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yisanthropie Honts.
feelas ﬁould blot ‘
ofmankind from earth—
sue woong 10 blast them not,
. degraile. so shame their birth,

| 5ot earth should be 759 fair, -

ifol and bright t.l,x:in?,

o hould come forth and wear =
syius.apparelling 5 )
" es, sir should live and glow
.4 and love and holiness,

;n nevet-feel or know

b a God can love or bless—
g;ﬁheir dg};x‘of thankfulness.

0

E :he sun go Jown afid light

. .55 of gold poured on the sky—

;(m iree and flowerawas briglit,

m{; pulse was beating high

i soul was gus},x'mg love,

tzgng for its home above—

o men would soar, if ever,
.Somes of thought and soul—

i degrading ties should sever,

i spitit spurn to controi—

e I seen, oh how my cheek

7 with the shame I feel,

tuth is in the words I speak,

L my fellow-creatures steal -

1o their unhaltowed mirth,

e revelries of earth - ,

ithat they-could feel or share,

/orious heaven were scarcely worth

b &
Siyed

ssing _ﬂoﬁéé or their cafe.
:I,was a worshipper

an's shrine-—yez cven there
unworthiness of thougbt,
en 1 deemed 1 had caught
iance of that holy light .
nikes earth beaatiful and bright’;
ses of fire their flashes sent ;-

< lips looked eloquent—

s« turned and 'wept to fied 5
call ti:_kiﬂing mind.

+tae of those high halls,

»zenius breatfled ia’'sculptuered stone,
fh;dqd fight in softness falls - . E
cill'd beauty .- They were gone
woutts of fire and hands of skill
sught such power—but they spoke
2 overy featore still .
sk lips breath’d and dark eyes woke
-«on cheeks flashed glowingly

«‘:,w[m! motion. [ had knelt

x with Mary at the tree

 Jesus suffered—1 had felt

2 blood gushing te my brow

< qern buffet of the Jew ;—

Lo (he Jord of glary bow,

#ad for sins he never knew ;

Swept, | thought that all

vl like me—and when thgre came
et bright and beautifal,

3 ep of grace and eye of flame,

2 and look most sweetly bent

1 5er presence elo(;ixent.

Tlooked for tears. We stood -

»te scene of Calvary,—

Epierci[}t; sbgar—rhe blood—
i—the Writhe of agony—

L quvering lips in prayer,

rixgve them,”—all was there. .

i tierness of soul,

iegf Jesus. 1 had thought
3%oukd refuse control :

:3au's heart, | knew was franght
gsympathies. She gazed

8 on it:.carelessly,

7 turl'd her lip, and praised\
Uoriest!s garment ! Could it be
3% was meant, 'dear Lord, for thee!

1¥oman—what her smile—
- of love—her eyes of light,—
%2 if her lips revile
lesus?' Love may write
tpon her marble brow
itrin her carls of jet—
“ipring Bower may scarcely bow
“er step, and yet—and yet—
% meeker grace she'll be
tisg than vanity.

~ Evtning. .

\

430 of brightness and the noon ?
“Ting with her shining hair?
all fooded with the moon?

U besides that's. rich and fair?

d:oq i .
. §ht now su‘-.w,my thyme,

4 3d, smweet evening time,

Sis flled with crowds and strife,

m with many a s:oar'i.nigl song ;

9 night is wekedite life,

5 ang many a ma;'ry throng ;

<t ang song, and bell’s soft chime,
ever at Evening time, .

‘9 light wanders up the eky; -
from the darkness flying 13
mi‘m :nusic‘! "Tis the sigh

", "causs tis dying.
"™ soul; let's weave g thyme

t

-| ' when'the ghost of thé old year passes
 over.”’

 Earnest Gourlay, a pale graduate just

1. ver pass these irrevocable periods with-

e

The Last Bachelor

It was on New Year’s Eve in 1820,
that twelve young professional men sat
around the table of a club room at sup-
per. ‘The cloth had been removed,
and nothing was left upon the mahoga-
ny but an eXpressive black bottle, and
a single thin spiritaelle looking glas to
each member, .

The Old South -struck eleven, and
the last hour* of thé year was hailed
with an uproarous welcome.

A bumper, gentlemen,” said Har-
ry St John, the *sad dog” of the
club; « brim your beakers, my friends,
and let "every man bg under the table

*No, no!’ timidly remonstrated

from the University, who sat modestly
‘at the bottom of the. table, * no, no ! it
is a sad hour not a merry one! -Cork
the boule iill after ‘twelve! We have
lost ta0 many hours of the year to
throw aWway the last!  Let us be ration-
till the clock sirikes, at least, and then
drink if you will. For my part, I ne-

outa chill at my heart.. Come, St.
John, indulge me this time! Push
back the bowle I’ The dark eyes of
the' handsome student flashed as he
looked around, andsthe wild spirits of
the club were sobered for a moment—
only ! . ,
* Good advice,” said Fred Esperel,
ayoung physician, breaking thesilence,
* but, like my own pills, to be takenat
discretion. Sink moralizing, I say.—
There are times and places enough
when we must be.grave. I, for oure,
will never mope when I can be merry ;
what say, O'Lavinder? -Fill your
glass and truimp ny philosophy.”
*Smother me! butyou’re all wrong,”
hicecupped the dandy, who was always
sentimental in his cups, - Gourlay,
there,~—I am shocked at your atrocious
cravat, by the way, Earnest—Gourlay
is nearer to it—but—but he smacks of
his_vocation! No preaching, let us
be—pass the botile, Tom—sober.——
Send for a dozen ** white-top,” and
wlien the clock strikes tw twelve—how
| those olives make mg stutter l——seal it
up, solemnly, for the last surviving
m-m-member—solemnly, 1 say 1"’
¢ What’s the use-thundered Tom
Corliss,” who, till the third botile, had-
not spoken a -word, and frem suadry
such symptoms was sirongly suspected
to be in love, who would drink 1t? not
I faith! ‘
such fellows ++slept without their pil-
lows,” to drink ! It’s an odd taste of
yours, my dear marcaroni! [t would
be much better to travestie that whjm,
and seal'a bottle of vinegar for the last
bachelor !"
The proposition was received with a
universal shout of approbation. The
vinegar.was ordered, with pen, ink and
paper, Gourlay wrote out a bond by
which every member bound himself to
«rink i, in case it fell to his lot, on the
night the last man, save himself, was
married ; and after passing round the
table, it was lajd aside with its irregu-
lar signatures, till twelve.—~As the
clock struek, the- seal was set upon the
botile, and afier a somewhat thought-
ful bumper, the host was called, and the
deposit with i1s document was formally
charged to his keeping. '
* * ¥ * :

It-was on the last night of 1830, that
a-gentleman, slightly corpulent, and
with hete and there a gray hair about
his temples, sat down aloge at the club
‘table in —— Street, with " a dusty bot-

* *

S ——

What, sit down when eleven |-

possible. How distinctly I remember
those dozen rascally Benediusts who are
laughing at me .to-night, seated round
this very table, and roaring at my pro-
position ! - All married—St John, and
Fred Esperel, and little Gourlay, and
to-night, “last of all, O’Lavender has
got before me. And I am—-it’s useless
10 den¥ _it—the old bachelor., I, Tom
Corliss, that am as soft inyny nature as
a * Milk diet!” I, that could fall in
love any time in my’ life,(from mere
propinquity ! I, that have sworn—
and broken—more vows than Mercury !
L. that never saw a bright eye, nor
touched a delicate finger, nor heard a
treble voice without making love pre-
sently to its owner! I, Tom Corliss,
an-old bachelor! Was it for this I
flirted with you, ? Wasit
for this I played shadow three nights
successively to you, —— ——?7 Was
it for this, oh - ,that 1 flatter-
ed you into the, belief that you was a
wit, and found you in puns a fortnight
to keep up the illusion? Wae it for
this 1 forswore laughter, oh serious
, and smothered your mother
with moral saws?- Was it for this, I
say, that I have danced with time out-
of-mind-wall-tlowers; and puckered my
wits into birth-day rhymes, and played
groomsman monthly and semi-monthly
atan unknown expense for new ker-
seymeres and bridal serenades? - Oh,
Tom Corliss! Tom Corliss! thou
kast beaten the bush for every body,
but hast caught no bird thyself! :
And so, they have each written me
a letter, as they promised. Let me
see: R PO
. Deaa Ton—How s the hippocrene?
I think I sge you with the. bottle be-
fore you'! Who would have dreamed
that you'would drink it?- T am married
as you know, and my. children sing
* we are seven.” I ani very happy—
ry. My wife—~you know her—is a
woman of education and knows every-
thing. 1can't say but she knows too
much. Her learning does pester me,
now and then—1 confess I think if I
were {0 marry again, ,it would be a
woman that did n’tread Greek. Fare-
well, Tom. Marry and be virtuous.
. - Yours, Harry.
N. B. Never marry 2 ¢ woman of
talents.”

Ha!ha! ¢ happy—very happy.”’'—
‘Humbug my dear Harry! Your wife
‘is a blue, and vrirulent as verdigris,and
you are the mostunhappy of Benedicts,
So much for your crowing,—We'll
see another : .

Tom, I pity thee. Tnou poor, flan-
nel wrapped, forsaken, fidgetty bache-
lor! drink thy vinegar and grow amia-
ble!" Here am I, blest as Abraham.—
My wife is the most innocent—that’s
her fault, by the way—the most inno-
cent creature that lives. Sheloves me
to a foolish degree. She has no opin-
ion but mine, no will of her own—ex-
cept such as I give her, you under-
stand—no faults and no prominent pro-
pensities, Iam as happy as | can ex-
pect in this sad world.—Marry, Tom,
marry. ¢ The world must be peo-
pled.” '

1

Thine ever, FRrep.

N.B. Don’t marry a woman that
is remarkable for her simplicity.””
I envy notthee, Fred Esperel! Thy
wife is a fool, and thy children, egre-
gious ninnies, every one! Thou
wouldst give. the whole bunch of their
carroty her.ds for thy hberty agtin.—
Once mejge ; '
Tor, my fad, getmarried ! ¢ Matri-

mon’y,"” youknow, * is like Jeremiah’s
figs, the good very good ”—the rest of

tle and single glass before him. The
rain was beating violenly against the
windows, and in a pause of the gust,
as he sat with his hands thrust deeply

the old South, striking eleven, reached
his ear. He'started, und, ssizing the
bottle, held-it up 1o the light, with a
contraction of the muscles of his face,
and a shudder of disgust quite incom-
prehensible to the solitary servant who
waited hie pleasnre,

3 Yqu ~say leave the room, William,”

said he: and as the door closed, he drew
from his pocketa smoky, time-stained
| manuseript, and a number of leuers,

I and threw them impatiently on the fa-

1 ble.. After sitting'a moment and tight-

of one who screws up, lis resolution
with some difficilty, he filled his glass

ded and hysterical gulp.

e nd, pweet Evening timo.

>

N

ar p

into his pockets, the solemn tones of

ening his coat about him in the manner

from the bottle, and drank it with a sud-

« Pah Vit cut like a sword. - And 8o
here I am~=the last bachelor ! Ir little
thought it ten years ago, this night.—
How fresh iyjis in my mind!—Ten-
years, since.I put the seal on that bot
tle with my. own hand. 1t seems im-:

the qudtations is inapt. My wife is
the prettiest woman in the parish. .1
wish she was’nt, by the way!—my

about town, I'in quite the thing—my
wife is, that is to say—every where.
T am excessively happy—excessively
—assure yoursell of that. Igrow thin,
they say, but that’s age. And I've
lost my habit of laughing, but that's
proper, as I'm warden. QOn the whole,

' AL
however, I'm toler7 v contented, and

.[ '-‘-umil shall ive these ten years, 1f
wy wife settles down, as she will, you
know. God bless you, Tom, How
‘is the vinegar? Well, marry ! mind

that,

age.
ilgis nectar of your own bottling. Here
1 am, the happiest dog that is coupled.
My wife—] 100k warning from Gour-
lay—is not run after by a pack of pup-
She’s not handsowme, heaven
knows—I wish she were a trifle pre:-
ties—but she’s as good as Dorcas.—
Ah! how we walk and talk, evenings,
I prefer that time, as I can imagine her
pretty ; when .1 don’t see her, you
d how we sit in
dim light of the boudoir, and gaze at
each others just perceptible figure, and
Oh, Tom! marry, and be
blest, as I am! - :

pies.

know, Tom.

sigh!

R '
e v ey ng

e

XY

An

Yours truly;.“
P.8S. Marry a woman that
east pretty, Tom,

P,

J'he gods forbid that I should marray
one like yours, Phil !
to make one’s face ache! And so you
are all discontented—one’s wife is 100
smart, another’s too simple, another’s
too pretty, and another’s oo plain '—
And what might not mine have been,

She is enough

mountainous country, inhabite

takes place.

the | ows getting, husbands. In fact,

whole affair resolves 1tself intol the

mauner :—Each lady, desirin,
ter into wedlock, dresses ‘herselfin
best and most becoming n,tlirejand
ing with her a piece of cloth o{ her
weaving, sits down unveiled i
ket place. The men, bath young

is at

-

the cloth displayed by the Ia:dies,

In the district of Bemin Sooar, a
entire-
ly by the Berber tribes of Morocco,
there is oneiplace, where, during the
fair, a barter of a very .curious kind
This fair is held. once a
year, and is chiefly resorted 19 for the
purpose of bachelors finding wives,
married men adding to their matrimo-
nial treasures, and the maidens of wid-

‘men selling /themseives ; but 10 escape
the ignominy of such a procedure, the
traffic is carried on in the following
to en-

n the mar.

old, who are candidates for matnmony,
parade about, examining the texture of

scrulinizing the same time their Jooks
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1 have seen myseif, on the third

floor of a wooden factory at Tariffville,

-in Conuecticut, the davghter—the or-
phan daughter, of an Episcopal cler-
gyman—ihe own niece of .the:-oldest

Episcopal Bishop of the United States,

the late Bishop Griswold of Massachu-

gells, so engaged; and the fair Ger-

trude—and fair she was—her brow as

Parian marble—hereye dark and bright,

and full like thr Gazelle’s and

“The mind beamed forth showed a counte-

nance

Radiant with pure light ethereal,”

She felt none the less good. or vir-.
tuous, orrespectable, that with the la-

bor of her hands she assisted 10 give

support’to a widowed mother in declin-

ing health, and two or three young or-

phan sisters. She was thus at work -
whea I saw her ou what was the old

mill-seat for her grandfather, who had

owned the country for a circuit of two

miles round. I may mention here, as
exposing that silly argument of the

the
Wo-

her
tak-
own

-and

and

house is the resort of all the gay feilows |

had I 100 been irreparably a hushand!
Well—I am an **old bachelor.”” 1
did n’t think it though, till now. And
is it.my lot, with all my peculiar fitness
for matrimony, with all my dreams of
woman, my romance, my skill in phi-
landering, is it my lot to be laid on the
shelf, after all? Am I 0 be shunned
by sixteen as a bore, to be pointed at
by schoolboys as an old bachelor, 10 be
invited to superannuated tea-drinkings,
10 be quizzed with solicitalions for
foundling hospitals, to be asked ol my
rheumatism, and pestered for snuff.and
recommended to warm chairs? ‘The
gods pity me! .
But not so fast! Whatis the pro-
digious difference! What if I were
married ! I should have to pay for a
whole house instead of a part, to feed
heaven knows how many mouths in-
stead of one, to giye up my whole bed
for a halfor quarter, to dine atanother’s
hour and not my ewn, to adopt anoth-
er's friendship and submit my own to
her pleasure, 10 give up my nap after
dinner for a room with a child, 1o tarn
my library into into a nursery, and my
_quiet fire into a Babel, to call on my
wife’s cronies, and dine my wife’s fol-
lowers, and humor my wife’s palate,
at the expense of my own cronies,
followers, and palate. + But there’s
domestic felicity,” says the imp at my |-
elpow, ¢ and interchange of sentiment,
and sweet reliance, and the respecta-
bility: of 2 man with a family, and duty
to the state, and perpetuation of name,
and, comfort, and autention, and love.”?
Prizes in a lottery—all! and a whole
life the price ofa ticket !

And whynot live single, then. What
should I have then, which I eannot
liave now. Company at my table? 1
can have it when I like, and what is
beter, such as 1like. Personal atien-
tion?! Half a wife's pin-money will |
purchase the most assiduous. Love?
What need havel of that? or how
long does it lastwhen it is compulsory ?
Is.there a treasure in my heart that will
canker if itis not spent?  Have I affec-
tions that will gnaw like hunger ifthey
are not fed? MustIlove and be belov-
ed? 1 think not. But thisis the rub,
if there be one. Tll look into it the
first day I feel metaphysical.

i

j

Westery ELoquexce.~The fol-
lowing extract [rom a speech of a "y qq.
tera lawyer, we find in the Wheeling
Gazette. 1tis acapial burlesque :
*'The law expressly declares,- gen-
tlemen, in the beautful language of
Shakspeare, that where no doubt exists
of the guilt of the prisoner, it is your
duty to lean on the side of instinet and
(otch him in innocent. Il you keep
this fact in view in the case of my cli-
ent, gentlemen, you will have the hon-
or of making a friend of him and all
bis relations, and you ecan allers lonk
upon this occasion, and reflect wigy,
pleasure-that you did as you wgpld
have been done by ; hut if, en “ne oth.
ar hand, you disregard this, wrinciple of
law, and set at nought mv ¢legant re-
marks, and fotch hiry 5 "ouilty, the si-
lent twitches of vor geience will follow

on, and WY ‘njured and down-trodden
client wi'} be apt 1o light on you one of
these dark nights, as my cat lights on

Yours always, G. .
N.B. I would n’t marcy a beauty
Tom.

Poor Gourlay ! His wife’s a belle,
and he’s as jealous as Bluebeard—dy-
ing absolutelv of coricosion. It's eat.
ing him up by inches. Hang the let-
ters ! they make me inelancholy. Oune
more, and I'll throw the boding things
into the fire. , )

My sweeT Ton—I hope the. gods
have promised thee 2 new weasand.—
‘The vinegar improves, doubtless, by

»

a sasser full of new milk!”

EasiLy Preasen.—An Arkansas lie-
ro.was lately convicted of horse steal-
ing, and when sentence had been pass-
ed on him, he ook a survey of the
Court room, and gave vent to his feel-
ings after the following manner:—
« Well, this rather the briskest place 1
ever did see. T'ravelled fifieen miles
this morning—stood an- election, and
unapimously voted by twelve men to
be maintained at the pablic expease for

and behavior.
pleased with the maiden, he| inquires

naming what she would expeetas a
dowty, and the amount of this she rais-
eg or depresses, according as
date for her heart may plea
sorting to the demand of an exorbitant
sum should she be :averse to the pur-
chaser.
ored swain is able in some

they come-to an agreement, the parents
of the girl ' are appealed toland they
have the right of assent; the - parties
adjourn to'a public notary, the contract

carried off 10 her new hom
traflic, widows are ata lo

their cloths very cheap.
thus purchased cannot be resold, how-
ever muchi the purchaser uiay repent
his bargain.
wife, and retains the purchase money,
which is her jointure or dowry. It is
evident that this curious system of bar-
ter has been resorted to by these Ma-
nome{:danj mountaineers as a means of
evading the law of the Prophet, which

interdicts al courtship bel‘orie marriage.

tering a dourt room, how ;many law.
yers haye you; how isiit possible
‘that half this number can find employ-

ingeachother. 1conceive,saysthestran-

Should the cu}stomer be

he price of the cloth; she replies by

Ilhe candi-
ge her, re-

During this barter
degree to
acter. If

)

fhe enam-

udge of her temper and cha

s made, and the purchased bride is
In this

WT rate price
adies sell
j’l‘ he wile

n general, and divorced

She is his lawful wedded

Lawyers,
Bless me, cried a stranger, on en-

ment?  Nothing so easily conceived,
said a by-stander ; they live by watch-

ger, how the case stands,” 'The catch-
pole-waichies the culprit, the attorney
the catclipole, the counsellor,the at-
torney, and the solicitor the counsellor.
You put me in mind, says the by-stan-
der, of 4 fable I read whenl w.s at
school. which was this:

A grasshopper, wet with dew, was
merrily singing under a leaf, a wangam

poor against the richi—that I have heard
my father:say, that when a boy he taok
a grist to the same old mill, that Mr.,
afterwards Bishop-Griswold, was mow-
ing’ in an adjoining field ; he. hung his
scythe wpon an apple-tree, took the .
grist off his horse, ground it, put the-r
bags on, and started him home. My
father subsequently siudied Greek and
Latin, with Mr. Griswold, and came

to the bar, while the miller became a
Bishop, and deceased but a few months
since, with the reputation of being one
of the most learned' and respectable di-
vines in the Episcopal Church.—C. P.
Holcomb. : -

]

Troe Female Nobility.

The s~voman, poor and ill clad as she
may be, who .balances her income
expenditure—who * toils and sweats
In unrepining mood among her well
trained children, and presents them,
morning and evening, as an offering of
love 10 her husbaad in rosy health.‘and
cheerfulness, is the most exalted of her
sex. Before her shall the proudest
dame bow her jewélled head, and the
bliss of a happy heart dwell with her
forever. IT there is one prospect dear-
er than another to the soul of man—if
there is one act more likely to bend the
proud -and inspire the broken hear:ed
—it is for a smiling wife to meet her
husband at the door with his host-of
happy children. How it stirs up the
tired blood of an exhausted wan:when
he hears a rush of many feet upon the -
stair case—when the crow and the caref
of their yonng voices" mix in glad eon-
fusion—aud the* smallest mounts and
sinks into his arms ‘amidst a mirthful
shout. It was a hald from -every
countenance that beamed around ihe
-group. There was ajoy and a blessing _
there. ; -

. £ -

ReveErsiNg 4 Custom.~Hitherto,
the son has generally succeeded the

that eats grasshoppers, was just streich-

ing forth’ to devour it; a snake m;iz1

eats wangams lay coiled U5 ready to

fasten upon the wanp p, ; the hawk
that eats snakes h- ] just stooped ftpm
above o seige }

: the snake; all quieily
Intent urtn their prey, and unmindful
of 1 Leiridanger.  Just at the same mo-
ment, wangam eat the grasshepper, the
snake eat the wangam, the hawk eat
the snake, when soaring from on high,
a vullure gobbled uii the hawk, snake,
grasshopper, wangam and all.
{

A Cavtious ‘Winowsr.~In a vil-
lage in |Picardy, after a long sickness,

Her husband was willing, good wman,

a farmer’s wife fell into a lethargy.—

to believe her out of pain and so, ac-

father in his positions and possessions.
'T'he late election for Governor of Ohio,
furnishes an instance reversing this
very natural and proper arrangement.
The Hen. Th. W. Barley, is now
Governor of Ohio. His fatlier, Mor.
decai Bartley, has beene lected by the
Whigs, and will soon succeeded his
gon tu the Gubernatorial chair of Ohio.-
‘These are truly days of strange eveuits, -
Earey Marrise.—Tacitus says,
¢ Early marriage makes vs immortal.
It 18 the soul and chief prop of the em-
pire. ‘That man who resolves to live
‘without a wife, and “that woman, who
resolves to live without man, are ene.
mies to the community in_ which they
dwell—injurious to themselves, “de-
structive to the whole world, apostates

you all over 6ve ¢y fajr cornfield. I reck- |

cording to the custom of the country,
she was wrapped in a sheat, and ear-
ried out to be baried. Baut, as ilt luck
would have it, the bearer carried her
so vear a hedge, that thorns pierced
the shegt, and waked the'woman from
her trance. Some years alter, she died
in reality ; and a the funeral passed
along {he husband would every now
and then eall out—** not too near the
hedge, neighbors—not 1oo ‘near the

2]
hedge I

%
]

PavanLe at Sigur.—** Bob, have
youseen Mr, Brown lately 1"
“Nop, Jim. T havn’t—why ?”
U “’Lhy. I have anote of lus, and be.
ing sl,‘url of funds, should like to find
him.", )
*+'[henote 18 good, is not?”
«+ Q! ves; good as gold, I suppose,
but there's a difficnlty nevertheless.—

&¢. ;Now 1 don’t say anything against
the note, but blow me if I have had a
sightjathim since he gave it 1o me;
and probably won'{ have again as long

WO years, by——"'"

.| as Ili{\'e."

from nature. and rebels agaiust heaven
and earth :

] .

1

“Reweynser THE YWHEEL.—Let our

rich men remember that their owy off-
spring may sometimes be poor. " Hijs.
tory tells of an ancient conquerer, wiro
having harnessed several kings 10 his
ttiamphant chariot, noticed one f them
frequently dooking ‘back, and watching
the wheel.

‘The conquerer asked himn
why hé did 0. 1 was thinking. said
he, how. quick the'top of that wheel
would come down into the dust, and
the part néw down, would be on the
top. ‘Fhe conguerer unharnessed him..
Rich mien! remember the wheel.

Got ne Dar.— Look-heal, Jalke,
how you get dat hole in de¢ slecbe of
your new coat 1"’

- »¢ Hole—whar ?war? T doesn’tt eeo

It reads - at sight T promise to pav,” oo hole in de sieebe.” -

*¥Youdoesn't sees 1t praps, but yr
got one—biZ-one 100—big enor
put your arm froo.”

+ Yah—yah=—ah!
gat me dar, naggalg.".
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