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78 Cents for 6 Months;
40 Cts. for 3 months,
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M PUNLISHED EVERY TUBADAY MOUNING, DY

FRANE MORTIMER & CO,
At New Bloomfield, Perry Co., Pa.

Boing provided with Steam Power, and large
Cylinder and Job. Pressos, wo are propared
to doall kinds of Job-Printing in
good style and at Low Prices.

ADVERTISING BATES:
Transisni—8 Conts per line for one lnsertion.
19 & d ¢ twolnsortions
ik P i Wghree lnsertions,
Buslness Notices In Looal Column 10 Cents
por line.
Notices of Marrlages or Deaths Inserted froe.
Tributes of Respect, &e., Ten cents per line.

YEARLY ADVERTIAEMENTS.
One Ineh one year £10,00
Two lnohes * o 8 18,00
8. For longoer yenrly ady'ts terms will be glven
upon application.

THE OITY ON THE HILL.

I know n quiet olty,
A sllent, peacefol clty ;
A benutifal, strange city
Upan o snnny hill;
Where dulsics fulr are growing;
Where Bummer winds are blowing
Along the earth's groen bosom,
Adown the streets so still.

The strects are long aud narrow ;
The brown thirush aud the sparrow
Thelr Hittle nests hnve bullded,
Amid the flower-flecked gross ;
The roblns earol In It ;
¥ on hear the sang of linnet §
Whenaver this strange clity
Your foolsteps chanee to pass,

The houses in this clty—
This still nnd peacefnl clty,
Where never human pity
The dwellera need nor nsk—
Euach roof the grasses cover,
The green bindes each n lover
Of haunts, where throsh and pl!"ur
Within the sunlight bask.

There are no sounds of sorrow,

No longings for to-morrow j

Nor pain to bear and borrow,
Within its sllent strects

But all ls peaceful over

The green gross and the clover,

As days go drifting onward,
Abovelle ealm retreats.

Aud there our dear ones waonry

Of treadiog pathways dreary,

With souls bowed down with sorrow
Have often turned for reést ;

And In that falr white elty,

That banatiful, strange clty,

No thought of palu nor plty
Can tonel the.dweller’s breast.

01 peace, so sweet and tender,
8o wrapped about with splendor
Of rest, which you can render
About ench low Inld head ;
We shall rench Lhils city,
Bometlme, by thy swoet pity,
And there will find a dwelling
Among the sllent doad,

JOHN JONES IN TROUBLE:

—0Oh—

« LAURA’S LOVYER.
B" INERYA COLLEGE (principal, Miss
Augustn Btarchley) was a lighly
gentoel establishment, in a highly gentesl
suburban neighborhood, and gunranteed to
its pupils (twenty-five in number) o highly
genteel edueation, ** on terms,”’ ns  the ad.
vertisement said, ‘‘moderate and strictly
inclosive."

The prettiest of the young ladies (and
there were several protty ones at  Minerva
College) was Miss Laurs Roach, the duugh-
tar of un officer in the East Indin service.

Her ago wis Y awect soventeen,” and as
for lier appenrance, It requires a poet
adeguutely to desoribe her | 5o, as my hero
in'a poot, 1 shall leave him to perform tho
task himsalf,

The rosy God of Love eould find no en-
trance into Minerva Colloge.

What with the high, spiked walls, the
tall hodges, the Jooked garden gate, and tha
soldipr-like rogiments of wall lime trees, the
premises wore on all sides woll fortifled
against him,

The bonsp was in an awfully guiet stroet,
amd literally * far from the hom  of men,”
no belngs of that species ever vikiting ex-
oept the tonchers, the bnichor, aad the
binker.

But for all that Miss Btarolley's pupil
wure not entirely withont their day-droams
of affootlon aud. air-dinswn  castjes of ro.
mance. -

lIudeed, baif of them wore sald to be e

b o

cretly in love with the French professor,
while it was generally agreed that Mr,
Owen Wilford, Miss Starchley's nephow,
and only resident master, had completaly
captivated the hearts of the rest, espeainlly
that of Miss Laura Roach,

But the young lady had another adorer,

hough she didn't koow it.

He lind seen her one SBunday whon the
school wns out for its *'constitutional,™
and his heart was gone instantly.

He was sevonteon and susceptible, and
though only a clerk at Messrs, Coddysill
& Co.'s, City, and bearing the unromantio
name of Jobn Jones, ho had an aspiving
soul.

He hoped one day to fill the world with
the thaoder of his renown.

For Jones, ns before intimated,
poet.

From his earliest yoars e had poured
forth his soul in lyrio straing whenever he
could find rhymes, which isn't always an
casy mattor.

He affected the Byronio style, wore a
turn-down collar, curled his hair, habitual-
Iy rolled Lis eyes in fine frénzy, and assum.
ed an oxpression of perpotunl gloom ;
moreover, he named himsell after his favor-
ite burd, and dropping the unpoetic word
s John,"" dubbed himself Byron Jones, or,
in  full, Byron Tennyson Bhakespeare
Jones,

How to aequaint Laoara with his affec-
tlon f—that was the question.

To colimb the walls of Minerva Collogo
wis like storming o fortress, and to send a
love-lotter wna equally difficult, for proba-
bly Miss Starchley made o point of over-
hauling all the young Indies' correspon-
dence,

Meanwliile, Miss Lanra attended to her
lessons like o good givl ns she was, blisaful-
Iy uneonscions of Jones' adoration.

was L

Her private opinion was, that Mr. Owen
Wilford  was  decidedly handsome and
gentlemanly young man, and worthy to bo
o bachelor of hearts s well as aris,

Jones know not as yot that he had so for.
midable a vival, orthe tortures of hiis heart
would have béen much increased.

Our poet made a desperate resolve. He
would bribe the postman to convey a letter
to Miss Laura Roach (he sgoon found ont
her name) in rhyme, and expressing in the
most flery words the passion that consum-
ed him,

So he sat down in his “stady,'’ § ¢, at-
tio, wielding a formidable quill.

He pondered and worked about an hour
and a balf, and nibbled his pen down tg the
stump. At lnst this great poetic effusion
burst upon the light of day:—

“T0 LAURA TILE DIVINE,
“Thine eyes are lke the Hme-light's  flash,
Thy tresses alilne like golden cosh §
Thy chooks nre lke two Enstern roses,
And how divinely formed thy nose is !
The portals of thy beanteous mouth
Like cliorries from the sunny south ;
Thy teeth ontiglenm the richest pearls ;
In short, of all Misa 8tarchley’s girls,
Thou ouly hast enslaved the bard
Who herewith doth enclose his card.
“Bruox Teswvsox Buaxesreann Joses,"

He wddressed this *“To Miss Lawra
Roaeh,” which name, however, suggested
n more poetion] one,

“Laurs Roach | That looks something
like ' Lalla Rookh,” By Jove ! a capital
ien! 1 will nlways address her by the
name of Ton Moore's heroioe, whom  she
resembles.”

He then added—

“P Bo—In writing Laura, T mistook;
1'1} call thee only Lalla Rookh 1*

“1f  that don’t melt her heart,
will," Lie sald, as ho folded it up.

On aeriving at the school at dask, he wis
lucky enongh to find ** Bob,” the boy.in
buttons, just coming oit on an errand,

“Bob" was o regular imp  oef, minchif
and be looked Hke it.

He eyed wondaringly the romantic youth
who thus pddresged bim-—

' Juvenile, convey this missive privately
to my adored Laolla Ro—1 mean, Migs
Lania  Roach, sudthon shalt bo recom-
pensed,"”

“1 dunno what you mean, sir," said

Dob.

' Well, then, 1 want you to give this let-
tr to Miss Hoach, without the schoolmis-
treas seckng it If you do it all ¥ight, and
got o an answer back, 1'll give you s shil.
un‘-.l

AN serene, siv; but I must bave the
bob down oo the oail,” sald Bottons, cuns
ningly.

MThat won't do Bixpencs now, mnd
the rest when you bring mo the answer,
But wind, keep close, and take care Miss
Btarchley knows nothing of it, or ')l never
forgive you."

nothing

Bob agreed, nnd promised that Laura
should have it that very evening, and Jones
should know the result in the morning.

Byron Jones douldn't sleep a wink that
night, for the hopes and fears that agitated
him.,

The wnext morning came, and he saw
nothing of Bob., Jones was half distracted,

He made so many mistake at the office,
that Messra. Coddy sill's head clerk more
than onco thresteved him with condign
punishment,

How was it Lalla Rooklh lhnd not re-
plied ¥

We will follow the fute of the poetical
letter.

Bob, while waiting at table that dinner-
time, fonnd an  opportunity of dropping
the note unobserved into Miss Ronch's lap.

Laura wos s0 surprised and curious, that
shio could not vesist the temptation to open
and read it nt onos.

Suddenly looking up, she perceived thoe
powerful spectacles of Miss Starchley level-
ed straight at her.

“ Al, Miss Roach ! whatis that?"” eried
tho schoolmistross, * What are you vead-
ing ? 1 insist upon seclng it at once."

Linurn was terribly confused. .

8hie found herself the pentre of obrorva
tion to tho whole seliool,

Fumbling in her nagitation, she attempt-
ed to thrust the note in her pocket, but
dropped it on the ground.

Miss Btarcliloy pounced upon it instantly.

Her face, ns she read it, wos awful to
contemplate,

“Al-h-h " ghe exclnimed.  ** Who sent
this? Who brought it? Who is this
Byron Tennyson S8hakespeare Jones, and
what do you know of him? Come, I muat
know."'

Lawurn defended herself by telling the ex-
nct truth, viz, that she knew mnolhing of
that correspondent, save that the nole was
brought by Roberto (for so ** Buttons' was
called in the house,)

All the schoolmistress's wrath was now
turned upon that Tuokloss juvenile.

“You impudent young oreature | How
dare you bring suoh letters here?  Doubt.
less  you have been bribed by this furtive
individunl. Informm me all aboutit in-
stantly,

Bob was  so0 taken back, that he stam-
mered, hesitated, and altogether so de-
meanad himself thav Miss Btarchloy seized
her terrible cane and  admivistered several
amart strokes, which sot him howling.

“ Drat the love-lottars "' eried e when
alone [n the washi-house, a8 ho rubbed his
smarting  back. ** Catech ms linving any-
thing to do with 'em again—uno, not  for
half-n-orown peplece.”’

Asto Jouwes' unlucky effusion, Mius
Btarchley promptly threw it on the five.

ST everfind such rubbish brought
hore again,” she oried, *1 care not to
whom it iy addvessed, ' punish the whole
school, without distinotion of persona.'

“1say, Lourn,' said Netty Wade, her
rpecial felend, with a sly look, ns they took
their after-diiver walle in the grounds,
Hyon can't persunde me you know nothing
about the letter."

“1declare I did wot" responded our
hereoine, “and [ ean'tmake out who this
Byron What's-his-name can be, unless it
s thut; lackadaisioaldovking youth that
stared at me so bard ot chureh last Bun.
day."

“ With frissly hair and o turnadown col-
Ine " sald Netty.  ** 1 notleed him, and he
seomed 80 woe-begone, I could harvdly help
Inughing. 'T'hat must be the individual to
to a certainty.'’

SWhat wgame!" added young Polly
Hopkins, “I think we ought to make
somo fun out of this."

“* But how ?'" sald Loura. ' 've got in-
to trouble enough alvendy, and I certainly
shiadl try and keep out of itin the future,”

“1f you don't answor him he'll die for
love," remarked Netbty.

Bob on being privitely questioned by
the young ladies, described Mr, Jones, sl
' conflrmed their suaplolons, but,at the same
time, declured that he was '* blessed if he'd
have noything to do with no more letters.'

Monowhile, bow fured It with our hero?
Badly indeed, Hin despair at receiviog no
reply dvove him almost feantio,  He waited
for hours outside Minerva College, but
omught vo glimpse of Laura or Bob, who,
indeed ook cave Lo keop oul of his wiy.

That night Jones ** consumed the mid-
night oll,** or eather tallow, while, fn a fit
ol postie inspiration, he ngain strove to
move the Leart of Lavca |

20 LALLA BOOKH, THR ICORNPUL,"
‘¢ Al | crusl mald, who dlarogards the gronns

W}ugm the tortured  breast of Byrou

“Jones.

If thus you leave me In my dark dospalr,

I"11 do some desperate deed, T do declare:

My wrotched thread of 11fe some day I'll eut,

Benocath the billows of the water-butt ;

Or elee, porchance you'll find my lifeless

corpae’’—

“Now, what will rhyme with corpse "
anked Jones of himself, biting the end of
his pen, in a perplexed mannor.?

In vain he went through two dictionaries,
and spent over an hour in cudgelling his
brains: he was at last foreed to the conclu-
sion that thore was no word rhyming (to
corpse) in the Eoglish Iangunge, and that
he must make a slight alteration in the
word, 8o this was the effective termina-
tion—

“Or glen, perchinnes, you'll find my lifless
Corse
Btabbed to the hoart !
remorse 1*?

Then won't you feel

The next morning he sought an opportu-
nity of sending this by menns of Dob,
whom le wis fortunate enough to pounce
upon just by the college.

Buttons looked uncomfortable, and be-
Ing driven to extremities, declared that
Miss Btarchiely was so sharp, that it was no
use trying to send billy-doos that way, and
thet he (Bob) didn't want ne more whack-
ingw.

Our hero, on learming the fute of his mis.
sive, wns in great perplexity.

The only resource—and that n desperate
ong—was the high wall at the back of the
school premises,

If ho could olimb to the top of that he
might spy Laura duving hor play-hiours,
and drop the note down where she gould
pick it up.

With this intention, lie agnin wont to the
college ns soon as here turned from Messrs
Coddysill's.  But the wall looked o hope-
less onse—twelve feet high at least, and it
wis impossible to scale it without a ladder,

He listened, and  heard the merry laugh

of the sehool-girle; they had just finished
their lessons. Despernvion seised Jones,

and Jones seized o stove, and he wrapped
his epistle around it, and threw it up per-
pendicularly, so that it dropped just on the
other side of the wall,

A terrifie, piercing soream was tho re-
sult,

“COhihi-hidh I (tho voloe was that of Pol-
ly Hopking), *“my head, my head ! it's all
bleeding, Bomebody oulside s throwing
stones, nod o big one has Lit me right on
the forehend. Oheh.h '

There wos in uproar immediately. All
the sohool gathered around the luckloss
Polly.

Laura preceived the note, took it up and
read it, and thus discovered the cause of
this disaster,

“ Dyron Jones again 1 declave "' she
oried.

At this moment Miss Stavchloy, hearing
the scrcams of Polly, came rushing out,

Livuray oontrived to conceal the letter, but
wll agreed as to the fact of the stone.

It must have been one of those vagn-
bond boys out in the street I exeluimod
Miss Btarchley. * Here, Robiort, sun for
u policeman diveotly,and let him take them
Into eustody.”

Jones heard these words, and bolted in
grent tepidation.

How smootlily the course of his truo
love seemed destined to run !

For two days he did not venture noar
Minevn Qollege; but, to his joy, by receiv.
od & reply by post from Miss Lunen, blam-
ing bim for his lote vash fdventure, but
giving him hopes that s affection wns ve.
ciproonted.

Whe wo huppy an our poetio friend ?

He lcissed the note raptarously, and his
eya rolied in flner frenzy than ever.

For p time fortune, indeed, fuvored him.

He gontrived nmot only ' to seo Loura, but
to speak to hor alone in the front garden
ous doy when Mika Btarchley wos ont

Fervently did he express his devotion
which Laurs seemed to  apprecinte, If not
returm.

More than this, e had several sweet
stolen conversations with hier over the high
play-ground wall.

Bli¢ mannged it by ascending the garden-
or's short lndder, whioh just wlowed bher
ohisrming countenance to bo visible to the
wdmiring Jonos.

Botter still, ho sent hor  several moiro
pootio opistlos, basides sundry littlo pro-
sonts; nind one nlght he serenaded hor with
his guitar (which he had bought for 7s,
8d., rccond-hand) untll Imperiously sum-
moned o move on by the police.

The eourse of bis troe love scemed pros-

pering bayond all his expectations. ¢
Atws ! 1 fear that Lanra was not quite so

sinoere in ber cncoursgement as ho fondly

supposed; this, howevor, the eequel will
devide.

Atall events, those stolen Inteiviews
over the play-ground wall were vory pleas-
anf, and, at length, during ono of them, ha
ventured thus to *‘come to the point **

My dearest Lalla the time has come
to prove thy affeetion. Fly with me to
other and happier lands 2"’

“Oh | Mr. Jones, you quite agitate me !
When—how—where could we fly "'

‘““Avywhere, To Italy, or 8pain; or the
Isles of Grecce,' responded the poetic
youth, “Butl should prefer above all
other plnces, the beautious Vale Cashmere,
where in the rosy bowers of Bendemeer, or
the dinmoud tuireta of Ambernlnd, we
conld live in Oriental splendor and lnxury !

“ But where's the money to come from ?"'
asked the more praotieal Laura.

“Well, I havo—ahem |—n cortain sum
saved np.  You conld doubtless get some
from your relations, Besides, a friend of
mine commands ong of the channel  steam-
ers, and would take s passage free, Oh!
say thou wilt consent '

*1 ponveely see my way olearly," objeot-
Laura.

“Clear nn the day,”” he replied. * Bay
that to-morrow night we agres to meet in
tho front garden. T will station myself be-
neath your window punctunlly at the
witcliing bhour of twelve with a rope ladder,
or, a8 I don't know where to buy one of
those, suppose I provide yonu eoil of
strong rope, by moans of whiioh yon oan let
yourself down out of your window into my
arms,"’

“What next ¥ exclnimed Lnurn,

“Next? Why; we can then ecateh the
mail train to Dover, whence, having been
solemnly united by speoinl license, we will
embark on board the clinonel steamer.
The world will then, as the poet beautifally
observars, ““be all before us where to
choose !

Linura seemed much struek by this bril-
liant seheme, and pondered over it a long
while, but at length said:

“T am thine, and oonsent. freely,"’

“Then 1 am indeed blessed I'* he ex-
claimed, rapturously, ** When 18 it to he?"

“Bay Tuesdny night, provided it isn'c
bright moonlight, for in thut cnse somobody
would seo us, and 1 shonld faint, and that
wonld prevent onr escape.'

Al will go well T feel confident of it,"
snid the sanguine Byron Jones.  ** Tuesday
wight, then, nt twolve; but  first meet me
hove nt the same  time as this to-morrow,
and I will bring the rope; yon ¢dh conosnl it
in your room, and"'—

1 henr Mins Btarchley coming I'' intey-
rupted Lanm.

“Adiou, then, desrest ' he sald, and
sho digappearcd from the wall just ns he
turned the street dornol,

Nosooner was ho invisible than Miss
Laurs burst ont laughing, which netlon in-
duces us to bélieve that she was oruelly
playing with the enslaved heart of Jones,

#0h, Netty, it's such fun "' she anid to
Lier confident; **ho proposed to elope, and
e is going to bring & rope, sod 1've agreed
to it all, and I've thought of suol u splen-
did idea’ —the rest was spoken in a much
lower tone.

They conversed together for. some time,
like persons  hatehing a plot, which, In
truth, was exactly what they wore doing,

The pext duy Jones again met Laurg,
and brought the rope. She promised to
follow nll his divestions, ond everything
being thus srennged, our poet looked upon
his Dliss ns certain,

Tha all-important hour at longth arvived.
A quartor of twelve on Tuaesday night, the
wenther being very propitions, and the sky
wius conveniently cloudy, saw Byron Jones
stutionod beneath his beloved one's Inttice.

All wis still. Mincrva House seemed
winpped in profound vepose.  Even the
oightingale was silent (one renson being
thit there was no soeh bird anywhere
nenr.)

The ad jacent chuveh clock struck twelve,
aud Jones' henrt beat likeo n hammer,

“8he comes, my beautiful, wmy own!"
e muwrmured, o, from out the window
whereon hik eye was flxed, there enierged
w femnle form, dimly visible inthe durk-

TIOH,
‘' How gracefally slio desconds ! gliding

like o sexaph nbout to allght upon the
earth. Keep the rope steady, dearvesty" he
oried, in aloud whisper, and sbe got down
to tho level of the fmt story window,

More slowly snd with & somewhnt sway-
ing motion, she vepyed the earth. Jones
could now precelve that #Fe was attived in
the striped drsss Lo had 'often so' moeh ad-
mired, nod that over ber  hoad was thrown
o blaok alinwl, arranged after Jthe manuer
of a Bpuanish mantilla. _

COXOLUDED OX BECOND TAGE,




