throne of empire, while afar
'Neath crimson waves, there sinks & blazing star
Lowt is ita luster, but & lorid light
Glares ‘round it in its laat and lonely flight ;
A mournful ssdness in its last faint beam,
No ray of glory in that farewell gleam,
Rlow sinks forever from its glorious height
In the deep darkness of eternal night,

It rose in glory—thus it sets in blood

That whelms an empire in its dark red flood.

It grew in greatness, bat its fame no more

Shall canoon echo in the battle's roar.

Fame, glory, splendor, from its ray hath: fled ;

Ita light, bat to eternal darkness led ;

And glorious shines the Bun of Liberty

Where erst shove bright the Blar of Destiny.
H. A. Paver,

Indirection.

Guay is the langh of a girl,

But the girl who is laughiog is gayer ;
Graud {a the musical strain,

But grander the soul of the player.

What is the charm of & harp

But the bresthing forth of the spirit
Which the harper has in himself

To the npirits around him that hear jb?

What is the paioting so fine

Dut the thought of the artist which rushes
Over the canvas in oll

O1f the deft points of his brushes ?

Just as the pastiy so ewest

Hpeaks of the ekill of tho Laker,
Ho each invention of man

Pointa to the mind of ite maker.

It there is power in A man
All his expressions will show it ;
lisading the lines from his pen,
Judge of the powor of & poet.

RBweet is the form of the fuchsia,
Bweeter the breath of uhe roses,

But sweoter than all is the secret
That in their growing reposes,

There is no beauty in heaven,

Or in the wide world abont vs ;
Hensea of beauty within

Oause all the beauty without ua,

Great are the wonders around us.,
But mysteries in us are greater,
And all the endowments of man
Mirror his mighiy Crestor.
Huan 8, McNioor.

The 01d Maw’s Christmas Reverie.
*Tis Christmas eve ; the shadows fall ;
The sun is sinking in the West ;
And quiet reigneth over all
Upon this eve so hallow'd—blest,
How sweetly pesceful all thinge seem !
And sa the evening light grows low,
I sit before the fire and dream
Of Christmas eves of long agu,

There was s springtime in my life,

When hope was strong and frisndabip trae.
‘The chords have snapped. The orusl knife
Of sorrow cut them through and through.
How sweet those chimes ! I bhear them yof ;
And with the desp midwinter snow
Their echo comes. I'll ne'er forget

The Chrisimas bells of long ago.

To groeet me If it grests at all
Beyond desth's dark and gicomy gates?
Bat till the fates at last deores

I
i
b

mh.@

Allen O, Mey(rs says that John Mo-
Bride is one of that kind of workmen
who earn their bresd by the swest of
their mouth. The people of Ohio are
sarning it in that

;;
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Goes Further Into the Open Letter
Busiuess, Addressing Epistle No. 2
to the World Ia General, and
fo Yeu and Some Other
Hillsbore Folks In
Particular.

Gexte Reapert:i—Allow me to make
a few more inecidental remurks. Allow
me to say that next to shining in society
und giving good, free-gratis advice, my
strongest point is making ineidental re-
marks.

(Five minates’ pause for charges of
egotism. )

The only preface to this epistle is the
gentle remark that the journal that
doesn't oceasionally get somebody a lit-
tle warm under the collar and make
some sucker kick once in a while don’t
amount to & continental doggone-it eith-
€r a8 & newspaper or as a molder of pub-
lic opinion, and even isn't the best of
material from which to manufacture bus-
tles.

The press, more or less all over the
country, used, in my younger days, to
cringe to a self-important few, and in
some places, even in this day, the editors
wo far lose sight of the true, high aims
of journalism as to toady to the patron.
izing glaces of that same presunmptuous
few. Hillsboro, lying off of a main-line
railroad and thus being some yeara he-
hind the times, has consequently been
slow to catch on to the procession of
progress and cast off some old, foolish,
obsolete ideas that the busy, enterpris-
ing world elsewhere threw into theswill
ever 80 long & time ago. The day when
social prestige depended upon a geneal-
ogy traced back to a major in the melish
of '12 has forever gone, and the fact that
one’s great-granddaddy was a candidate
for Congrees or road supervisor in 40,
or by a speculation amassed a paltry few
“base coin,” is no longer a passport to
the so-called “best society’’—elsewhere.
Yet, we see an occasional relic of the
“good old days" in the shape of news-
paper editors and reporters who are mere
puppets in the fingers of self-denomi-
nated ‘‘best society."

Your humble servant desires to not
be mistaken for one of puch. He would
not part with his personal independence
and fawn and beg favors from an imag-
inary aristocracy for a million more than
all the lavors that an imaginary aristoc-
racy imagine in their power to bestow.
He is proud to make and sign and seal 2
declaration of independence as a jour-
oalist, and to assert that no man, set of
men, clique, or anything else, with all his
or their self-importance,can cajole or flat-
ter him into a fawning what-might-yoa-
not-call-it, ready at all times to dispense
tafly in retarn for suppesed “social rec-
ognition.” No one's company ‘“‘for the
next lancers' is good enough to buy the
influence of any journal I may evér
have the honor to edit,and no one in all
this neck of woods, though his or her
ancestors may have ridden with the Crua.
saders to Jerusalem or crossed the wide
Atlantie with the first American John
Smith, can by patting me upon the back
or tickling me under the chin influence
me to bow to their feeble mandates or
cringe belore the greatness that lives
only in their brilliant imaginations.

The public—the real live, American
public in whose social eircles brains and
intellect with respectability, take prece-
dence over riches and May Flower
stouk without it—are ripe ior such asser-
tions as thess. They have wondered
long years how the “best society” could
exist upon such shallow pretensions ss
its foundation has long been observed to
stand, The mass of highly respectable
people to be sure, have not allowed the
mauter to trouble them or lost sleep in
worrying about it, but have simply ob-
served it when arrogance became too

slona ol appreciation of the comments
have been numerous snd emcouraging
to this paper. No one blames the fra-
ternity that things tarned ont ns they
did. Among the nomber who have
bheen heard to remark that we “didn’t
give it to them hall strong enough' are
several Ma=ons in high standing—not
Marons who go tothe temple only when
such occasions offer them opportunities
to nir dresa snita. One of the highest in
degree, n prominent business man
whose integrity will not allow him to
deny the statement il questioned, said
that “‘the way one particalar clique kept
the dancing floor from beginning to end,
was not simply disgusting bnt shameful.”

Perhaps the certain journal not more
than a thousan: miles from the palatial
boundoir in which I write, can afford to
defend the gross hrench of good man-
ners, Ifitcan,it inno one else’s busi-
ness, Butif It insists upon ‘making an
issue between the snobocracy and the
people, our side shall be—always—with
the people. By the way, since genea-
ology has “een mentioned, T am just
reminded of some great literary man—
can't think of his name—who said that
he always felt like naking, when he saw
any one presuming to place because of
distinguished ancestry; ‘‘Yes, your
grandiather was Governor or General
So-and-Bo, but who the h-—1 are you "'

Of course 1 do not desire to nnneces-
sarily wound any one's feelings, und
that some few danced that evening and
stood aside should not be forgotten; and
no one 18 necessarily a villian because
of a little wealth or distinguished grand.
parents. If “in some circles of society
it is considered an evidence of had
breeding for one to coiplain of their
entertainment, nn matter how badly
they might be bored," (which is quite
true) it is also quite troe and muoch
more inexcusable that a few oi the en-
tertained should monopolize the enter-
tainment, regardless of the rights and
privileges ol all, and to tho exclusion of
the commonest little conrtesies that
shounld exixt among guests under one
roof, where the rales that govern polite
society are supposed to be in force. Had
you thought of that ?

Perhaps, sweet reader (by which T
mean you) you hardly realize how much
of a stir those hall a dozen lines occa-
sionad. It would be useless to attempt
to quote the congratulations I have re-
ceived, but one of onr most prominent
citizens, in speaking of the subject,
grew renlly eloquent. He was heard to
remark something like this:

“Some towns and communities in this
land of freedom stagnate because of a
superabundance of n certain kind of
‘eminently respectable element —an ele-
ment that is too respectable to he useful
—composed of strutting, pretentious
Turveydrop's, whoimagine that they are
models ol elegant deportment and aris-
tocratic Ligh breeding. Ouar village is
no exception. It hasits guota of con-
ceited snobs, who base their imbecile
claims to distinguished consideration
upon what they are pleased to eall their
‘family." In other words, they boast of
‘blne blooded’ ancestry, wherefore they
reckon themselves o huckleberry above
the ordinary persimmon. They treat
‘plebeians’ with affected disdain, except
when they want to borrow money upon
their individual notes, a goodly number
of them being obliged to borrow money
in order to live within their incomes,
for they are too proud to work and too
Inzv to stesl, consequently that genteel
kind of beggary that calls its alins getting
‘negociating loans,’ better fits their birth
and high breeding and better suits their
fastidious tastes than a struggle with the
‘vulgar herd’ in the marta of trade for
the means of subsistence.

“These people are lead quarters trying
to pass for half dollars; drones in the
social hive; whited sepulchers full of
rattling bones; still, if you could buy one
ol them at his real value and dispose of
him at what he thinks he’s worth there
would be a larger margin of profit in the
transaction than Vanderbilt ever realized
or Mulberry Sellars dreamed of !

“0f all the bigoted, marrow-minded
soobs that cumber God's beautiful foot-
stool, these fellows are the most offen-
sive, with their upstart pretentions to
superiority based upon assumptions of
‘family’ prestige. Hustled ount of the
way of practical, common-sense people
thelr insignificance finds refuge in the
obscurity of what they delight to term
the ‘best society,’ composed oi ‘our set’,
a8 small, very small mutual admiration
clique, the aristocracy of wealth in-
herited from some worthy tailor, or hon-
est pack-pedler and scions of the 'blue
blooded,’ who trace their pedigree back
to the flunkey of snme Duke or Farl of
the effete despotisms of Europe, who
left his country for his conntry’s good in
the days when many such gentlemen
found the colony of Virginia a safe refuge
from the minions of the law at home."
I{ anyone imagines that the gentleman

Hillsboro dudes may be divided into
three general classes, and every clas
will be recognized as mentioned : First,
we have the dude whose claim to super-
fority is based upon the deeds or titles
ol ancestry ; second, the dude who in-
herited wealth ; and the third class are
simply dudes from adoption. 8o far no
one has had the nerve to say anything
my face abont the lines I wrote re-

disregard of common courte-

oy e gt g
isen, the nudge of a pair of
passing dades or dedesess an.| 1he whis-
pera of “‘that's him" that 1 havn been
honoved with since writing the account
of that reception, have hocn more Lo me
thun all the “airy nothing" they dould
have said to me in a life time, had I
erotiched before them (as othem have
done)'and Lowed (o their foslish con-
ventionalities.

An I ever endeavor toseck the soclety
of my superiors, the reader will not mis-
take those few incidental romarks for a
bid for recognition from any one who
kicked, nor the “for value received”
defense of disregarded etiquette of my
friends,

And as for the distinguishied youthfol
party who wns heard to express his
opinion of my worth I have only this to
say ! Ishould blush my boy, to imagine
that my qualifications for admission to
good society were only equal to yours,

My address remains as usual, I ecan
be found at the old stand at any time,

In conelirion I hinve only to say that
no host to whom I am indebted for en-
tertainment Lias ever bad cause to blush
for.me, and at no place 1 ever went in
either a reportorial capacity or as a
guest, has any paper with which I may
have been connected been brought into
ridicule by my actions, or heen lowered
in the estimation of the general public
by my championship of any clique, the
consideration for which were smiles and
idle compliments.

Humble and worthless ns I am, such
prices are too low to purchase me, and I
ghall neveraspire to any circle of society
where, as passports, cul-away conts take
precodence over braing and respectable
American citizenshij.

Hoping to hear from you soon again 1
remain respectfally,

T _6;--,2 e
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Headaobe whether ariving frow nervousness
or indigestion, entively nofits one for business,
Dr. Buil's Baltimore Pills cure this disorder
speedily.

Give Dr. Ball's Baby Syrup to yonr baby
-nhuu siok, and do nov wee laudsunm, Price
205 cents

When they are sick borses like men peed
e, Day's Horse Powder in the thiog
tor them.

Best aud cheapeat, Drexel's Bell Cologne, flo

—————— - e
Not Afrald of the Cop.

The Cincinnati Telegram hath plock.
We quote :

There is o red-faced, lop-eared idiot
named John Kratz on the police force
of this city, who lns his brains in his
feet. Hin proper place is collecting
rotten liver on the poblic damp, but by
an jnscrutable act of Providence he is
employed as a ""fly"” while not engaged
at Patrol House No. 1. This fine speci-
men of the genus donkey goes prowling
around arresting respectable people who
are too good and honest to speak to him.
His latest break is the arrest of young
Stanley Hopkins, a well-known citizen
of Winchester, Ohio, *‘on suspicion.'
Of course when the case was investi-
gated, Hopkins was liberated with apol-
ogies, The Ivlegram would suggest that
Mr. “K. Ratz,”” as he is called, be sent
to the Workhouse to get the “budge”
out of him, and then have him farnish-
ed a new set of brains. This fellow has
been up on charges by the present police
managers that he was dismissed from
the Evanaville (Ind.) police force, and
that he abused his wile, and there is
enough known against him to have kim
kicked out of decent society. A chump
Hke this is a disgrace to any official
body, and should be relegated to the
rear,

A Reported Colloguy, With Bensible
Deductions.
Nich'las Blatton and Wiliam MoVey,

In the pressnoo of Peter E, Brown,
Were lotently discoursiog one day
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a family of twimiy or mo'" -
At this point the conversation was un-

cermoniously broken up by the
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One of Highland’s Noble
Romans

Reflocts Upon the Events That
Unfold with the COyeclea
of Time,

And Adds a Word About that Good
Old Tndividual, Krir-Kingle.

Again merry Christinas hes come, and
1886 will soon he numbered with the
silent past, It ia meet that we shonld
rejolce at each return of the feant of our
Savior's nativity. But amld our rejole-
ings memory wanders back over the
scenes of the departing year, which to
many has brought love, joy, and glad-
noss, while to others it has brought sad-
ness and sorrow so deep, thatil they
smile at all, it ean only be through
blinding tears wrung by tho angnish of
a bleeding heart.

Death has claimed its victims from all
ranks of society. Arthur, Adams, Til-
den, and Heandricks among our states-
men ; Hancock and McClellan of our
generals; Vanderbilt and Mrs, Stewart
among our capitalists, are only a few of
the prominent nmmes that have an-
swered to the summons of the pale
horse and his rider. But whal ehall we
say of the thousands of homes made
desclate by the visitation of the Angel
of Death. Mothers have given up idol-
ized infancy and bave seen the beauti-
ful caskets consigned fo the cold grave.
Fathers, mothers, husbands, wives,
sons and daughters have alike obeyed
their last earthly summons, and gone to
that dreamlesas land from whence no
tears of anguish wrung from bleeding
hearts can ever eall them back to il the
aching void. Yet this festive morn an«
nually reminds us that i they zan not
come back to us, we can go to them.

It is mect that we should rejoice on
this anniversary, when “peace on earth
and good will toward men” was pro-
claimed. The world has little enough
sunehine at best. Our own happy land
rests in peace since the fearfnl struggle
that closed in '63. But from our sister
republics of South America, during the
past year has come the clash of arms.
From the powerinl nations of Europe
comes the tread of standing annies, and
the mutterings of discontent, like the
smouldering fires of a volcano, which
need but a spark to ignite the great mag-
agines of war. Fur off Africa is tie
scene of war and contention.

It might be well amid our festive re-
joicings to ask whether “peace on earth
and good will toward men" in this age
ol mihilisin, socialism, and rationalism,
is making any progress. The croaker
saya the world is growing worse. Itis
too large n field an which to decide in
one or two decades. But turn the musty
pages of history for a few centuries, and
we find war, rapine, plunder, and con-
quest the principal occupation of the
leading powoers of the earth. Might
constituted right. Even the church
had become corrupted, and darkness
seemed to have settled down over our
race. America was a howling wilderness
inhabited by roving bands of savages,
But &s the darkest hour is often just be-
fore day, so with intellectual and moral
light, A free Bible was put into the hands
of the people. Even intolerance and
persecution assisted, by driving some of
the noblest blood of the old world to
seek & shelter amid the howling wilder-
ness of the naw, to lay the foundations
of civil and religious liberty, that have
lifted man from semi-barbarism to his
present position. 1t remained for Roger
Williams to advoente the 'complete
divorce of church and Btate, to save the
former from soiling her robes with the
strile and corruption of political conten-
tlon. And it remained for the United
States to demonstrate to the world that
man was capable of sell-government. A
few ceaturies back and our modern
croaker would have found a large part
of the inhabitants of Europe not tramps
but plunderers, following the plumed
knighta from their frowning castles on
their expeditions of rapine and robbery.
If he escaped with his head, his only
place of rest and shelter would have
been with some poor monk who tilled
& few acres of ground around the mon-
astery, which yielded him a meager sub-
sistance, and enabled him to suecor the
weary traveler, !

Let him who sighs for the good old
days of yore, stand on those old ruined
Gastles' abid recall the scenes of past cen-
furies.  From . hundreds of beautiful

comparstively bappy people, 4
will come to him, telling himlh

can enter into the spirit of youth. As
the quiet, weekly Babbath calls the tojl-
ing millions from labor to rest, giving
renewed pliysical and moral energy to
man, so our Chrisimas holiday is sn
annusl jubilee to our over-worked pao-
ple, carrying the mind back over the

its origin, and

aen shall rest

i

| . Tt old Rets comeé dows o our

_|cities, from thousands of glittering

'| chuxeb spires, from teeming o of |
: o I

world |

enrthly fabileo with all his fantastio and
juyous presents that make youth, from
the little two:year-old up to matwrity
dance with happy glee. And lot Young
America remember that he too will one
day grow old, and let him naccord to old
age that reapect and reverénce which is
its doe. Then will the romembrance of
our happy jubiles be, to the young, a
bright picture in memory's halls, to
which they will ever revert with pleas-
are; and to the old, a solace that will
lend a smile to the farrowed brow of
care, and lighten the burden of their de-
clining years,

y 9 iy

Fonest Hoxs, Dec. 20th, 1880,

o
To the Parents of Hillsboro.

We have Jearned from experience and
observation, that it is better to kill an
organization or institution, than to let
it die a natural death. If any thing Is
of re-organized value to n community it
has a right to live, but whether it can
live or not is the question,

Many things that are considered valu-
able may not be looked upon as necessa-
ry. We all recognize the faet thiat there
can be gach a thing as over-prodaction
of the majority of things valuable in
their nature and use, We therefore ad-
dress ourselves to the parents of Hills-
boro to learn whether or not the snbject
under consideration is worthy to live.
You, and you alone can answer,

There is a department inthe Hillsboro
Female College, designated the ‘'Primary
Department” designed for children of
any and all grades helow Preparatory
Course. We cannot expect patronage
in this department outside of Hillsboro
and immediate vicinity, A teacher has
to be employed exclusively for this
grade, and there are hesides, otlier neec-
essary expenses connected therewith. If
this department is of any value to youn
as parents, it is of suflivient value to be
made sell-supporting and If this can not
be done, we shall deem it suffiicient evi-
dence that you do not care to have it
perpetuated. If this is your mind, it will
not bo continued after this year, You
have two terms in which to make your
wishes known, and we shall govern onr
selves accordingly. Some one may say:
Why don't you let the other depart-
ments help out in the expense of this?
The other departments have all they can
do at present to help themaselves. Wel
expect to be able after two or three yvears
to draw students from a distance. If
this cannot be done, it requires neither
prophet nor seer to predict tho destiny
of this college. It has a right to live.
It onght to live, and we believe it can
live if the people in this cemmunity who
will receive the greatest benefit from it
will give us their aid by patronage to
help the institution over the shoals,

In order to bring the expense within
the ability of all, tuition will be reduced
in the primary department from one dol-
lar per week to seventy-cents per week
without any incidental fee,

In conclusion we beg leave to offer a
suggestion. Would it not be a wise ex-
penditure of money for persons having
no children of their own tosend, and e
ahundantly able to educate a worthy
young lady who is desirous of an educs-
tion, but is financially unable to give it
to herself?

Winter term begins Tuesday, January
4th, 1887, W.C.
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Written by “A Woman "\ ho
Knows.”

The Ups and Downs of Miner
Life In the Mountsins,

The New Market Kuight Whe Forgot
to Bring Home Wealth—The Man
Whe Kaew of Pay Dirt In FI
Nangre de Christo, and the

——

;l‘ha following pretty bit of writing s

city, & lady whose talents have given her
& prominent reputation. Some of her
allusions will be recognised by Highland
ea;m, ecently g in :hl minl

saw recently & query ng
columns of & dally : “What
woald these trl-millionaires do with their
money ?"

I have seen all tho varlous stages of
the mine fever. Away back in '40 I was
a wee bit of a girl, supposably too young
to know anything but doll babies, and to
hear nothing save fairy tales and bear
stories, but the departure of Farmer Van
Winkle's son for Californin was an epoch
in our quiet old county, and “Pete Van
Winkle” became one of the heroes of
my childish day dreams. Occassionally
I would hear dear old Aunt Eve, his
mother, tell of “Weldon's”"—Peter Wel-
don was this Argonant's name—Monte
Cristo adventures, and I expected daily
to see him return on a white ass, and was
prepared to wave any grecn twig, in lieu
of a palm branch, before kis triumphal
entry into old New Market.

Many yearn after I saw this wandering
knight. He had not brought back the
golden fleece, nor had he found even n
golden apple; but I suppose he had an
#xperience which offset any lack of lucre
in the eyes of the simple country folka,

From time to time since then 1 have
segn the miner in all his glory and all
his tatters. I have seen him come down
from Los Cerillos, flushed with the vie-
tory of placer mining, and listened to
his Alladin tales; have had him present
me with 500 shares of the Bay State Min-
ing Co,, of Pinos Altos, where the Gov-
ernment kept 100 soldiers to scare off the
Navajoes from twenty prospectors, and
with a flourish of importance befitting
the fortane I was suppdsed to be recelv-
ing; have seen him come down from the
Apache range, black skinned, hollow-
vyed and starving from starvation: and
bleeding from many an arrow wound in-
flicted by resentinl Apaches; have seen
him with eyes aglow and heard him with
vloguent tongue, telling of a pocket over
in El Bangre de Christo range, the while
svery word was beating a knell over a
lying woman's broken heart ; have seen
him and heard him and known him out
in the [astnesses of the grand, eternal
hills, in the dimples of the lowlands,
und in cities; and in all my knowledge
of him, he usually had no money to
spend.

I have seen Denver when pay-dirt
was strack up among the carbonates;
have seen Leadville when the lighitest
uir wastoo heavy for Tabor and Sullivan,
snd from sfar heard Senator Tom Bow-
vn's Commanche yell when they atruck
gold down at Del Norte,

But Bt. Lounis stockholders are like
none of these, nor is their wealth, so far
us seen, put to such use as is that of the
Westerner.  There is a sad con-
nected with one of its present gold kings,
Less than Ywo years ago he was down to
the tailings, pecuniarily, and desperate
enough for any move to help him out.
He came to St. Louisand haunted Third
street in a vain effort to'dispose of hia
stock. He was not a preity fellow, no
more will he be il he gets a halo, feather
wings and golden slippers; but he, by
some means, was introduced to a passe
belle of reasonable good family—one of
les mouvean riches, bowever—and snug
fortuns. Here was his opportunity. He
improved it; he courted, he married the
pamse belle, and her happy ps gilded
uver the moute angles and aggressive
joints of the withered daughter with
woch precions metal, The wired order
to stop work on the lode was rescinded,
und the auriferons Rufus of the far West

ubly to a shadow of ashade of a bygone

by Mrs. Olive Ennis, formerly of this




