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FRIGHTFUL NARRATfVE

In the fall of 1846 I was traveling enslwnr«l

n a~gtagecoach from Pittsburg over the.moun
“riins. My fellow passengers were two gentle-
men and n lady. The elder gentleman’s coun-
‘enauce mlerostcd me exceedingly. In years
he scemed about thirty—m air and manner.
he was caltn, dignified and polished, and the.
contour of his features was singularly intellec
1o conversed free’y on different topics

taal.

4 1til the road became more precipitous, but |

wu my divecting his, atteution to the great al-
viude of o ;Jucc\plce. on the verge of which
o w conch wheels were fearfully rolling.  His
eyes, lntely filled with the light of intelligence
1 ecame wild, restless and anxicus—the mauth
1witched spasmedicilly, and the forehead was
neaded with a cold perspiration. With a
liarp convulsive shudder, he :l"l'll(\d his gnze
from the giddy hieight and clutching my arm
lighﬂvl with both humlsv, he hung to me like »
drowning man. )

« Use the cologne,” mnd the lnd‘ , handing
me a bottle, with the instinctive goodnces of

5

her scx.
I »prinkled a little on bis @co and he goon
“tiecame more composed—but itiwas not until
we bad entirely traversed the mountain, and
descended into the country beneath, that his
fine features relaxed from their perpetual look
and sssumed the placid, quiet dignity, that]

- —had-at-first-noticed. e |

«l.owe an apology td the lady,” said he,
with a Llnd smile, and n gentle inclination
of the head to our fair companicn, ¢ and some
explanation to my fellow travellers, also; aud
_ perhaps I cannot bétter acquit mygelf of the

Jouble debt than recounting thoe cause of my
recent n[,mmou

“It may Ppain your fce]ings," delicately
urged the lady. N

« On the coutrary, it will reliove them,” was.
the respcotful reply.

_ Having signified our several desires to henr
more, the traveller thus proceeded

- At the age of eighteen, I was light of heart
light of foot, and I fear, (he smiled) light of
Lead. A fine property” én. the banks of the

. Ohio acknowledged me sole ownmer. I was
hastening home to enjoy-it, and delighted to
get free from a college life. It was the
raonth of October, the air bracing and mode
of conyeyance o stage conch like this, only
cumbrous. The other passengers were few,
enly three in all; one an old grey-headed
planter of Louisiana, his daugbter, a joyous,
bewitching creature of about seventeen, and
his son about ten yenrs of age.

They were just returning from France, of
which country the young lady discoursed
in terms go cloquent as to absorb my entire
attention.

The father was taciturn, but the daughter
vivacious by natvre, snd we soon Leciimo 80
mutually pleased with cach other, she a8 the
talker, I as the listener—that it was not until
a sudden flash of lightning and a heavy dash
of rain against the windows elicited an exami-
nation from my charming companion, that I
knew how the night passed us.

Presently there came a low, rambling sound
und then several successive flashes of light:

ning, accompanied by tremendous peals of |
- shattered tree, clinging to the rvoof of your

_broken conch with one hand, and to the in-

thunder. . The rain descended in torrents, snd
an angry wind began to how! and moan thre’
the forest trees, .
+1looked through the window of our vchmlo.
The mght. was a8 dark as ebony, but the light
ning shyuwed the danger of our rond. We
were on the edge of o frightful precipice. I
could see, at intervals, huge jutting rocks far
down its side, and the sight made me solicit-
ous for the sastety of my fair companion, 1
thought of the mero hair-breadths that were
between us and eternity ; a single little rock
that wiis'in the track of our conch wheels—a
tiny billet of wood, o stray root of a tempest-
torn tree, restive horses, or a carcless driver——

" that awaited him,

Louise, my bmuhfn\ fellow tmvellcr l)ec yme
as pn]e as aphes She fixed, h(-r senrching.
eyes ob:ming-with & “look. of apxious dread,.
and turning to her father hurriedly remark-
ed:

«“We are on the mountains.”

With instinctive nctivity I put my hend out
of the:window and called to the driver buf’ ‘the
only answer was the moaning of an animnl
borne past me by the winds of the temprst.—
['seized the hnndle of tlie door, and strained
in vain—it would not yield a jot, . At that in
atant I felt o cold hand on mine, and heard
Louise's voice faintly ru'ﬂcnl-umg in my enr
the following appalling words :

«T%he coach is heing moved backwards !

Never shall I forget the fierce ngony with
which I tugged ntthe door, and called on the
driver in a tone that ru'nlled the force of the
blast, whilst the dreadful conviction was burn-
ing on my brain that lhe coach was bany moved
baclncarrfs

" What followed was of such swift occurrence
that it secmed to.me like  frightful dream.

1 rushed against the door with all my force
but it withstood my utmost efforts  Ono side
of the vehicle was sensibly going down, down,
down. The moaning of the ngonized animnl
becnme deeper, and I knew from his d(‘npe-
rate plunges ngninst the traces that it wns one
of our horses. Crash after crash of coaree
thunderrolled over the mountaiu, and vivid
sheets of lightniug played’ around our devoted
carringe as if in gléo at our misery. By its
light I could sce fora moment—only for a
moment—the old planter standing crect, with
_hig hands on his son and dnughter, his eyes.

> raised to heaven, and his' lips moving like

thoso in prayer. . . ~

1 could sec Louise turn hcr ashy cheek to-
wards me as if implorieg protection: and T
sce the bold gl'xr-ce"of the young boy flashing
mdugnnnt defiance at the descending enrringo,
the war of clements, and the awful danger
There was a roll, a despe
ratc plunge, as of an animal in the last throes
of dissolution —a harsh grating jar—and I
had but time to grasp Louise firmly with ono
band around the waist, and scize the lenther
fastenings attached to the ceach roof with.the
other, when we wero preclptmtcd over the
precipice. ) -

1 can distinctly recollect preserving consci-
ousness for & few seconds of time, how rapid
ly my breath was being oxhnusted, but cf that
tremendous descent I soon lost all further
knowledge by a concussion so violent that 1
was instantly deprived of senso and motion.

The traveller paused. Xis features worked

~ for a minute or two as they did when wo were |

on the mountain; Lie pressed his hand. across
bis forhead a8 if in pain, and then resumed his
intertsting narative.

On a low couch in an hunble room of a
small cougtry house, I next opened my eyes
in this world of light and shade, joy and sor-
row, of mirth and madness. Gentle honds
smoothed my pillow, gentle feat glided across
my chamber, and o gentle voice hushed for a
time my questionings. I was carefully atten-
ded by s young girl of fiftcen, who refused,
for a lefngth of time, to hold any discourse
with me. At length, one morning, finding
myself sufficiently recovered to sit up, I
insisted on learning the result of the acci-
dent.

«You were dxscovered " gaid she, *aiting
on o ledge of rocks amidst tho branches of o

pensible form of o lady with the other.”.

©“And the lady?” I gasped, scanning tho
girl's face with an earnestness that caused her
to draw bnok and blush.

s She was saved, sir, by the means that
saved you—the frieudly tree.

« And her father nnd-brother 3" T impati-
ently demanded.

+ We found them both crushed to picces, at
the bottom of the precipice, a great way be-
low where my father and uncle Joe found you
and the lady. We buried their bodies both
in one grave, close by the olover putch, in our

apy of theso might hurl us from eur sublunary

existence with the speed of thought.

«"Pig o perfect tempest,” observed the Indy
rerl withdrew my hiead from the window.—
- How I love a suddcu storm | —there is some-
thing so gmud among ‘the winds when fairly
looge amdng the hille. I nover encountered
o night like this, but Byron’s magnificent: de-
ecription of o thunder atorm in the Jura oc-
cufred ta m,y mind. But are we an tlc moun-
tains yet ™ -

.44 Yes, wo have begun the ascent ” *

. Is it not 8aid to bo dangerous ¥’ -
L By no means,” Ireplled inas easy a tone
ny Iv\could asgume.
.4 1 only wish it was dnyhght that we migbt
cnjoy tlie mountain scenery. But what's that?”
nli‘}_;llo covered her gyes from the glure of a
“elieet of lightning.that illuminated the rugged
mountain with brilliant intensity.  Peal -aftor
penl of crashing thunder mst'mtly bucoeedcd
there was o heavy ‘volume of rain coming down |-
atr ench thundevburst, . and with the deep
noaning of an animal breaking upon our

carg, 1 found the conchi had come fo a dead
kals,’

.___"...(_’«

meadow-ground.

1

4 Poor Louise! poor orpban ! God pity you!
- I muttered in broken tones, uttcr\y unconcious

that I bpd a listuer.

¢ God pity her, indeed, slr,” said the
yr;un'g girl, with a gush of bheartfelt sym-
patby. ¢ Would you like 10 see her!? " ghe
added:

I found the orphnn bathed in tears, by the
graves of her buried kindred. S8he received
mo with a sorrowful sweetness of wanner. 1
. I need not detain your attention by detalling
the efforts I made to win her from her grief,
but briefly ncquumt you that at last I succee-
ded in inducing hev to leave her forlorn home
in the sunny south‘, and that tyelve months
after the drendful occurrenge which Ihuu}re
lated, we stood at tho altar as man and wifo.
“She still lives to bless my love with her snu]es,‘
and my children with good precepts; but on
"~ the aniversary of that dreadful night sho 5o~
‘cludes horself in Ler room: and devetes the
Lours of darkness to solitary prayer. “As
for me,” added tho traveller, while the faint
flush tinged his noble brow at the nvdwul,\ ‘ag
for me, that accident Las reduced me to the

cnndltlon nfn phv-lcnl coward at the sight of

n mountain precmlcc "

—“Butﬂ\o driver,” asked our lmly pnssenﬁ
ger.f\vllo had sttended to the rvecital of the
stary with much attention, **.what becnme of
the driver, or did you ever learn thc Teason
of hm deserting his post -’ 1 R A ’

.. 4 His body was found on the rn'n] wnhm a
few stcps of-the spot ‘where the conch’ went
over. e bnd heen struck dend by tl, ¢ snme
flash of lightning that blinded “tho restive
Ahorses.” - DS -
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- THE HERRING PIE.

It wn- a cold winter's evenmg, the, rich
banker Brownker had drawn his casy chair
close intn the caruer by lho stove, and sat
smoking his lnng clny pipe with great com
placency, while his intimate friend Van Grote,
employed in exnctly the ‘same manner, occu-
pied the opposite corner. All was quict in
the house. for Rrounker's -wife and children
were gone to a masked lmll and sccure from.]
fear of interruption, thc two fnonds md\\lgcd
in n confidential conversation,

o] cannet thiuk,” said Van Grbte; “why
you should refuse your consent to the mavringe
Berkenrode can give his davghter a good for-
tune, and y- u say that your son is desperate-
ly in lave with her.”

*I don't object to it,’ said Brounker.
my wife who will not hear of it*’

‘And what reason has she for refusing 1’

Tt is

—-+Qne- which—I-cnnnot—tell -you;’--said- his-

frien:d, sinking his voice.

‘Oh! 2 mystery,—come, out m!h it. You
know I have alwnys been frank and open with
you, even to giving you my opinion of your
nhsuard jealousy of your wife ’

‘Jenlous of my wife ? nonsense!
just sent her to a masked bali?'

‘Idon't wonder you boast of it. T shou'd
like to have seen you do as much when you
were first married.  To be sure, you had rea-
son to look shnyply after her, for she was the
prettiest woman in Amsterdum. Unfortunate-
1y, she has taken such ndvantage of your love,
that the gray mare has Lecome the better
harse, and you refuse an udvantageous match
for your son, to gratify her caprice.’ -

*You are quite wrong, my good friend. 1
never alloy any one to be master here but
myself; and in the present-instanco I catnot
blame Clotilda.—The secret of her refusal lies
in o herring pie.’

‘A herring pie!’ exclaime? Van Grote.

*Yes o herring pie. You mny remember, it
wag a favorite duinty of mine, and that my
wife cruld not’ endure’ the sm:ll of it. Well,
during the first year of our marringe, I must
confess I was a littlo, o very little—jealous of
Clotilda. My situntion obliged me to keep o-
pen house, and nmong the young sparks that
visited us, none gave me more vneasiness than
the bandsdmo Col. Berkenrode.—The reputa

Have I not

tion that he had nlready acquired for gallant.

ry was enough to create alarm, and the mark:
ed attention he paid my wife convinced mo it
was well founded. What could Ide? It was
impossible to forbid him the house, for he had
it in his power to deprive me of the government
contracts; in other words, to ruin me. After
pondering deeply on the subjeet, I decided on
doing nothing, until the danger should become
immincnt ; all that was necessary was to know
how things really stood. Ilaving just pur-
cbased this house, I cnused a seoret closet to
be made behind the stove here. It communi-
cates with my private room, and from it I.counid
overhear everythmg that passed in this npart-
ment without risk of being discovered. Thank
Gﬂqd, I have bad no uscfor it for the last twen-
ty years, and indeed, I donot even know what
bas become of the key. BSatistied with this
precn.unon, I did not hesitate to leave Clotilda
when any of the admirers paid her a visit,

though I promise you that some of the Colo-

{ nel’s gallant speeches made me wince.’

‘Upon my word,’” interrupted bis friend, ‘you
showed n most commendable patience. In

‘your’“‘l gce I shiould hiave contented myself

with forbiddingmy wife toreceive thesc visits.’
‘There.spoke the old bachelor.. But as 1
did not want to .drive her headlopg into his
arms, I went a different way to work. Day
uftor day I was forced to listen to the insidious
arguments of thé seducer. ' My wife—I must
own she madon stout defence—nt one time
tried ridiculo, at nnother entreaty, to detor
him from ‘hig pursuit of her. He began_to
lose hope in proportion a8 I gained it, till one
day he bethought bimeolf of threatening to
blow out his brains if she would not show him
somo-compassion, Moved at this jroof of the
strengith of his passion, sho burst Into teavs,
and plended that sho was not frec—in short,
sho gave him to understand that I was the ob’
stacle to hie lmppmess‘ Berkenrode was too
wcll "gkilled In tho art of seduction not to sce
that ho had gained a point.  Ho raved, cureed
o as the cause of his misgry; ond tried to ob-
tnin. n promise from herin ease sbe should be-
come 8 widow, She stopped Lim pevemtorily;
but L never closed an oye that night, ond Clo-
tilda,-though sho did not know I watched her,
was a3 uneasy o8 mysell. On the following

v

{ vulsions, and died in n few minutes,

dny, a circumstance occurred that in rensed
her ngitation.  While at breakfurt, a message
enme from theicook asking:to see me.nlone
I desired liim to come in, (a« 1 was not in the
hiabit of interfering in domestic affairs) and
eommunicate his busincss in my presence
Whea the:‘mnn cntered he wad pnle as o ghost,
and kturcely scemed to know what he was a-
hont At lnat Le told- me he had received o
pcket ¢rntalning a'emall boitle, three hun’
“dred guilders, and a note, in which he was re-
quested to put the contents of the former-into
the first herring pie he should prepnyve for me.
[le was assuredi that he might d. so without
‘fenr, as tho contents of the bottle were quite
hurm?oss and would give a dehunm\ flavor to
the pie

if he complied with the request and kept hie
«wn counsel. The honest fellow, who was ro
nll& much attached to me, snid he was convin-
ced there mnst be something wrong in the af-
fair, nod should not be happy till the betile
and mone§ were out of his bauds. - T poured a-
few drops ofth'e liquid on a lump of supar, fnd
gave it to my wife's Inp dog It fell into con-
The case

An additional réward was pmnu-ud

T-whs now plain; there had been an attempt to
poisun me  Never sliall Iferget Clotililn’s pale
‘face as she threw hereelf weeping into my
armsa-—'Poison ! A wurderer I she exclaimed,
clusping me as if to +hield me from danger:
+Merciful Heasen, protect usboth !’ Iconsoled
her with the assurance that I was thankful to
my unknowr enemy, who ‘was ‘the means of
Whowing me how ebeloved me. Thatday Ber
kenvode eanme nt the usual-hour; but in vain
did I take my ceat in the hiding place. he was
mot Bdmittéd T afferwnrds “found “that sbe
bad sent Lim a letter, threatening if ever he
enme again that her husband should be lnform-
ed of W}l that bid pasged. He made many
attempts to- softem her resolutions, but tono
purpoeso, and n year afterwnrds he married.
No nequuintance has ever existed between the
tumilies; and now you know why my wife re-
fuses her consent to our son's’ mnn-mge with
Berkénrode’s d'mghter"

‘T cannot blnme her,’ said Van Grotc. ‘“Who
would buve thought that Berkenrode, a goldier,
aud A man of honor, could have been capable
of suchit raxcally deed ¥

*Ha! ha! ba!' laughed Brounker, ‘and do
you really think it wasthe General who sent
the poison !’

‘Why, who els ”

I\l)vsdfto besure! The whole was my own
contrisance, and it cost me three hundred
money well lnid out, for I saved my wife, and

time.’

‘Do you know, Brounkcr I think it was ra-
ther n shabby trick to leave Berkenrode under
such an imputation; and now that your son’s
happiness depends on your wife being unde-
ceived—' :

‘1 am naware of all (hat, but to undeceive
her now ia not 5o ensy as you think. How
can I expect her to disbelieve a circumstance,
in which, for jthe last twenty years,.she has
put implicit fiith ?' ‘

He was interrupted by the entrance of Vrow
Brounker. Her cheeks were flushed, and she
saluted Van Grote rather stifily.

*What ! not at the ball, Cloti;da? asked her
husband.

‘No!l Ihqd o bad headache,” she replied,
‘and Maurice has promised ,to tuke charge of
his sisters. But I have come to tell you that
I have been thinking over his marriage with
Mina Berkenrode, and have altered my mind
on that subject. In short, I shall mt.hdmw
my opposition to the match.’

The friends looked at ench other in astonish-
ment, '

*By the by, love,’ she continued, ‘Lersis a
key I found some time ago; I think it must
belong to you.

‘Well, Clotilda,” snid ber husband, striving
to hide his cou:fusion ns he took the key, ‘this
is good news about the marriage—""

‘Suppose you and your friend celebiate it by
a supper. There is a herring pie in the house,
and you necd not fear that it is poisoned.’

guilders in a present to my cook; but it wns

got rid of her troublesome lnp-dog at the same :

An Amnrous Aeronat’ t.
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A Inte Frerch jonrnal retates the following
story, which, it will be scen. iy French all o-
ver. hesite heing immensely fonne ;

While Mons. Godard was fillinr an immense
ballaon in the Champ de M irs. he rmused the
gpeetators by sending up the smell frure of
man. the perfeet senblance of \r

Thicrs withe
out the spectacles  Thelittle m .o heing filled
with gas, rese majestienlly into rhe air, and
.wag 500n lost to view among the plaads His
ndventures, which hecame knonwn the next day,

were eurins Thauks to a strony and favor.
ing gale, which impelled him on lis ccurge, the
little balleon man srrived tho -ame s« lternoon,
in the sicht ofa fine country hop<e in the
ueighborhood of Bievro. It w as near the Hour
of dinner, and the Iady of the nmmmn, who
anturally thought lrcr‘wlf pevfeatly snfo; was
‘occupied in the my steries of hor toilet. It
was a warm day, and she had openerd one of
‘her windows which Tooked ont upon the park,
and was safe from any prying eyes.  While
tranquilly engaged by the assistance ofn cor-
set-lacing, in reducing her w ist to o size
and shape that would rcﬂc-rt credit on her hug-
band’s tasto, she was s\ng(I(\vxly started by &
strange noise; tind immediately the onsement
was thrown “open, and our little balloon-man -
entered her chamber unannounced  The lady
utters a ory of terror, and throws o shawl over
her shoulders. The little man, diiven by the
wind, throws himself npon tlhe unhappy wo-
man, who, scremming louder than cver, pushcs
him off, and he concenls himself under the bed.

Just as the wife, in a supplicating voice
snys to this novel Don Juan ;. *Ah! Monsieur.
go away, or you will ruin me!” the husbanc
furiously rushes in. erying: “Ah! the wretch
I have him now!” and goes™in seurch of hi
sword to run him through the body’

The wife, more dead than alive, reiterates
in the midst of sobs: ¢ Fly! Ay ! Mousiem
and save me the sight of a drendful tragedy.

The bushnud arrives, armed to the teetl
fullowed by ‘the whole houschold, who seck t
molify hisnnger.

Yhile two of bis friends hold the husband,
third, smnpmg down, perceives our littie
friend, whe, for a good cause utters not a word,
and eatching him by the leg, draws him forth
from his concealment, when lo! Monsiem; bal-

|loon, no longer held down by the bedsides

raises himself orect, swells out, and rises ma-
jestically to the ceiling, to theimmense amuse-
ment of the spectators, while the poor jealous
husband slinks away, sword and all, heartily

nshamed of his cnuseless wrath.
7

Beh. All Mankind cannot rejoice at the same
circumstance, because ¢ every sweet has s ‘
bitter.” Tle heavy rain storm which doowns
store clerks to a day of idleness and ‘emrty
counters, creates a wilderness of mud tlat
occupies the shoe dealers with customers nud
cheerfuluess for the next fortnight, while at
the same time it Inys In such a stoek of bron-
chitis, that Dr Gammon will dispose of a
great quautity of his *‘Anti-Phlogistic Elixir”
than hie has done two months previons. The
poor rcjoice at ‘the inanguration of Bpring
that the' sun will furnish gratuitous warmth to
limbs that have t een injured by chilling winds
and biting frosts ; the coal merchant on the
contrary views it with a jaundiced eye, and
considers April as synonymous with idleness
and attenuated pocket-bovks. We know of
no more beueficent dispensation of Providence
than the fact that ‘‘one man’s meat may be
the poison of the other.”

How Our Bobpies ARg Mapx vr.—The fol-
lowing is a forciblé illustration of the way ‘we -
supply the naturnl waste of the bcdy :

Let it be remembered that, to tako food, is
to make nian. Eating is the proccsaby which
the noblest of terrestrial fabrics.is constantly
repaired, All our limbs and organs have been
picked up from our plates. We. have been
served up at table many timesover. Every
indwidunl is htrnlly a mass of vivified viands;
he is an epitome of innumeruble weals; he has
dined upon himself, supped upon himself, nnd
in fact—paradoxical as it may nppenr-—lms

tlngmn and again leaped down his own throat.

She left the room. Brounker looked foolish,
and Van Grote rubbed bis hands, as he ex-
clamed——+Caught in your own trap! He who
digs o pit for his encmy, shall fall into it him-
self.’

" *Nevertheless,” replied. Brounkér, *I think 1
have got well out of mine.’

Tux ProgRess oF CHRISTIAN SENTIMENT.—
I ean look to nothing but to the progress of
Christion sentimont upon earth to orrest the
strong current of it3 populur and prevalling
partiality for war. Then only will an imperi-
ous sense of duty lay the check of severe prin-
ple on all the subordinato tastes and faculties
of our nature. Then will glory be reduced to
its right cstimate; and the wakeful benevo-
lence of the Gospel, ‘chasing away every spell,
wit} be_ turned by the lreuchery of no Jdelusion
\&hx\tovc rom its'simple but sablime enter-
mises I the good of t)mﬂsecws Then the
reign of trath and quietnc"s will bLe usliercd
‘into the world, and war, croel, -atrocioys,- un-
rolenting war, will be stript of its many aud
bowildering fascinations,— 2y, Chalmers.
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hundred and twenty pounds will coneume five

tatoes in. the course of a“year, and yet at the
expivation of that peried its weight may not
have increased a single ouuce*

I L RS A
H. A. DREER,

BEEDSMAN AI\D FLORIST,
No. 59 Chicsnut near Eecond,Philndelpbia
( Has now arranged and compl-.-ud his
B stock tor the Epring of 1855, as follows :
VEGKRTABLE SKEDE—in great varie
Ly, including thefinost varfeties of Fears
’l(:-‘e:s,& l(.‘x:bbagc, Cnulliuower, Lettuce, On-
: elon
Rodlstes, & 3 &, Xgg-plant, Tomatees, Penr,

FLOWE lt awns—ms callection {8 unequeiled 1y
any in this country for oatent nud nality, ard el
¢es the finest vardeties of Asters. “Ftocks, (‘um SHBIE
ln.liml;s \;.ﬂliln\wru. Paisy, &e.

GRASS REEDSE—of all kingdx, Including Nyeandfireen
("nu White Dutel Clover, b\écct &cu\tgd VernulGrass,

terrenninl Ray Grasy, Ducerne, &e, -

ROSESR, &, ——(‘h(-lu ever-bluoming Reses, Camedlias,
\ \-rlwnnf-, Dushillas, Grape V incy Frait Tr ceg, Shrullary

m‘ g , . W, HAVERETICK,

)

-Agent for Carlisle.
FEZB CARRIAGE

SR FOR  SALL-—
A nrstte Family Cavrlage for ono or two horses, 101
hlrnml\ budit of the Lest materinly, and witfbes

il hw
for cosli, Apply to
chitm
QAVEVOU TOLD M ETAT—(ah
A pudd fir OLD METAL. suele as Copper. Fross and
tron, at the Carlisle Foundry and Machine Shep.
LGARDNER  ROWN.

WML D, \1 YMOUR

3

Leibig-states-that-an-adult-pig-weighing-one——

thousand, one hundred and ten pounds of po- -



