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ESTABLISHED 1837.

TWO-THIRDS  ASLEEP,

And Two Generations Too
Previous.

A Few Wild Plunges Into the
Dazsling Dimness of
the “m-

Some Very Romarkable Visions In.
Photographed In
the Land of NDreams by
the News-Herald"s

Mpoclal Artist.

It was the queerest place T ever saw,
I meemed to have dropped down out of
nowhere Into somewhere, and I pinched
mysell right hard to make sare the
whole scene wasn't & delnsion and a
enare. I didn’t seem to have any busi-
ness there, T was evidently on a subur-
ban avenue, besutifally paved, and
bullt up on the side opposite me with
aplendid marble houses. In fromt of
most of these lay shady, spacions lnwns
from which the sharp click of croguet
balls and the merry langhter of players
reached my ears. Behind the pretly
stone wall by which I stood the open
ground stretched away in gentle undu.
lations, dotted here and there by a grove
ol evergreens, a group ol statuary, a
magnificent fountain or an artificial
lake, Fine carriages drawn by spirited

MY FIRST LANDING.

horses, driven by handsome coachmen
rolled along the gravel drivea that
enrved gracelully ameng the spreading
trees. It was s gala day in the park.
People were gathered together in rustic
bowers chatting gaily, and festive parties
congregated about lawn-tennis nets to
watch the contestants at that enticing
play. A sound of torpedoes and fire
erackers from far and near seemed to be
a part of the general revelry in which
everybody was engaged. I would have
bounded over that stone-wall to find out
what was the matter if a sign in 7-line
Pica two rods ‘away had not given a
solemn warning to “keep off the grass,”
I sat down on the wall and looked at
myself. I was not dressed as these
people were, and as I viewed my old-
style apparel and contemplated my
forlorn and desolate condition in the
midst of this hilarious throng, I felt as it
I wanted to crawl in the mouth of a
pill-bottle and be at rest. AsI sat there
pensively musing a large barouche drove
up and stopped in front of a palstial
mansion acroas the street, and the driver
descended from his box and eyed me
curiously.

I folt mysell shrivelling up under his
gase, 80 I straightened mysell out, got
off my seaton the wall and went overto
u-o ﬂlld I?

{“What place is this 7"

Hin stare grow more intense.

“This is Hillsborough.”

I opeped my mouth o wide that I
sprained my jaw-bone, but Istraightway
olosed it up again and tried to look un-

concerned., .
“Not Hillsborough, Ohio 7"
4 ““Cartainly, i
*  ‘The driver mistook me for

ninp‘l:m!":mutouk :

bhim what year it was and what day of
the year, but his quizzical stare forbade
me. Ishambled off, bewildered, doubt-
ing my own Identity and still more the
identity of this bustling ecity with my
native town, Iprocesdedaconsidersble

eniire ailention to me. It was

for Rip VanWinkle to lose his

enotigh

g
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Ling a stranger In that fashion?" 1
repeated going nearer to him. All
symptoms of amnusement. died out of his
face. He put on a woe-begone express-
lon and whined pitecusly,

“Now, Mister, don't get exclted. Thia
is the Fourth of July, and a fellow hns
got to have his fun."”

The Fourth of July! It -wasn’t hard
to account for the scenes of gaiety in
the park now. Absorbed In musings
about the predicament I found mysell
in, I left the boy and went on. Meeting
an elderly gentleman with a silk hat and
gold-headed cans, I accosted him.

"“What park is that, please "

“That is Falrground Park, sir.”

Noticing my pusiled look the gentles
man added, “The old histories of the
city tell ua that nearly a centary ago the
Hillsboro Fair Grounds occupied what is
now the eastern end of the park. From
that fact it derived its tame."

‘““How much farther west d oesthe city
extend 7"’

““About four miles."”

Upon my inquiring further about the
location of the ancient Fair Geounds, he
promised to point out to me as nearly as
he was able the limits of that tract. I
retraced my steps with him and succeed-
ed in identifying the spot where the
Floral Hall had once stood. Bat I
didn't dare to ask™him the year, lest he
should turn me over to one of the blue-
coated policemen and recommend closo
confinement. Finding that hoe was at
leisure, we walked on together past rows
of fine houses built of polished granite
that sparkled in the

light ol a rather sul-
trysnn,and then giunt
business-blocks with
immense glass panes
in their show-win-
dows., All was con-
sirngted on n scale
of substantial grand-
eur,

The signs oversome
donrs Lore famillar
names and  induced
me to question my
companion about
them, For instance,
a five-story building
occupying an entire
block was promisca-
ounsly labelled with
the soul-stirring mot-
to: "“Dean Brothers,
Poultry and Eggs."
HThat,” said my in-
informant, *‘is the lar-
gest poultry-packing,
incubating and shipping establish-
ment in the United Btates, The present
owners display the same enterprise and
sagacity that are said to have character-
ired the original founder of the business,
John Y, Dean.”

I caught my ‘breath as I beheld the
name of “J, M. Hughey & Co.” decorat-
ing the entire front of & mammoth red
brick building, but I found that the
head of the firm was a scion of the pro-
geny, and not the “J, M,"” who used to
tie up nails so artisticallyat the H. H. C.
counters, "They manufactore corn and
wheat shockers,” my amiable compan-
ion explained,

“Corn-ghockers," said I, aghast.

“Yeas, wheat is cut, bound and shocked
by the same machine. Corn if cut by
machinery, and set up firmly in the
shock by the game machine.”

“How many homses are required to
pull such a concern 7

‘““Horses are scarcely used exceptto be
driven in carriages, and people who pre.
fer speed to appearances do mnot use
them there. The water and electric
moters have everywhere superseded
them for farm work.”

I was on the point of calling bim a
liar, for the first time. I was tempted
to do the same thing several times after-
wards, bnt refrained out of respect to
his age and the probable weight of his
cane, There was a tender compassion
in his voice and a twinkle of amusement
in his eye. But heansawered my queries
patiently, for I had previously informed
him of my bewildered condition as a
visitor unacquainted with the customs
of the day.
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magnet on top of the car, atiracting a
eable suspended three inches above it,
kept the car in an upright position,

“Who invented the apparatns by
which the car is impelled 7" I asked.

“A man named Keely procured the
first patent in the winter of 1888, I be-
lieve, my companion replied. “It has
since been enormously improved.”

But thirty seconds had elapsed and we
weare now at the entrance ol Green Dale
camutery.

This is the only apot I saw that [ mighit
have recognized. The evergreons were
changed, the street wda [nrther away,
the fence was gone, but the moss-covered
grave-stones stood undisturbed by ruth-
less liands all throngh those many yenrs
of changiog and rearranging.

Ifelt lonely, Here T wan In the oty
where I had spent most of my life, and
the only place I recognized—the only
place where I seomed to belong was in
its cemetery, where the men and women

COURT HOUSE,

said to mysclf, The Fourth of July,
10781 Hurrah for hooray! Fire the

cannon, ring the hells!  Let the Ameri-

can eagle flap his wings,

And the star-spangled banner eternally wave

O'er the land of the fres and the home of the
brave !

My mind ran back to the preceding
Centennial Fourth of July, when Hills-
boro's harmless militia had paraded the
streets with flint-locks on their shoulders
and yellow stripes on the outaide seama
of their pantaloons. What glorions rec.
ollections!

My train of reverie was broken off by
a remark from mly friend who was still
scratinizing the graving on the vase,
“This man was one of onr most promi-
nent citizens.”

“The name soumds familiar,”

“Yea, ho was s grandzon of one of the
earlier Governors of the State,”

“Whom, if you please !"

“Governor Benjamin Nelson—born

of my generation hal slumbered on
nnder many a summer's san and win. |
ter's storm, Imogine il you can returns |
ing to the scenes of your boyhood after |
many years to find it totally remodeled, |
and not & familiar face to be scen nor a

friendly hand to greet yon—your own old

home, perhaps, tenanted by strangers, |
and the spota you loved disfigured by
modern  “improvements.” DBut the
strangest incident of all occurred in
strolling through that old cemetery.
Ascending a slight eminence we came
upon my own grave! There was the
plain stone giving the date of my birth
and death, and the green mound under
whose surfsce I was ‘at that moment
supposed to be lying. I feltlike digging
down and seeing if T was really dupli-
cated.

My companion saw me reading the
epitaph and remarked :

“Never noticed the name before. It
is one of the old, old graves.”

1 began to feel strangely and the moist-
ure came into my eyes, but the absurdity
of a man crying at his own tomb dawned
upon me, and I turned

away and fellowed
where he had advanced
a few steps.

“This tract through
which we are passing,'
he said, “was probably 2
used about the same N
time with the old Fairgg
Grounds I showed you,
as the dates on the __
monuments will prove. Bl
We shall now go over
into the newer por-
tions.”

When we were fairly into those
pewer portions I received another sur-
prise, There were no more massive
monuments and wedge-shaped mounds.
But there were beautifully carved urns
and artistic pieces of statuary, holding
small coffers.

“What are these "' Baid I.

“These are receptacles for the ashes
procured in the crematory.”

“Do all burn their dead now 7"

‘“Phe custom is universal, The law
forbids placing dead bodies under the
ground to discompose in the soil and
impregnate the drinking water of the
entire neighborhood. The old way was
simply barbarous.”

I spent some time examing the taste-
ful memorials in this department. My

)} iriend called attention to a fine repre-

=1 “

GREEN DALE,
sentation of the “Three Graces,” stand-
ing each on a corner of & triangular
stone, facing ontward and holding be-
tween them with arms extended above
their heads an exquicite Etruscan vase.

“It waa placed here only a few
sinee,"” said he. .

Avovsrus Bunnsss = 3
Baorn, MO.#MJ- 20ub,
‘1t waa the first time I had seen the

year,and I could hardly believe my eyss.

and raised in Hillsboro, and elected in
the fall of 1905,

Name moments hml elapzed apd T had
strolled away to look at a bronze pyramid
holding up an imitation of an olive-oil
lamp, when he ealled to me:

“Are yon ready to go?"

I turned and saw him waving his

| handkerchief in an odd way as if he were

carrying on a flirtation with the angels,
Bat behold ! looking in the direction in
which he signalled, a large dark object
with outlines moving was rapidly de-
scending toward him. Was I really in the
company of a second Elijah? Blower,
and still more slowly the oonocern de-
scended till it brushed the sod, and there
stood with its immense fana beating the
air. There were perhapaa dozen people
cozily seated in the serial carriage when
my friend and I stepped into it. As
soon a8 we were inside the machine rose
lightly and buoyantly into the air and
proceeded on its way, This was. really
the fiying machine Inventors used to
dream about. It was propelled by an
electric motor, and no noise was heard

BUBURBAN AVENUE.

save the “‘swish” of the great wings. I
was too much dazed by the novelty of
the thing to ask questions about its
structure, and I had not recovered my-
self when the conductor called out
“Public 8quare!” The flying car gradu-
ally slacked its momentum and came to
& standstill on & small platform, and we
alighted, Quite a number were waiting
to get aboard going westward, and I
waited to see the merial wonder rise into
the air with its precious freightage of
humanity. I confess I was a trifle ner-
vous soaring through the mists at such
analtitnde,but these people chatted gaily
and seemed to have no fears of danger.
I might have expressed my amazement
at this new mode of travel, but I was
alraid of appearing intolerably ‘‘green”
to my kind patron.

Public S8quare was what its name im-
plied. It was wider than formerly;
seven-story business-blocks oocupied
three corners, and the masjestic Conrt
House with a ponderous dome and a
bronse statue of the Goddesa of Liberty
in exceedingly low corsage, stood on the
fourth. It occupied an enmtire block
terminating on what used to be Beech
street, The style of architecture was
very similar to that of the old ecapital
buillding, when the national capital was
located at Washington.

The camera would not take in the cn-
tire building, but I secured a section ol
the magnificent paving and the Court
House fence, which was a remarkable
improyement over the one that I remem-
bered nearly a century before.

Alter taking alook atthe building and
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crackers and torpedoes was allowed only
in the parks and the city was quiet.
Indeed the peacclulness of the place was
a source of wonder to me. The ahsence
of noise was a conspictous as the racket
usually |s in a large city, I have belore
mentlioned that the street-cars were
nolseleas, The broad tires of omnibua
wheels were covered with some ribber-
like substance, and the street itsell was
made of some ylelding material that
deadened every round. The voices of
two people in ordinary conversation
could be heard across the busiest street.
Thissilence was evidently the production
of studious inventors with that object
especially in view.

“Are there no telephone or telegraph
wires on this street 7" 1 asked.

“There are probably five hundred of
them under that curbstone. It has a
hollow interior, and the cavity is capa-
ble of holding as high as one thousand
wires.

“Are they used much ?"

“Nearly every business-house has both
a telephone and telegraph instrumnent,
both operating upon the same wire. By
the phonetic system nskilled telegrapher
can send thirty thousand words per
minate,"

I bad been asking questions pretty
freely and my friend, observing that 1
took great interest in the antiqui-
ties of the city, began to ask leading
questions with the evident purpose of
getling an explanation from me, [

LINCOLN PARK, SOUTIL BIDE.

dodged his querles as artfully as possible. |
He had begun to show me the city

merely n8 a courteous deference to a

stranger, but now perceiving that he had

found a strange character he began

slyly to quiz me. B8till ] evaded ‘overy

queation that might lead to person-
alitios.

We turned sonthward and at my com-
panion’s suggestion took a car for Lin-
coln Park. As we went rolling out of
the business part of the city into the
less lively streecta with tloor-yards and
dwelling-houses, I ealled his attention to
an immense building with a name upon
it that was decidedly familiar to me.

“Yes, that is the Jersey Creamery
Company's building. The firm is a
hundred years old, 1 reckon. Does an
enormonus business,"”

“I was acquainted with the original
incorporators of that concern,” 1 said.
Then I could have kicked myself. Ihad
been befrayed Into an irretrievable dec-
laration. My companion stared at me
but said nothing. There was no way to
make amends, 80 we both rode on in
silenoce,

The beauty of these suburban strects
was remarkable, I expended quite a
fund of admiration npon them. The
pavementa were of immense blocke of
dreased stone, and the streets were lined
with handsome shade trees at short in-
tervals. The general air of cleanly neat-
ness reminded me of the town in its in-
fancy with its admirable street brigade,
under the discipline of Patrick McCabe.
The view here taken is from the south
side of Pleasant street, between
Fourteenth and William streets.

“Lincoln Park,"” said my companion,
breaking thesilence as we alighted from
the car and proceeded through the broad
entrance into that enchanting ground,"”
is the place where gas was first struck in
1887,

“Indeed !" I exclaimed.

“Yes. The spot where the first well
was bored is appropriately marked, It
exhaused itself about twenty years ago
and an artesian well now flows [rom the
orifice. A handsome fountain seventy-
five leet in height now stands where the
first derrick was erected.”

“Then you have no gas-wells here
now " I inquired.

“Oh yes,” he hastened to say, “there
are sixty-seven in allat various places in

e

A LEAFY PIONEER.
the city, some of them emitting millions
of cubie feet in an hour. There are also
quite & number of ofl wells, one of them
here in the park.”
The antire enclosure seemed to be ane
mass of moving humanity ; nobody was

selven to the fallest. .
*‘How many people are there hore 7"
anked.

"Abont twenty thousand, I presume.”

have not seen a single case of Amnken-
neas anywhere,"”

He turned upon me with a face in
which surprise and indignation were
mingled. It was the first time I had
seen him excited, and I felt eriminal to
have been the canse of it

“Drunkenness,”” he replied at length,
“Is a thing of the past,” The trafiic in
intoxicants caused this nation too much
aritne, bloodshed, pauperism and misery |
before the national government planted
upon it the iron heel of law. Alcohol as |
a beverage did more to rend asunder
this nation, np to the time of the culwmi- |
nating crisis twenty yoars ago, than all
the combined curses that ever rested |

rained men, wrecked homes, made (urces |
of elections and menaced every interest
of socioty, every bond of Christian eivilis
zation, every instrument of law and |
equity, is forever annihilated. Why,
sir, I hardly sappose there has heen a
single vase ol intoxication in this city in
the lust decade !

There was the emphasia of fervor in
his tone, Nothing learned in the ad-
ventures of the day gratiticd me more

| than this candid statement of the afti-

tude of public opinion on the liguor
question, T now recalled that we had
passed no green-shuttered doors with
gaudily painted signs and pictures of
foaming mugs of “lager beer” to tempt
the inebriale's burning palate as he
passed, and in the suburbs there were
no big breweries with steaming vats and
vast store-houscs to manufactare liguid
damnation for the bodies and souls of
men, What a revolution In the customs
and habits of the people had taken place!
How much of the doctrine of “peace on
earth and good will to men" had been
introduced as this blasting and corrupt-
ing curse had been driven out! Men of
moral rectitude and sound prineiple

were being made in this new and pure
atmosphere untainted by the poisons of
that degrading vice,

“What is that tall building over yon.
I askod

der with such a high steeple "
after n moment's pause,
“That is the Bignal Rer-
vice Observatory., The
system is very eflicient,
The doings of wind and
weather ean, by a good
meteorologist, be acen-
rately predicted na far as
a month in the future,
A farmer can consult the
daily charts and plan his
work accordingly. A
tourist can select a fair
week for his trip without
danger of being delayed,
annoyed, or disappoint-
ed by the weather.”
The observatory was n
building of the most im-
posing grandeur imagi-

in & hurry, but all were enjoying uiem}
I

A GUSHER

“How erderly they all seem to be, 1|

upon this green footstool. Dat. llumk| g
Heaven, the blighting inflnence that | be o surprise to you, ns they combing
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Is what we hope will reward the cfforts

of the citizens of Hillshoro in boring for _-

s,

However we wixh to inform the citie
rena of Hillahoro and surrounding conns
try that it is their privilege to strike »
gusher in the way of low down cash pricer
atthe Citgar Camt Corxen of Asa Hoynes

& Co. We are offering some saperb als

tractions in Gients', Ladics’ and Chil: °

dren's Footwear. Our stock of Men's
Fine, Medium and Cheap Shoes is com*
plete in every respect. The line of
Ladies' Button 8hoes that we are selling

nt $1.25, $1.50, 21.75, $2.00 and §2.25 will

neatness and darability and wonld e
good value at 15 per cont. more money.
We feel certain that our efforts to secare
and sell the bhest $2 75 and 23,00 Shoe
in the market lias ’:{'I‘ll Lighly upunreei-
ated,  Call aud we thew, For children
we show n varied assortment of medinm
weight shoea in prices that will satisfy
W feel confldent in
sayving that il gomd honedt shoes, well

the most exacting.

made amd =old at a small cash profit is
what you are louking for, we harve them !

Asa Haynes & Gq!.

York, Quebes, New Orleans, or Milwan-
kee tomorrow, Tt will still be the
Fonrth of July when that bidoon régchen
St Lonis.,

By this titme we were in the heart of
the throng of morryemakers, and ups
proaching a denselv-crowded company
over whose heads the clear tones of an
By dint
of prshing onr way through the mass we
at last urvived within & few yards of the

orrtor's vodee renclived onr ears,

| speaker, where we conld distinetly hear
i every

utlerance that ecame
silvered tongue,

“He looks as maeh like Colonel T, A.
Walker as any mortal conlid, not to be
the Colonel himself,” I mentally re-
marked. Then I said softly 1o my com-
panion:

“Who is ke ?"

“Senator John T. Walker.”

“Is he related to Colonel Walker, an
officer in the War of the Rebellion, do
you know " .

“I don’t know, But his grandiather,
Knight Walker, held the oftice of U. F,

from his

Senator from this State, the same which

he now holds. Perhaps the man yon
mention was his great grandfather.”
Beeing no possibility of obtaining a

seat and finding it nuncomfortably warm

in such a crowd, we made our way out
with as little commotion as possible, and
walked at random through the preity
park.

“This statue,” said my friend, stopping
before a group, “is a copy of the ‘marble
faun' immortalized by Hawthorne as

\

nable. Like everything
else it was profusely
covered with flags and pgay-colored |
drapery, and a solid sheet of red, white |
and blue swung from the weather-vane
on the cupola to the ground. The deco-
rative work on that one building must
have cost several hundred dollars, judg-
ing by the prices in vogue in my experi- i
leunce, |

A large balloon covered with the flags |
ofall the nations, and with long streamers |
flaunting in the breeze, rose from the |
park some distance from us, and sailed
away. The diameter of the canvas must
have been at least one hundred fect,
There were perhaps sixty persons in the
attached basket, and a band oi musie
played “Is that Mr, Riley 7" as the mon-
ster ascended,

“What does that mean?" I askedl.

“That is the daily express to St. Louis.
One leaves every day for some point.
The destination of any one can be ob-
tained by consulting the schednle pub-
lished weeks in advance.”

“But how are such bulky, unwicldy
monsters guided to a desired pointin the
{ace of an aerial current "

“They do not travel in the face of a
current. As I before remarked, the
Weather Bureau furnishes an accurste
forecast of the winds, and this is the
sorial mariner’s guide-book. He depends
upon that implicity, and is seldom de-
ceived. Knowingthe course of the winds
for weeks in advance, the director may
AOROUNCE AN ¢Xpress for Bt. lﬂlllh'dl’n
and with & changed current fov New

TILE JUNCTION,

the likeness of his character, Donatello,”
In the Author's Garden we found a
bronze statue representing Hawthorne
himsell, with a roll of manuscript in hia
hand. These gardens filled withstatuary,
each occupying an acre, perhaps, were
uniyue in design, and highly interesting,
In the Garden of the Presidenta I recog-
nized the portly form of G, Cleveland,
with a pen over his ear, in perfect readi-
ness to veto the immutable laws of cause
and effect, if he thought it necessary.
About the center of the park om a
mdgnificent pedestal, was a statue rep-
resenting the tall, commanding foria of
Abraham Lincoln, The surrounding
grounds were full of fountains that gave
the atmosphere a delicious coolness, and
scattered about were rustic seats and
latticed summer-houses, with swinging
chairs—everthing for the comfort of one

i

who might become weary strolling over i

the grassy area. S

The comely maples, giant oaks and
spreading sycamore trees, all over the
park added to the beauty of the gre '

and formed, at convenient spaces, u- !'1'"

freshing shades where swings were

pended frowm sinewy limbs, far wp ¥

among the dense mass of greenness, &
quiet nurses were “‘pushing” delig
children, who shouted and laughed
like big pendulums, they swung to and
Iro, back and forth, again and s
“Great care has been takwn
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