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Che State-Bights” Adbocate,
IS PUBLISHED EVERY TUESDAY,
In Centreville, Queen Ann’s Co., Md.

BY THOMAS J. KEATING.
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‘Subscription.

$1.50 per annum, in advance; or $2.00 if

paid during the year. No subseription or
yearly advertisement discontinued until all
arrearages are paid.

Advertisements.

T'welve lines or less inserted three times
for one dollar—twenty-five cents for each
subsequent insertion. A fraetion of a square,
when it exceeds a half, counted as a whole
square. 'I'he number of irsertions must al-
ways be marked upon advertisements, other-
wise they will be inserted till ordered out,
and charged accordingly. A very liberal de-
duction made to yearly advertisers.

§5Yo deviation from the above rales

Special Notices.

No papers w:ll be given to any one except
subscribers or advertisers. Single papers five
cents. .

All advertisements of public sales must be
paid forfen the day of sale.

1 . . . . . »
eftificate of publication will be given
unlessth€ advertisiag cost is paid.

All communicativns of a personal nature
will'be charged for at the rate ot fifty cents
a square for the first insertion, and twenty-
five cents for every subsequent, insertion,

Obituary notices, when they exceed six
e, will be charged at the rate of fifty cents

square.

Proceedings of public meetings, except those
of'a religious or charitable nature, will be char-
ged for at the usual advertising rates, and per-
sons handing them in will be held responsible

Pearly Adbertisers,

CENTREVILLE MERGHANTS.
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WILLIAM M’KENNEY.
AT cKENNEY & CO., Dealers in Dry
l\[ Goods, Groceries, IWares, &c., Cor-
ner Store, Brick Building,

\/ ILLIAM F. PARROTT, Dealer in
Dry Goods, Groceries, Wares, &c.,
No. 3 Brick Building.

FPYHOMAS HUGHEY, Dedler in Dry
Goods, Groceris, Wares, &c., Two
Doors from Corner, Frame Building.

W. J. HOPPER. J.W. WILMER.
OPPER & WILMER, Druggists,
Corner Frame Building.

g &

TA"}I ES A.DICKSON, Druggist; Store
o) lately oceupied by Wm T. Dunbrac-
co—opposite the Brick Buildings.

M. H. DYOTT, Dealer in Ready
Made Clothes, Groceries, &c.—
opposite the Brick Howel,

I MASTBAUM, Dealer in Ready-
e Made Clothing, Boots, Shoes, Hats,
&e:y Sonth Side of the Gourt House Green.

CENTREVILLE MECHANICS

-\; ILLIAM STINSON, Carriage and
Y Harness Maker. South West End
of Commerce Street.

1 OBERT A. REAMY, Carriage and
Harness Maker, North West End ot
Commerce Street,

OSEPH A. HALE, Brick Layer. Ot-
¢J ders to be left with R. C. Baynard or
at either of the printing offices.

[ AMBERT T. GOBURN. Fashiona-
ble T'arlor—Shop on Mam Street,
opposite the Court House,
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MISCELLANEOUS.

W [. CIBSON, General Agent & Col-
* leclor, Centreville, Md.

OHN PALMER, Jr., Geuneral Agent
«J and Collector. ' Office North of the
Court House.

AMUEL*A. RICHARDSON, (suc-

cessor to John W. Tarman.) Wheel.-
wright and Blacksmith, at Ruthsburg,
Queen Ann’s co. Md.

T. TWILLEY, Surgeon Dentist;
o Office adjoining the Drug Store.

THOMAS B, Q-UIGLEY, Altorney - at
Law and Solicitor in Chancery, of-
fice adjoining frame Hotel.

JOHN F. POSTON, Brick Hotel Cen-
lreville Md.

BALTIMORE ADVERTISERS

G.T. KENLY W. B. TILGHMAN,

ENLEY & TILGHMAN, Commis-
I mission Merchants,No. 13 Bowley’s
Wharf.

T* A.BRYAN, EDWARD BRYAN.,
RYAN & BRO. Manufacturers of Bry-
an’s Agricultural Mud Lifter; Corner

of Foront and Plowman Streets*

THOME{S W.HOPPER, Whole sale and
Retail Grocer; Corner of Green and
Saratoga Streets.

Z TARMAN General Commission .Mﬁr:
chant and Grocer, No. 5 Cheap Side
betwesn Lumbard and Water Streets.

" lLLIABi_s. JUSTIS, Watch Maker
and Jeweler, Corner of Pratt and
Commerce Streets.

'VV!LLIAM B. LARMOUR, Waich Ma-
ker and Jeweler, No. 10 Light Street

e,

W M- EMERSON N!CHOLSON, Com-
mission Merchant, No. 1, Bowley’s
Wharf.

S. MALTBY, Dealer in shell Lime;|

Q; Bal timore, Md
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L_e-ar by Leaf the Roses F&il.

Leaf by leaf the roses fall,

Drop by drop the springs run dry;
One by one beyond recall,

Summer beauties fade and die;
But the roses bloom again,

And thesprings will gush anew,
In the pleasant April rain,

And the Summer sun and dew.

So in the hours of deepest gloom,

When the springs in gladness fail;
And the roses in the bloom,

Droop like maidens wan and pale—
We shall find some hope that lies
Like a silent gem apart,
Hidden far from careless eyes
In the garden of the heart,

Some sweet hope to gladness wed,
That will spring afresh and new;

When grief’s winter shall have fled,
Given place to rain and dew—

Some sweet hope that breaths of spring

‘T'hrough the weary, weary time
]}udding for its blossoming,
In the spirits glorious clime.

Chotee Story.

OLD SWEETHEA
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BY ANDREW HALLIDAY,

When old Awmit Patterson used to tell
me, as we sat together by her parlor fire.
that she was once a very pretty girl, and
that all the lads of the village were over
head and ears in love with her, I won
I should mention that
Looking

dered very much-
[ was a very small boy then.
up from the footstool on which | was ac-
customed to sit, at aunty’s wrinkled
brow, her sunken cheeks and closely
approximating nose and chin, I could
never realige to my imagination the pic
ture which she painted of herself “when
she was young.” She was a pretty girl
then, she said, with blue eyes and a
bunch of flaxen curls hanging down her
back for all the world like a blossom oi
a luxuriapt labarnum-tree. “I%ere was
a picture of just such a girl in aunty’s

parlor, which aunty said was a picture of

herself at the age of seven. [t never oe-
curred to me, or indeed to any one else
who knew her to deubt aunty’s word. —
But how could I believe that old Aunt
Patterson had ever been anything like
thatz The girl in the picture had rosy
cheeks, and over her shoulders flowed a
profusion of flaxen curls, which were
now represented by a brown wig with
an unnaturally white and well~defined
parting. In her dimpied hand, the child
had an apple as rosy as her own cheeks.
Oft, as | sat at aunty’s feet, would I look
up at those dimples, and wonderingly
compare them with the blne veins of the
shriveled hand which I held in mine.—
What evil genius wrinkled that damask
cheek, and dimmed those brilliant eyes?
Ah! T knew not then what potent magi-
cian i1s Time. Aunty’s story was like a
fairy-tale to me,

Side by side with the picture of “rosy
cheeks™ there hung another; it was that
of a handsome young man with bright,
dark, piercing black eyes and curly hair.
And thereby hung another of aunty’s
tales. That was a picture of Robert Ali-
son, who went to South America five-and-
thirty years ago. “Robert and I were
old sweathearts,” aunty used to tell me:
“he was poor, my dear, and rather wild,
and my father would not consent to our
It nearly broke my heart, for
Iloved Robert very dearly, and I am
sure e loved me. He took my father's
repeated denials so much to heart that he

ﬂlﬂl'l‘lﬂgﬁ"

resolved to leave the country. ] will | harmony with her mood at such times.
go to South America, Lizzy,” he said She sat opposite the pictore of Robert
“make 2 fortune and come back and mar - | Alison, looking into the fire, and merrily

ry you. Your father will not object to
my marrying you when [ am rich.”
cried bitterly, you may be sure; for as |
said, I loved Robert dearly.

bert carried out his resolntion,

claim me for his bride.

o T

|

I burned up into a flame; and threw a flash

Well, Ro- [ who hal long been silently gazing at
I got up the burning coals, cast her eyes up to
one morning before it was Jight, and met l the handsome face, and heaving a sigh,
him at the old bridge, to bid him good- ' muttered half to herself half to me he |
bye. T was so hurried on leaving the | was a fine fellow, but he’s dead now; at
house, for fear that my father should ' the bottom of the sea, my dear,” she add-
wake and discover my purpose, that ] !E[[, more pointedly addressing me. |
forgot to put on my bounet; and I re- | was startled for a moment, thinking aunty
member that, as I ran, the wind blew my might bave heard some farther
curls about so that if any person had ' perhaps that the ship in which Robert
seen me they must have thought ms mad. ‘was coming home had been wrecked.—
But nobody was up so early. 1 found I now saw, Liowever, that she was only
Robert waiting for me on the old bridge. | wandering in her mind, as she had often
After a few hurried words, we partml.—-: done before of late.
But before he lefi ine, he begged alock the flickering light of the fire again fell
of my hair as a rememberance against on the picture, she laughed, and began
the time when he should return and to babble about her

-whom she took for better or for worse,
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Lair to give him, and was right willing | she
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went to bid Robert good-bye.—

. = : T
to do it; but we had nothing to cut off ! *There’s some of it left yel,"” said she;

with—uothing but Robert’s pensknive.
But Love langhs at scissors makers, my
dear, as well as locksmiths, and Robert
laid one of my curls upon his walk-
ing stick, and just whittled it off; and
then I took off'one of his in the same
way though I did not do it so 'neatly,
and made Robert ery out alittle. 1 could
have laughed if my heart had not been
[ stood on the bridge watching
him until he was out of sight among the
trees, aud then I went back home, ery-

so ful!.

mg all the way.”

I dare say aunty told me this story a
score of times, and always in the gloom-
ing of the evening, between the lights.—
But she never carried her early history
beyond the parting on the old bridge. —

What fol-
Aunty wails

All the romance ended there.
lowed was prosaic enouglh.
ea several years for Robert without hear-
ing any news of himj and, at length, be-
Lieving him dead, she married Mr. Grain-
ger, the ron-founder—more, | believe to
please her father than herself.

At the end of twenty vears Mr. Grain-

. . . |
ger died, and left annty very well off—so

well offy indeed that before the year of
mourning was out she was beseiged by
dozens ef suitors. Aunty resisted them
all for a long tiine, and remained a wid-

ow until she met my Uncle Patterson,

and, alas! found him altogether for the
worse and none for the better. - Patler-
son was a kind-hearted, gemal soul, and |
sttongly attached to whiskey tcddy, and
was by no means dilligent in his busi-
nessy, which was that of an accountant.
When he made up his own lastaccount on
earth, there was a very smail balance
left in favor of aunty. A great propor-
tion of what the iron-founder had made
out of pots and pans had gone in double
shotted jugs of toddy. Aunty was a
widow a second time before she heard
anything of her old sweetheart, Robert
Alison. Then she heard that he was
married and doing well in South Ameri-
She used to lay great stress ‘upon

Possibly

ca.
the fact of his being married,
that wae ratlier a consolation than others
wise. She might have felt it a reproach
to hersell had she heard that he was still
single, as that might have been taken to
inmply that he had remained a bachelor
for her sake; whereas she had married
and buried two husbands. v

Some ten b (ifteen. vears after the
death of Mr. Patterson, news came to
the town that Rebert Alison had lost his
wife, and was coming home with his
only son. Old BMrs. Joyece, who had a
nephew in South America, from whom
the news came, called one evening to
show aunty the letter. Aunty, at this
lime, was getting old and frail, and oc~
casionally showed symptoms of falling
into dotage. When Mrs Jovee read her

he letter she laughed childishly, and

said how glad she should be to see her
Qobert again; and then, when Mrs. Joyce
went away, she told me the old story of
her early courtship with Rohert, and of
their parting at day-break on the old
bridge.

I was, as I have said, a very little boy
when aunty first related to me the story
ofher early love: 1 was nearly a man
now, and had come to spend my college
holidays with the good old lady. One
evening, about six weeks after Mrs. Joyce
called with that letter from South Amer-
ica, aunty and | were sitting by the par-
lor fire as of old. It was nearly dark;
but I loved to sit and talk by the fire be~
'ween the lights, The sombre shades of
evening seemed to have something in

rubbing her hands. Suddenly the fire

of light upon Robert’s picture. Aunty

NEWS -,

Presently when

flaxen hair that

I'had plenty of sireamed in the wind tha morning when

%

with his pen-knife. Did | ever show
yon the lock that I took from Robert m
return”” 1 had seen it many a time; but
I said that I should like tosee it. I don’t
think aunty could have been a very sen~
timental person; for, though she kept this
lock and cherished it, sl.e never wore it
about lher person, as women do wear
those things. Perlaps she thought that
after the iron-founder and the acconntant,
it would bhave looked like suffocation,—
She Kept Robert’s hair in a little red box,
with rings and brooches, and other orna-
ments of the kind.  She never took any
particular care of this box, or the hair
which it contained: but always spoke of
the souvenier and of Robert simply as
pieasant remembrances of the past, She
look the box from the place on the man.
le-shell which it usnahy occnpied, open-
ed it and took out the hair. The lock
wasa single jet-black curl,and, as aunty
gently straightened it out, it slipped
from her grasp and twined itself round
the third finger of the left hand, exactly
over her two wedding~rings.

“Why, aunty,” said I, “that’s an omen:
Robert is certainly coming home to mar
'y you.”

“Marry me, child”’ she replied; “I'va
had enough of marrying. Robert will
just be five and-thirty years too late. |
remember that lock curling round my
finger before I married Mr. Grainger, and
[ thought something would come of it—
and something did come of it, but it was
not the something that 1 expected. Ro-
bert got married—and so did I, We
swore on the old bridge to live aud wait
for each other; but our oaths went down
on the streem that flowed underneaih,
and were carried away on the ocean of
oblivion, Yet, it seems but vesterday
that we parted.” Aunty paused, appa-
renily overcome by emotion, aund, ere
she could recover the fire fell in and
burstinto a steady brilliant flame. - My
allention, which was suddenly dttracted
to the blazs. was almbst iminedia{eiy di-
verted by a noise as of some one enter-
ing the room—and at tlhe same moment
a scream from aunty. On looking up |
aiscovered the presence of a stranger.—
My gaze no sooner fell upon his counte-
nance than I also uttered a ery of sur-
prise.

“Robeit—Robert!” cried aunty.

Had the picture stepped down from
its [rame, or was this sowe conjuration of
ihe fancy? There; his hat in his hand,
and his glossy black hair hanging in clus-
lering curls round his handsome head.
stood the very embodiment of the pic-
ture of Robert Alison.

“Robert—Robert Alison!” cried aunty
agail,

The young man advanced towards me,
aud bowing, said—“My name is Robeit
Alison.”

“I knew it— I knew it!” cried aunty,
with almost frantic joy; and rising from
her chair, she rushed to the young man
and threw her arms around Lis neck.—
Poor aunty had been dwelling in imagi-
nation upon her old sweetheart, and see-
ing his very counterpart before her, was
[ost to all sense of the possibility of his
being the same person from whom she
had parted forty years before. I myself
was puzzled and it was some moments
before it flashed upen me that the person
before us might be Robert Alison,s son.
The young man was seriously embarass-
ed, but kindly took the goad cld soul’s
embraces without attempting to disen-
chant her.  While she hung round him
calling him her “dear Robert,” [ explain-
ed to the young man that I was ler
nephew, and that aunty, who was fast

sinking into dotage, had taken him for his
father, to whom, as he might know, she
was gttached m her youth. He said the
knew that, and that his father was com-
ing in presently. Meantime, aunty hung
about him calling him by endearing names
and reminded him of their young days,
and of their sorrowful parting on the old
bridge,

“Don’t you remember, Robert the old
Lridge, and my flaxen curls shining in the
wind that morning when [ came to say
farewell? Come-—come and sit by me;”
and when the young man took a seat by
her side, she stroked his glossy curls,
and, turning to me, said prondly—

“You see it is jet black as I told vou—
black aud glossy, and allin curls, just
like the one that he gave me forty years

The candles were now alight, and as

aunty sail these words, her eves fell "np

i
i

|

 braced the fresh, young hand of her old
“Robert has got the lock that he eut off;

every honest employment as honorable,

—
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on her own shrivelled fingers, wlich em-

sweetheart’s son. “Forty years ago!”
she repeated with a sigh; “dear, dear*
what a foclish old woman !am! |[am
wandering in my wits.” Here she
paused, and covered her face with her
hands At length she said more calm-
ly—**I have been dreaming, young man,
as If ime had been standing still for for-
ty years. You can’t be my Robert AILL
son, but you must be Robert Alison’s |
son. Look,” she said, before he had
time to reply, “there is your portrait, just
as if you had set for it;” and so saying,
she took the candle, and led the young
man to the pictnre. Meanwlile a knock
came to the doot and an old gray beard«
ed man entered at my bidding.

“Mistiess Patterson?” said the stran-
ger inquiringly.

I stepped up quietly to him aud asked
him ifhe was Mr. Alison—Robert Ali-
He said yes, and he wanted to see
Mistress Patterson. Aunty was still
standing with the young man, throwing
the light upon the picture with her hand.
I said in a whisper, pointing to aunty,
“thatis Mistiess Patterson!” The old
“man started and seized my arm as if for
support. Aunty still stood there sha-
ding the light, and the old man grasping
my arm more tightly, remained gazing
at herabstractedly. Atlength turning to
me, lie said in a low voice—“Excuse me
[ have sustained a shock. Forty years
ago, that was the prettiest girl in this
town; during that time 1 have thought of
her as she was then. [ meet her now
when both her and I are verging towards
the grave. I shouldn’t have recognized
my old sweethcart, and | dare say she
will not recognize me.” 1 went up to
aunty and told her who had come. She
came forward to where the old man was
standing. with the candle still in her
hand. She gazed at his snow white hair
and thin, sallow face, and said, calmly,
holding out her hand—¢“well, Robert;
aud so we have met at last, after forty
vears.” “\We Lhave” returned old Robert
Alison; “and having beer old sweetliearts
there will be no harm in an embrace,
especially as | am a widower and you a
widow.” And the old man took aun-
ty in his arms, and kissed her right hear-
tily.

| fully expected a “scene;” but I was
greatly relieved to find that the old sweet= |
hearts were by no means disposed to be
sentimental. The old man and his son
stopped and supped, and after supper aunty
grew quite chatty and cheerful, and talk-
ed in a light and airy way of old times.
And at Jast brought out Robert’s black

son!

cwl; and the old man laughed, and said
he could not supply any more according
to that sample. Nor do I suppose Mis- |
tress Patterson,” he added, taking a lock-
et from his neck, “that vou can EXEEUIE?
an order according to that;”” and so say-
ing he took out the tresses of flaxen hair |
which aunty had given him on the old
bridge forty years before.
tears in aunty’s eyes, as she looked upon
the two locks lying side by side in her
lap.

Robert Alison seitled down in his nas
live town, and was once more aunty’s
s weetheart. Ile waaa constant visiter
t her house, and often walked out with

There were'

he1 to the old b.idge where they part d in
their youth. The neighbors laughed to
see the old couple always together, and
sald pleasantly, that the best thing they
could do, since they had been sweet-
hearts so long, was to get married. But
aunty always said she had had enough
of marrying.

Aunty did not live long after the arriv-
al of her old sweetheart. 'The infirmities
ofage came upon her very fast, and the
last time she went out she was wheeled
in a chair to the old bridge, and Robert
Alison walked with tottering steps by

her side.

Aunty lies in the churchyard now!—
And last year Robert Alison was laid by
her side. The irou-founder and the ac~
countant repose hard by; but they have
notl'ing to say to it.

U~NIvERSAL EQUALITY oF MANKIND.—
There is but one way ot securing univer-
sal equality to man, and that is, to regard

and then for man to learn, in whatever
state he may be, therewith to be content,
and to fulfil, with strict fidelity the duties
of his station, and to make every condi-
tion a post of honor.

Ahiscellancous,
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The Other Side of the Question.

T e e e,
BY MRS. GEORGE WASHING1ON WYLLYS

The latest outery about matrimony is:
that people can’t afford it. Young men
find the girls so dreadfully expensive.—
You see, a fellow might as well sport a
pair of fast horses as a fast wife. Botl
very nice things, no doupt—for those
that can afford them. If it didu’t cast so
much. a pretty wife would rather add to
one’s importance-—say nothing of keep-
ing the stockings in order, and getting
up uice little dinners and tempting break-
fasts. But then, between the opera box-
es, poke~bonnets, diamond broaches and
brocade dresses that the sweet creatures

require, there wouldn’t be a thread of-

broadcloth left of any unfortunate chap.
A wife neeills a new dress forty times a
year, and a horse don’t—that’s the phil.
osophy ol the matter. O, yes! matrimos
ny’s decidedly a fine thing., but too exe
pensive by half. Ladies must really learn
to haul in their expenditures a little, if
thev expect to avoid being old maids.
This is what the delightful young crea-
tures whom sociely calls *‘eligible gentle-
men,” glory in exclaiming on every pos-
sil1: and impossible occasion. But hav-
en’t the ladies a word or two to say on
the same subject?
- “Marry Augustus Jones? OQut of the
question entirely. Not but what he’s a
nice young man enough— whiskers just
the right color, and a positive genius at
flute playing. But, you see, there are
other things which it'sa woman's duty
to consider. Canl afford it? Can | rea=
sonbly expect,’ with our income, to xeep
him in peg top trowsers and ivory headed
canes? Canlkeep hiscologue bottlefill-
ed and his segar case supplied with the best
Colorados?  Who’s to foot his little bills
for his champagne and oyster suppers?—
Who’sto go to parties with him, head~
ache or no headache whenever he feels
like society, and stay meekly at home

‘to read the paper and sing th him whien-

ever he don’t? Am I, who could never
hold my tongue for two consecutive min-
utes at a time, to open and shut my
mouth only at the sovereign bidding of
my husband? Am 1, whose greatest
pleasure in life is in asking questions, to
hold my tongue when he comes in late
at night, and never to find out who gave
him that little sprig of Heiiotrope? Am
I, who've always been brought up to be-
lieve that eyes were made to be used,

'never to look at a beaver hat without be=

ing frightened out of a years growth by
Augustus’s indignant diatribes? 1 tell
you l can’t afford it. No, sir, [ am not
going to put my dear little foot inio it,
without a clear understanding on the sub-
ject. Ifthe gentlemen will put them-
selves on a stated allowance of tobacco
and trowsers—il they will spend jnst so
much on winesand political bettiag—we
girls might, possibly, save some of ’em
from being snufly bachelors. Ouher-
wise—no!

Who cares if we are old maids—]1 mean

(1f we do live to become 25 years old

without getting married? We have a
pretty fair chance of living in peace twen-
ty-five more, which isn’t the case if we
are fastened to extravagant husbands.

Don’t think I mean to be severe Ang-
uists—I wouldn’t hurt your feelings for
tne world. Oaly my dear little man,
you are so ‘“‘fast.”> Don’t you think it
would be 2 more manly life for you to be
splitting wood and carrying water for
your mamma, instead of screwing up
your eye-glass at the girls on Broadway?
Well regulated girls would be twice
as apt to like you. And wonldu't it be
a better plan for you to be reading Cor-
nell’s Geography by the back parlor fire
than driving on the Bloomingdale road?
Depend upon it your chauce for a good
home, under the protection of a sensible
wife, would be a dvzen to one greater.
Nice, rosy cheeked girls can’t afford to
throw themselves away on miserable milk
and<water-lancersdancing-white-handed-
good-for-nothing-jack-a-dandies like you!
You are an expensive article, Augustus,
and you won’t wash and wear.

That’s our way of looking at the mat-
ter.—Life Lilustrated.

§5‘May it please the honorable court
and gentl:men of the jury, the defendant
in this case, willully anc maliciously with
all the fury ofa fiend, emerged from the
wild wilderness with all the terrible fren-
zy of a roaring lion, and with his gigan-
tic strength did then and there seize my

§5-A Slow Match—A long engagement
terminating in an explosion.

hisshirt??

THE Mavor Waxrs 10 See Tueg.—
A young man a nephew, had been to sea,
on his retarn he was harrating to his un.
cle an adventure which he had met on
board a ship:

*I was oue night leaning over the taff-
rail, looking down into the mighty o-

cean,” said the nephew, whom we will
call William, “when my gold watch fell
from my fob and immediately sunk ot
of sight. The vessel was going ten
knots an hour; but nothing daunted, I
sprung over the rail, down, down,and, ¢
long search, and found it, came up close
under the stern and climbed back to the
deck, withoutany one knowing I had
been absent ”’

“William,” said his uncle, slightly el-
evating his broad brim, and opening his
eyes to their widest capacity, “how fast
did thee say the vessel was going.

“Ten knots, uncle'”

“And thee dove down into the sea and
came up with the watch, and climbed up
by the rudder chains:”

“Y es, uncle.”

“And thee expects me to believe thy
story?”

“Of course! You couldn’t dream of
calling me a liar, would you uncle.

“William replied thes uncie gravely,
“thee knows | never calls anybody names; -
but William if the Mayor of.the city
were (o come to me and say, “Josiah, I
want to send thee to find the biggest'liar in
all Philadelphia,”” I would come straight
to thee and put my hand on thy shou'-
der and say to thee “FWilliam the Mayor

wanls to see thee!”
- ety —
Eves,—Major Noah said, *a hazel

eye inspires at first a platonic senti-
ment,” which gradually bnt surely ex-
pands into love, as securely founded as
the rock of Gibrzlter. A woman with

il

a hazel eye never elopes trom her hus-

band, never sacrifices her husband’s com-
fort for her own, never finds fault, never
talks too much or two little, alwavs is
an interesting, intellectual, agreeable, and
lovely creature. “We unever knew,”

says a brother editor “but one uninter=
esting, unamiable woman with a lLagzel
eye, and she had a nose which looked,
as the Yankee says, like the little end of
nothing whittled down to a point.”—
The gray is a sign of shrewdness and
talent; great thinkers and captaing have
it. In woman, it indicates a better head
than heart. The dark hazel is noble in
its significance, as wsll as in its beaunty,
The blue is amiable, but may be feeble;
the black— take care.

THe Two Sexes.—There is nearly
always something of nature’s own gen-
tility in young women, (except indeed,
when they get together and fall a gig-
ling.) It shames us mea to see how
much sooner they are polished into con-
ventional shape than our rough masculine
angles. A vulgar boy requires, heaven
knows what assiduity, to move three steps
[ do not say like a gentlemen, but like a
boy with a soul in him; but give the
least advantage of suciety or tuition to a
peasant girl, and a hundred’to one but she
will glide into refinement before the boy
can make a bow without upsetting the
table. There is a sentiment in all woa
men, and that gives delicacy to thought
and taste to manner; with men it is gens«
erally acquired, an offspring of the intel-
lectual quality not as with the other sex of
the moral.— Bulwar Lytton.

Rerort Counreovs.—8ome years ago
an attempt being mada by certain sche-
mers in Vermont to form a coalition be-
tween the Democrats and Free Soilers
the Burlington Sentinel opposed the
movement as tending to abelitionize the
Democracy, whereupon a subsciber wrote
to Saxe, then editor of the Sentinal, a sau-
cy letter,’denouncing his paper as a “pro-
slavery” sheet and telling him to “send
the thing to hell” Saxe took his re«
venge in the following epigram:

“A free soil “patron?’ of the Sentinel
Politely bids us send the thing to hell !

A timely hint ’tis proper, we confess,

With change of residence to change address:
It will be sent, if Pluto’s mail will let it,
When our subscriber will be sure to get it!”

g§5=Upon the reading of the Declara«
tion of Independance in an eastern city,
by a citizen of that place, a gentleman

from the rural districts made this coms
ment:—

“0, he read it well enough, but I'm
darned if [ believe he ever wrote it.’ P

o

CriNoLINE.—A contemporary wants
to know in what age woman has been
held in the highest esteem? We don’t

But; certainly, fashionable ladies

{now.
| Inoffensive client by the collar and—tore rlﬁll a larger space in the world*now than
r

hey ever did hefore,

il




