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Administrator's or Executor's Notice, 200

Auditor's Notices, each, 1 50 j
dhrritT- Sales, per tract, 1 50
Marriage Notices, each, 1 00 !
Divorce Notices, each, 1 50 ;
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Business or Professional Cards, each,
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of advertisements from a distance, unless they
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uitKMiMiiaiMiiiiaiaintiiiiiiaiuiMitiiiiimiiaifimmiisiiiuiiitfiiiii.

JOHN S. MANN,
ATTORNEY AND COUNSELLOR at LAW.

Coudersport. Pa., will attend the several
Courts in Potter and M'Kean Counties. All j
tin-mess entrusted in his care will receive
prompt attention. Office corner of West
and Third streets. 10:1

F. W. KNOX,
ATTORNEY AT LAW, Coudersport. Pa., will

regularly attend the Courts in Potter and i
tke adjoining Counties. 10:1

ARTHUR G. OLMSTED,
ATTORNEY & COUNSELLOR AT LAW. :

Coudersport, Pa., will attend to all bus<ness ,
cn frusted to bis care, with promptnes ami j
fidt ity. Office on Soth-xvest corner of Main
and l-'ourth streets. 12:1I ?

ISAAC BENSON.
I ATTORNEY AT LAW. Coudersport, Pa., will

attend to all business entrusted to him. with j
care and promptness. Office on Second St., j
near the Allegheny Bridge. 12:1

I CHARLES REISSMANN,
CABINET MAKER, having erected a new and j

convenient Shop, on the South-east corner
of Third and West streets, wili be happy to
receive and fill all orders in his calling.
Repairing and re-titting carefully and neatly
done on short notice.

Coudersport, Nov. 8, 1859.-1 l-ly.

O. T. ELLISON,
j PRACTICING PHYSICIAN, Coudersport, Pa..

respectfully informs the citizens of the vil-
lage and vicinity that he will promply re-
spond to all calls for professional services.;
Uitice on Main si., in building formerly oc- >
? upied by C. \V. Ellis, Esq. 9:22

COLLINS SMITH. E. A. JOXES.

SMITH & JONES,
DEALERS in DRUGS. MEDICINES, PAINTS, j

Oils, Fancy Articles, Stationery. Dry Goods,!
Groceries, Ac., Main St., Coudersport, Pa.

_

10:1

D. E. OLMSTED, B. S. COLWELL, A. C. TAUUARL'.

D. E. OLMSTED & CO.,
DEALERS IN DRY GUODS, READY-MADE

nothing. Crockery, Groceries, Ac., Main st.,
Coudersport, Pa. ? 10:1

M. W. MANN,
DEALER rX ROOKS A STATIONERY, MAG-

AZINES and Music, N. W. corner of Main
and Third sts., Coudersport, Pa. 10:1

J. OLMSTED. ::::::::::s. n. KELLY. !

OLMSTED & KELLY,
DEALER IN STOVES, TIN A SHEET IRON j

WARE, Main St., nearly opposite the Court
House, Coudersport, Pa. Tin and Sheetl
Iron Ware made to order, in good style, on I
fhort notice. 10:1 1

COUDERSPORTIiOTEL, 11
D F. GLASSMIRE, Proprietor, Corner ot i

Main and Second Streets, Coudersport, Pot-
ter Co., Pa. 9:44 1

ALLEGANY HOUSE,
SAMUEL M. MILLS, Proprietor, Coleshurgl

Fulier Co., Pa., seven miles north of Cou- (
dfTvoort on fhe Wpßpville Road. 9:44 j1

LY MANII(JUS E7~
D. C. LYM.VN. Proprietor, Ulysses, Potter Co., \u25a0'

Da. This House is situated on the East I
corner of Main street, opposite A. Corey A j
Son's store, and is well adapted to meet the
wants of patrons and friends. 12:ll-lv. j j

EZRA STARKWEATHER, U
fi-ACKSMITFI, would inform his former cus- ;

toniers and the public generally that he lias ; {
reestablished a shop in the building form- '
crly oce,tipied by Benj. Rennels in Conders-
port, where he will be pleased to do all
kinds of Blacfcsmithing on the most reason- IoDle terms. Lumber, Shihgles, and all 1
hinds of Produce taken in exchange toi
*ork. 12:34.

XjTTHOMPSON,
~~

,
CARRIAGE A WAGON MAKEB nnd RE- i >

FAIRER, Coudersport, Potter Co., Pa., takes
his method of informing the pub- gyy?-

lie in general that he is prepared
!° do all work in his line with promptness, I
in & workman-like manner, and upon the
most accommodating terms. Payment for j
'''?pairing invariably required on delivery of

work, fiAllkinds of PRODUCE ,
on account of work- 1':35. '

f

POETRY.
KNITTING WORK.

Little tiny birds, with burnished wings,
Just drooping to the sea-Wave's foam,

. And bearing from its billowy home
The snow that to their plumage clings,

The fluttering needles swiftly dip
In soft white meshes of her work,

i Where quaint and loving fancies lurk ;
The eye betrays the silent lip.

The tiny needles loop the thread,
Strung with sweet tho'ts of summer hours,
Ot sunlight on the fragrant flowers,

Of poems in the woodland read,
\\ ith prelude of the wild birds song,

And, blending with that warbled tone,
The murmurs, evermore their own,

That in the pine tree shadows throng.

And still, meandering from the ball,
Fond memory's chain unwinds and flows, >
Drops here a smile aud there a rose,

And here a treasured wor. lets full;
So, on she kuits, in twilight gray ,

| The past and juesent, with the vears
Of morning life, its hopes and fears,

Inwoven with her dreams to-day.

M ISC EI JAN Y.

Tlie Deflected Traitor.
The proud aud wealthy James Ag-'

moor, silk and velvet merchant of Broad-
way, New York, was just entering his
superb bazaar, as one of his clerks re-
spectfully saluted hnu, and started to

pass out.

"Mr. Clair, I shall desire your pres-
ence iu my office ere long," said the mer-

chant. "Do not leave the store until I
have spoken with you."

There was au ominous sterrne?s in Lis
tone that attracted the quick ear of Thorn-
ton Clair, and as ho gazed after his pom-
pous chief, who strode on with unusual
haste, his eye caught that of Iliram
.Mould, the cashier, peering with uncon-
cealed malice through the mahogany bars
of his desk. Thornton Clair had arrived
in New York four months before from
some city of the far West, aud upoD ap-
plying to Jaiues Agmoor, his manly aud j
intelligent face had so pleased that gen-
tleman that his services wore immediate-
ly accepted, and he was given the respon-
sible post of collector.

This w:is by no means agreeable to the
envious Mould, nor did his vexation di- (
aiinish as he saw that James Agmoor dai-
ly grew more and more attatehed to the
youth.

While Clair stood awaiting the expect-
-1 edsummons, and as Mr. Agmoor entered
his private office, the cashier moved from
his seat. and.following his principal, care-
fully closed the grecu baize door after,
him.

It was strange to seo the proud and
pompous air of the lordly merchant change
to one of ill-concealed fear und disgust, as

the cashier bid him good day and seated
himself near him, facing him, aud haviug
the office table between them.

" You have considered uiy propositions,
James Agmoor," said he iu a smooth, soR
voice, sleek and silky as the precious, fab-
rics that were about them.

James Agmoor buried his face in his
r>

# ,

hnds for a moment, and then sweeping
! back his snow white hair, said huskily :

" I have, Hiram Mould, I have !" and
his face, pale and red by turns, again

i sought the cover of his trembling hands.
L have told uiy daughter that you de-

: /anded her for a wife. She told me to
(ell you that she would rather be a beg-
gar in the streets than the wife of Ilirum
Mould."

"I told her all," burst from the quiv-
ering lips of the merchant. " 1 told her
that Hiram Mould was the master of her
father; that are she was born I commit-
ted a crime?a crime whose ever present
guilt has blanched my hair befoie L have
numbered my forty-fifth year."

" And then she relented ?"

" She asked uie to tell her of that crime." ,
replied Agmoor, and as he spoke his eyes'
grew bright, and he looked Hiram Mould
full iu the face. " I told her. She said <
the deed was not a crime?that the blow
was dealt in self-defence that killed <
Charles Harper. And so it was. Hiram
Mould, you know it was." ;

" Were we in court, I, the only witness <
of the act, James Agmoor, I would swear 1
that it was ?premeditated murder."

James Agmoor's eyes closed with a
shudder, and again the trembling hands t
hid his pallid face. 1

" I would swear," resumed IJiram
Mould, as his sharp, white teeth bristled c
from bis sneering lips, "and the jury (
would believe every word, that one sum- <
mer's evening some twenty years ago, I 1
saw James Agmoor, who had refused to js
fight in fair and open combat with Charles s
Harper, crouching an.id the bushes that t
bordered the highway through Jersey J
woods; arid as Charles Harper was riding;
unsuspectingly by, I saw James Aguioor
spring from his covert aud strike him to c
the earth with a club ?I would swear that a
James Agmoor theu and there murdered 1
Charles Harper, and buried the body ]
where I could find the bones ; aye, find 1
the watch that should identify the body." 1

"Allfalse !" cried the merchant, arous- :c
ing himself a moment. " 'Twas James

Agmoor who was dragged from his horse t
by Charles Harper! 'Twas liiram Mould' *

who prompted the assault for purposes ol ;
his own?because he hated each with a

deadly bote. You, Hiram Mould, first:
made us, who were tiil then bosom friends,
bitter enemies. lie struck me, I return-
ed the blow ; he drew his knife and stab-

: bad me, but before I fell senseless I wrcst-

; ed the weapon from him and dealt him a
jfatal thrust that prostrated Dim also. We

| fell together?alike unconscious?l in a
swoon, he dead. When sense and feeling
returued to me T was in your house. You,

j Hiram Mould, hid the body where you;
!can find its remains to convict me. The
! public believe that Charles Harper was
murdered ; you created that belief; but to 1
use me all my life, you took successful
care that the finger of suspicion should
not point at me, lest the law might, kill ;
the goose that lays the golden eggs." j

! While the tortured man was saying all
| this, far more incoherently than we have
i written it, the unmoved conspirator had
rapidly sketched a picture oi a gibbeted

i felon, and as the)merchant concluded, Hi-
ram Mould placed the significant sketch

, before him.
" Such shall be your fate, if Rachel

Agmoor refuses to become my wife," said
he, pointing to the hideous picture with j
his long, lean, fore-finger.

Again the merchant yielded before the
I terrible threat, aud his head, sank upun
Ins bosom.

"Now call in Thornton Clair and dis-;

miss him at once," said liiram sternly.
!" He loves ycur daughter?she perhaps;
loves hiiu. You have foolishly allowed
him to visit your house. It shall be my
care that he shall not find other employ-
ment iu this city."

" I am in your power," groaned the un-

|happy man, rising aud opening the door;
but ~s lie did so his daughter Rachel step-
ped quickly from the side of Thornton

; Clair, with whom he was eagerly uuuvers-

; ing, and sa.d : -

"1 wish to see Hiram Mould immedi-
iateiy, dear father," and guided bv her as-

tonished parent, she entered the private
. office.

The merchant closed the door and
turned to address his child.

Tall and queenly in person, a lovely
brunette of eighteen summers, with large

: black eyes, usually full of softuess, as be- \u25a0
came her amiable and affectionate nature,;
but theu Cashing scornful fires as her red I
lips curled with scathing contempt, Ea- j
chel Agmoor motioned her father to pause j

\u25a0a moment and bent her gaze on liiram
; Mould.

lie seemed ill at case as those suberb
eyes slowly scanned hitn from head toi
foot, bathing him as it were in worldless
scorn. He rose to his feet, and recover-
ing his natural coolness, said :

14 I am happy to see that Miss Rachel j
Agmoor considers so humble a person as j
Hiram Mould worthy of so continued aj

S aze
\

" This is the thing that dares to hope;
to call me wife !" said Rachel; aud tho':
the words were cutting, the tone and
manner penetrated to the marrow of the j
rascal's bones, aud Cashed bitter words to j
his white lips. j 1"The thing is honored in being so!
called, my haughty damsel. You are '
proud, now, llachacl Aguioor, but the
time shall come when you shall be as
humbled before mc as the trembling man i
beside you." \'

"IfI reject and defy you, you will
attack the life aud reputation of my '
father," said Rachel ?" You must be
very confident of your power, to send '
a message to the woman you wish to 1
make your wife." ;

"Iam conscious of my strength. Do i
you wish to see a proof of it V' sneered '
Hiram. s

Rachel bent her head contempuously. <
liiram Mould was at a loss to compre 1

heud this uuexpec'ed defiance; but sure,.;
of his ground he Buid : 1

" There is a young man in your fath- \u25a0'
er's employ whom he loves as his own t
son. Rather than harm a hair of that ]
young man's head. James Agmoor would 1
gladly lop off his right hand, 1 verily be- t
lieve, if the sacrifice could avail either. -
Mr. Agmoor call in Thorton Cla'r." <

He looked to see Rachel pale and t
trembling. Rut she was calm and col- n
lected. i t

The timid father ?timid before the:"
cashier alone?obeyed, and Thornton o

Clair stood in the party; but his blue c
eyes wore blazing with a menace so pro- i
found and deadly that Rachel iaid her c
soft hand upon the strong arm that was t

swelling as if for a sudden blow to be i
dealt at the serpent like eyes of the sneer- i
ing cashier, and whispered. a

" Wait '.--for my sake." t
" Mr. Agmoor," said Hiram, but re-

coiling somewhat frum the reach of that 1.
arm, " has this young man dared to make h
love to one so immensely above him as k
your daughter, and I proposed myself as fl
her husband; his presence in oar estab- i h
lishmeut is an insult. Discharge hitn at t

j j Ponce. v

The wretched merchant paused in tor- h
turing suspense, and the cashier pointed v
at the sketch that lay upon the table. 1 1

" Mr. Thornton Clair "?began the
: father.

"My true name is not Clair," began
the young man, quickly, unwilling to see

' ihe father of his Rachel so humiliated.
" I am the son of Charles Harper, who

j lives in Oregon, and who assumed the
name of Clair because he believed be had
slain James Agmoor. My name is, in
fact, Thornton Harper."

" Young man !" cried James Agmoor,
almost gasping. "Do not deceive a most

Wretched man. Does Charles Harper,
who married my cousin, Helen Agmoor,
still live ??was he not killed ?"

" On my honor, Mr. Agmoor," said
Thornton, " that Charles Harper is alive,
and stil thinks that he killed .lames Ag-
uioor. Until this morning I was of the
jsame belief, for my father, who since that
unfortunate combat has concealed himself
under an assumed name in the wilds of
the West, while my mother followed him,
has often toid me sorrowfully of all that

: transpired. Rut lie never told me the
name of the man whom he deemed he

; had slain nor that of the man who, when
he rose after a moment of unconscious-
ness, pointed at your bleeding body, said
you were dead, and prevailed upon him
to seek safety iu instant flight, upon the
very horse you had ridden. Your daug-
ter related to me her last

| night, a f w minutes ago, aud we imme-
diately concluded upon the truth."

"Out of uiy sight, Hiram Mould!"
cried the enraged merchant. "Double
traitor, begoue! or I shall make myself
what you have forced me for years to
think myself?murderer !"

While Thornton was speaking, the
guilty cashier had sunk into a chair and
rested his head upou the table, hid-
ing his face, as he fur ten years delighted
in torturing his victim to do; but when
James Agmoor, no longer a crime-bound

j serf, thus addressed him, he staggered to
his feet, groping bliudly for the door, tot-
tered feebly through the bazzar to his
desk, where he had so long ruled with

| the magic rod of gold, and pressing his
hands to his head, groaned, reeled, caught

; himself erect, opened his private drawer,
placed a pistol to his temple, nnd fell
dead ere he could press the trigger, smit-
ten ?said the Coroner that day?-by the

| almighty hand of God.

From the American Agriculturist.

OcJober.
"All through the night

| The subtile frost hath plied its mystic art,
' And in the day the golden sun hath wrought
True wonders: and the wings of morn and

even
Have touched with magic breath the chang-

ing leaves.
; And now, as wanders the dilating eye
Athwart the varied landscape circling far,

! What gorgeousness, what blazonry, what
pouip

Of colors, buast upou the ravished sight!"
GALLAGHER.

What a change lias come over the face
of Nature ! The waving forests, so late-
ly robed in deepest green, have assumed
the gorgeous coloring of October. The
foliage does not fade but brightens into
death. The last days of the leaves are
their best in beauty, violet, pink, scarlet,
crimson, as if their life blood were oozing
from every pore. Nothing but observa-
tion could teach us that all this brilliancy
and gl >ry heralded death. It would
seem that they were entering upon a new
life, instead of being pushed off the stage !
to make way for a new generation.

The year has culmiuated iu field and
forest, and the farmer is gathering in his
harvests. The first frosts have come and
you see the small hoar crystals glittering
in the morning sua upon the grass and
along the fence?. The pumpkin and
squash vines are the first to feel its pow-
er, and the broad leaves droop and turn

black, as the sun comes up, leaving the
yellow globes, and the crook-necks all ex-
posed. The farmer hardly knew how
rich he was, until the frost cleared away
the luxuriant mass of foliage. Now the
potato patches aud the edges of the corn
fields aud the gaodens are yellow with
the raw material of pumpkin pies, and;
Thanksgiving The orchards feel the
chill breath of the frost, and you hear
the apples dropping under all the trees,

as if seeking warmer quarters in the
thick grass beneath the branches. The
apples are abundant in almost all parts
of the country, aud the poorest families
can lav in their winter stores of Green
ings, Pippins and Spitzenbergs. An or-

chard loaded with fruit, and ripening in
the October sun, is one of the finest sights
in the country. Here is a tree blushing
in every bough with the crimson fruit, ;
and there they hang in long yellow :
bunches waiting for the basket. The
Winter fruits are not harmed by the ear- i
ly fitsts, and they will adhere to the i
branches until it is time to remove them i
by hand. The finishing touches to the i
flavor of the late fruits are given in the ]
last few days of the season. Ifplucked \
too early, they shrivel, and do not ripen '
wfll in the cellar or fruit room. This t
is the reason why some condemn certain ]
very fine Winter pears. Iu some cases, t
the season is too short for theui to ieach ?

? maturity, in others, they are removed
from the tree full two weeks before the
close of the season. Most of the Winter

: varieties of pears and apples are furnish-
ed with a thick foliage which adheres

' longer than the Summer varieties, to af-
i: ford portcction to the fruit The picking,

storing, and ripening of Winter fiuit is
an art that cauuot be learned in a single
season.

With the harvest moon, come apple
parinus, and hustings, words full of
meantng to the old men, if not to the
boys. We see now the ample farmer's
kitchen, and the bushel baskets heaped
with apples, and the merry group of lads
and lassies, seated for their work: There
were at least a dozen of them gathered
from the neighbors to lend a helping
hand in preparing "the apple sass." it
is now called apple butter, and by some
very proper people 1 sauce." A barrel,
at least was to be prepared from the
green, or rather fresh-pared sweet apples
and large stores of dried apples were to

be laid up for Winter use. The head of
the household, as was meet, used the
paring machine with three-tined fork, and
knife that cut the skin as thin as a wafer.
The pared apples fell with wonderful
rapidity into a large tub, and were thence
distributed among the young folks, to be
halved, quartered, cored, and strung up-
on twine about two yards in length, for
drying. The strings of apples, as they
were finished, were put upon hooks in
the ceiling, ar upon poles ready to be re
moved in the morning to the sunny side

' of the house, where they huntr in grace-
ful festoons, the special delight of wasps

\u25a0 and flies. With a huge pan ol apples
; between a young couple, the work went

ou merrily, if uot rapidly; jokes flew back
and forth, sometimes emphasized with

I apple seeds, and sometimes with some-
thing softer. Rustic awkardness m com-

-1 pany was happily overcome, for there
was a place for the hands, au 1 the

\u25a0 hands had something to do. The ton-
gues were unloosed, first about the
work and the company, and then about
something that might have been very
hard work under other circumstances.?
Wholes in the pan were halted, and dis-
consolate halves, out of it, were eventual-
ly made whole. Work aud wooing went

; together in those good old times, when
the kitchen was better known than the

'parlor, aud the presence of the "old folks
at home" did not spoil the freedom and
frolics of their children.

The last apple being pared, and the
last festoon hung up duly in its place,

; there was a resort to fortune telling. The
rind of the apple being passed three

j times round the head and dropped, in-
variably gave the first letter in the name
of the successful lover. As the coil of
rind almost always made an S, or some-
thing that squinted that way, it was easy
lo worm the secret out of the most bash-
ful swain, and point out to him his in-
tended Sarah or Sophia. These prophe-
cies of the farmer's fireside sometimes

turned out alarmingly correct, and were
followed by wedding occasions aud new
homes.

The hustings in the long evenings of;
the harvest moon were iarger gatherings,
and not unusually cheered by the nres-
enee of the fair, until supper time.

" From many a brown old farm bouse,
And hamlet without name,

Their milking and their home tasks done,
The merry huskers came.

Swung o'er the heaped up harvest
From pitchforks in the mow,

Shone dimly down the lanterns
On the pleasant scene below ;

The growing pile of husks behind,
The golden ears before.

I And laughing eyes, and busy hands
And brown cheeks glimmering o'er.

Half hid in a quiet nook,
Serene of look and heart,

Talking their old times over,
? The old men sat apart ;

.While up and down the unhusked pile,
Or nestling in its shade,

At hide-and-seek, with laugh and shout,
The happy children played."

In the warm frostless evenings, such
| as we often have in this month, the scene!
was not laid Dpou the barn floor, but un-
der the open sky, the full moon giving
plenty of light for the huskers. When
the work was done, the company ad-
journed to the house, and tea, coffee,

cakes, aud cheese, were served up in rus-
tic style, These "bees" a3 they were'
sometimes called, were kindly in their
influence. They often helped a short
handed neighbor iu Lis harvest, and were
happy social gatherings. The modern
dances already becoming too popular;
among our rural population are pcor sub-
stitutes fur these primitive, and simpler,
but more natural and enjoyable festivities 1
of the olden time. For these there I
needed no display of expens've dress and I
dazzling jewelry, which are too often the ;
regalia of idleness and vice. "The ap- <
pie paring

" and " the husking bee," are !
pleasant October memories with us.? i
With a little remodeling to adapt them
to the changing time®, they ought to be
perpetuated among the cherished institu- 1
tions of farm life. With our bountiful r
apple crop, and almost unprecedented'a

: jieliJ of corn, in all the North and Ka.-t.
! we shall have ample material, a fid joyt'cfl
occasion " to show

"

np these institutions.

A Heart Worth Having.

A young printer, of this city, tell i"
love with 3 beautiful girl who had the
misfortune to be rich, lie essayed to at

tract her attention, but whoever heard
, a pretty rich girl falling very deeply i;

love with a poor printer? Despairing
? he started for California?that land of re'

ugo for broken fortunes and wound,

hearts. This was in the year I§so, who
San Francisco was a village am! wanto

i printers more than at present. The be
quickly became a man there; and em

barking in the printing business, soor
found himselt the proprietor of an estal
lishment from which sprang in due tin
a weekly paper, ere long to be follov
by a daily. His journal and his forh
flourished amazingly, and he rcturm

New Yuik in 1854, with the avowed \

pose of buying a six-cylinder press, l> t

with the una vowed purpose of locking >y

a lovely form in his new goiden cha-e
Alas, for human hopes 1 The man;*

was wedded and the mother of two c< i :

dren. Tlio printer bought his pro
, and returned toCCaliforniaa ?a sadder, bu

a wiser man. Y ears progressed ami
prospered. One day a lady visited

. editorial rooms to lay her modest con:
bution on bis table in hopes of gen

some remuneration for it. Her story
told briefly?her husband had con
mend bis fortunes in the land of

and had died, and she was left very >.

, with her two children to support.
. editor looked at the lady a niuincnt ?

i handed her a doubloon. The astoni> ?

woman essayed to utter thanks, but v

waved away. To shorten the story,
'ladv was his early love, and?he mat

her, sold out his establishment, rctui

to New York, and is now enjoying
much felicity on the banks of the Hu
son as it falls to the lot of few print,
even to Conceive.? -Sprinyficld h' jm

j(ivan.

TJIF, HOUSE THAT SAM BUILT.?Th
following is a capital parody on "T-
House that .Jack Built." As a " Hum
of the Campaign," we have seen nothi.
better :

THE WHITE HOUSE?This'S the boo
that Saui built.

§100,000,000 ?This is the malt that la -
in the house that Sam built.

JAMES BUCHANAN?This is the rat, tha-
ate the malt that lay in the
that Satn built.

S. A. Dour.LAS?This is the cat that kil
ed the rat, that ate the malt that
lay in the house that Sam built

BRECKINRIDGE--This is the dog. ti
worried the cat, that killed the r;.

that ate the malt,
BELL EVERETT?This is the cow wit.

a crumpled horn, that tossed th
dog, that worried the cat, &e.

X. Y'. EXPRESS?This is the maiden, al l
forlorn, that milked the cow with
crumpled horn, that, &c.

?JOURNAL OF COMMERCE ?This is the
man, all tattered and torn, t'nn-
kissed the maiden all forlorn, k

X. Y". OBSERVER ?This is the p. iest,

shaven and shorn, that married
man all tattered and torn, unto '

maiden all forlorn, that, <fec.
INDEPENDENT ?This is the cock, ti

crowed in the morn, to waken t

priest, all shaven and shorn, ti
married the man all tattered a

torn, kc.
ABE LINCOLN?This is the hunter, w

trumpet and horn, that owned
cock that crowed in the morn
waken the priest all shaven
shorn, that married the man
tattered and torn, unto the ma

all forlorn, that milked the
with crumpled born, that t>-

the dog, that worried the cat. 1
killed the rat, that ate the 1
that lay iu the house that
built.

TIIE census develops the curio a- !
that there are more Scotch desccn
in London than in Ediulmrg, more 5

than in Dublin, 100,000 more Hon
than in Borne, and more Jews th-
Palestine. There are also iu the

! metropolis no less than GO,OOO G
20,000 French, and (1,000 Italk
very large number of Asiatic's fc
parts of the blast, and many w -

worship their idols.

" OLD ABE " GOING TO SPEAK -

Messrs. Breckinridge and Doug! - ' :u. \u25a0
taken the stump, Mr. Lincoln's
have concluded to make an appm
for him. He Will address his fell
zens of all parties, from the east
of the Capitol, at Washington CV
the 4til day of March next, at lus
P. M. All are invited to attend.

THANKSGIVING.DAY.?Gov. Pnc- -

has issued his proclamation appoint"
Thursday, the 29th day of November,
a day of Thanksgiving in Pennsylvania.-


