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THAT no cart, waggon, carriage or other vehi
cle shall hereatter be allowed to stand in any ol
the streets of the town of Cambridge, without a
team thereto attached (except it he in frent of the
work shops) and 1n that eveut but ope shall be
allowed at a time, and that one undergoing re
pair; in every case where caits waggons carriages,
Hearse or other vehicle shall be allowed so to re
main for a longer tune than three conseculive
Hours, alter being notified by the Bailiff the own
er ol such cart, waggzon, carriage, Hearse or oth
er vehicle so standing chall be subject to, and pay
e fine o! one dollar tor every Violation of this or
dinance to ve collected as other fines ate now col
lected.

Ordered, that fiom and after this date no lu
her, wood or other ohstruetion shall be allowed to
remain in the streets of the town of Cambridge,
for a longer space of time, than one dav at a time
except o case ol actual building and repairing of
Houses and every or any person—violating this
ovdinance shall be subject toa fine of not less
than one dollar for each day that such lumber,
bricks &c., sHALL BE allowed to remain after be
ing notified by the Bailiff,

Ovdered; That the Baihff cause the within or
dinances to be pubhshed in the Cambridge Chron
icle, WM. REA. C. C D,

Aug. 23 1S15. Jw Baiuff.

NEW FALL GOODS.
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o . r love you,” he said, ia a voice broken by ewotion: “I'm
< invite the public to call at our Old Stand, and | Sal s e sty . : “I'n

examine the beanutful selecuon of Fall goods
just received from New York. T'hey

importations, and newest Ifashion, and will be sold

low for cash. THOMAS HAYWARD § Scn.
Aug 23, 1145, 1

SI'RAW BONNT REPO.T
French Faney and Slaple Dry Goods Slore, No
2-.'..’[ Balli.nwore .“'11.[‘J'f'.'|':, 1 lt‘uu;‘.‘n‘ cast rd‘ L‘-"‘IHFIEI slroel
Baltunoie.

W ANUFACITURIERS and DEALICRS in Straw
M

Gioods, having greatly enlarged and extended | ®

dherr establist,mert, so as to offer superior facilities for
l_hl’-' transaction of an nereased business, respectfully
inlorm their friends and customers, that they are now

daily receiving supplies of 'resu Serina Goows, par-.

cularly in the

L L -
Straw Bonnet and Millinery
DEPARTMENT,—as

Devon Straw Bonnets, Villagce Hoods,
Florence Braid do. very large assortment,
‘Transparent & lace Neapolitan Bonnets,
English Satin Straw, Dunstable & Ruttland,
Modena, and every other description of White
Fancy Straw Bonnets,

{nlant’s Hats ol Leghorn, Fiorence Braid, Aibertan i

Ruttland,

Gimp and Hair Edgings, Satin and Wrapped Wiie

Feundations, crowns,
Crowns, Leno, Willow, Straw Cord, Glae, with ev
ery article in the Millinery line.

SLANDER.—By

A whisper broke the air—

A soft light tone and low,
Yetbarbed with shame end wae:
Now, might itonly perish there!

Nor farther go.

I'rances S. Osgoopw.

Ah me! a quick and eager ear,
Caught up the little meaning sound!
Another voice has breathed it clear,
And so it wanders round,
From ear to hp—Ifrom lip to ear—
Unul it reached a gentle heart,
And that—it broke.

'+ was the only heart 1t found,
The only heart “'was meant to find,
When first its accents wou ;==
It reached that tender heart at last,

And that—t broke,

Low as it seemed to olhers ears,

It came—a thundeu crash to hers,—
That fragile girl so fair and gay,—

That guileless girl so pure and true!

"T'is said a lovely humming bird,

That wn a fragrant hly lay,

And dreamed the sum.ner morn away,
Was killed by the gun’s report,

Some idle bey had fired in sport!

The very souxp—a death-blow came!
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With love and hope, so fast and sweet,
(Shrined in #s Lily w0
For who the maid that knew
But owned the delicate, flower-like grace
Ol her young form and face?)
When first that word
EHer light heart heard,
it futtered like the frightened bird,
'hen shut its wings and sighed,
And, with a silent shudder,—died?

\

| mentupon which Norah Clary had learned to play.—-

are of the best | in the country can tell a better stock 10 his share than

an iguinr:uj.‘_ hut yer mother

coquette;” and as she had what 1a Scotland they call
a ““tocher,” mm Kogland a “dowry,” and mn heland a |
“pretty penny 6’ money,” atis scarcely necessary to
state, 1in addition, that she had—a kachelor.
the tune—wluch was cartainly given in alto—was or |

not long been occupied, belore her lover was al her
side,
said, somewhat abruptly; *“look, "twould be as casy 1o

er and mother agree about any one thing.
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From Sketehes r:f' Irish Character.
THE wisg THOUGIIT.
AN IRISH STORY.

BY MES. 8. C. HALL.

She was sitting under the shadow of a fragrant lime
tree that overhiung a very ancieat well, and as the
water fell into her pitcher, she was mingling with its
wiusic the tones of her**Jew’s harp,” the only instru-

She was a merry maiden ol “*sweet seventeeen;”’ a |

rustic belle, as well as a rustic beauty, and a terrible |

Whether

was not designed asa summons to her lover, 1 cannot
lake upon mysellto say; but her lips and lingers had

“We may as well give it up, Morris Donovan,” she

twist the top of the great hill of Yowth, ss make futh
They’ve
been play the rule ol contrary these twenty years, and
i’s not likely the’lltake a turn now.”

“Is mighty bard, so itis,” rephied handsome Mor-
ris, “*that married people can’t draw together. Norah, |
darlint! that would’nt be the way with us. Its one |
we’d be in heart and sow!,
and 4

“Folly,” interrupted the maiden, laughing. “Mor
ns, Morris, we've quarrelled a score o’ times already; |
and a bit ol a breeze makes lite all the lllt*:l:i[’lnll‘r.——l
Shall 1 walk ahont 1the merry e | danced with Phil
Kennedy, or repeat what Mark Doolan said of me 1o
Mary Grey? eh, Morris?”

“Leave joking now, Norry; God only knows how I

LF i
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and aun example of 1o

yer equal as far as money goes; aund no young farmer

mine; yet, Ldon’t pretend to deserve you for all thay
only I can’t help saying that, when we love each other
(now dont’t go 1 cuntradict me, Norry, because ye've
as good as owned it over and over again,) and yer fa-
ther agreeable. and all, to think that yer mother, just
for divelment, should be purting betwixt us for no rea-
son upon earth, only to ‘spite’ her lawful husband,
is what sets me mad entirely, and shows her to be a
ood for ”

*Stop, Mister Morris,” exclaimed Norah, laying |
her hand upon his mouth, so as effectually to prevent
a sound escaping; ““its my mother ye’re talking of, and
it would be ill blood, as well as ill-bred, t0 hear a word
said againstan own parent. Is that the pattern of yer
manners, sir; or did ye ever hear me turn my tongue
against one belonging to you?”

*“*I ask your pardon, my own Norah,” here
meekly, as in duty bound; “for the sake of ihe luab,
we spare the sheep. -Why not? and I’in not going 1o
"

*“T'he least said’s the soonest!” again interrupted the |
impatient girl.  “Good even, Morns, and God bless
you; they’ll be atter mussing e within, and its lile
mother thinks where I am.”

“Norah, above all the girls at wake or patiern I've
been true to you. We have grown together, and
since we were the heighth of a rose-bush, ye have
been dearer to e than any thing else on earth. Do,
Norah, for the sake of’ your young hearl’s love, do
think if there’s no way 10 win yer mother over. i
ye'd take me without her leave, sure it’s nothing 1’d
care for the loss of thousands, letalone what ye’ve got.
Dearest Norah, think; since you’ll do nothing without
her consent, do think—for once be serious, and don’t

laugh.”

*I’m not going to laugh, Morris,” replied the little
waid at last, alter a very Jong pause—*“1’ve gota wise
thought in my head for oace. His reverence, your
uncle, you say, spoke to father—to speak to mother
about ? I wonder (and he a priest) that he hadn’t
more sense!  Sure, mother was the man; but’ve got
a wise thought. Geodnight, dear Morris—good
night.”

T'he lastsprang lightly over the fence intc her own
garden, leaving her lover perdu at the other side, with
outl possessing an idea of what her **wise thought”
mightbe.  When she entered the kitchen, matters
were gomng on as usual—her mother bustling in style,
aad as cross *‘as a bag of weasels.”

**Jack Clary,” said she, addressing herself to her
husband, who sat quietly in the chimney corner, smo-
king lus doodeen, “it’s well ye’ve got a wile who
knows what’s what!  God help me! I’ve little good ol
a husbawd, barring the name! Are ye sure Dlack
Nell’s i the swable?”” The spouse nodded. ““The
cow agd the calf, had they fresh straw?” Another
nod. *“Bad cess to ye, can’t ye use yer tongue, and
answera civil qum:mn'?'— continued the laay.

“My dear,” he replied, ““sure one like you has en-
ough for ten.”

This very just observation was, like most truths, so
disagreeable, thata severe storm would have lollowed,
had not Norah stepped up to her father and w hispered
in higear, *“I don’t think the stable door 1s fastened.”
Mrs. Clary caught the sound, and in no gentle terms
ordered her husband to attend to the comforts of Black
Nell,

“I'll go with father mysell and see,”” said Norah.

“That’s ike my own child, always eareful,” obser-
ved the mother, as the lather and daugnter closed the
doar

“Dear lather,”” began Norah, **1t isn’t altogether a-
bout the stable I wanted ye, but—but—but the priest
said something to you to day about—Morns Dono-
vap.'

“Yes, darling, and abeut yersell, my swect Norry.”

“Ihd ye speak to mother about iti”’

“No, darling, she’s been so cross all day. Surel
gn through a dale ol peace and quietness, If | was |
!'IL:n nl‘hl-r "“.”5 "”‘!!! gn-'l_' l'rl'.lf'!_lf an | '“.h'_"i;lllfl‘ I'I n-“;ht !"u_:l :

in rason; but ——, As to Morris, she was very fond

Of the boy till she wrned like sour milk all io a min | any reason that his wife could discover; most indecor-

ute.  1'm alraid even the priest ’ll getno good of her.”
“Ifather, dear father,” said Norah, **suppose ye
wele 1o say nothing about it, good or bad, and jusi
pretend 1o take a sudden dislike 10 Morris, and let the
priest speak to her himsell, she’d come round.”
“Outopposttion to me, eh?”
“Y es.”
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cowardly,” replied the farmer, drawing =unself up.
“No, I won’,.”

“Father, dear, vou don’t understand,” said the
cunning lass; “sure ye're for, Mornis; and when we
are—that s, if—I mean-—suppose—father, you know
what I mean,” she continued, and luckily 1he twilight
concealed her blushes—**if that o0k place, it’s you that
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would have yer own way.”

“I'rue for ye, Norry, my girl, true for ye; I never
thought ol that belore!”” and, pleased witll™he 1dea of
tricking his wile, liu* old man famwly capered lor joy.
“But stay a while—stay; aisy, aisy!”” he recomwmenc—
ed,*how am I to manage? Sure the priest himsell
willbe here to-morrow  morning early; and he’s oul
upon a station now, so there’s no speaking with him;
ne’s no way quick, either; we’ll be bothered entirely
it he comes n a suddent.”’

“Lieave 1t to me, dear father—leave it all to me!”’
exclaimed the animated girl; “only pluck up a spirit,
and whenever Morris’ name is mentioned, abuse him

| —but not with all yer heart, father—only from the

teeth out.”

When they re-entered, the fiesh boiled potatoes sent
a warm curling steain to the very rafiers of the lofly
Kitchen; they were poured out intoa large wicker dish,
and on the top ot the pile rested a pale of course white
salty noggins of buttermilk were filled on the dresser;
and on a small round iable a cloth was spread, and
some dell’ plates awaiting the more delicate repast
which the farme:’s wile was herself preparing.

“What’s for supper, mother?”’ nquired Norah as
she drew her wheel towards her, and employed her
fairy foot in whirling it round .

Plaguy snipeens. she replied, bits o’bog chickene,
that you’ve alw ays such a fancy for; Barney Leary
Kilt them himself.

“So I did,” said Barney, grinning; ““and that stick
with a hook of-Morris Donovan’s, is the finest thing n
the world for knocking "em down.”

“Il Morris Donovan’s stick touched them, they
shan’t come here, said the farmer,” striking the poor
little table such a blow with his clenched hand as to
make not only 1t, but Mrs. Clary jump.

““And why so, pray?”? asked the dame,

‘““Because nothing of Morris’, let alone Morris him-
self, shall come into this house, replied Clar '; he’s nol
tomy liking any there 1s no good 1 his bothering here
alter what he won’t get.”

*“Excellent!”” thought Norah.

““Lord save us!” ejaeulated Mrs. Clary, as she
placed the grilled snipes on the mble, “‘what’s come

to the manl”  Without heeding his resolution, she
was proceeding to distribute the savoury birdeens,
when to her astonishment, her usually tame husband
threw the dish and its contents into the flames: the
good woman absolutely stood tor a moment aghast.—
The calm, was notof long duration. She soon rallied,
and commenced hostilities. **How dare you, ye spal-
peen, throw away any of God’s mate ofter that lashi-
on, and I 1o the fore?  What do you mane, 1 say.”

“I mane, that nothing touched by Morris Donovan
shall come under this roof; and if I catch that girl of
mine looking at the same side o’ the road he walks on,
I’ll tear the eyes out of her head, and send her (0 a
nunnery!”

“You willl And dare you say that to my face, to a
child o’ mine!  You will, will ye?—we’ll see, my
boy! D'litell ye what, ir' I like, Morris Donovan shall
come 1nto this house: and what’s ﬁlure, be master of
this house: and that’s what you never Lad the heart to
be yet, ye poor ould snail!”  So saying, Mrs. Clary
endeavored to rescue from the fire the hissing remains
of the burning snipes. Norah attempted to assist her
mother; but Clary, hifung her up, somewhat after the
lashion of an eagle raising a golden wren with its
claw, fairly pot her out of the kitchen. This was the
signal for fresh hostilities. Mrs. Clary stormed and
stamped; and Mr. Clary persisted in abusing not only
Morris, but Mornis” uncle, Father Donovan, until at
last the father’s helpmate swore, ay, and roundly too,
by cross and saint, that, before the next sunset Norah
Clary should be Norah Donovan. I wish you could
have seen Norry’s eye, dancing with joy and exulta-
tion, as it peeped through the lateh hole; it sparkled
more brightly than the richest diamond 1n our mon
arch’s crown, forit was filled with hope and love.

T'he next morning, before the sun wss fuily up, he
was throwing his' early beams over the glowing
cheeks of Norah Clary, for her wise thought had pros
pered, and she was hastening to the trysting wee,w here,
by chance, either morning or evening, she gen-
erally met Morris Donovan. [ doa’t know how it
is, but the moment the eourse of It ve runs smooth, it
becomnes very uninteresting, except to the parues con-
cerned. So it is now leit for me only tosay, that the
maiden, after a due and propertime consumed n teas-
ing and tantalizing her intended, told him her saucy
plan, and its result. And the lover hastened upon the
wings of love (which | beg my readers clearly to un-
derstand are swifter and stronger in Ireland than in any

‘other country,) to tell the priest the arrangement, well

knowing that lis reverence loved his nephew and

|
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supper, and the profits arising therefrom) too well, not
to aid their merry jest,

What bustle, what preparation, what feasting, what
dancing. gave the country folk enough to talk about
during the happy Chrismas hollidays,I cannot describe,
The bride ot course looked lovely, and sheepish; and
the bridegroom—but bridegrooms are always uninter-
estihg. One fact, however, is worth recording.—
When Father Douovan concluded the ceremony, be-

fore the bridal kiss had passed, Farmer Clary, without

' joyous Norah never had

ously sprung up, seized a shillelah of stout vak, and
whirlmg 1t rapidly over his head, shouted “Carry me
out! by the powers she’s beat! we’ve won the da,!—
ould Ireland forever! success, boys!—she’s beat! she’s
beat!””  'I'he priest oo seemed vastly 10 enjoy tls ex-
tempoaneous eflusion, and even the bride laughed out
right. Whether the good wife discovored the plot or
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COURTSHIP AND MARRIAGE.

The difference beiween Couriship and Matrimony,
was never more loreibly explamed than m the follow-
ing “Caarcoal Sketeh.’ g

“What made you get married if you don’t Like n?”

“Why, I was deluded into it—lairly deluded. |
had nothing 1w do of evenings, so 1 went courting.—
Now courtin’s tun enough—I hav’nt got a word to say
agin courting.  I’s about as good a way of killing an
evening as 1 know of.  Wash your face, put on a
clean dickey, and go and talk as sweet as SUgar or mo=
lassess candy for an hour or (wo—to say nothing ol a
lew kisses belund the door, as your sweetheart goes to
the step with you.

“When 1 was a single man, the world wagged a-
long well enough. It was just like an omnibus; I was
a passenger, paid my levy, uxd had nothing more to
do with it, butsit down and not care a bution for any
thing. S’posing the omnibus got upsot—well I walks
offand leaves the man to pick up the pieces. But
then I must take a wife, and be hanged 10 me, IUsall
very well for a while; but afterwards, its plaguy like
owing an upsot omnibus.”

“Nan,”” enquired Montezuma, “what’s all that a-
bout omnibusses;”’

“What did I get by it?” continued Gamaliel, regard
less of the interruption. “How much flun?—why a
Jawing old woman and three squallers, Mighty il
lerent from courting thatis. What’s the fun of buying
things to ear and things to wear for them, and wasling
good spreeing money on such nonsense for other pec-
ple? And then as for doing as you like, there’s no
such thing. You can’t clear out when people’s owing
you so much money, you can can’t stay convenient
No—the nabblers must have you. You can’t go on
a spree; for when you come heme, missus kicks up
the devil’s delight.  You can’t teach her better inan-
ners, for csnstables are as thick as bladkberries. In
short you ean’t do nothing,

“Instead of “*Yes, my duck,” and ‘No, my dear,"—
‘As you please, honey,” and ‘When you like, lovely,’
like as it, was in courting times, its a darning and
mending, and nothing darned or mended. If it wosn’t
that I’m partickerlarly sober,—I’d be inclined to drink,
i’s excuse enough. I’s heart breaking, and itsall
owing to that, I’ve such a pam in my gizzard ol mor-

mnags. I'm so miserable I must stop and sit on the
-tnp-.” .
“What’s the matter now?”’

“I'm getuing aggrawated. My wrfe’sa savin crit-
ier—a sword of sharpness, she cu's the throat of wy
lelicity, stabs my happiness, chops up my comfors,
and snips up all my Sunday-go-to-meetings to make
Jackets for the boys—she gives all the wittles to the
childeren, to make em jump about like a lamplighter
—I can’t stand it, my troubles 1s over=powering when
[ come to add ’em up.”

“Oh, nonsense! behave nice—don’t make a noise
in the street—be a man.”

“How canl bz a man when I helong to somebody
else! My hours ain’t my own—my money an’t ny
own—I belong to four penple besides myself—the
old woman and them three children. 1" a partnership
concern, and so many has got their fingers in the till
that I must bust up. I’ll break, and sign the stock

- and trade to you.”

THE PARTING OF LADIES.

The many last words spoken by young ladies as
well as old, upon parting, probab'y has olten attraeted
the notice of gentlemen fortunate enough to be their
attendants. The extreme length to which this parung
may be extended, is well described by a correspondent
of the New York Cominercial, writing fromo n board
a North R:ver steamer.  An old lady is represented as
landing, alter a short tip up the River —in the course
of which she had become very intimate with the pas-
sengers; so much so, that she must shake hands and
bid good bye 10 each ol them separately and specially,
Son.e of them were already gathered around the ganl-
way, waiting to land.  Alter a hearty grip and shake
ef the hand with each in the saloon, the captain se
veral imes singing out, “Now, Madam, re’re wait
ing’’—she run the gauntlet of those on deck and reach-

ed the gangway plank,
“Now, madam, be kind enough to step ashore,”

said tae captain.

“Don’t be n such a hurry, captain: I aint,” tartly
replied the old gentlewoman, sull talking with those to
whom her heart had npened. “Did I bid good bye to
you, my dear? Good bye, Miss, I shall never see you
again.”

“Come, madam, we cannot wait.”

“Oh, be quiet, captain; I aint done yet—good-bye,
dear; I shall never see you again,” &e.

At length, she got upon the plank, and with well
considered steps had reached about half way down i,
and the captain turned away 1o conceal his mingled
mirth and vexation, when she turned, and ascending |

the plank. called out,
Laplaing caplaing 1 didi' t bl you good-uye.”

“Run, madam, run—the boat is off?”’

But madam ran the wrong way, and was on board
again in quick time,

““‘Good-bye, capltain, dear, grod-bye,” siezing his
hand —*{I shall never see you again.”

Meantinue those on the wharf took up the cue, and
when at length theold lady got on shore, such a shak-
ing of hands you never did see—the old lady was en
gag;-qi in the delectable uuplupm-ni LY qug as liose
on board could keep her in view,
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THOMAS PAINE.

A gentleman in New York who personally
konew Thomas Paine, and was repeatedly in has
company daring the last years of his life, gave
the following account of a conversalion which him
respecting the Bible:

Que evening | found Paine haranguing a com-
pany ol his disciples, on the great mischief done
to mankma by the production of the Bible and
lilul:.'-’.i.m:!_r. Wlhen he paused 1 said=—Mr.
Paine, you have been n Scotland, you know
there i1s not a more rigid set of people in the world
than they are in their attachment to the Bible; 1s
It not their school book? their churches are full of
Bibles, When a young man leaves his father's
house, hiis  mother always®™in packing bis chest,
putsa Bible on the top of his clothes. He saidt
was true. 1 continued—You have been in Spain
and Portugal, where they have no Bible, and
there vou can hire a man to kill another who peve
er gave him any offence. He assented. You
have seen distiicts in Kurope, where not one man
in filty can read; and you have been in Ireland,
wliere the majority never saw a Bible. Now you
know it i1s an historical fact, that 1n one county in
England or lreland there are many more capital
convictions . 6 months,than there are in the whole
population of Scotland in twelve. Besides, this
day theie is not one Scotchman in the Almhouse,
State Prison, Brideweli, nor Penitentiary of New
York. Now then, if the Bible was so bad a baok
as you represent it to be, those who use it would
ve the worst members of society: but the contrary
18 the fact; for our prisons, almshouses and peni=
tentiaries are filled with men and women, whose
ignorance or unbehief prevents them from reading
the Bible. It was now near 10 o'clock at night.
Paine answered not a word, but taking a candle
from: the table, walked up stairs,leaving his lriends
and myself, staring at one another,

OpPINION OF Niagra.—Rev. Parsons Cooke, in
a recent letter in the N. E. Puritan, thus describes
the fallsit=—‘Here is a river of considerable size,
vnot the largest in the world running down an in-.
clined plane (not very plane, but much broken
with rock) for a consiberable distance, say a mile
or tlwo, and then lilling over a rock, perpendicus
larly, to a cousiderable depth, where it boils and
foams, and sends upa spray, withnot a little
noise, (but nearer to a whisper than to thunder,)
and then assuming, gradually, the noiseless course ,
of a riveragain.  Tlhis [ believe to be a discription
approximating to the tiuth, however destitute it
may be of poetic merits.’

To this may pernaps be added the views of the
Yankee, who, upon seeing the falls, wrote:—
‘My thouglits are strange, magnificent and deep,

As | look on thee;

O, what a glorious place for washing sheep!
Niagara would be.’

-

ForGETFUL LAwWYER.—A lawyer who wag
somelimes forgetful having been engaged to plead
thie cause of an offender began by saying:
| -I‘knnw ”m. prisoner of the bar, and he bears
the character of being a consumate and impudent
scoundrel’ —

Ltiere some body whispered (o him that the
prisoner was his client, when he immedialely
at!dml':]

‘But what greatand gond man ever lived who

was nol calumniated by many of his colempora-
ries?’

A WesTeaN Man's Nortiox oF A Prano.—A
Tennessee paper lalks of a chap at Holly Springs,
who was so astonished at seeinz a lady hringing
music from her piano, that, after IIHfl'IIirlg for a
minute or two, he withdrew his head and hallooed
atler Ins companion, J say, Jim! _i:l~~l come biiﬂk
here; darnation seize me, if heie aint 2 woman
pulling music out of a ches'!”

ABSENCE oF MIND.—A milkman in allempling
to water his horse, wenl oult and watered hig
milk. He discovered s error when his cousto<
merssaid there was no cream to his joke.  So says
a contemporary. We dou’t admure nis milky
way.’

Go and kickan ant’s nest about, and you will see
the nittle, Iaborious, eourageous ereatures instantly set
o work 1o get it together again; and if you do thesame
ten times over, they will as many tunes do up their
work again. Here 1s the sort of stufl’ that men must
be made ol te oppose with success; those who, by what
ever means get possession ol great and mischievous

powers.— Coblelt.

Tue LitrLe Gas Facror.—Put a little coal into the
bowl of a comnman tobacco pipe, stop the mouth of it
with a little elay and place the bowl in the fire; as soon
as the coal becomes heated, a small streamn of gass
will issue from the top of the pipe. If we put a can-
dle to it, the gass will hizht and burn for some time.

An Independent Southerr Representative.~Felix G
McConnell, who ran against the regular Democratic
candicate n the seventh Congressional district of Ala-
bama, has been elected.  McConnell is what is ter.ned
a ““hard case,”” and his conduct was severely censured
while in Congress by his friends, as well as his poluti-
cal opponents. It is said he told his late constituents
hat he was ““a plain, {lar-looted, venison-backed, un
soplusticated loco [oco”—and that ““if they did not
choose to re elect him, because he took his glass of grog
ke an independent eitizen, they might go t0 ——,
and he would go to making harness; and that he did’nt
care a curse, only that he did’nt hke to be cork-screw-
ed outol Congress by the intriguing ol your moceasin
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in the next Congress ol some ““1ich scenes.”’

Not Guilty of “ Preximity.””—The DPostmaster Ge
neral lately abolished a small office in Virginia, and
informed the Postunaster that it was done by reason of
his proxitoity 10 another oflice. In lus reply he com
plained bitterly ol the discontinuance ot his oflice not
for the sake ol the salary, for that was not more than
621 2 cents per quarter—but on account of  the cause
of the d“[-nn[muunru—prﬂrl;mly; “lor,”” saul he “l

pever was guilty ol proximity in my hife”




