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The Great

AHERICAN TEA COMPANY,
51 Versey Street, New York ;
gince its ergnnization, Las created a new cra in the
history of
Wholesaling Teas in this Country.

They have introducel their selections of Tens. and

are selling them at not over Two Cents (.02 Cents)
er pound above Cost, never deviating from the ONE
PRICE asked. -

Anotlier pacaliarity of the company is that their
T TasTER not only devotes his time to the selec-
tion of their Tens as to quality, value, and pariicu-
Jar styles for particular lacalities of country, dut he
helps the Tea buyer to choose out of their enormous
stock such TEAS ax are best adapted to his peculiar
wants, and not only this, but points out to him the
best barguing. 1t is ensy to ree the incaléulable ad-
antuge 8 TEA Buyer has in this establishment over
alf others. 1f heisno judge ot Tea, or the Marker,
if his time is valuable, he has all the benefits of a well
organized aystem of doing business. of an immense
capitel. af the Judgment of a profemonal Tea Taster,
and the knowledge of superior salesmen.

This enables a!l Ter buyers—no matter if they
are thausands of miles from'this market—tn pur-
chase on a8 good terns here as the New York mer-

hants

¢ Parties can arder Teas and will be gerved by us
a8 well as though they eame themselves, being sure
to gel original prckages. true weights and tares;
and the Teas are warranted ny vepresented,

Wo issue n Price List of the Compnny's Teas,
which will ha sent to all who order it ; comprixing

Hyson, Young Hyson, Imperial, Gun-
powder, Twankay and Skin.

Oolong, Souchong, Orange and Hyson Pekoe.

Japan Ter of eeery dexcription, colored and uncolored.

This list has each kind of Tea divided into Four
Clamwes namely: CARGQ. high CARGO, FINE,
FINEST, that every one may understand from de-
seription and the prices anncxed that the Company
ave determined tu undersell the whole Tea trade.

We guarantee to . sell all our Tens at not over
TWO CENTS (.02 Cents) per pound above cost. be-
lieving this to be attractive to the many who hnve
heretofore been paying Enormous Profiis.

Great American Tea Company,

Importers and Jobbers,
Sept. 15, 1863-8m.]  No. 51 Vesdey St., N. Y.

g; l(} will cure

Coughs. Influenza. Tickling in the Throat,

Whaoptug Cough. or relieve Consumptive C ugh, |’

48 quick rs

COE'S COUGH BALSAM.

Over Five Thousand Botiles have been sold in its
native town, and not a single instance of its failure
is known.

We have, in our pessessian, any quantity of cer-
lifienrew, some of them trom EMINENT PIHYSICI-
ANS, wha bave nsed it in their praciice. and ngcn
it the precminence aver any other compound.

It does not Dry up a Cough,
but loogens it, »o as to ensble the patient to expee-
torate freely.  'Fwo or three doses will inviriably
cenre Tickling in the Threst. A ha'f bLottle has ot

ten comp!elelv ctred the Most STURRORN CQUGH. aml;
yét, though 1t iz 30 sure aud speedy v its operation, |

it is-perfect] g harmless, heing purely vegetable, It
is very ngreeable o the taste, and (may -besndminis-
tered to clnldren of any age, In.cuuer of. grour
we vull gunrunlec % dure, if taken in neason .

No famzly shoulg be wt!ﬁout I.

Tt is within the rench of all, the price being only
25 Conts And if an investment and’ thorough
trinl does not *back up” the above sintement, the
ey will he refunded. We say this knowing ifs
meriln, und feel confident, that one trial will secure
for it u hume in every honsehold.

Do not waste nway with Coughing, when so small
pn investment will cure you. [t may be had of
any respectuble Druggist in town, who will furnish
you with a cireular of ;_vmune certificates of cures
it bas made. G. CLARK & CO.,

Proprietors,
New Haven, Ct.
At Wholesale, by

Johfigton, Holloway & Cowden,

23 Nm'lh Sixth Street, Philadelphis, Pa.
For dale By Druggists in city, county, and every-
where [Seyt. 29, ]868 -8m

o W BARR'S
Mammoth Stove
and Tinware Store Room,

A few doors South of the Diamond, Greencastle, Pa,
'l‘lll-‘ undersigned having purchased Mr, Nead's

entire interest in the Tinuning business, wishes
to inform the publid at large, that he has ou hand,
it big extengive Srove store, )

COOK, PARLOR AND NINE-PLATE
Stoves. Among themn are the Continental, Noble
Cuok, Commonwenlth ind Charm, which he will sell
thenp for cash. The very best quality of

Tin, Japaned snd Sheet Iron Ware,
in great vatiety.
SPOUTING

of the best material, for houses, &c., manufactured
and put up at the shortest notice.

All are invited ta &nll at this estahlishment, as the
Kropr\emr is coufident in rendering satisfaction,
oth in price and quality of his wares. My price
shall be low ! low!! low!!!

Save méney by purchasing at headquarters. '

8. Al work wairanted. @

August 26, 1868, J. W. BARR.

wF
WELLS COVERLY. DAVID H. HUTCHISON,
OVERLY & HUTCHISON
Hava heoome the Proprietors of the UNITTED
BTATES HOTEL, uenr the Railroad Depot at HAR-
RISBURG, Pa. This popular and commodious
Hotel hias heen newly refitted and furnished through-
out jtg pm'lm-s and clinfubets, and is now ready for
the reception of guests,

The traveling. public will find the United Smjes_

Hotel the most convenient, in all porticulars; of any

Hotel in the State Capital. on account of its access

to the rajlrond. bemg 1mmedm.tely between the two

Brent depota in this city - . s
Harrisburg. August4 '68-8m,.

————

GREENCASTLE SEMINARY

MALE AND FEMALE.

l‘H E subscriber will open a Male aud Female Semi-
nary at Greencastle, on theﬁrst Monday of October
Mext., Instruction will be given in all the Brauches
Usually tauglit in & first class sehool. MUSIC and
other Orunmental Branches will be taught by an ex-
Perienced Female Tencher. A limited uumher of
Pupila will be received into the family of the Prin.
cipal, as Boarders, For terms and further informa.
tion, address JOS. 8. LOOSE.
Groencastle, Sept. 22, 1863,-2m,

REWARD! for n.medwme that’ ,

Select iﬂuctn}.

R L L e

FAR AWAY FROM THOSE I LOVE.

BY GEORGE COOPER.

Far away from those I love,
In the city’s pomp and noise,
Memory bids me look again
On my long departed joys,
And before my vision brings .
The old house where I was born,
With llle fields where purled the brook,
And where waved the golden corn:

f

Brings to me the wllngo church
With the elms before the door,

And the teams beueath their slm.de,
Wiiiting for the service o'er;

Brings the chimes which seemed to say
‘“ Hasten, hasten, be not late;”

_ And the knot of shining-lads

Talking at the snow-white gate;

Brings the graveyard near the ehurch

Where my blessed mother lies,
. Where I often walked at eve

‘With sad heart and streaming eyPs H

Brings the nanqml sunset hour,
Buihing all in sweet repose,

When along the winding lune
‘Binging hote the milkmaid goes;

Brings to me the dear old woods
In their robes of green and gray,
Deep ia those refounding haunts
When a child I used to play O
Brings the sehool-bouse near the woods,
And the werry times I had
Coasting down the slanting hill
When the fields: with snow were’clad:

Oh.the bhss that thrills wy soul g
.As Ilook upon each scene! . ...~ .
O'er the stream of many. yens,
That has volled its:way~bet ween.
Time tmay take all else from . nie, -
-But impressed upon my heart
Are the joys my childhood kuew, ’,
Never, never to depurt'

——

A Good btmn

R N R

THE LQVER ) HA?E

BY WM HENRY PECK.

Taura, the Wlfb of Wlllmm Pewbroke, had

been beuuthed from m(unc_y to. her kmsmun.

PLNRTIOY

Sir fHeron. James. aud at one time there had
:been u warm friendship-between them, bup uu:
thb’u;.ﬁ'*Six‘*H‘e :
ron foved Her with all fhi fernd“pasawn of ' b

true love-upon ‘Lauraw putt’]’

| figrce and: ﬁery na.ture and’ IOuked forward mth

more than eager impatience to the time when'
he should be able to place a husband's impas-.
sable prohibition before the gay nobles and
geutry who ﬁuttercd uround the slmue of
Laura's loveliness.

Awong these admirers was William Pem-
broke, and Sir Heron often bit his moustached
lips as he fancied he saw Laufa’s eye sparkle
and ‘her soft cheek erimson beneath Pembroke's

ardent -yet respectlul glance.

The comwands of ‘his King hurried Slr He-
ron fromsaloon to camp, and from love-making
to the field of battle. Cursing his fortune, the
jealous baronet departed

A year passed quickiy ; and then catpe the
news that Sir Heron had perished in Germany.
Ancther year flew by, and then Laura became
the happy wife of William Pewbroke.

Within less thau a month after the marriage
came a letter from the supposed dead baronet,
stating that he bad been severely wounded the.
yenr before and - left for dead upon the field ;
but that he had reco¥ered to find himself a
prisoner ; and that at length he had escaped,
soon to return to England to claim the bride
he had deemed his own frém her infaney.

Dreading the terrible and furious nature of
8ir Heron, Laura persuaded her husband to go
to Awmerica, that Sir Heron's rage and disap-
pointment might have time to cool before he
and she should meet face to face again.

wild and quiet temperament; so that he yielded
readily to the desives of his beloved bride.

Two years had passed and little Albert was
aged a year, when his father one summer’s
evening was strolling along the. banks of the
Hudson, admiring the tints of the departing
day, and missing much ‘the presence of his
wite, who, upoe the fatal eve, was detained: by
accident in the mausxon, barely a.mile from the
Fiver. L e L .

Pembroke was * plunved ia * thouoht when ‘a
sharp blow upon his shoulder attracted his’ at-
tention from heaven to enrth Turnmuqmck-
ly, he grew slightly pale as he said, io a tone
of wonder ;:—

S.r Heron James !

“I'he same, William, Lord Pembtoke, for I
suppose yoi have heard of ‘the death of your
late kinsman, though you ‘may deem the title
| unsuited to these forests,” replicd the barunet.

1’,

| fickle Laura.

1 e, who knows of the deed.

Pem-
broke, though brave aud determined, was of a |

‘Sir Heron.

“I knew not, Sir Heron, that my kinsman
was dead,” said Pembroke, coldly, *‘nor are
the tidings so welcome as you suppose.”

#Nur the bearer so welcome as the. tidings,”
sneered Sir Heron. “But ay you recognized
me you soatched at your sword hilt. Why
the gesture 7" ‘

“It wus involuntary. You startle me,’

“It was the gesture of guilt, William Pmn
broke!” thuundered Sir Heron, drawing. bis
aword, and speaking hoarsely. ' .

“I have to quarrel with you, Sir HerJn, ,
replled Pewbroke, with talm digoity.

»But I have with you, base livered scouudrel
even for the suke of your false- hearted wife,”
crled Sir Heron. ‘ ) o

“An msult to her name isa crlme, * exclaim-
ed Pembroke; as his sword claghed against the
barooet’s. ' S

. Pembroke was brnve and sklllful but he s was
no wateh for the battle. tried veteran before
him, and after a brief and furious cowbat, Sir
Heron sheathed _his bloody sword, and lovked
dowu upon Pembroke’s ghastly body, saying:

“Vengeance well begun, but nof ended.”

* Raising. the body.in ‘his powerful arms, he
bore it to the edge of* the liff, and tossed it far
from him, w‘atching it with a grim swile of
triumph:until it p_lungedbeueath, the water far
below. . :

’ said he, turning away,
#and then L will to my. wooing: ayain with the

A year shall pass,

weeds ; but when : my- wife, as .she shall be, it

| will be:vengeance well doue to tell her "twas]
] ; who slew William Pembroke.””

The next day a tall aud fair-haired man, of
haughty wien: but; dissipated., air; .stood upou
the spot which was still red with Pembroke's
blood. lle held a glove, soiled and stiff with
dried;gore, in his hand,-and examioed it* close-
ly. ' :
- .»As T thought,” said he, placing the glove
in his busom. *8ir Heron'was the assassin.—
But he has fled, no doubt ;-and, save him and
Lady Pembroke
is a widow, and now between we and the title,
with.all the estates enrailed, there stands obe
trail obstacle—the life of -an-infant-boy L.; Sir

tleron, I'll not betray .you:whevever you may |,

be, for- you' hiave:almust:-made plain-Jack Hol-
tony,- Juho :Lord&’embmke,«smce*[ amilieir-at-
Jaw_ afterthis-guny: boy.”

(»"‘ Poan BT

-» The: anguish- of - the yout'hful»*‘ mother nud'

widow was fearful,mor had-she the melaocholy
solace of knowing ‘what had bereft her-of her
adored husband, nor.of giviog the body Chris-
tian -burial. . The : marks-of a fierce struggle,
the bloody stains. upon the cliff, the lost one’s
plumed bat and broken sword, proved that
murder had been done, but the dark waters be-
low gave dot up the noble and beloved dead.
'A year of sad and tearful widowhood found
Lady Pembroke still sad aod tearful, and as

that year 'passed away, Sir Heron again ap-

peared in America, and claimed the hand he
swore the pledge of years had made his own.

“I'honor you, Sir Heron,” was the calm and
dignified reply to his offer, which was soon a
demand, “but I can never love you.
is in the grave of my hasband.”

My heart

“#And pray where may that be?” snéered

Sir Heron, illy hidiog his rage.

" «You may know—T do not,” repliéd Lady
Pembroke, with a glance of bitter and lasting
distrust that drove the blcod from his swarthy
cheek. :

“8he suspects,’
stood alone. “When a woman suspects she
believes, and ‘of her own free will she will
pever call me-husband. Baut luve and revenge
‘Bhe shall be mine.’

“When a warrior mutters then give way,”

urge we om.

laughed a shrill voice near him, and turmug,‘
‘e confronted ‘Jack Holton.

“You 'in Amencu"’ exclaimed Sir Heron,
‘with a fiash of hate from his dark eyes.

" “Why not I, as well as Sit Herou and any
other of the former suitors of wy fair Lady
Peniibroke ” smd Holton.
8o, you intend to pay court to the fair wi-
duw, Mister Jack” Holton 7%
" wPlain ﬂlster, as yet Sir Heron,

retorted
Holton, with niore emph..ms upon the as yet
than heé intended. “Chance may wake me a
Iurd “Why should I not try for the pr{ze "

Yo aré het husband's ﬁrst cousin,” said

1 wus—he is dead. But T ain not her cou-
sin. * It she will have'me I am her servent—
in cher words, her husband.”

“A knave, a rascal, a villian,”

growled Sir
Heron, lovking keenly after the cunuing cour
sier as he tipped wincingly away. - **He knows
that nothing save the lite of little Albert stauds
between him and the broad lordship of. Pem.

Till-then let her wear a widow's:

muttered Sir'Heron, as he

broke. You cannot deceive me, sleek knave

Could you do it safely, you would ring the
neck of that blue-eyed urchin you so gently
pat upon the cheek. Come, I must guard
against the mischance that may rob me of the
guardianship of the estate during the boys
minority. Humph! I have a plan that will
bafie Master Jack Holton and win me the
widow. That boy! How like he looks to the
dénd Peibroke! ~The likeess mikes me
think of—no. I will not harm a hair on that
bay's head. ‘Buat Master Holton grows inso-
leut=—=the  gaivester.. "Play no tricks with me,
wily hound, or' I'll crop your ears to the centre
of ‘your skull.” "

‘Within the month another calamity bruised
the sad widow's stricken heart.

‘Little . blue-ejed Albert, younv Lord Pem-
broke, disappeared ! '

In viin all search, all prayers’ to Heaven!
The ‘child ¢ould oot be found, nor even a clue
to the mystery of his absence. -What words
0uuld give vent to the muther’s lament? W hat
coudolence could soothe her unspeakable woe?

“0, lost child of my murdered husband!’
wag the'i mcreasmg moan and fearful wail of
tier ‘anguish. - ’ ‘

"The rage of Holton was like a tempest, and
as blind, for he koew pot whom to uccuse. As
he kuew nothiog of the mystery, he feared
that “the ¢hild lived ; and until time or acei
dent should prove ~“Alhert no “more, he dared
uot claim the ‘title of lord nor ownershlp of
the ‘estates. * :

“Tell me, Sir Hercn,” he demanded one
worning; after a night of deep meduatlon, “is
this not & plot of yours ?”

~wOf mine! Why of mine? "By my soul, ]

Jack Holton, I thiuk all the world knows who
ig tnore “interested in this matter—youor I'l

- “Do not bandy words with' me, Sir Heron,”-

cried .Holton, fiercely. “Does the boy live?”

“4You are as able as I am to answer, yes or
vo. And nuw, cozcomb, one word. " It is not
a geutlemanly pustime’ to kill: puppies, but
upon provucation justifiable.”’

Holtoo sbrank from the glare of the soldier’s
scowling eyes, and turning away, saying:

<1 will baffie you, even at the alter, thouoh
the act undoes.me furever.” :
“¥hat-does the popm.]a_y mean?’’ thouuht.
Sir ‘Heéron; .twisting ‘his:-great -moustache in
grim perplexity: ..<Baffle .me at':the alter!
‘The-«fox scent. 4ny :trap:-Bah! I will kil
Master Fox;-and there’s-and en:of him:” ¢

That nightSir Heron led: Lady\Pembroke
apirt, and said ¢
i »Grief can be.cured,'my lady:;.and L have
cure for jours, while you have one for mine.
What will .you give me in exchange for youf
son §”

“Ah!.then be lives !” .

«Not so loud, Madam ! or -I say no more.
[ have not said that he lives, but I believe it.
[ have a suspicion that may lead to. proof of
fact. I will tuke up this bafiled search for the
boy; but ere I commit myself, I dewand a
prowise from yoeu.”

“Riod him, Sir Heron, and, as I live, all t,hnt
woman -can honorably give I will give you?
exclaimed the half ecrazed. mother,

- “You will become iy wife, Laura?’’.

“Yes—though ”?

“No wore! I ask simply yes.

Will ,jo_u

swear to become wy wife the sume day that 1

shall place-Albert in your arms 7"

“My:boy agaiu -in my arms:! Oh, for thai
blessmtr anything.”

“The pledge shall be wmten a great for
feit attached, and you shall sign it betore wit-
nesses—for I trust ot in wowan's promise,”
vemarked Sir Heron, bratally.

The contract was made and signed before
Ouve of them Jack Holton
grinaed diabolically as he attached his signa.
ture, but Sir Heron swiled his grim smile of
wenace, and muttered : )

several witnesses.

«The fox looks like a wolf, and wolves are
outlawed all over the world.”

Two days after Sir Heron led little Albert,
well, rosy and l.mﬂrhmnr to his overjoyed woth
er, who. nearly swooned with excess of hap-
piness as she pressed him to ber bosom.

“Your cure is permanent,” sald Su' Heron f

‘wnow heal fig.”

- There could be uo evasion j there was no es-
! | moments T douldnot utter a word. At length

cape. Lady Pembroke was married to Sir He-

ron at nine o’clock that same night, and as he
pressed a kiss on the shrivking lips of his re-.

inctant bride, he turned to Holton and said:
“The boy is too healthy to die while I live.”
#liet this man speak,” said Holton, and as
he spoke a tall figure strode face to face with
3ir Heron, and let fsll a mantle from its fea-
1ures.
~Lord Peinbruke!” cried Sir Heron appal
led. “Alive ordead 1 do not fear you!”

But his sword was too slow to parry the quick
dagger thrust of the avenging husband, which
was buried in his bosom thrice within an instant,
and Sir Heron fell. Buat not alone, for his
left hand, io clutching for support, grasped
Holtons throat, and the very last act of his
life was to end that of Jack Holtou by run-
ning his sword throwgh him, and grasping :

“8ir Fox—with me—you at least.”

The villisns died, glaring hate from dying
eyes.

After the subsidence of the joy over his re-
turn. Lord Pembroke explained tha: H.lton had
found him senseless upon the' Hudson’s shore,
and held him a close prisouer ever since, wish-

ing, Bt fearing to' kill him, dnd hoping he
'would die.

Little Albert explained that Sir Heron had
hidden him in an Indian’s wigwam, keeping
him coutent with toys and promisesi,

Soon after the tragic end of Sir Hevon, Lord
and lady Pembroke, with Albert, returned to
their native country.

“MY BEST FRIEND.”

8o said my niece, Katfe Goodwin, one mora-
ing, as I clused the book 1 had been reading.
It was about Christ's love and kindness even to
his enewmies.  “I want to be like JFesus,” said
Katie. And she uttered the words as if she
really meant what she said.

Now Katie was a sweet, amiable girl. We
all loved her.  There was so much that was
geatle and lovable abont her, and nothiog seem-
ed to delight' her s0 ‘much a&s when she was
" | helping the poor, or leading some blind femals
across the atreet, or readingto some little child
the story of Jesus and his love to sinnérs.

' T can'assure’ you that Katie'loved Jiesus,and
uothing was so pleasant to héf as hearing, or
singing, or speaking about. her'Saviour, Oh!
with what delight and sweetness, too, did sbe
sing those words, beginning—
+I think when T read that stery of i,

- When Jesus was here among men,
How he called little children like lanibs to- his fold,

I should like to have beew with hini then.”

And how she'always brightened up when she
came to the words—

“4 Yet still to his footstool by prayer I may go,

- ‘And nsk for & sharé: of his Jove:

,And if I thus:earnestly seek him' below,

X I lhall aes Inm and hear Inm abwa ”

Shall l now let you mto a lmle géeret P-w
One ‘morning, 800n. after breakfast, I had oc-
casion to go into Katie’s bed-room ; and wlhire
do you think I found her? S‘ofated upon s Kigh
chair near the window, hold‘mg in her hadds a
nicely bound book'.

“«Katie,” I inquired, “do you like to be
alone 7™
“Bometimes, aunty; but I don't feel lome-
ly.?. < ..

“What is that book you Loldin ycut hand ?”
“My Bible, aunty.; and I bave beén reading
about my best friend.”

“Who is your best friemd, thes, K.me,
asked. :

«Jesus Christ.”

“How do. you know he iz you‘r best ftiend 7

“Because, he loves me—=tlie Bible says he
does.” »

“But your father rmd nmther love you.—
Are not they your best friends ?”
~ They are .wy best earthly friends, aunty;
they love me, bat nut as wwueh as Jesus does ;
they are not like Jesus?”’

“I thmk your mothed would do or suffer al-
most anythmu for you, Katie,” said [. “What
has Jesus dune for you, that she or your father
either would not do ™

+Qh, aonty, ‘your know, Jesus was - nailed
to the eross.  He died jfor me”

I could secarcely refrain from tears as I saw
the earnest manner in which the dear child
uttered these words; but being anxious to ind
out what-she knew about the deuth ot Jesus,
I asked her:

“Why did he died for you, Kitie ?

«Because he loved 'me, aunty ; that he might
wash away my sins, and. make me one of 'his

| own children.”

+Ard did he die for no one else but you,
Katie ?

“Oh, yes, aunty, for you, and tor father,
and wother aud all the world.”

Then, looking. me full -in the face, she in-
quired : _“Now don’t you think Jesus is wy
best friend, aunty

‘T ‘took her upon my knee, but for several

I said :

“Jesus is, indeed, your best friend. He is
the friend of sinners; yes of those who were
any:hluv but his fricud. Ythle we were yet
sinners Christ died for us.’ :

‘Jesus s your best friend—even if you do
not as yet feel it. You must think about him
—what he has done for those who have sinned
against and grieved him; and sure am that
if 'you only caratully read the life of Jesos,
and think why did Jesus doand saffer all this,
vou will beginto feel that heis your besl

i friend.



