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The Great

AMERICAN TEA COMPANY,
51 Vesey Street, New York;
Since its organization, has created a pew era in the
history of
Wholesaling Teass in this Qountry,

They have introducel their selections of Teas, and
are sclling them at not over Two Cents (.02 Cents)
per pound above Cost, never deviating from the ONK
PRICK asked.

Anather pecaliarity of thie company is that their
'sa TAsTER not only devgips his timgp to the selec-
tion of their Teas as to quslity, valus, and particu-

lar styles for particular logglities of ocauntry, but ke ’

helps the TEA buyer to chaase out of their enormous
stock such TEAS as arelbest adapted to kis peculiar
wants, and not only this, byt points out to him the
beet bar_/ams 1t is onsy to ree the incaleulable ad-
vantage o TeA Buver has in this establishment over
all others, If heis no judgeof. Tea, or the MARKET,
it his time is-valuable, he has all the benefits of . a well
orgamzed system .of doing business, of an fmmense
capital, of the judgment of n.profca:wnal Tea'Taater,
and the knowledge of supsvior salesmen.

This enables.all Tea buyers—no matter if they
aro thousands of miles .from.this market—to pur-
ochage on as good terms here as the New York mer-
chants

Parties can order Tens and will be served by us
a1 well &8 though they enme themselves, being sure
to get original packages. true weights and stares;
and the Teas are warpanted 8s represented

We isste n Prme List of the Company 8 'l‘eu,

which will be sent to all who order it; comprlsmg n

Hyson, Young Ayson,’ Impena,l Gun-
powder, Twankay ¢ and Skin.’

Qolong, Souchong, Orange and. Hyson Peko,

Japan Tew of -evewy description, colored and uncolored

Thia list: has each kind of Tea divided :into Pour
Clagses. nnmely:  CARGO, high CARGO, FINE,
FINEST, that every pne may understand frqm de-
seription antl the prigés anneged that the Company
ave deternindd.-to undepsell the whole Teq trade.

We guavanjee. fo sell all our Teas at not over
TWO C["I 08 (.02 Cents) per pound above cost, be-
lieving this to be nnmcnve to-the many gho lave
heretofore beén piying Edowmous Profits.

Great Amerzcan Tea Company,

ﬁrtsars and J obbers,

m
Sept. 15, ]863-.7:1}]P No, 51 Vescy St.,

g 10’0 RE W A 'R, DI fon a me(hcme that.

will curae .
Coughs,. Irrﬂurnza., Tichling in the 1kroat,

Whooping Cough, ay relieve Consumptive Cough,
. qmck a3
.COE'S ¢IUGH BALSAM. .

Over.Tive Thousgnd Bottles-have been sold in its
patiye lawn, ond pot a single instance of its fallure
is known,

We linve, in apv pn“esqmn any quantity of cer-
tificates, some of them:from I‘Ii{l\«l"NI' PIIYSIOI-
AXNS. wha hinve used it in theiy practige, aud given
it the pr cemmenpe over nny Mlm wmpound

Tt doed not Dry up a Cough
ut lagsent it, g0 ns to_ennble the patient. tg expec-
qraie fr egly. Hwo or Hiree doses will invariably
ure Tickling {p the Theani, A HAlf ‘bottle has of-
en eomplefe!y aured the rost wreeRORY CoppH; and
)et though: it js so sure apd speedy in its operation,
itis perfectly-harinless, being purely vegetable. It
isvery ngreeuble to the taste, and may be adminis-
.ered to children of any age.
e will guarantec a-cuve, if taken in season.,

No fanily should be witheut It.

Tt is within the resch of ail, the price being only
‘25 Cents.
trial ducs nof ‘*haak yp"~thie~above ataiement, the
money will ‘be vefondad. Wo say thizg-knawing-its
merits, and feel gouGdant that one trigl will escure
for it n huwe in.every hegsehold.

Dn not waste agay with Coughing, v.hen so small
an investment will cureyou. Tt may be hid of
any respectable Tirnggist in town, wheo will furnish

ou with a eiroular of genume certifigates of cures
{l has made, C. G. CLARK & CO.,
Propx-‘ietors,
New Havep; Gt.
,At Wholesale, by
J ohnsten ‘Holloway & Cowden,
25 North 8ixth Sfreet “Philndelphia, Pa.

For sala by Diiggists in aity. county, and every-:
where: {Sept. 29, 1863.-Gm.

J.W. BABR S
Mammoth Stove
and Tlnw&ra Btore B@pm,
fere doors South of the Riamond, Greencaatle, Fa.

Tlll‘ underslgnad havigg purchnsud Mr. Nead's
entive interest in'the Finging Lusiness, wishes
to.inform the publio at large, that he has on hand,
At hi| extensive Stove sfore, .

CQQK PARLOR AND HIHE-’PLATE
Btoves. Among them are the Conhnenta.l Noble
ook, Commonyenlth and Chnrm. whigh he will sef?
sheap for cash. The very best quality of

Tin, Japaned and gheet I;'pn Ware,
ju grcat:yamet.y

SPOUTING

of the best materinl, for hou‘lel, &e.,
snd put yp at the shortest notice.
All are mv;ted tq call at this estnbhshment as the
svoprietor 18 confident in renderipg aahcfncnon,
athin price and quality of ‘his wgees. - My pr;ge
hall below!?. fow!! low!!!
Save money by purchesmg at lpzad:;unrups

en,. All work warragied.
August 25, 1868, - J. W. BARE:

B O S :
HUMAN MISERY,

Just Published in @ Sealed Envelope, Price siz cente,

A Leoture on the Ng,imr@o TFroatment
and Radical Cure af Semignl Weskness. or Sper-
smatoprheen, induced from § cI-Abuse ; Ipvolintary
Fimissions, Impolency, Nervous Debjlity, and Im-
pedimagts to: Marringe generally ; Consumption,
Fpilopsy-ggd Fits ; Menial and Physwﬂ inenpacity,
Ke.—By Bosr. J. CULVERWELF, ) M. D » Aathor of
5 Fhe Ga cop Hook,” &e.

The worid-renownad suthar, in this.admirable
Leature, cleatly proves fram his own exparience that

*he awful conpsequences of Yelf-abyse may be affec-
dunlly removed without medicine, and without dag-
gerous surgmnl operuhous, byugles. ipstruments,
rings, or cordials, pointing out o wode of cure at
once cerlain and effectupl, by which every sufforer,
N0 matter what his condition may be, may cure bim-|
self clienply, privately and radically: - TLis lecture
will prave a boon to thoush ds"and thousands.

‘Sent under geal, in a'plain’ énvelopa.: to any ad-
dress, on recoipt of gix:cents,ortwo posmge st.amps,.
by. addressing the publighess, .

CHAS. J. C. KLI’\*E & CO .
127 Bowery. New York, Post Office’ Bor, 4686
Jan. 27,1864, -sep22ly.. LS .

manufactured

Tn cases of CROUP]

Agd if gn investment and thoroagh | -

Select muétrtl

.....

BEAR THE CROSS.

‘BY C. G. DUNN,

There are ﬂqyers that ne’er shall wither,
Blossoms that shall ne'er decay :
They are found beyond this planet,
In the realms of endless day.
If you fain would taste these flowerd,
Bloeming in immortal bowers—
Bear the Cross.

- There are hopps that never ecrumbla—
" zLustreus hopes that ne’er shall dig—
anes that bud upon this fair earth, -
- Bp! ‘which rvipen "yond the sky.
i these hopes, that ne’er shall penah,
You dasnre to hme and cherish—
. Baar the bron

) There are fnendg who live fotever—-
' Fnends whom Denth hath gent befgré—- )
Thraugh the dnrk and sileul’.'vulley"
- Mo & far sublimer shore:
Would ye huve these friends forever
By your side, and leave them never—
Bear the Cross,

There. are never-dying pleasures—.
.. Plengures sweeb and holier far,
Than the bodiless enjoyments
Which around gbout us are.
Po: you wish to find these pleasures,
These cglcslml puceless {réasures !
Be;r the Cross,

There atg bright mid fa(lless beauties,
' Constellated by God’s hand,
‘Whare thp gentle waves of ‘mysic
Flood with melody a land.
Jf you fiin:would-see these heautips,
Never trifle with life’s duties=
’ Begp ;he Crgss.

There are pover-cloudcd glaries— -
_ - Glories vobed in holy awe—
~ There are splendors that ave grandev
" Than this world of hours e'er saw,
"Would you, when yeur life‘ties sevor,
Gare upon tliese glnpieseyer— : .
Bear the Cross,

There's n ]li'fe which pe’er shall slumber—"
‘Phiere uje blisses hlent with love,
And if, yop be ever faithful
Y;o&l experience them ahove,
. Where, when cometh Death’s to-morrow,
B ,l o ghall, purged of every sorrow,
- “Wesr a Crown

A (DGUD btnrn
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MARREED Fﬁﬁ WVE

BY, AMY RANDOLPH.

Two i)ersons were seated at a d;xiutlly clmscn
repnst Mrs. Mellen, (a pretty locking woman
in 2 Mechlin breakfast cap and 3 srapper,

and her son.
Harold Mellen was . not handsome ;. he was

‘|'too dark and his features were too irpegularly |
| moulded fo lay elaim to that epithet, but there
{ was a kmdly Jight in his keen hazel gye, and a
firmuess pround the well~puh wiouth that was {:
'better than Deauty.

At least so his mother
thought, and she was not very far wrong.

. “So you are replly goiog gway again, Harold!
said Mera. Mellen, plaintively, as she severed a
bloomy sprig of grupe‘= from the parent stem
with a sgpall pm; of golden scissors. I wish
you wouid congent to stuy for Mrs. Ardvn s

29

Pﬂrty 1 EYS

“}Mrs, Al'dyn ] party is nothing on earth bat’
a gilded mousatmp, said Harcld, looking ve-
flectively into his choeolate eup; “and her
seven dau hters are the cheese nhut hangs in
the middle. Whnt a foolish mogse I should
be to walk isto the snare with my eyes wide
open !”

«My dear boy ! 1”” remonstrated the matron,
«T wish you had .2 llttle more confidence in
human pature.” .

T wish I had, mother,” said Harold, dryly,
«] have sometimes envied the bricklayer’s ap-
prentice who goes whistling past. - -~ When heis’

" {invited anywhere, ;tn beg.msp ;).eople want to

sge him, not——= '»v

wWell 7"

«Not & few hoodeed thousaud do]l,\rs, walk-
ing about i ina dress coat and whits kid gloves {”

“Hmold I wish you would magry and settle

down. - Tlsre -are some lovely girls: in our
circle, Sophie ‘Magbury—Elingz Traverg—"
Harold Leaned forvrard and took a superb ja-

ponica. from a vase. in the gentre-of the tshle.
“What a perfect blossom this is !” he said,
palmly. “Not a' ‘petal awry=—not a speck ‘on
its damlmg e.vluteuess——-n veyy proper, precise
specimen of ,the flower-world. Mother, don’t
you think it ia jike Elinor Travers !’
©Sg it is,” said ¥Mrs. Mellen,a !bttle puzzled.
“Pooh 1 gaid Harold tossmg ‘it baek info]

the vase. “Gm wearies, of its, penfe,ct reoular-.
| ity. Thele are {orty exactly like it in the.

conse.vatory One little woad-viclet Wﬂhifts

-

- |“and, what's more, I don’t keer ! .

o -
blue eyes drooping downwards, is wort.h ten
ten thousand glaring, odarless Japomcas

«T dou’t understand you, Harold !”

#“You never have apy violets in the hot-
house, mother ; some day I may bring home a
slender little blogsom. Will you.take care of
it for my sake 7

“Certainly, my_son—aqr the gardner vnll e
responded Mrs. Mellen. “But you are so ec-
centrie. - What has Miss Trayers to.do with
violets ”

" Nothing, mother—nothing at all w eald
Harold, curvmg his lip. “And now please

‘i give. me another cup of chocolpte before I ep-

17

ter on the momentous business,of packing !

A brisk summgr shower was - dimpling the

brook with silver gleams, and pattermv on the
maple leaves that spread a greon cunopy over
the farm-house op the hill.
. “This ere ol he - good for $he wheat ? said
Joab Turoer, thoughtfully tipping his chair
bagk against the porch pillars. “I hope them
litle turkeys. ainp out:a gallivatin’ in.the med-
ders, -Phileny 1"

#I- don’t know whether they be or not, »
snapped Mrs. Joab Tureer from the k;tehen 3
There |”

“Why, Phi—le—ny !” ejaculated the aston-
ished farmer, slowly takiag his clay pipe from
“] guess yeq,'re, a little out
o’ temper, aint you ?”’.

“Well, Job hxmsalf would hp' been: out o‘
temperif he'd:had these ere pigs burned, and:
the cat up to. her ears:in the churn, and -the

between his lips ;

plaguey chickens everlastingly seootin’ across |

the kitchen floor, and the milk: all soured by
this. thunder shower! - Job, indeed ! If Job
had kept house he'd -ha’ had:-soipe rcason. to
be patient!  And Kitty’s off —nobody knows
She should ha’ got-home trom Deacon

"

where.
Marble's.a good half. hour ago!

And Mrs. Turner:drew a 1ong breath, in a
déspairing sort of cagence. .

#Phileny,”: quoth-Joab, Lnowmfrly wagging
his jron-gray head, “néver you fret aboyt our
letty ; she's all right. .. Phlleny »

«Well 7

 #What do you thmk ’bout that Mr. Angus-
tus Rayohana 7 Aint he about-as dashin’, and
fine-favored, and stylish-a youug gentlemap as
old copntry folks like yoi and me could expect
to have for a son-in-law ?’

- “Joab Turner; what on airth do .you mean ! m

‘said the housewife, holdiog. up.an iron. skillet

balf-way oo its journey to the fire.
“1 ean that he’s took a shiné ta our I&xtty,

and wants to marry her.”

¥ou don't say so ! Jaculated Mps. Turner

N3 — y
whose.-embrojdery had cost 4 small fortune,) | Why, he's as rich as—ag everything.”

«] should think so,” nodded Joab. “Rich!
1 never see nathin’ richer than them ripgs on
his fingers, and  his slxirt:stude is real dia- |
monds.”

“Well I” sgld Mrs. Tupper her brenth near- |’

ly taken away by the astoundmg revelation,
“] never! - And Why, t,herc she @omes
now ¥’ i

Kitty Turner, in her pale axure dress, trip-
plnn up the meadow path, loohed like a mov-
ing blossom, or a moving bouquet—for the
blue hearts of the cornﬂpwers were not bluer
than her eyes, and the cumson wild roses
scattered down their petals m despalr at the
lovely mcarnadme on her cheehs W hat 1f
the sun had laid his browo ﬁngers earesemﬂly
on her pretty forehead, apd her ‘hands had not
the satin whiteness’ of 3 city belle s. Nature
had urftgd her wrth the sweetest face that ever
smiled bgneith a white sun- bonnet and 3 form
lizght and llthe as the pwaymg bxrehee by the
brook.

Her slender foot had touched the thmshold
ere Mr. Augustus Raypham’s saugtering figure
became visihle As. ﬁrst she seemed ioglined
to run up Stdll‘ﬂ to hgr own room, but a second
lmpulse deg.xded ber to return to. her father’s
side, standm there with hau"hty ereotness, as
1it she would bave deﬁed the assemhled world

“Km.y‘ ch;ld 1” egclaimed the old farmer,
reading some revelatlnn in her ﬂashu;g eye, or
feeling the tremble of ber light hdnd on his
his shouldex—"what 5 the matter §’

“T. have refused the honor ‘nf Mr. Apgustus
Raynham’s hand, sir,” said Kitty, qujetly.

“Refnsed I echoed Joab Turner. Lo

«Child ! are you erazy?” shrieked Mis.
Turner, in the same breath...

« A little, 1 thiuk,” remarked Mr- Ilﬁ?ynham,i

dehonatrely, as he paused .on, the lowest step of
t|the poreh to light his cigar.
think bejter of it—ghelil think.bettor of it."

“4Never!” said. Kitty, whole sentences of]
; egcept that he's off for Apstralia long ago,”
f:inswered the-cletk, .indifferently.

s,corn compresacd into-her.clear, rmgm«r voice,

“Daumhter,” said Jacob Lugner,. gravely,:

swhat does this mean ?

Why have you refus-
éd this gentleman 7" SRR

“Bup she’ll §
was qerely a matter of torm,” he sujd.

i

T -

“Oune reason ig that I don't like him,” said
Kitty, defiantly.

“The only yeason ?”

“No, father,” faltered truthfql Kitty, turn-
ing rusy under the shadow of the white sun-
bonpet. *I think—I'm quite sure—that I
like somebody. else.” :

. Jaab’s brow grew as dark as night.
. 4T .thought s0,” he said, noddivg his head
deliberately.  *‘That sketching fellow down at

:I'the lake—that mis’able, good for nothin’ ad-

venturer! Now, logk here, girl, you may as
well undergtand firgt as. last that you can’t

‘have him. Do you hear me; you shall not

have him *
I hear you, father.”

And Kitty Turner walked quietly up to her
own room, to ery her bule eyes into an eclipse
of tears, the moment she had slipped the rusty

‘bolt i into its place.

" I don’t uuderstand it all,” muttered Jonb,
lookmg vagqelv at the brillant Mr. Raynham,
who smoLed his o war plaerdly whlle diamond
studs and glxtlermg rings and . masgive watch
chain flashed back the noon ﬂuushme
“Nothmg oy earth buga pretty girl’s whim,”

.sald that gentlemen, arching his gyebrows.

"She’ll get over it ia time; I'm quite w1llmv

‘tp wmt ”

«It's very kind of you, sir,” said Mrs. Pur-
ver, penitently. I wish the silly child had a
little befter sense of her own interests.”

#“Don’t say a word, ma’am,” said Mr. Rayn-
ham, stroking his long yellow moustaches. “J
assure you T'm ready to make every allowance.”

Tow hours Jatter Joab Tyrner came into the
yoon where’ his wxfe was bugy elcaring away the
table. -
“Where's thg inkstand, Phxleny 7
_ “Qn the top shelf, I s’poge. ‘What be you
goin’ to do with the inkstand, I'd like to
know?”

“Women dor;’ t underst..nd husmess matters,
sgid J oab curtly.

#Bat what is it you waunt with the mkstand
anyhow?” said Mrs. Turner, eonxingly.

“Jest to sign my name acrass a hit of paper
for Mr. Rayobpm; his remittances from the

-Cahforny gold _mines are late this month, he

sayg, and he wants a good name to get credit
with, so’s -to make a great speckylation in
| Westera laudq 1t’s only for three days, and

he's jest as good a3 your son-in-law, yoy know,” |

“Lertainly,” said Mr. Turoeg, “you’d ought

to do anything you can to accommod,;l:e Mr.
Raypham.”.

And Mr. Auoustns Raynham, stgammu away

‘m the afternoon tyain, snnled dlhqlxeally as he

caught a last glappe of Joab- Turger’s pepper-
and-salt-colored -coat on the platform.

“Good bye, my blessed old Babe in the

W'ood 2 he muttered under his moustache,
“i¢1l be ]ong enough before I see you again.’

“Tather ‘said Kltt,y, stealing sqftly to the
old man’s arm-chair in purple wistincss of the
Aunust twilight, “father, were yon in earnest
in, what you suid last month abpun—fabnut
Harold '\Iellen ” .
B “Of gourse I was!” returned Joab, sternly,
contracting his shaggy brows..

“Because,” faltered Klt.ty, “hp is coming to
ask for me, if .

. Joab’s clem.hed fist fallma with a erash-on

1 rhe _porgh r:ulxng_ m;_errupled his daughter ’s.

sentenge.

“(tir] 1 he said, almost savaoely, ‘“you shall
never parry that man while I live. Now you
have got your answep=—let me hcq,r no more on
the subJept lied

He ‘rosg, almost at the same moment to meet
3 dappel business-likg little fellow, - who was
going yp the gardeg path, swmnmg a light
valise in hjs hand.

“Good evenmg, sxr, is this J oab Turner’s
nlace 4

It is, str,—andI am Joab Turner, sald,

the farmer. ‘

“Ah,” said the young man, indifferently
«T coine from Messrs. Tiue and Balcombg in
the city=—a little note bearing your indorse-
ment hag come into there hands; and T am here
to see if your ; are ready to settle.”

Joab stared jn mute gmazement.

“Aur'ustus Baynham—-payable in thirty days,
~]apnd now nearly 4 week overdue, explamed
the lawyer's clerk, lxbly, showing the slip of|.
paper on which the lugkless farmer }g.;,d ig-
seribed  his pame. - over g month since: - Joab
put -og his spactacles with a hand that trem-
bled strangely.

“But Mr. Bayoham was to pay it; my namg

«on’t know anything about Mr.rRaynham,
“QOF - course,

you are liable for. the amount and will be ex-
pectcd tg pay the mopey.”

| will -be no pew tenant.

-| her.

|

Joab Turner stood rooted to the ground, in a
sort of speeghless hoyyor.

“Five—thousand—dellars I”’ he glmost shriek-
ed, turoing fiercely to the lawger's glerk.—
“Man, you might as well expect mg to pay five
millipns! I am g poor, hard-wozking man;
‘where do you suppose I can raige five thousand
dollars 77

“No reserve in {he bagk 2 s‘uestwned the
clerk.

“Not ten dollars?”

“Well said the sprig of law, striking his
cane lightly into the velvet grass ground the
door-stone ; “th_la seqgms a pretiy decant sort of
place—eighty acres, they told me at the depot.
I think you might raise the roney without
diffieylty oun a sale by auetion.”

Joab staggered:back on his chair, as if struck
by sowe deadly wegpon.

«T was horn here,” he faltered, “and I had
thought to dig under the same old roof-tree.”

The lawyer's elerk stepped forward with o
slight exglamation. Joab had fainted for the
first rime jn his life, his head laying on the
worn rail f the old porch !

So the farm house under the maples, with itg
outlying meadows gud ypland belts of wood,
was sold at auction. The house where fifty
years of Jogb Turner’s life bad ebbed away
with slinogt uncanseious cyrrent, was his no
longer. '

“Dop’t touch none o’ the furnityre, Phileay,’?
he said to his pgle, discouraged wife; it don’t
belong to us now—nat evep the litgle rocking-
chair wege Kitt; ysed to sit in when she wag
a baby!"

“Whq was it bought the place, father?’d
asked Mrg. Turnper, spiritlesgly. “Npne of the
neighbors, was j§ 7

“I don’t kngw, wife; and I don’t thmk I
gare very much. I oply kuow thap the old
house where I was hc.rn is spld—ﬂold {rom un-
der me bya gneakiy’. rascal’s ungderhanded
tricks !’ ; A

He groupd hls teeth tunether as, he spoke

“Never mind, father,”, said his wife, sooth-

pely ; we' 41 do pretty well vet. York's a big
place, T'm told, gnd it will be’ stragge. if you
dep’t somghow mangge to pick up a livin’,
Cheer up, and don’f £a about so down-hearted
like !

“Go to '{he deor thty—-some ong’g ; knock-
en’, said the farmer. “Dgop’t let ngne o’ the
neighbors in—I can’f sgg anybody to-night.?

“It's the - «rentleman who bas bopght the
plape, father, said Kitty, with down cgst lashes
and an exguisite bloom moynted to her cheek,
ag she st.(;od with the dom: lateh in her haod.

- “Ask lnm to come in, daughter; I s'pose
he has a right here,” groaned the old wan.—
«Mr. Mellen ?

He rose:to his feet in astomshment as quold

‘| held out.a- cordial -hand.

“Yeg, sir, I am the pyrchaser of the place
from which you have unjustly: pusted,” he,
spid. - “Do not look. so surprised. I am quite
tich enough to. justify myself ia the gratifica-
tion "of - such. \vhxm .

“Well, sir, I don’t:know as-I’ve auy reasou-
to complain,” said . Joab, meekly. “I hope
the new  tenant will. take czre of the o’ place
though it wopld grieve me sgdly if I thouglit
it was goin’to rack and ruin.”

“Mr. Turner;” said Hprold Mellen, “there.
Here -are the title-
deeds ; will you acoept them as a free gift
from my. hand 2"

The old man's head reeled—he turned pale
and red. .

iy, he faltered, “I cap't thank you—bat
I’m nope the less grnteful. Kitty, tell him—’

But Kitty was sobbing ¢n her father’s shoul-
der.

“Pepa' Itold you. how good and noble he
was ! v
tMay I hpve her. pow, sir 2’ pleaded Har-
old; taking the,eoft liftle bpgwn hand in his.

#]¢s a clear case of brikery, sir,” said Joab
Turuer, smiling throygh his . teprs ; “but |
can’t object.’ :

Just a month aftengards, Harold Mellen
brought the slender wood- -violet home to hig
\sui,erl) city copservatory, to the unbounded
astopmhment of the fashxgnaple world, who
“gouldn’t 'see what Mr. Mejleg found to admlr‘e
in that little country ch;t P

But what did I&}tty gare for tbelr Oplplon 7
The poor artist lover agd the weglthy aristocrag
wege one and the same; and loved her with
equal felvor—snd that wag 2}l that concerned
And Harold Mellen had escaped the
awtul fate of being marned for his money !

+-

We always suffer from trying to appear what
we are not. The mark £oon becomes an in:
strument of torture.




