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Baglisle Henly,

* Joortry.

MAY.

Among the “Lays of tho Minnesingers,
ng hymn to May, by Godfrey of N“ifcn,
thivteenth century:

*Up, up, let us greot
The senson g0 swout,

For wintor Is gone;
And the flonors are springing,
And little birds singlog,
Their koft notes ringing,

‘ And bright is the sun'!
Whero all was drest
" In a snowy vest,
There grass is growing,
With dew-drops glowing,
And flowers are seon ™
On beds so greemn.

» §g tho follow-

“ A1l down in the grove,
Around, above,

Sweet music floats;
Ag now loudly vying,
Now s.fily sighing,

" The nightingale’s plying
. Tler tuneful notes;
And joyous at Spring.
Her companions sing.
Up, maldens, repair
To the meadows ~o falr,
And dance we away
This merry May.”

Select. Gl

From tho New York Observer.

. BY REQUEST.
Some Passages in the Life of Deacon
Goodman.

Wherein fs shown the inconvenience of NOT
having the **Musicul Kar.”

Most of our renders remember Deacon Good-

man, some passnges from whose life, taken

from *The Plougbman,’ were published in the
Observir several years since.  We have often
been requested to reproduce ‘themy - and do
8o now nt the instance of a valued friend and
correspondent.  'Fhe eage dlessons which are
covered, but not concenled, under tha ubound-

ing humor-of the picce, are too many &nd too |

good to Le forgotten,

‘Deacon Goddman was extensively known,
ot merely in his own parish, but through sev-
eral miles of the surrourding country, for his
amiable disposition, nctive benevolence, and
unquestioncd piety. So thoroughly was the
Deacon’s character esiablished, that wben the
people of the neighboring townssaw him pass-
iug by, they would say—That man was right-

\iy named, for if there ever was a good man,

_kind reader, call it o misfortune.

hg is one.’ And from this thero was no dis-
seuting voice. Nay; Iam wrong in saying
that; for tliere are some who never hear any-
body praised without an interposing and qual-
ifying ‘but;” ‘He muy be well enough on the
whole,’ they will say ‘but’ &c., &c.; and then
they will go on and make him out anything
but o clever fellow.’

The qualifying ‘but’ must be interposed even
'n the case of Dencon Goodman. ‘He hada
fault: He would sing in meeting. ‘Cull you
tbat o fault? saith the reader. Well then,
‘But why a
misfortune '

I will teil theo. Nature has so formed.us,
that some have the ‘musicnl ear,’ and others

uot. Now this ‘musical ear' has nothing to do

. with renl character, moral or intellectnal; but

yet the persons who have not the *musical ear’
ouglt never to eing i meeting. If they do,
they will be sure to punoy others, and make
tuemsevles 1idiculous. Dencon Goodman had
not the ‘musical ear.’
sMeesiah,’ or the ‘Creation,’ or Jim Crow and
Zip Coon, it was nll the same to him, so far as
music was concerned; it was just so much
singing, Whether the artist were Sivori, or
Ole Bull, or poor old John Casco, it was just
go much fiddling. He bad not the ‘musical
car,” and still less, if possible, the musien)
voice; but yet he weuld sing in mecting.—
And the gentle and respectful remonstrances
of the choir lender were met with the unvaried
reply, ‘Binging is praying ; you might as well
ask mo not to pray; I shall sing in meeling.

It is now proper for the Biographer to hint
at another trait in the good Deacon’s charac-
ter. He was rather !set in his way;’ orin
other words, he was dreadful obstinate in what
he thought o good onuse; and he was gener-
ally correct in npprecipting the merits of the
oauso.

- We ll know that ‘musicnl peopﬁfliro apt to

be sensitive and'sometimes a little capriciouns; | -

and ‘'who bae ever known a theatrieal Orches-

* tiw, ‘of_even o village choir, that bad nota

regulor ‘blow up' ot least once o year } Be-
yond a\l‘ doubt, Dencon Goodman's slnging

© was & very eerious grievance to the choir, and

no small annoyance to the congregation.  Yet
in consideration of his great merits ho was in-
du!g.(.'d-':“- g]ﬂd his l‘e‘guh}r S\mdny' performances,
oftén drew forth the' ramaik, that if mnsic
parder was o sin, Dezeon Goodmnn would
have much to nuswer for. * Lt thero jsa
1 cint heyond which furbearince is no Jonwer g
virtne,  Grent pans "lx:ul" )‘l(-un talen .}w.y'"ui‘(.
Cher in getting up wonow Authem, {sclud '
Sroln Moztivt) for Thanbepiving: day, aed the |

. " . . !
cors pemoof the prees was novelop whidh hed i

written in the [’

Whether it was the

been assigned to tlfo_ ewectest voice, and the
prettiest little girl inthe village. All who at-
tended the rehearsals were perfectly delighted.
with the solo a8 sung by ‘Jittle Mary,’ 1t was,
very difficult. It was marked from beginning
to end ‘Andantine,” *Dolce,’ ‘Affetuoso” *Cres-
cendo,” ‘Pinno,” ‘Pinnissimo,’ with changing
keys, and flats and sharps; springing out from
unexpected places; but she bhad conquered it
all.  Three or four nccomplifahcd singers who
had come from Boston, to pass Thanksgiving
-in- the country, and -who attended the last re-
hearsal; were in raptures with little Mary’s
singing. ' They had heard Tedesco, and Bisca-
céianifi, and 'yet they say, for a country girl:
eho is o prodigy.’ ) o

Tn ‘due time, Thankgiving dny arrived ; and]

‘while the ‘second bell’ was ringing news came
\to'tbe village that a very serious accident had
bappened to the Universalist minister. Iie
boree bad thrown him, cither his leg or neck
was broken ; the boy who ‘brought the news
had. forgotten which.—*I hope it is not - his

" neck,’ said the rich and charitable old church
‘member. When Deacon Goodman heard that
remark, he held up his bands and exclaimed,
‘I nover!’ ; - .

Now the Dencon dearly loved good preach:
ing, and the meeting house to him was a *house
of feasting.! But bis religion was of n practi.
cal kind, and although he thought but pre-
cious little of his'good works, he took care to

~~doth good many of them, and was far from be-
lieving with Amsdorf, that ‘good works nre an
impediment to salvation.’ So, said he to Mrs.
Goodman, ‘do youw go to the house of feasting,
and get all the good you can, and ¥ will go to
theTouso of mourning and do all Ican.” And
away he went tu see, and if possible, to relieve
the Universalist minister. .

Tn the mean time tho congregation assem-
bled, and the worship proceeded in the usuul
way, At length came the Anthem. It even
went beyond expectation. A long ‘rest’ im-
mediately preceded the solo. It was no res
for poor ‘little Mary.’ It was the most anx-
ious minuto sbe hnd ever passed. She arose
blushing and trembling,” Her agitation gave
a tremor to her voice,. which-added to the pa_
thos of the music. It was beautiful.

Now, Deacon Goodman always madeitarule,
when an accident had detained-him until after
worship had commenced to come.in very:soft-
ly. How different from the fashionable flour-
ish!  All were intent on the solo.—None
beard, and but few saw Dencon Goodman en-
ter his pew, and take up the sheet on which
the words of the anthem were printed.

Unlike that of many singers, the articula
tion of *little Mary' was perfeet.—The Deacon
soon found the place; and to the astonishment
of the congregation, indignation of the choir,
and the perfect horror of ‘little Mary,” he
‘struck in,” and accompanied her through the
whole solo. Accompanivd! ‘Oftin the stilly
night,’ accompanicd by Captain Bragg's Bat-
tery would give some notion ofit. Door little
Mary was sick a fortnight.  Why don’t you
cut that old fellow's tongue off ?’ said one of
the Boston singers. *What good would it do?’

_ #nid the choir léader, *he would- howl through
his'nose.” They were al] very cross. As for
" Deacon he looked around as innocent as &

lamb, and thouglt he had sung as well as any |

of them.

Tmmediately after meeting, the choir leader
called on the minister, «Sir,’ said he,, “this
must stop. If Deacon Goodman sings again,
I do not.’ =

Ok I know it,’ eaid the minister. ‘I have
long felt the, difficulty ; but what can we do?
Deacon Goodman is o most excellent man, and
his only faults arve thet ho is rather setin his
way and tcill sing in meeting.’

‘But Deacon Goodman is a reasonable man,’
said the choir lender. '

*On most occasions,’ replied the minister,

‘Do go and see him, sir, for my mind is
mnde up’ if he sings in meeting, I do not.”

‘Deacon Goodman,” said the minister, ‘I
have come on a delicate errand; I have come
to present the respectful request of the choir|
that you would not sing in meeting.’ .

The Deacon was thunderstruck ; buthe soon
recovered.  ‘Singing is praying,’ said he.
*They might just-ns well ask mo not to pray:
1 shall sing in meeting,’” And on the nexi Sun-
day, sure enough be did: louder, and if possi-
ble, more inharmonious than ever. The men
singers looked daggera at bim; the girls hid
their smiles behind their musio books.—Little
Mary was not there, .

This shall stop,” said the-choir leader. ‘I
will go and see him myself.’

‘Deacon Goodman, we all most highly res-
peet you, as you must well know; but you
have not the musical ear nor the musical voice,
and it i3 the earnest wish of the choir, and
many of the ‘congregation, that you do not a-
gain sing in meeting.” S .

Tho Deacon was agnin thunderstruck, but
.soon recovered. *Singing is praying,” said he,

_‘aud they moy as well tel me not to pray. 1

r

shall sing in meeting . : .
| Theigood Deacon'was drendful'y set in his
vy, and po ibwent on ngain week after week,

Cin the same old way,

dwelling, there, there wns o wretched hovel,
whiclrimperfectly sheltered the wretched wife
and children of a still more wretched drunk-
ard. ,‘ . )

. On one of the most inclement. eveﬁings of a
New .Englnnd January, the Dencen and his
family were cheerfully aud (lmnkfully enjoy-
ing a glorious hickory fire; M>s. Goodman was
sewing for the family, nnd her daughters for
-the Missicnary society. Ilis son ‘'was reading
the Massachusetts Ploughman, and the good
‘mnn’ himself wag finishing off & sermon by a
distingnished divine of his own denomination
when bang went the front door, and in came
his good neighbor and own beloved and res-
pected minister. “Why! I never! snid the
Dencon, ‘what has brought you along such a,
night ng this?” Now this minister bad bhis
peculinrities &8 well as the Dencon. Among
others he was very close mouthed about his
own good deeds; “He merely answered, ‘I
have been about my duty I hopd. Tbe faot
wns he had been to visit, and to talk and pray
with a poor dying negro. ‘Seems to me you
are rather crusty,’ said the deacon,‘but I sup-
pose you are half frozen, and so sit down and
thaw yourself out.’ ‘I thsnk you,’ said tho

1 bave just left the scene of misery; nnd I
want you to go there as early s you can in
the morning. On my way bere and - home T-
passéd that wretched hovel which all know so
well. I folt it my duty to stop and learn the
terrible uproar within. I found the wretch ben-
ting his wifo; and ber screams, and his hor-
rid ontbs made my blood ran cold. I knocked

| the rascal down; (‘served him right,’ said the

Deacon,) and think he will be quiot until mor-
ning: but de go a8 early as you ean. ‘Od
rabbit the varmiot,’ enid Deacon Goodman,
‘and od rabbit the eternal blagted rum shop.
That was the nesrest to swearing that the den-
con was ever known to come.

‘Put old Mag in the wagon,’ snid he to his.
son. Deacani don't go to night snid Mrs
Goodman, ‘Do wait till morning.” said his
daughters,  <Let mé go,” said his son.  Mind
“your own husiness,’ snid the Dencon to all of
them, ‘I'shall go to night. When it came to
that, they knew there wns no more to be said.
ITe was dreadfully ‘set in his way ' He took
n bag ‘and a baisket, and went drwo into
the cellar, Ho filled the bag with pota-
tocs. Ile took a piece of pork from one bar.
rel, and a picce of beef from another, and put
them in the hasket, IHe went to the closet,
and took n brown loaf and a white one. He
went to the wood pile, and took an armful of
wood, and told his gon to tike nnother.. Al
was put in the wagon; he not forgetting six
candles and a paper of matches. Deacon Good-
man needed no sccondary motive to christinn
duty ; yet no historical truth demands the con-
cesson, that the wife of the po‘or drunkard
was his first love. She jilted bim, or as we
Yankees say, ‘gave him the mitten,’ in favor
of the ahject wretch who was now become
her tyrant. And this was the way he ‘fed
fat tho anocient grudge' he owed her! The
truth is, Deacon Goodman knew nothing
about grudges ancient or modern. The Adam
would occagionally flare up, but he slways got
him under before run-down.

All was ready, and in fi¥e wminutes tho Dea-
con was 'exposed to the peltings of the piti-
less storm. But what did he care for the
storm? ‘Il am going to visit the worse than
widow and fatherless.’ The next thing he
snid was, ‘Oh get out.” That ho meant for
the promptings of his own proud heart. o

Misery, misery, indecd did he find in that
most miserable dwelling The poor wretch
himself was dend drunk on the floor.- The
poor palo woman wns gobbing het’ very
heart out. Tho children were clamorous, and
but few were the words of their olamor. *I am
cold I am hungry—and that was all. The Dea-
con troughtin the wood; made up a fire; light-
ed a eandle ¢ and emptied the bag and basket.
The poor pale woman went and sobbed
her thunks. *Oh you varminr,’ said the
Deacon, as he looked at the husband and fath.
er; and booke a piece of brend for each of
the children. The general commotion arroused
the poor wretch from his drunken stupor.—
Ho looked up and recognised the Deacon. -

‘Hallo, old music,’ said he, ‘are you here?
give us o stave, old nightingale. Si’ng as you
do in mecting. Sing and scaro the rats aivay.’
“Why, what on earth does the critter mean ¢’
said the Deacon. The poor, pale grateful
woman smiled through her tears. She could
not help it. She had been a singer in her
better days; sho had also heard the Deacon
sing. . -
1 do not record these incidents merely be.
cause they are honorable to Deacon Good-
man, but because they are particularly con-
nected with my story. In this errabd of mer.
¢y tho gooci Deacon caught a very serious
cold ; it atfcated his throat. and his nose, and
even his lungs ; and gave to Lis voice a tene
ndét unlike to that of the Imvosl,‘no(c of n erack-
od biss-viol slternating with the shriek of a
slarforret powerfully but unskilttally blown, —
On Hatarday gvening Lescuked his feet in lint
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minister, ‘but T merely called to tell you that’

you?  ¢Binging is prnying—nnﬂ —+"he

dropped asleep ~ And ‘sure enmough he did

'BiFE to-morrow,’ and it surpassed all that had

gone before.  *This is the last of it,”. said the

choir leader, *I have done.’’ In the afterncon

the clioir was vacant, some of the éii{gers ab-

sent and others scattered about in the pews.

The Minister read three verses of a psalm;

and th‘cnjphserved, ‘the choir being absent,

singing must unecessarily be omitted.’ But

Deacon Gf)dmnu saw no such necessity. He

arose, sung the three verses himself! e stop-

ped six times to snecze: and blew his nose
between the verses by way d("'sj'mphdony‘!_

The next day he wns sick abed. A parish
meeting was hastily cnlled, and a resolution
unanimously passcd that, ‘Whereas the solem-
nity and decorum of public worship depend
much on the character of the music: resolved,
‘thnt horeaftér no person shall sing in meet-
Ing, in this parish without the approbation
of the choir!” " Rather a stringent measure;
but what could they do? The minister called
on Deacon Goodman, and handed him the
resolution, H& rend it over threo times. He
then calmly folded up the paper, and handed
it back to the minister. *This is a free country
yet Thope. [T ahall sing in in mecting” He
gnid those very words! He was dreadfully,
set in his way.

__*Then Deacon, said the Minister, ‘I bave a
most,phin{.ul duty to’pei'!‘orm : T an instructed
to tell you, that your connection with the, so-
ciety must cease.’ The Deacon here started
from his scat. Had the full moon split into
four pieces, nnd danced a quadrille in the
heavens; Orion singing ; and "The Northern
Beur“growling bass, be could not have been
more astcunded. Ho was silent. Emotion
after emotion rolled ovor his heaving spirit.—
‘At length tears came to hisrelief,’ as they say
in Novels. He spoke, but almost inarticulate-
ly. ‘I know I am a poor unworthy creature,
but T bope they will take me in somewhere.’
The Minister wept himeelf. Iow could he
help it? The 1)2&3\: cold was nearly-cured;
and sbout an hour after the interview, he was
Been Fnounted" on old Mag, heading due north.
Four miles in that dircetion lived the werthy
Minister of another parish. Tue Deacon found
him in his study, where also was his dnughter
copying music. She was n proficient in the
art, and played the organ in her father's
church. She had heard of the Deacon’s mu-
gical troubles, and hnd also heard him sing. —
«8ir,’ said he to the Minister, ‘there has been
a little difficulty in our parish, which makes
me feel it my duty to .withdraw; and I have
come to nsk the privilege of uniting with
yours.' (At this moment the young lady van-
ished from the roum.)

I much regret the difficulty in your parish,’
said the misister, ‘and bhope it will bo amica-
bly settled. DBut if you finally conclude to
.withdraw, we shall be most happy to receive
you; and when it shall plénso’ the Lord to
take goed old Deacon Grimes to himsolf, (and
a very few days must now give him his dis-
mission,) we shall expect you to sit in his seat.
After half an hour's pleasant conversation, the
Deacon arose to take his departure. At that
moment a bdy came in and handed a billet to
the Minister. o glanced at the billet, and
‘Deacon, sit down one moment,’ said he. He
read the billet, and after some hesitation, snid,
‘I have received a singular communication
from our ohoir leader ; he has somelow or
other heard of your intention to join our soci-
oty ; and has henrd of it with great pleasure,
but, he adds that it is tho earnest aud unani-
mous wish ¢f the choir that yoh will not aing
n mesting.! Tho Dencon was jgain electri-
fied, but had got used to the skock ;  *Singing
is praying ; and I join no churph whcr’e“f%nn-
not sing tn meeting,—good day, sir.’ He ‘was
very *set in his way.’

Five miles West of his own dwelling, ‘lived
the good pastor of another flock. The Dea-
con found him shelling.corn in hisorib. This
Minister although eminently pious, thought it
no harm to be a little waggish in a good canse
nnd for o worthy object. e also had heard
of the Deacons musical troubles, and shrewdly
suspegted the object of his visit  «Deacon
Goodman I am glad to see you,' said he, ‘this
is not exactly ministerial labor, is it ' I am
of a different opinion,’ said the Deacon, ‘any
honest atid useful labor is ministrial labor;
I hate oll Dandies—the Lord furgive mo, I
don’t like them ; and I like o dandy minister
the least of any. You and Iaroagreed there,’
said the Minister; ‘come walk into the house
and see my wife; sho says she isin love
with you for your honesty and your oddities.’.

+I novor; said the Deazon *but I thank you,
I am in something of a hurry;’ and have a
ittle business whioh We can just ns well séttle

cro, ' ' ' .
~ ‘There has heon o little difficulty in our Par
ish, whioh nidkes me feel it my duty ‘to’ \villi1
draw, and I have come to usk the privalege of
joining yours.' At thiy the lgloveroml gentle-.
man lovked-ag if he was very much surprised.
Iy it possible,’ E;xi‘tl Tie; ‘well Deacon, though
an itl wind for thew; itis.a gaoid one’ for . usg

woter; dianl copigusly u'f,liut,'.l,:u‘x;‘yt‘.\::l(i"’\\'« DU By o v ive von e SN e o e

ta e nu Cndtd Lo fede eambortatide, - Now plesdor fge b ayd G Ple o oot
O Ireagen, wﬁrl Mpas, G i, e e diend. !.\\. Lon [ i.;.u l‘:wu Pood d g sl f‘m

fal bdaese oo e Lol l"»“l‘,ilﬁ".'n', \.é"'\": Coti gt et e S Ly, ,y;;{..:,“_q e

“ 4 ®

“'I don't know one note from another

{4 it has Vlnwn )’€‘|§-!:.lhl'\'. ‘Weshall he moer ]’

&b =R amT
are all young and diffident, and each one is
loth to take the lend. We hear that you sin
the most difficult music and——' 8
*‘Why, mercy upon you,’ said the Deacont
I know
that singing is praying; and I sing in meeting
as I pray in meeting.’
‘Excuse we, my friend,’ replied the minister
‘It is your modesty that now speaks; you do
understand musie, you must understand mu-
sic; or you could never sing Mozart with
proper expression ; and did not you sing that
most beautiful solo, which is worthy of an an-
gels ear and voicg?’ Now this was all Greek
to the Deacon, and like o scnsible man as he
was, he alwnys said nothing when he had
nothing to say. *You say -truly,’ continued
the Minister, ‘that singing is -praying.’ Boy
to those who know nothing of musie, it is
praying in an unknown ionguq, and I am sure
you aro not Papist enough to approve of that;
music is a language, and like other langunges
must be learned before it can ke spoken,—
When the deaf and dumb attempt to spénk
our common langunge they make strange
noises, and still worse noises do we make when
without the musical ear or the musical voice,
we attempt to sing’ '
Thus sensibly did that good Minister speak,
The Denc‘on was n good deal ‘struck up,' .
tho_ug’l;,gg{ in Ais way, he_was_not.a fool- i—and--
only nq(eded to be !oughed in the right place.
‘It never nppeared to'me in that light beforo,’
snid the deacon thoughtfully,

said the Minister. ‘And now, do let meo give
you n word of advice; ‘Go home, and take
your seat on ' Sunday; and never ‘again at.
tempt to sing in meeting. For if your henrt
is right your ear is uatuned, and your voice
though kind, is any thing bur.L musical.’ 'I'h;:
Deacon ‘said nothing but thought the more,
Ho mounted old Mag. The Angel of refloc-
t'on came down, and sat upon her mane, nad
looked him full in the face. Reader, does that
geem incongruous? Is the old mare's mane
an improper seat for an Angel ! 1 am afrnid
you are proud. Who once rode on an Ass? -

The Deacon passed a point in tho road
where on one side was n sturdy oak that had
been blown over by a recent whirlwind, and
on the other, a ﬂouriahing‘ willow, gracefally
bending before the passing breezo. *Od rab-
b_it it,’ said the Deacon to bimself: it was the
ﬁrst word he bad spokon, ‘to think thbatl
should be such an_obstinate old fool.’

Ho approached his own village. The rea-
son for his erraund abroad had been strongly
suspected, and they were all on tho look out
for his return. There stood the choir leader.

‘Welcome home, Deacon,’-said he, ‘hope weo
hhye not lost you yet.' ‘Get out,’ said the
Deacon, with a good natured but rather sheep-
ish look ; and on he went. There stood the
minister, ‘Welcome home'Doacon I hope we
have not lost you yet.' Get ;' he was
just going to say get out, but habitual rever-
ence for the Minister cut him short.  He lugk-
ted at the Mibistor, and the )liuistt;l: looked at
bim, and both burst into a fit of laughter.—

-The clioir leader came up and took the Dea-
con’s band, and joined in the merriment. +Od
rabbit you ali,’ said he; and on he went. At

the front door and windows of his own house
were his wife and daughters, nnd two or three
of the singing girls,all of a titter.’ They had
secn and heard his interview with the Minic-
ter and knew that all was woll. *Od rabit the
whole bunch of you ;' said be, and went to put
old Mag in tho stable. ’
Deacon Goodman took his old sent on Sun-
day, but siuce that day’s adventure, bas never
sung in meeting, Once, and but once, did he
attempt to raise a psalm on his own ppivate
account. "Ie was in his barn putting some
bay in his cow's ‘monger. Now. tho neigh-
bors were all ready to do a good turn for Deus
con Goodinan ; and before he hud finshed the
first verse, two of them rushed in and asked
him if his cow was choked !

He novér sung a-
gain, :

H. FRANCISCUS,
™ MANUFACTUTER OF COTTON LAPS,
Yadding, Tio Yarn, Carpet Chain, Cotton Yarns, L’
LAMYE, CANDLE AND FLUID WICHKS,
\\:_lilch he offers to sell at the Lowost Cash Pricdy at No.
65 AMarket Stroet above Socond, North side, Philadelpbia

TREES, EVER-GREENS, RO-
SES, FLOWERING SUHRUBS, PLANYTS, &c—
In great varioty and sizo, cultivated and for salo
inlarge or small quantities, at the Rising Sun N
rios and Gardon, i‘hil:\dolp?n\n. . s uree
L -Plants, Rosos, Bueds, &e, can bo had ovoery day In
the Market, bolow Sixth Streot, Philadelphia, whore or
ders are also rovoivad for the Nursery,
Al ordors prowptly attonded to, Descriptivo Cata-
loguo sont to post-pald applications gratis. .
Addross 8. MAUPAY,
march2l Rising Sun I, 0. Phdladelphin.

I'TUIE GREAT DISCOVERY.
KROLLERION! POR CURLING TIVE WATR!—
or mrmf ¥ears it hag heen the ohjee of deepest study
ylith chemlsts and others, to produce n finid that, ap~
!»Ilvd to the bair, would cause it to wave anid curl equal
n beauty tathe naturnd eurd, " THE KROLLERION is
the unly urth'l.n over otfered to the world thaf witl effect
this most “desicable object. But three or four applica-
tons sve noeessary to eurl it as mueh as way b dehied,
mnd for nny feugtli 6 tinse. From the many terthuomi
of these who have wee Vit Hie subaoribior dees siot =
tato to wariant the Crollovkon to give satisficling %E—
Proy e s revotnideld il eases,
Lhoreeripe T uahing with full diceotins
uton We pecipl of ot dojtag . et
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‘And yet, my friend, it is the true tight,'~ "~



