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THE TRUE NOBLEMAN, °

No airs, 10 radeness, no pretence,

Nolook\ol’)ln-,
..

Hu trno address, and not his drou, )
Commend him, and-his mmhneea y

- Winsshe good. favor of tho few. . ...
Who kuow him well, and know him tme

He leans not on the broken reeds
Of ancestral renown and deeds
Bis father did long years ago.
Blue blood in royal veins may flow,
And be 8o cold and thin
w2 That tluwrond ‘beart within
+;.. Warms not in ““weal or woe,’
" So cold its pulse and slow,
- By all men be it usderstood,
The noble man trusts not in blood ;
He asks no privilege of birth—
He would be valued at his worth.

Knowing his rights, he ‘‘dare maintain” .’ -
.His principle without s stain
'Upon his lips ; he bravely pleads
For others, and be intercedes

For the dowa-trodden poor,

" For the heart-sick and sore;

He dries the tcar ho finds,
" The broken heart he binds.
His word is good as anv bond ;
Heloves his life, yet looks beyond;
‘Wealth cannot spoil him, for his trust
Js not in heaps of yellow dust.

1

His face and specch inspire the soul
.To upward flights and self-control ;
Tt gives tho soul a sense of wings,
It liits it from tesrestia) things.
When he is host or guest,
A blessing acems to rest
On all who bear and see
. Such true nobility.
"The throb which his brave heart repeats
In kindred bosoms warmly beats ;
A benediction Ijghts his face,
*His speech is geutleness and grace,

NEVER GIVE UP.

Never give up ! it is wiser and better
Alwagys to hope, than once ‘to despair;
Tling o the load of Doubt’s cankering fetter,
"And break the dark spell of tyrannical care;
Never givo up! or the burden may sink yon—
Providence has kindly mingled the cup
And in all trials or troubles bethink you
"The watohword of life must be, Never give
up!

Never give up! there are chances and changes
Helping the bopeful 2 lmndred to one,
And threugh the chaos, High Witdom arranges
““Ever success,—if you will only hope on.
Never give up ! for the wisest is boldest,
"Knowing that Providence mingles the cup,
And of all maxims the best, the oldest
Is.the trne watchword of \’C\ er give ap 1,

W

ever: give-up ! though the:grape-shot may
. rattle; )
7 Or the fuil thunder cloud over you burst,
Stand like a rock,~-and the storin or the battle
.Little shall lmrm you, thou "h domg their
worst, '
. Never give up if adversity prosses,
Frovidence has wisely mingled tho cup,
And the best council, in all your distresses
-1s the stout watchword of Never give up !

Tales and Sheiches.
 LOVE-PATROMAGE;

"~ OR, ART, MYSTERY AND HEART.,
But a few steps from the Boulevards——tlmt
broad channel through which mccesantly ébbs
and flows a living tide'of Parisians—s the
¢ Place Royale.” It is a pleasant square, ‘fill-
.ed ‘with handsome. trees, and enlivened ' by
sparklitig fountains, ‘but: the “old ‘mansions
which encircle it haye auch &.sombre air of
massive scriousneas as to cast an javolantary
gloom over the stmuger, as he treads the al-
moat deserted, sxdewalk Even the gay and
llgllt-hoorted Parisians sssume a.grave look as
thoy 'pasa throngh the! squave; ond ~theresi-
dehts -are gloomy poots, " dissppointed poli-
ticians, or those to Whotn “stetn pover or-
bidé'avy choice in 4 10ca.l|ty, saVe the cheﬂp
ness of the reiits; e
. In an attic-room oi one of rthela'dmnal man-
"sions, near the close, of o bright . summer’s
day, in 1847, sat, Rayinond. Dalton, bunly'en-.
gaged in ocopying..& pictuve, Odt of repair;’
. schiitily furnivlrod, sud with s ceiling discolor-
of} in sRota, whoro the loolo too!.ﬁles adm;tto&
, tho rain, the. op:p&ment 'had bub jonp redecm-
ing q\uhty. nght—-the bright ontgu-hmg of.

héaven's gldiy—ahono in’ thrbugh a hrge win-|

bW, and” %8It “iliiminatsd the: capvas apop.
'!pch young artist was at work, little
cared 'he about the desolation . ”ound him; or.
the scanty pmmco in his purse, At last
came the tcki did prolonged “3 glow of* muset.
and laying down his Patetts) Rayniodd awbke
from his day-dreati-of fame’snd’ honor—past
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| good news for me,’

‘| could be no mistake—a kxsa'
.| hand npon the Iatch of the door, ho’ found’
. th'\t it was fnatened within, but Jn an mstant

[ in one*of his

casting -hdowo upon his ardent heart, far
gloomier than thoso of the 'I'l""""""_"g night,

Virginian by birth ; and
been in .the foromont
md chivalrous race so
slo i our topobho. )

oqu in l{(o. 4

liberal offer’ xnqu hy .his mrdmll.’
to jom him in bnllnou .l\!l np S00DSY. w bhé
of s age than he loft for Europe, where he caro-
folly studied the master-pieces of the old
p‘mhu.

But long eré he conld think o returning,
his finances became exhausted, and he was
forced to labor for a keen Bostonian, who
speculated on tho artistic verdancy of his
countrymen. Visiting Paris every winter,
with a fow thousand francs in bis potket, he
easily engoged the services of a score of young,
néedy artists, And the oopnea which they
made, after having been carefully smoked
and timo-stained, were exported to the United
States as the ‘‘original productions” of
Raffacle, Rubens, Corregio or Rembrandt.
Profitable as this imposture is to the prineipal,
the artists only engage in it from necessity ;
and although Raymond had been interested
while copying a Carlo Dolce, yet his heart
sickened when, as night came on, he teﬂocbod
upon his position.

Another subject crossed his heart, but while
penury swept across its sensitive® chords, like
the tempest through the rigging of a founder-
ing ship at sea, love came, gently and softly,
as the summer breczes murmur over the strings
of an Alolian harp. And yet his nffection was
but a dream—a hn.ppy dream, mdeed but it
was almost madness to hope that it would
over be reciprocated. The object of his idol-
atry resided under the sawme roof, but hef
knew her not except by sight. She was the
daughter of a peer of France, noble, woalthy
aud aristocratic ; he was but a counterfeiter
of other men’s genine—an orphan artist, ‘“to
| fortune and fame unknown.”

Such were the thoughts of Raymond, as he

| cloged the door of his room, and descended

the staircase. The Marquis de Lorraine oc-
cupied the lower floor, (the houses in Paris
being divided by stories into separate tene-
ments), and as the young artist pasied the
door, his heart again beat quick and warm,
for there stood the fair Adele, the object of
bis secret adoration. Was it fancy, or did a
deep roseate hue tingo her cheek as the artist
timidly raised his hat? And did he not sce
in her liquid, dark eyes, frirged by long lashes,
a sympathotic glance? His very sonl was in-
flamed ; aud after walking about the square
for mearly half an hour, he determined to
abandon his usnal evening vist to the ** School
of Design,” and, to return to his solitary
chamber, There, undisturbed, he could -re-
call the fugitive glance which had o enraptur-
ed him, and could revel in the bright dreams
of hope, and love and happiness, with which
imagination gladdens a truly affoctionate

heart.

Slowly ascending tho massive staircase,
Raymond arrived at the door again, but ere
he had drawn’ the key from his pocket; he
was surprised by - hearing voices within, and
involuntarily listened.

¢ And must I g0, Adele ?” s:ud a deep tman-
ly voice.

Adele! It was the name of her whom he
loved, ay, and he recogmzed her voice in re-
ply. He had heard ‘her singing oftentimes,
and there could be no mistake. *

€ Yes, Gustave, for the artist will soon re-

| turn, perbaps. Take care how you walk on

the roof, for some of the tiles areé Joose.”
- ¢ Never fear, dearest, And now adien. ' I
will be hiéar again to-morrow evening, if the
pamter is away, ond do hopc you will hn.vc

“Ad:eu, dear Gustave :
“Then'.the maddened artmt hen.rd—there
Laying’ ‘his"

it was opened ‘and opéned by Ad:le de Lor-
raine! Raymond, infuriated, rushed to the
window, but'cnly in time to 8e6 8 yonng man
who was clambering on ‘thé“roof slip” to the
gutter, throy up his, arms convulsively, and
theb, vntha faint *ery, fall., A heavy, dull
sound came up from the. pavement ond there
were loud calls for assistance.

. Horrified at this tomble sight, R:wmond
ltood gazmg on the spot froim’ whence_ the
youatiff . attpngor hnd ‘been"” s uuexpectedly
lxmnchod forth into’ etormty And when_he .
tnrnod he found, lmnsolf alone. Adelo had
yrobobly gbdod dovvn-stnu the mstant thot
Raymond enterod.

. ‘Descending intb the street, Raymond found
a large crowd gaﬂloud ‘around ' the’ cdrpoo of a|
yoiing wan, the head of, ylnch wasso disfignr-
od that the featum conld ot be'recognized,
Promment in the group. was: the eccupant of.
thonext house. to Ahat :which: Raymond in-.
: habited; who ‘stated M the decease’ lodgod
,“ﬁ“. ‘f“"-f’f‘ et
: "% Poor fe low t nld.ho e ho probnbly fell
uleep. and fn's ﬂt ot oomnombulum . wall

oto(hig wmdow ) . g

Juet tho,n s, potrol amved, ond u iNe;0De
houtbonnuoftludeeouod he .was taken-
to the Morgue, 'm:o young artiat- Md not h'
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accident ; then he denonnced $he audacity of
Adele in uning a stranger's room as a placo of
‘rendezvous ; and thon=—sure proof of his affec-
tion%he’ piﬁﬁr mltwinm suarise ere
he ?0“ y‘w. ,,". ™~ -~

g n"hn deor; alu; g

'.l‘lm imydlt{\"a r

with an accom-’
ks, awoke Ray-
ublod ﬂomba and he hasten-
ed to odmit is v:mtor. { { “Th now comer was
» manly, Jﬂul loohng :young fellow, ciad in
an artistia’ garb, ‘kpd’ eﬁlolnng » huge pipe.
Raymoid stammered out some excuse,

¢ Not anotber word, or, nssure as my name
is Hal Vincent, you shall be proclaimed at the
Sohool of Design,  What a capital indictment
1 could draw up against you! locp at ten
o’clock, with "eyes that betoken an \meuy
night, and—per Bacchus—why, here is n
miniature of the lady !” B

Sure onongh a ‘miniaturs of 'Addle de Lor-
raino lay on the floor, and only added to Ray-
monds’s confusion. At last Vincent, lmvmg
teased hixs friend sufﬁcnontly, cbtkngod the oub-
jact of conversation.

¢ Is your moble fellow lodger dead ?”

““Who? The marquis below stairs 1" :

*Ay. Inoticed as I.entered the house
that they were removing. the. furniture, and
met a young lady who waa leaving the Bpart-
ment occupied by the marq\m, bathed in
w‘ t

Here was o fresh mystery, and R:symond.
cisclosed his secret to his friend.  On inguiry,
at the portor's lodge, they vleorned that the
marquis had left ot an hour’s warning, leaving
instructions to have his furniture sold at auc-
tion. v

“I- of the opinion,” continued tho gar- |
rulous porter, *‘that mademoiselle did" not

2

morning. Perhaps, Monsieunr Raymond, you
were the oause? Mademoiselle used often to
inquire of ° my wifo abéat you—where you
passed your evenings,’ etei’s . .

¢ Bravo ! said Vincent. ¢ Well, every
American citizen is a prifce royal, so the old
marquis cannot cbject on the score of rank.
But come, lovelorn swain, the doors of the
Louvre are open, and we must hasten to our
cascls.”
Raymond sought (hlxge.ntly for traces of the
marquis, but could not discover his abode. So
he toiled and strugglod on, his heart sur-
charged with recollections of that eventful
life. His only solace was the miniatare of
Adele, and altheugh he could not doubt that
the original had plighted her affections to the
unfortunate man who had clandestinely met
ber, still he loved her. Dreams of rapture
Hitted through his brain in rapid succession,
yeb cach one was dispelled by the remem-
brance of what he had overheard, and left the
dreamer's heart a blank: His countenance
ware 2 mouraful expression, and he even so
far Jost interest in his art as to paint mechani.
cally, ummnoved by any thoughts of ' improve-
ment or consequent fame.

But when a visitor in the gallery came one
day to bis easel, coniplimented:this execution,
and ordered a couple of original’ pictures, for-
which be paid a round sum, in-advcunce, Ray-
mond’s arbistic ambition was again aroused.
Axnd when the pictures finished, their gratified
purchaser ordered twelve more, to Lo land:
seapes on the Rhine, love, had.*to occupy a
subordinate place in the (‘chnhtcd painter’s |
heart.

The visit to picturesque Rhinclend rcstored
bis sorrow-stricken heart ; and his pencll re
velled in the delincation of ruined castles,
vine-wreathed crags, or' those glorious old’
gothic fanes, whose stone-arched walls re.’
minded him of the foresta of bis native land,

twining branches. Atlength he reached Baden,
that resort of fashionable notables and of ghm-.
blers, whlch combines the bustlo of a capital

‘) and the repose of a rural solitude.

‘One night he attended s masked ball, and-
while sauntering through the brilliantly il-
luminated and crowded halls, a eweat voice
prononnced his name, 'Hoé'did not recognize
the tonos as familiar to his ear, but they fell |
with electric effect upon his heart. Tho speak.
cr was a gracefilly .formed aud apparently
youug lady, clad in a magnificent:Ruasian cos-:
tume, Raymond offered his arm, and she ao-
cepted it,

“* You may deem t‘ms a forword act,” said
the lady, “but ]ustxce to myself demmds nn
e\plnno.tlon »

“"Adele ! Wademoxsello de Lor—
‘“Hush !” interrapted the mask.
believe me whien I #ay, after asking you par-
don-for the unwarranted : use of: your ro Jm,
that,it was not sullied--—-"- ;
. “Could I think,” exelaimed Rsymond——l.u€
oro he could finish, his. ‘gontence; & man dis:.
guised as a monk, who .bad .been closely fol- |;
lowing the.couple, came alongmde of the lady,
and 8aid, in an an, tone, . i
xt Enough of this, my dougl:
“And Raymond ashe watched h]er dopartnro,
felt all his old” foolmgo rene! red . with graaeor
force. But who wag thé nl‘!lortunate .Young ||
man, whose sad fate he'liad wntnmed? Did|
Adele love him'? “Was' she' faithfal' to his'}’
‘Thewe ‘thrde 'questionis were the

| staple of many an imaginative tissue, some

of them. gay ,and- bright—others .sad -and
dark,
"The next mormng ihymond inqmred at tl\o

.| hotel for the Mnrqnu d&_ Lorraine, and he ||

wab infortaed sk -the’ “‘Goldan Eagle” tlut'
the object of Jis, mqnlry :h,pa jed by his'
d&hghter‘,’ma Tott i ﬁug; for Frank-,

*x
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wish to go, for her eyes were very red this}

with their column-like trees and ' their intcr. |

“And|.

fort.‘ :l{lxe‘lpmot,f Q\to(lthem \t’cquldnogr'
gl

overtake, or rather discover thom. It was
evident that the marquis wished to get away:
from him, and this afforded a new theme for
conjecture, Noven% » young man so be-
wildered, nor did his heart offer a sunny or
sy and’ dis

tly

el
_ to unravaithe m
suoc "",’co forge} both amidét the studics;
2 hations; of the !‘moh Mw
Poh. . *"‘u
The very day of Raymond’s arrival, he call
od on his friend, Mal Vincent, and found that
worthy busy in. * manufacturing " & portrait |
of Christopher Columbus, which was to com-
moand:a high price in New York, although the
ertist received a mere trifle for it. While the
two were chatting away, & footstep was heard
on the stairs, and Vincent changed color.
- Dﬂtbxl,” he naked *'do you wish to pleaao
me?’ . . . e
“ That I do, Hal.”
" €Thep, my dear fellow, atep into the closet
for here comes my" tailor on a dunning expedn-
hon, and 1£ you are here, he will seek to mor-
tify me hy some unmanly remark—just asa
small boy will tease a caged lion. So imprison
yourself for a while.”

‘Raymond stepped into the closet, and the
stranger entered. It was not the importunate
tailor, however, but a notary with whom
Vincent was slightly acquainted. He wasa
corpalent old gentleman, and was evxdently
tired and out of breath. .

“Quf! ouf!” he at length gnsped out
¢ The caprice of women 1"
"¢ You are a bachelor, I believe.” uxd Vm-

. cent

¢ Thank my stars, yes—emphatically yes !
Bat I am novertheless often a slave to some
bright pair of eyes, and that is the case just
now. ‘Just imagine, youngman. A few months
since, the daughter of one of my most profi-
table clionts came into my office, and with her
pretty face, wheedled me into a promise that
I would serve her. Consent I muet—consent
I did. Well, the service was nothing mere

ter’s pocket and make him think it was for
pictures. To be sure, the task was ensy
enough then—for I could always find him in
the Louvre ; but she must needs have sent
him to the Rhine ; and now she has returned,
end fancies he must be here too. And such a
chase as I have had after him to-day.”

“‘Supposing you give me the funds,” said
Vincent, in a jesting tone. *‘ Your fair client
may be as well pleased.”

¢ Egotist,” merrily replied the- old notary.
‘‘ But have youn any receiptsin the shape of
twelve landscapes painted on the Rhine, 8o as
to make it dalicate for you to pocket the cash?
or, do you love the daughter of & marquis?
or, is your name—"

“ Raymond Dalton !” said that individual,
stepping forth from his place of concealment.
He continued, ‘I accepted your money, sir
thinking if was in payment for my labor. Ac-
cidentally I learn my mistake, ond, just now,
I cannot repay you the sums advanced. Bat,
su', 1 'am no medicant, neither can I receive
the bounties of a lady to whom Lmn person-
ally unknown—the more especially as I
heard you utter insinuations which, were yon
a “younger man, shonld be washed out in
blood.” * ~

“““Baints preserve us!” exelaimed the ex-
cited’ notary T thought that we were alone,
'and ‘in an unguarded moment disclosed my
secrat: Do not, for heaven’s sake, refuse the

| money, for it would, perhaps, so incense

mademoisello that I shall lose the busimess of
her father.”

“But,” inquired Vincent, ‘‘what is the
 motive of this goncrosity? Is it love, or the
price of & secret, or—" .

“Hush 1" mterrupted Raymond. ““You
will drive me mad !, As for you, sir, I know
.your address, and will forward you iny note
thxe very day for what you have advanced
me ;"if Roiest toil will secare gold, that note
wﬂl bé repaid. "And now, Vinceat, let me go
juto tho -Tnillerics gardens, and cndeavor to
compose my deranged thoughts. I will retum
.in an hour,”

‘“There js a bomb-shell burat,” saud the
notary, _after Raymond had gono ; ‘‘but what
will Mademoiselle Adele say, if she discovers
that I lit the match ? And she thought it all
:sa.well .contrived ? Well, well, the caprices
of women are ourious, after all.”
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It was, the. 22nd of Feln uary, 1848 and a8
Ravmond. ppproachod tlm gn.rden of the Tuil-
lones, he found an’ nngry populace in nrms,
‘and strugglmg o overthrow the déspoti¢ Lonis
Plnlhppe. The ‘pealing tocsin mmglod its’

‘threats of ‘vongonnce. The pavements®were
torn-ap and: piled into barricades acroes the

| streets; while, atnidst ‘the rattling firé of mus: |
‘ketry-and.: the: roar- of ‘cannon, the pealing |

inotes of :ithe - ¢‘Marseillese Hymn"ammmd
ithede wha fonght for fieedom... ... ..

_v'a.mly to defend they reached
door, o'pemng upon the Rue de Rivoli. Tt was
défou&od by s platoon of ibtaatry; and at tho
‘commidiioeinent of thé contest, Rayiiloid §iw,
enoonkogmg the soldiers, the Mnrqni- de Lor'
roino. - Devated” to hil oovero:gn, 'hé “Wak

1.-||'._' TR T I (U
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A whiokthe idol of his love was | b

5‘ *Amencan

nor less than to put money into a young pain- {°

mmsecr knell ‘with “cries of mdlgnatlon dnd |-

.Raymond, as may.-be ensily unngmod, was. | fi
‘excited by fhe scene, and his despair:; nerved, |
‘his ‘heart,with heroig daring, as he.joined one |
‘of the; hqndu,of insurgents. ‘Chey weore -on | )
‘tlxent way to-tho_poloce, and after. co;;ryiqg
torvomng barriers, . wlnol; {the troops| -
aside |

vainly e\ndoavoring to repel the mob ; but the
assailants, burning with an insatiate feeling
of revenge, swept the . troopo lmm boforo

bﬂ;ery, f: :
spect of the wild an dupeutobn at whose
hoad he had fought, and when he claimed the
marquis as & friend, their aring were stayed.
 Just then the door of the palage was Jte
in, and the revolutionists hurried on, leaving
‘the terrified marquis and his deliverer.

They were not alone, for at their feet,
writhing in paio, was a wounded police officer.
Raymond endcayored to, Jift him up, but the
‘man shook his head.

“1¢'s too Inte,” 0id e “‘but Providence
has sent hither.one to whast I con confess the
most deadly of my many sins. Do yon re-
member me, Monsicur Mirgaist I am Pierre
Dulonque, the son of your old gardener.’.’

¢ You wero convisted—". ..

‘“Ay- convicted. X.shot a patridge in jaur
woods for my sick mother ; I became a polive
agent ; but through all I. vowod rovenge God
pardon me, 1 had it. Listen s

“You bhad a son, Monsieur Marqms. upon
whom you doted, .1 managed to bave, him
inculeated with - doctnnu that_‘wero. ‘thon
treason, nlthongh to- doy thoy nro dommant
You were informed of it, “anid’ you forbade
him your house, He hoping "that ‘a reconeili:
ation might be effected, took lédgmgs ‘next
door, and cvery cvening tsed 'to clamber
along the roof to meet his, mter in: the tu'ret
of your hounse—" “

“Was it in the Place Roynle P cned Ray-
mond. -

“ Ah—in the Place Royalo and I—may
the saints intercede for me—followed him one
mght—lud behmd a clumney—and—and--’ ‘
00

Raymond and the marquis knolt beside the
unfortunate man, but his soul had winged its
flight to another world, where all are reward-
ed and punished as thoy merit. -

* Young man,” said the marqmo, ina hol-
low tons, *‘ you have saved my life, and you
alone know that my loved Gustave was an iu-
nacent victim. You, too, have won my daugh-
ter’s heart; and if my aristocratic pride bag
made me censure her because I was informed
that she had visited your room in the Place
Royale, and avoid you as a plebeian fortunu
hunter, I now see that T lmve wronged yuu
both. But let us leav ¢ this scene of oama'rn Y
and join Adele at the hotel where I am now
‘residing.”

" The buoyancy of the youth nga.in inspired
Raymond’s heart, and.joy reigned in his fuil
dark eyes. The night was past,.and;thero
was every prospect of rilliant sunlight. Lit-
tle cared he for overturned thrones or ill-
constructed republics, so that Adele was hu
bride.

Retiring from convulsed Europe thh lns
bride, and her care-stricken but now happy
father, Rayrond Dalton settled on the bank
.of the lordly Potomae, Enfiched by the large
.property of the Do Lorraine family, he has
built a commodions mansion, which commands
a distant view of the’ national - metropolis,
whilo the river meanders’ through the fore:
ground, its silver' tide - decked with islets
charmingly picturesque, -Here the once truant
artist is contented with - the cnjoyments of
rural life, and always gives a hearty welcome
to those of his friends who are 'led by inclina-
twn or by business to visit \Vnshmﬁton. .

" Among those who havé been ‘his guests of
laté, was Hal Vincent, who was delighted
with the mansion, the grounds, and (most ac-
ceptable to the parents) with ' a’ rosy-cheeled
little trchin, named Gustave. ' The little fol-
low was an especial pet of his grandfather’s,
and the ‘“old marquee,” as the negroes per-
 sisted in colling him, had taught him to ¢on-
 verse guite flucntly -in the melodxous tongue
of ““la belle France.” . :- T
o Canmdonnn that you were once an artist,
friend Dalton,” said, Vincent,, one -day 9t the
breakfnst table, ‘I must say that you, display
execrable taste in ornamontmg ‘your mttmg—
room with that bateh of Rhenish landscapes,
some of them unfinished. Why not, at lenst
éndedvor to finish them "'~ -t -5 Wl T

-+’And have yon forgotton the mtrusxon of
your friend the notary, or: “rather the upt‘nm
| of hid'nasal organ' as "hé ‘spoke - of thein, 1ot

dreaming that the nrmt AV88 an mvoluntnry
listener:?” . - SO

¢ I foxgot ; well, they are not %o: bad,
:thoy. were only finished.”. ..: ! .- opile o
¢ But,” said Nadame Dslton, i you. forget
that they are mme, qml I ¢hoose to keep them
;uasouvemr of the PO e

“Ay deareést w;fe. of . y"“’x kind consulor-
stxon for the poor ortuz, whooe love ior For
Was' 80 mystenomly trio bu who, after
,heart tempest and'sou- du:kneu 'buk in the
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o gz Ball Oarda and Progﬁmmol, Pm-
ers, in- plain‘axid colored ‘inks;'” sintss
Cards; Bill -Heéads, ' Oirculars; dnd” ‘evéry
" description of 'Plain and ‘Orilamentsl’ Job
Printing bxebutsd in' ﬁmfélass stylo’tt thb
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