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“POP GOES TNE QUESTION.?

BY CHARLES JARVIE,

List to me majdon, pray:

Pup, goes the questiqnl
Wil you marry me, yea or nay?

‘ Pop. ggoes the question!

I've no thue to plead;or sigh,
No prtience to wait for bye and bye,
Snare me no or I'm sure to fly

Ip goes the quegtion!

Ki

“Ask Papa,” Qh! fiddle de deo
Pop goes the question!
Yathers and lovers can ueveragree,
Pop goes the guestion!

o can’t tell what I want to know,
. Whothor you love me, sweet, ur no,
%o ask him would Le very slow,

Pep, goes the yuestion!

I think we'd make such a charming pair,
Pop, goes the question!

Yor I'm good locking und you're vory fair,
Pop. gres the question! .

We'll travel life's roud in a gallant style,

And you shall drive ev'ry othey mile,

Cr if it pleast: you, all the while,
Pop, woes the question?

If wo don’t have an enchantivg time,
Pop, goes the question ¢ -
Pmesire it will be no fault of mine,
Pop. goes the question!
To be sure my fufilds make a feslile show,
Jut love is nourtshing food you know,
And eottages rept unecmmon low,
Pop, goes tho-r‘;u(-stinu!

Then answer me quiekly, fl:\rﬂng. pray,
Pep. poes the quest) .t

Will you mafry mel yea or nay?
Pope ees the suestion?

T've ne the Lo plead or sich,

No palience to wait for bye and bye,

‘ Susre nie now, or m sure to fly,

Pop. gees the question.

Selrel Gale.

THE THIRD BOWL.

‘Draw your chair cluse'up. Put your fect
on those skius.
warm. Lizlt another pipe and fill your glass,
Philip. "It is a bitter night. My old bones
sbudder wihen I Lear the wind wail over the
house- and through the oak-tree. Capital
punch, that! John bas a knack at the article
that I have rarely scen equalled—never sur-
passed. lleis a prince of servants, is John,
if he is black.. I have had him with me now
~—let me see, it must be thirty years, at least
—it is thirty-two years next Christmas weelk,
and I have never quarreled with him, and he
has never quarrcled with me. A rare history
for master and man. I think it is because we
love ecach other's weaknesses, and here he
¢smes.

*John, another bowl of punch, if you please.
What, not another! Certainly, man, T must
Lave it. This is only the sccond, aud Plilip,
yonder, Iras drank half, of course.  Not drank
any! You dou't meun to say be bas bf-un
drinking nothing but that vile elaret all the
blessed evening?  Philip, you deg, 1 thought
you knew my house-rules better than that.—
But you always would have your own way.

+One more bowl, John—but one. It shall
be the last ; and, John, get the old Maraschi-
po, one of the thick bluck bottles with the
small necks, and open it gently, But you
know how, olit fellow, aud just do your best
to make us comfortable.

‘How the wind howls! Thilip, my boy, I
am seventy-threo years old, and sceven days
over, My birth day was a week ago to-day.

*An old bachetor! Yea, verily. One of
the oldest kind. But what is age? What is
Do you
think T am any older in my soul than I was
_hu]f a century ago? Do you think because
my heart beats slower, that iy mind thinks
more slowly, my feelings spring up less free-
ly, my hopes age less buoyant, less cheerful,
if they look forward only wecks instead of
years? I tell you, my boy, that seventy years
are o day in the sweep of "memory; and once
Young forever young, is the motto of an im-
mortal soul.
I know my chedks are wrinkied like ancient
parchment, and my lips are thin, and my hair
gray even ‘t“p, silver. But in my soul I feel
that I am young, and I shall be youny till thé

earthly ceases and the uncarthly -and eternal

begins,

*I bave not grown one duy older than I was
a.t thirty-two. I bave never advanced n day
since then. All my lifolong since that bas
~been one day--one short doy; no night, no
Test, no succession of bours, 'events, or
thoughts has marked any advange,

* Plulip, I have. heen living forty yimrs by
the light of one memory—by the light of one
grave. .

¢Johm, get the bowl down on the hoarth.—
You may go. You nced not sit up'for me.
Philip and I will see each other to our rooms
to-night, John. Go, old fellow, and sleep
soundly. ’ ‘

.* Phil, she was the purest angel that flosh |

ever imprisoned, the most” beautiful child of
Eve, I can see her now. Her cycs raying
the light of heaven—her brow, white, calm,

s e
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I know I am what men call old,-

f

You will find them.soft and ;

. Ier months, except in ove spot, just in front

8nd holy—ber lips wreathed with tho blessing
of bexj smile. She was as groceful as g form
seen in dreams, and she moved ‘through the
scenos around her as you have scon the angel-
ic visitors .of your~sluinber move through
‘orawded assemblics, without effort, apparent-
ly with some superhuman aid,

*The child of “"enlth, she was fitted to adorn
the splendid house in which ghe was born and
grew to womanhood. It was a grand old
place, bt in the midst of a growth of oaks
that might _ly\vu been there when Columbus
discovered America, and seemed .likely to
stand a century longer. They are standing
yet, and the wind to-night makes a wild In-
ment through their branches that sounds
mournfully sbove her grave.

T must prusc to recull the sgenery of the
old familinr spot. There was o stream of wa-
ter that dashed down the rocks-a hundred
ynrds from the bouse, and which kept always
full and fresh, an acre of pond, over which
hung willows, and maples, and other trees,
while on the surfnce the white blossoms of the,|
lotus nedded lazily on the ripples with Igyp-
tian slecpiness aud laoguor, '

* TLe. old Liouse was built of Juirk stone,
had a massive appearance; not relieved by the
sombre shade in which it stood, The sunshine

- seldom penetrated to the ground in the sum-

and

of the hbrary windows, where it used to lie
nnd sleep in the grags, as if it loved the old
place.  And il sunshine loved it, why should

not 1.

Lturning toward sunset, sauntering ulong the

vision, Tom? -Take all the fortune, and let
me have her, and I'll call it square.’

¢ ¢ Just what I was going to propose to you.
Be reasonable now, Jerry, and get out of the
way. You must sce she doesn't carc a copper
for you.’

¢I twirled a rosebud in my fingers that she
hind given me in the morning, and replied:

¢vPoor devil! Idid not think you could
be so infatunted. Why, Tom, there is no
chance for you under the sun. But gu ahead;
find it out as you will. I.am sorry for you.'

¢ A hundred such pleasant talks wo used to
have, and she never'gave cither of us one par-
ticle more of encouragement than the other,—
Sho was like a sister to us both, and neither
dared break the spell of our perfect happiness
by usking her to be more. :

* And so time passed on.

- ¢ One summer afternoon we were off togoth-

er on horseback, ull three of us, over the
mountain and down the 'valley, We were re-

crond, down the side of the hill.

¢« Philip, stir the fire o little. That bowl of
punch is petting cold it secws to me, and [ am’
a: little chilly myself.  Terhaps it is tho recol-
lection of that day that chills me.
« *I had made up my mind, if opportunity
occurred, to tell her ‘that day all that I had
thought for years. I bad determined to know
once for all, it she would love me or no.

*If not, I would go I cared not where; the
world was brond ¢nough, and it should be to
some place where I would never see her face

¢Genernl Lewis was one of the pleasant, old-
fashioned men, now quite gone out of memo-
ry, us well as out of cxistence, He loved Lis
horsey, his dogs, his place, and lis puoch.—
He loved his nephew Tom, wild, uncouth,
rough cub as Lie was; but above horses, dugs,
house, or all togethier, he loved s daughter
Sarab, and 1 loved lier teo.

*Yes, you may lovk at me as you will, Phil
Phillips, 1 loved Sarah Lewis, and, by all the
gods, 1 love Ler now as 1 loved her then, and
as 1 shail Jove her if T meet ber again where
she has gone. -

sCall it folly, eall it bokish, call it an old
man’s whim, no old mun’s sccond chiidhood,
I care not by what name you call it; it iy en-
ough that to-night the image of that young
girl stands before mo splendidly beautiful in
all the holiness of her young glad life, and 1
cou'd bow down on my knees and worship her
now again.

“Why did I sny again? For forty years I
have not ceased to worship her.  If I kneel to
pray in the morning, she passes between me
and God. If I would read the prayers .at
evening twilight, she looks up at me from the
page. If [ would worship on a Sabbath morn-
ing in the church, she looks down on e from
some unfathomable distance, some unapproach-
able height, and I pray to her as if she were
my hope, my heaven, my all.

¢ Sometimes in the winter nights 1 feel a
coldness stealing over me, and icy fingers are
feeling about my heart, us if to grasp and s4ill
it. I lie ealmly, quictly, and I think wy hour
iz at hand; and through the gloom, aud the
mists and films that gather over my vision, 1
sce ber afar off, still the same angel in the dia-
tant heaven, and I reach out my arms to Ler,
and I cry aloud on God to let me go find her,
and on.her to come to me, nlfd then thick
darkness settles on me. Y

* The doctor calls this npoplsxy, and says
I shall some day die in a fit of it. What do
doctors know of the tremendous jufluences
that are working on our souls? He, in his
scientific stupidity, warns me agaiust wine
and high living; ag if T did not understund
what it is, and why my vision at such times
reaches go very far into the decp unknown,

*1 have spoken of Tom Lewis, her cousin.
Rumor said he was the old man's heir in equal
proportion with the daughter; for he had
been brought up in the family, and had al-
ways been treated as a son.  Ilo was a good
fellow if he was rough, for ha had the gord
ness that all who camo within her influence
must have,

¢ 1 hiave seen her look the dovil out of him
often. I rémember once when the horses had
behaved in o way not t? suit him, and he had
1ét @n onth or two csoapo his lips preparatory
to piitting on the whip. We wero rijing to-
gether down the avenue, aud he raised the
lash. At tho moment he caught her eye.—
She was walking up from the lodge, where she
had been to sec a sick child. She saw the
raised whip, and her oye caught his. 1o did
not strike. The Lorses escaped for that time.
e drove them quictly through the gate, and
three miles and back without n word of anger.

¢ Did I tell you I was her cousin also? On
hor imothier's side. Not on the General's, We
lived not far off, and I lived much of my time
at his house. Tom and-myself had been in-
seperable, and we did not conceal our rivalry
from each other. '

««Tom,’ said I one morning, ‘why can't
you be content with half the” General's for-
tune, and let mo have the other half 9

_¢+Dah! Jerry,' said ho, ‘a8 if that would
be any more even, when you want Sarah with
it. Ju caved's name, tuke the holf of the
moncy, if that's all you want.” !

¢¢Can’t we fix it so ag to make an cven di-
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again, never hear her voice ngnin, never bow
dewn and worship her maguificent beauty
I would go to Russin aud oficr myself

rious gazo! To my dying hour I shall not
for{;et.tlmt gnzo; to all 'cternity- it will re-
main in my soul.  She looked at me one look;
and whether it was pity, sorrow, surprise, or
love. I cannot tell you, that filled them and
overflowed toward mo from out their immens-
urable depths ; but, Philip, it wag_the last
light of those cyes T ever saw—tho iust, the
last,

‘Is there any thing left in that bowl 7—
Thank you. Just a glassfal. You will pot
tuke any ? Then, by your leave, I will finish
My story is neraly ended, and I will not
keep you up nuch longer,

‘We had not noticed, so absorbed had we

¢

it

eyes us they looked on me in the forest on the
mountsin road. I have never Jeft- her, never
grown awny from her. M;in the resurrection
we are to resuliie the bodies most exactly fit-
ted to represent our wh[)le Yives; if, as T have
sometimes thought, we shall rise in the forms
we wore when some great event stamped our
souls forever, then I am gertain that I shall
awake in form and feature 85 I was that day
and no record will remain of an hour of my
life after her barial. .

‘We buried ber in the old vanlt close by
the house, among the solemn oaks. Deautiful
angel-like, to the very last. _ .
‘My voice is broken. I ean not say more,

been in our pleasant talk, that n black cloud
had risen in the west and obscured the sun,
and covered the cotire sky ; and even the sul-
try air had not called our attention to the
coming thunder storm. .

*As she looked at me, even as she fixed her
eyes on mine, a flash, blinding and fierce,
fell on the top of a pine-tree by the rondside
not fifty yavds from us, and the crash of
the thunder shook the foundations of the
hills:

‘I'or o moment all was dazzling, burning,
Lluzing light ; theu sight was gone, and a
mentary durknesss settled on our eyes.  The
horses croutched to the ground in terror, and
Sarah bowed her head as if in the prescoce of
God. : -

‘;\.Il_l this was the work of an instant, and
the uext Tow's horse sprang by us on o furi-
ous gallop, dragging Tow by the, stirup. e
had been in the net of mountifig when the
flash came, and Lis horse swerved and jump-
ed so that bis fuot eaught, and he was dragg-

mo-

ngain,
to the Czar, or to Syrin and fight with Napa- |
feon, or to Fypt nud serve with the men of;
Murad Bey.  All my notions were miiitary, 1
vemember, and all my ideas were of war and
death on the field.

I vode by her side, and looked up nt her
oceasionaily, nud thought she was loo‘ui:yr‘:
~plendidly, I had never geen her more so.—
Lyvery attitude was grace, every look was life
and spirit. "‘\]

*Tom clung close to her.  One_would have
thought he yas watching the very epportanity
I was after myself.  Now he rode o few paces
forward, and as I was catehiug my breath to
zay, * Sargh,” he would rein up and fall back
to his place, and 1 would make some flat re-
mark that made me seem like 2 fyol to myself,
if not to her. /

¢ What's the matter with you, Jerry 2’ said
she, at length,

t4Jerry’s in love,’ snid Tom.

T could have thrashed him on the spot.

«+In love! Jerry in love!’ and she turncd
her large brown eyes toward me. )

¢In vain I sought to fathom them, and ar-
rive at some conclusion whether or no the sub-
jeet interested her with gpeeial furce,

*The ceyes remained fixed, till T blundered
out the old suw, * Tom judges othiers Ly him-
self.’

¢Then the cyes turncd to Tom, and he
pleaded guilty by his awkward looks, and lialf
blushes, and averted gyes, nod foreed laugh.

“ By Heaven! thought I, what would I not
give for Tom's awkwardness now! ‘The ras-
cal is winuing his way by it.

i Jerry, is Tom in love ¥

¢ The naivete of the question, the correctness
of it, the very simpli‘{;ily of the thing was irre-
sistible, aud 1 could not.suppress a smile that
grew into & broad laugh.

“Torm joined in it, dnd we made the woods
ring with our merriment. :

«+1 say, Tom, isn’t that your whip lying
back yonder in the road ?’

¢ ¢ Confound it, yes ;> the cord has broken
from my wrist;” and he rode back for it.

+ ¢ Jerry, whom does Tom ldve ? said she,
quickly, turning to me.

¢+ You,’ said I, bluntly.

¢« ¢Why, of course; but who is he in love
with, I'menn ¥

« It was n curious way to get at it. Could I
be justified? It wps not asking what I had
intended, but it was getting at it in another
way, and just as well, perhaps. Tt was, ot all
oveats, asking Tom’s question for lim, and it
saved mo tho embarragsment of putting it as
my own. I determinegd this in an instunt.

¢ ¢ Sarnh, could you love Tom well enough
to marry him ?

¢4 1! Jerry ; what do you mean?’

¢« + Supposo Tom wants you to be his wife,
will you marry him ?’

++] don't know—I can’t tell—I never have
thought of such a thing. You don’t think he
has any such iden, do you ¥’ ) -

¢« That was my answer. It was enough as
far as it went, but I was no better off than be-
fore. Sho did not love Tom, or sho would
never have answered thus. But did she -love
me? Would she marry me? Wouldn't she
reaeivo the iden in just the same way ?

¢« looked book. Tom was on the ground,
had.picked up his whip, and had one foot in
‘the stirrup, ready to mount again. I galped
down my heart that was up in my throat and
spoke out:

‘s ¢'8arah, will you marry me

«Philip, she turned her eyos again toward
me—thoso Jarge brown eyes—those holy gyos

ed with his head un the ground,

“Tlere was a point in the rC\-u'l, about fifty
The
vne was a carringe-track, which wound down

yords ahead, where it divided into two.

the mountain by easy descents the‘othc_r was
n footpath, wiich was®a short, precipitous
cut to n point on the carriage track nearly a
yuarter of n mile below.

‘Calling to Saruli to keep back ‘and wait,
drove the spurs into my horse and went down
the steep path.  Looking back T saw her fol-
lowing, her horse making tremendous specd-

She kept the carriage road, following on ar

ter Tom, and 1 pressed on, thinking to inter-
cept his borse below, -

*My pace was terrible. I could hear them
thundering down the track above. 1 looked
up and caught sight of them through the
trees.  I'looked down, and saw a gully be-
fore me full cighteen fect wide, and as many
deep. ) L ’

‘A great horse was that black horse Cresar
and he tock the gully at a flying leap that
Innded us far over it, and a moment later T
was at the point where the roads agnin met,

but only in time to see the other two horses
go by atn furious pace, Sarali’s alrest of the
gray, aud the reaching ber hand out bravely
trying to grasp the flying rein, as her horse
-weot leap for leap with him.

Tv ride cloz¢ Behind them was worse than
useless in such a chase. It would but serve
to increase their speed; so I fell back a duzen
rods and followed, watchirg the end.

At the foot of the mountain the river ran,
broad and deep, spauned by the bridge at the
narrowest point, To rcuch the bridge, the
rond tcok a short turn up stream, directly on
the bank.

*On swept the gres and the black horse,
side by side down the bhillside, not fifty leaps
along the level ground, and ‘then came the
turn,

*She was on the offside, At the sharp
turn she pressed abead a half length, and
reined her horse across the groy’s shoul-
der, if possible to turn him towards the
bridge. ‘

‘It must be all over in Wi~instant. The
gray was tho heavier borse.  lHe pressed her
close; the black horso yiclded, gave way to.
ward the fence, stumbled, and the fence, o
light rail, broke with o crash, and they went
over, all together into the d¢gp.blpck stream.

‘Still, still the sound of that” crash and
plunge is in my ears. Still I ci'i}n Asec them
go headlong down that bank togefher into the
black water !

‘I never knew exactly whatI did then.—
When T was conscious, I found mysell swim-
ming around in n circle, diving occasionally
to find them but in vain. The grey horse
swam ashore and stood on the bank by my
black, with distended nostrils and trembling
limbs, shaking from head to foot with terror.
The other black horse was floating down the
surface of the stream, drowned. His mis-
tross was nowhere visibleand Tom Was gone
also. :

*I found her at Inst,

*Yes, she was doad ! '

‘Restoro her ? No. A glunce nt her face
showed how viin all such’ hope was. Never
was human face 60 angelio. She was alrcady.
one’'of the saintly—one of the immortals—and
the beauty and glory of her now life had loft
somo faint likeness of itgolf on her dead form
and face.

‘Philip I said I had never grown a day

pldor sinco that time, You know not why, I

have never ceased to think of hor as on .that

—and blessed me with their unutterablo glo-

day. 1 havo never 1ost the blesiing of those

Philip. You have the story. Tbat is the
whole of it. God bless yon, I'hil, my boy.
you have listened—patiently—to—my~—talk,

‘Good-night, boy, Go to bed. [Pl ‘stay
hierc in the old chair awhile. I don’t—exact-
ly—~fcu1-lilic_sleeping~—-yét.’

I left him sitting there ; Lis head bowed on
his breast, his eyes closed, his breathing short
and heavy, as if with suppresscd grief. My
OWR eyes wete misty. ’ h
right in o large chair.

“Why, JohinpI thought the Major sent you
to bed long ago ’ .

‘Yes, 8ir; the Major always sends me to
bed at the third bowl, 8ir, and I always docs
not go.  Ho's heen a telling you the old stery,
now hasu’t he, Mr, Philip '

*What old story, John ?

*Why, allabout Miss Lewis, and Mister
Tom, aud the General 2

*Yes.? '

John laid_his long black finger knowing.
ly up by the side of bis nose, aud looked gt
me, “

‘Why John-—you don't mean to sny—eh P

‘All the punch, Sir.”

*What! Sarah and the blaek horse, ang--’

311 punch,.8ir.? '

‘Johu, my man, go in and take carc of him,
He is cither asleep or drunk, Curious that!
Why didn’t I think that u man was Hardly to
be believed after the secoud bowl, 'und perfec:«
ly incredible on the third.
trump at s story, though.’

1t would be difficult to describe all that I
dreamed about that night.

By Jove! bois a

—

Dry Joods.
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'\ EW GOODLS! NEW GOODS—!
_L THE LATLST SPRING SEY LES!

1 aw now recelying from New York and Philadelphia
nn immense steek of new, desivabic aud Cheap Goods,to
which I would call the attention «of all wy old trivnas
and customers, as well as the public generally. Haviog
purchnsed tnust of my gouds trow the fargest impating
houses fn Now York, 1 am onabled to give better Lai-
guing than can be had at any other houwo i thecounty,
vur assortment ot .

NEW STYLE DRESS GOODS

is largo. complete and beautitul.  Another lot of these
elegant atd cheap BLACK 21LKS, embroidered hand-
Kerchiets, sleeves, eollars, ruttles, e ings, and iusert-
ings, postock that for eatent and cheapuess deties, adl
competition.  Musting, glughams, caliecea, do Yoged, de
luiyes, tichings, chechs, a0 trenendots s tnent—
tituves and Hosjery chaaper than over, Choths, cassi-
mieres, conds, ccttonades, Ao Geo o tull assottyent and
very low in price,

CARPETINGS AND MATTINGS,

Aun entire new stock of thioe piy. lngrain, cotton ang
veuitinn carpeting, bought very chiap and will b sold
very low.  Alsu white thd colored Natting o,

Hoorrs AND S Hoks.

A large rupply of ndies and sentlemen’s beots, shees
and puiters. Intending to give up the Groeery o [JETRS
ment T will dispose of What I have on hsnd in that
tineoat bow prices. Also stane well mnde Cluthing (n
hand, which 1wl sell for lesy than cost us-) want to
cluse it vug. Come obe and adl to the, Old Mtand oo East
Madn street, and seleet your Goods trout the largest and
chieupest stoek ever brought to Carlisle, .

apri CHARLES OGILBY.

U oo o
N EW O STORE &

NEW GooDs!—The un-
derspened is now opeaigy s the stors roem of Wiliam
Leonard, on the corner 01 Hanover and Louther streets,
in the Borough of Carlisle, ularge and peneral gasorte
ment of 8TALE AND FANCY DKY GOODSE, embraes
Ing almest every hind and variety of goeds adautd te
this market, together with an assortinent of GROCE.
RIES. His stock hasyinge been nearly ulf purcbaced within
the last two weeks, buyers will bave the advantage o1
selecting trom a FRESTE STOCK, as well as of the late
decline in the price of many acticles. He will Lo bappy
to eahibit hix goods to all who way fuvor him with o
call, und pledges himself to sell every article as low or
luwer than thiey ean be purchased elacwhere.

Carlisle, Nov. 15, 1854, ROBERT DICK.

~rs F : Xt

TEW SPRING GOODS.—The sub-
seriber s now opening a large and general aksorts
went of LADIERDRESS GUUDE, concisting of Black and
Colored #lks, Challl Bareges, Mous de laines, French
and’Buslish Lawng, aro & genernl varlety of geeds fur
bLoys wenr, o full assurtiment of Ladies and Childeens
Huosiory, Gloves Mandkerchiefy, alvo Euglish and other
NERAW BONNETS, Bonnet Ribbens, Bounet Lawns,
with tho usual variety of pring Gueds at moderate pri-

acs, GEORGE W. HITNIL.
: = N W AxD SEASON-

TDRY ANEW axu SEASO2
28 00D SY 'k e undersignedha

ing unlurged and titted up the Store-room formetly ve-
ocupfed us the Fost Oftice, inmediately cpposite the office
of the Amerfcan Volunteer, in South lanover Strect
has opened a large and general assortnent of
NEW AND SEASONABLE DRY QOODS,
comprising a great variety of funcy and staple French,
Brldﬂh and domcstic goods, o general assurtmont of
Ladies' Loghorn, Straw, Neapolitan and Gimp Bonnets,
Bloomers of varlous kinds and guality, Gontlemén,
Youth and Children’'s Papama, Leghorn apd Straw
hats, white and colored Carpet Chaln. Qrocerios &¢., &e.
all of which will bo sald at the lowest ynices,

May 16, °66 ROBEKRT DICK.
oy hi 3 \ \T;.“V.‘—"“ ‘— t

ONNETS, BONNETS.— '

The subseriber Is just recefving another supply 01
Spring and Summer Bonnets consisting of English Straw
chip, Brald, satin Straws, Neopolitain, and Ben,Braid.
also a now sapply of very choiee Colored and White
llnnuotllubbous varying in price frem 1214 to 50 cents
per yard. - .
Also a largo nscortment of Chifldrens and Misses Straw
and Braid Flats, - “GLO. W, HITNER.
May 16.'55

- i)

AY AND STRAW CUTTERS,
CORN SUKLLERS.~—A large assortment of im |

proved llay, Straw and Foddor Cutters, now on hand.—
Also, double and slugle corn shellers foy either band or
horko power, of the very Iatest manufucture, including
tho premium shellor-at the late PonnsylvaniaState Fafs,
For salo by PASCHALL MORRIS & Covy
Agricultural Warchouse and Sved Store, corner of Tth
nd Markot, Philadelphia, Doc, 6, 1854—tf

OOLLEN YARN —A lot of very
Superior Heavy and Evon Woollen Yarn just

roceived, much better thun the clty yurn, all colours,
novg T . ny‘lIA"e‘. 0GILBY.

" In the hall. T found John, sitting bolt up-



