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he Alarmed Skipper.
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York tl.eir schooners ran,

Ballad+

Many aleng.¥y
Nanturcket ¢
O1 findding oo
How uear I

.
o crease the lead,

undine throueh the night,
that stuck o well, '
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And then. t

Know ng th e «
A skipper gre

They alwa e%
. ‘hose ey "= were dim,
(*onld Il‘“, VB Nf! ny ‘]llhf the spol,

Al =0 below I dows “1he vlim’
Alter, of co' i#@. his s -me’l’leil:g hot,’?

in hi= b-#l. at ei _'111 o’elock,
Th s anc erf|skipper micht te found ;
No matter how is era 1w ulid 1ock—

e slept—. ad skippers slee, profound!

The wateh o d,ck would row and then
[Xun down 1’ witke him. with the lead ;

Fle'doup aml > amd tell the men

f‘"nn ’

How many es they went ahe.d.
Cne m Jotham Marden’s w teh;
Aw —1the pediars son—

, (the wanton wretch,)
um.

Ami 910 n
I'o-ni. Ilt | huw a grain ol

We'reall a 2t af nmpul fools,
To think the skipper knows, by lastine
W hat g ounihe's on— '\.mtucl\el .-c,lmnlh

Don’t teac soch stafl’ with al: their basting !

the we'l-gréased lead,
o’er o box of earth

ck (a parsnip bed. ]
ought the skipper's berth.

And =o he tas
And.rubbe
That & nod &
And then

now, sir? pl as=e to taste!”

awnvd, putl out his tongue,
-8 in wumlruus haste,
y the Aoor he sp-ung!

“Where arew
The skipps
T hen ope’d 4
And then §

rmed and tore his bair,
boots and roared to Marden—

“ Neantueket® 1le and here we are
Ihightoce. Marm Hackell's garden I
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r Dnddy Bizgs' Serape at Cockerell's Bend.

“of my friend, Captain Suggs, which will be

wsscd[lln'ir reckoning right |

'.hm W '1ters lfmkqnv around at the dark woods,

| at the idea of being left without liquor in the

.ccau ll.sq }
! we believe v
f new dress.

““A young gentleman, a member of our col-
i lege was expdltd for the crime of drawing
young ladies up to his room at night and letling
lhem dm\ n in the morning, by means of a rope
-and basket arranged f'rom his window. Of
course a great dc&lﬁfgoqsnpmg conversation was
 the consequence. The following colloquy oc-
' curred between two young ladies:—¢Jane do
“You really believe thal the students draw gitls
up their rooms?>’ Certainly my dear; more than
1 that, 1 kuow they do.”* How?’ ‘“’ell I was
] ;zomcr by the college one morning; it was Just
before light ; “uwas very early in the ‘morning;
_and | heard a noise in the direction of one the
College buildings. I looked that way, and as
ain as | see 3,\,11 now, Il saw a girl in a basket
about half way from a 'three story window to
. the ground ; and jus® then the rope broke, and
| duum Icame P Oh, Jane!

¢ [ittle story with a point and
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BY ] ““CHICKEN-MAN ;7

The author of * Simon Suggs,” ¢ Taking the-
Censusjin Alabama,” ete.

Cockerell’s Bend isa well known rendezvous
for the hunter and|fisher of the Tallapoosa ; and
a beautiful place jtis. - The upper end of the
curb is lake-like inlits stillness; and is very deep:
while a half mile below, the river spreadﬂ:tse]j
to double its u w;dth and brawls among
rocks and islets fringed w ith the tall river grass.
The part above is esorted to by those who fish
with the rod and that below by seiners. Oppo-
site to the deep whter, the hills come towering
down to within t enty yards of the river, the
narrow intervening strip being low—land,mvered
with a tremendous growth of gum, poplar and
white oak. Late |in the afterncon of a warm
May-day, this part of the Bend is 2 most de-
lightful spot. The little mountains on the South
and West exclude the sun glare completely :
and the mere comfort-seeker may lay himself

flat in the bottom of an old Indian canoe he finds |

moored there by a grape vine, and float and look
at the clouds and dreaimn—as I have often done—
with no living thing in sight to disturb his medi-
tations, except the muskrat on the end of the
old " projecting, logz, and the matronly summer |
duck with her brpod of tiny. ducklings swim-
ming close huddléd, in the shade of the huge
water-oak, whose overhanging limbs are cov ered
with a close network of museadine vines—
whereof, (of the Nines I mean,) I have a story

related at the proper time. Take care, ye little
downy rascals!—especially yonu, htﬂe “fellow,
with half an e¢gg-shell stuck to your back!—
true, there are nut many or ld["-"e trout in the |
Tallapoosa, but there are some : and occasionall v
one is foumd of mouth sufficient to engorge a|
young duck '—and almost always in a cool, quiet
shade just like mhist' snap!—there you go, |
precisely.as I told yon! Now. old lady, quit |
that fussing and filittering, and take the “\ou g
‘uns”® out of the way of that other one ﬂ'l‘_lt isn’t
far off! Trituratipa in a troul’s maw must be |
unpleasant, oné wpuld think!

It chanced ong¢e that the writer ehcamped |
for,a day or two dn the narrow strip spoken of, |
with a company "the unsaphutlcatt 'd dwellers |
of the rough lands in that re gion, of whom the
principal personafre was ¢ Dﬂ(ill\r Elas Pizgs,” |
sometunes called ,Daddv ’Lias, » but more com-
monly “Daddy Bigqs.” We were on a fishing |
expedifion, and at{ nizht hung a short line or two |
from the bmmho} of the trees which overhung |

the water for “caf.” One night, as we had j: mt
done this and wene gathered amund the fire, :
gallon jag passing| from hand to haund, < La(Hv [

=)
Bires? —-—-\\I}u was a short squab man, rosy

chenE‘Eod ‘ba'd and .inclined te;
remarkvd as he

J.hpe-u.un!’
xtended +his hand towards a 1
long, gmnt ﬂ-llmI’, with a very long nose, and l
a very long black|beard—

i Br)vq, ain’t yoli never heara what a terrible |
scrape 1 had here, at this very spot, last year? |
Billy Teal, let me| have a suck at that y earthen- |
wat, and 1’11 tell woa all about it.

ihe old man td2k a “suck,” smacked his lips
and| bezan his relation :

«¢You all 2inember the time, boys, when them
Chi ahospa flllmt. come here a fishin? Dara
?om), T wish they gould fish about home, without |
goin’ twenty milks to interrupt other pr’oplt—, 3
range—we Ii, they camped rizht here, and right |
heré THEY SEED niL Duvir !

“Seed the Dn%l » exclaimed Billy Teal.

“D)id they,in rizht down airnes, now 7’ asked

|
|
|
)
|
f

and insinuating himself between Abe Ludlou
and the fire in evident frizht.

_ “They seed the Dev 11 » repeated Daddy
Bizas, with empk isis—and ketched him too”
he added : “but they couldn’t hold him.”

“Good Gracioug i smd Jim Waters, looking
around agzin—*do you| think he stays about
here ”’—and Jim got ne arer to the fire.

“He stays abo it here some,” replied Daddy
Biggs. But Jim, son, get out from the fire!'—
yow’ll set your ver-hauls afire '—and oet me
the sperrets. I’l| buss the jug again, and tell
you all about it.” L E

Bill Teal had deposited the jug behind a log
some ten feet off { but Jim Waters was not the
lad to back out, if the Devil was about: so he
made two desperate stirdes and grabbed the
“yearthenwar,” and then made two more which
brought him, hea first, jug and all, into the fire.
Chunks and sparks ﬂew every where as he
ploughed througz

“ He’s got yuu Jim!” shouted ‘Abe.

“Pull the boy-put!” exclaimed Bill and my-
self; in a breath, %or he’il burn up ?

“Some on ye gave the jug !’ screamed
Daddy Biggs, who was standing horror-stricken

woods.

Inaminuteboth Jim and the jug were rescued;
sthe former withburnt face and bands, and singed
Thair—the latter éntirely uninjured.

“Well, well,”| chuckled Daddy Bizgs, we
come outen that| fust-rate—the jug ain’t hurt,-
nor no liquor spilt. But Jim, PPm raal astonish-
ed at yoz..-—pntc n’ mto the fire that i and

] ‘Boys, he’s a whaler!

| by the disclosures

: \nut they | were arler.

aTprile dran o’ » B S

Vv, “you must look over that—he seed the
Devil > '

‘Well, well, that minds me I was gwine to
tell you all about that monstrous scrape I had
wi’ them Chatahospa fellows, last summer ;: so
P’ll squeeze the jug one time more, and tell you
all about it.?

Throwing his |head in an admirable, position
for taking a view of things heavenly, Daddy
Biggs inserted the mouth “of the juz into his
own mouth, wheh for a short space there was
a sound which eht be spelied ““lugqgle—uggle—
luggle-lul-uggle :Y' and then Daddy Biggs set
the jug down by |him, and began his story once
more.

‘Well boys, they was camped right here and
had sot out their hooks for cat [fish] Jistas we’ve
done to-night. Right thar, this side o> whar

Bill’s line hr uers some on ’em had a most a devil

«Oh, bit, va SLins Snterpossd Dick |}
{ McCoy,
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of a hook from that b:n lim that goes su':ught
out thar. - He must 2’ had a kunnoo to fasten it
whar he did, else cooned it on the top o’the
limb. . IVell, it’s allers swimmin’ under ‘that
limb, but that’s a biz rock in the shape of a
#ugar loaf, comes up in six inches o’ the top.
Right round that was whar I’d ketched the
monstrousest, most oudaciousest A ppeloosas cat,
the week before, that ever come outen the Tal-
lapoosy, and they’d hearn of it, and the fellow
with the big hoock was a fishin’ for hit>s mate.
Darn it, boys, it makes me mad to think how
them Chatahospa fellows and the twon folks do
’trude on we roover people—and when Pm az-
grawated I allers drinks, so here goes agin.?

Daddy Biggs threw back his head again—
again t the er’s mouth in his own—and again
produccd the sound of ‘guggle-uggle-luggle ?
and then resumed :

“This big-hook feller I was telling about, his
name was Jess Cole, which live in the Bottom,
thar whar Chatahospa falls into the Hoota
Locko: and air’t got mor’n half sense at that.’

“That’s the fellow osed to strike for Vince
Kirkland in the Blacksmith’s shop at Dodd’s,
afore Vince died—aint it?’ asked Bill Teal.

‘That’s bim,’, said Daddy Biggs, ‘and that’s
how I come toknow him; for I seed him thar
once, tho’ I cain’t say he knowed me. Well,
he waked up in the night, and heard a most aw-
ful sloshiin® at the eend of his line, and he says,
‘Rise, boys—I’ve got him!—Darn my skin, ef
I hain’t. And sure enough, there was some-
thin’ a flouncin’ and sloshin’ and makin’a devil
of' a comvoberation at the eend of the line.—
Jess he sprung upand got a long stick with a
hook.at one cend, and retched out and cotcht the
line and tried to p all it in; but the thing on the
hook gave a flirt, and the stick bein’a lett#e too
shott, which made him stoop forard, in he fell'
He scuffled out tho® tollable quick, and ses he,
cuss my eternal buttons
if he ait’t the rise of sixty pounds! . Cld Biggs
may 2o to grass now, w ith his furty pound | cats:
he ca’t shine no w ay! When; I heerd ‘that
boys, I S '

‘Wlwu you heerd 1£2 exclaimed all.

“Yes, me!? said Bizgs, laughingly: «didn’t 1 tell
you that before?! Well, I ou; rht: 'r done it, but
forgot 1t' Darn it, we?ll take a drink on. lhal
any way! aud so he did.

“So’was o instid o? the devil, he cotched,’
observed Jitn Waters, apparently much relieved

L

¢Jist so: and the way it was, I seed the ras-
cals as they w.re comliw’ hers, and koowed
So, whe 11 nicht comes,

s]lpS down the roover bank mi zhty e%Lw and
nice, twell I could see the camp fire. Bat thar
was a doz along, and 1 was afrhid to ventur up
that wayv. | Sce, I was arter atealn > thar*fish

theyw -
| in reason they?J* have a strmcr on

water, at the Kkinnoo lfmdn’ to keep tr‘.sh.
Well, sering of the doz, T ’clud »d I’d tack the
inimy by water instead o’ land. So with that I
took the roover aout thirty yards ahove here,
and, sure enough, finds the string of fish jist
W Ilar I know’d they®d be; and then I starts to
swim dowa the roover a little waysand get out

wlow, and go to Jerry White’s, and tell him
thc-.]ukv Boys, ain’t you gitit” mighty dry?
I am.? '

Aud Daddy BRizgs drank again,

‘Well, boys, jist as I got whar that dratou
hook was, not thinkin’ of nothin’ but the fun,
the cussed thing ketched in one thigh of my

ver-hauls, and brought me up short. I tried |
the cussedest ever a feller di: 1, to get loose, and
couldw’t, | I had no knife, and thar I flew round
and puiled” first forard and then backards, and
reared and pitched and made the water bile.—
Fact, hoys, I was hitched to a swingin’> limb
and no mistake. Cnce or twice I got on top o’
the sugar-loaf rock, je-e-est about the time I’d
go to untie the drated rope of a line, the blast-
ed rock was so stippery, off 1'd launch! TFact,
boys, and it azgraw ated me; 1t aggrawated me
smartly—so it did! Ef 1°d a° had liquor then,
I’d a took sgme, I was so cussed mad. ; Well; in
this time that lonc‘lecm'ed cuss, Jess Cole, wakes
up, as I tel’d you, and hollers out in the way
I norated. DBoys, what do you all say to anoth-
erdrink? Tt makes me so cussed mad every
time I think *bout it!?

Once more, Daddy Biggs gazed at the stars.

‘Soon as Jess said that about cat bein’ bigger’n
mine, I said in my miad, Pll whip you certin’!
\Vell they all keep a most confounded holler-
in?, and every now and then, some .on ’em
woull iirow a long log ©® wood as they had
cut for fire as mo'h at me as they could guess,
to stunt the cat, you see; but the branches of
the tree fav ored me mrrhtllv in keepin® ’em off—
tho’ they’d strike pretty close by me *casionally,
cajunk! strikin’ eend foremost, you see. So
they kept up a rizht smart throwin® of logs,
and me a right peart dodgin’ for some time; and
I tell you, it took raal nice judgment to keep
the infernal hook outen my meat; it grained the
skin several times, as twas. At last, Jess, he
climbs into the tree and gits on the limb right
over me, and ses he, ‘Boys, I b’lieve hits a-mud
turtle; for I see somethin? like the form o’ ome

o

and very nice they aredd Mﬂ
TS ry--i‘l'l‘duslr;ona 1TUPERY, Lry vy’

| the Skylarks,
joined you know, and you must appear respec

right under me. Thmks I yow’ll find cae of

Qe sngnnie? 2o oe

m-‘ andhe |
‘gig hin’

‘Giz the peviL? ses I, for I was pestered.

‘Great gracious?’ uallPd Jesse, *hit’s the
Devil? and down he tumbled right a top o me!
I thought I was busted open from one eend to
’tother! Sure enough the’, I warn’t, but enly
bursted loose from the line. Both on us put
for the bank quick, but on account. of my gittin’
holt of the gig, w hich ruther bothered me, Jess
got ashore fust. I was richt arter him tho’, I
tell }du, with the gig!. When I clum up the
bank, I found the rest was all kleen gone, and
thar lav Jess, which had stumped his toe again’
somethin’, right flat of his face, amoanin® dread-
fully! '
*Oh, Pve got you now, Jess,” ses I.
‘Please Devil!? ses Jess.

AR s i A
de Jess agig; ¢Now? ses he

Must take vou along wi’ me,” ses I, in about | will be found partlcularly interesting :

the most onyeathly voice you ever heard.

hen another one r10 you say !

| ing man ——- well I’.n not going to scold.

Jobs, like pinetia’ of my tail and sich

jobs the gig throuzh the hind part of his over-

with himgin a pearttrot. The way he scratch-
ed up the dirt as he travalled backwards.on his

all-fours,
struck the roover, he got a holt of a grub, and

do it in a week.

'Ihm]g I, ef you at’t all kleen gone, I’ll finish
the job for you: so I pitched the goard—it hilt

jumped in the roover myself.
got properly in Dbefore it blowed up. Sich a

‘se rape

‘The hogs I took warn’t markcd :
shiverin®all over

‘They warn’t yowu ses I.

I’ll never do so-no more,” ses Jess, shiverin’
wus and wus, ‘ef vou’ll let me off this time.?

‘Can’t do it, Jess! want you down in Tophet,
to strike for Vince Kirkland? I've got him thar
a-black-smithin’ of it. He does all m R odd

e —

Can’t let yop off—I've come a purpose for you!?

‘I seed the poor devil shudder when I called
Vince’s name, but he didn’t say no more, so J

life.

the suffrages, n

hauls and starts doun to the kunnoo -landin?’

was a perfect sizht'—But jist as T{ ence. Tt misht
the gig tore out, and ‘he started *:other way —
I never seed runnin’ twell then—? tain’t no use
to try to tell you how fast he did run: I couldn’t
A ‘scared wolf® w arn’t nothin’
to him. He ran faster’n si¥ scared wolves and
a yearii.’ deer. Soon as he got a start I made
for a log whar I seed their guns, and behind
that T finds the big powder goard they all kept
their powder in, that they wars’t a-usir? —

to books.

fully a g.lllou——amack into the fire, and then
I hadn’t more’n

blaze I never seed before. The n’ise was some
itself, but the blaze . covered all the creation,
and retched higher than -the trees. It spread

out to the loa:s whar the guns was, and fired Letters of Pascal.

them off! Pop! pop! pop! No wonder them, to'a mind discursive yet perpetually observant,

.Satin | it is not wonderful that he should have acquired |
so vast a store of various information.
fields of knowledge which his intellect has trav-
ersed, and to which his memory can recur—
especially in ancient literature, in history, and
the many forms of philesphy—are immense.
and a two-zallon jug o Spt’l'l'ets, and I throwed | He has, above all; the most wide and thorough
their guns in the roover, besides given ’em the | acquaintance w lth the social and political rog-
11|-u-or iest scare they ever had: and they aint | ross of the human race.
been back since, which I hape they never will, |:t_£| that Mr.. Adams knows more of the pubhc
and secret politics of all nations, for the last
hundred years, than any man living.

A's we have not attempted to write the biog-
rapiy of this remarkable man, so we would not |
aliempt to portray his character.
to the future historian.
ficient care that these be not neglected. Wheth-
er every particular act of his, in a public life of
half a century, any more than the whole career
. of any other man who has moved many years
before the people, is completely defensible, may
then be determined.
standing the various jealousies, the personal and §

Chatahospa fellows never come back!

himself couldn’t a done it no better,ef He had

beea thar in the way of racket and n’ise} -
Daddy Biggs now took a long breath,’and a

longer drink.
‘Boys, he continued, I got them fellers! fish

for its oudacious the way the roover full\:,
];owd upod. And now, bLoys, that’simy
> so less take another drink; look at the
hoolks, and then lay down.’ :

1s

Mrs‘ € 'udlt $ Curlum Lﬂelurcs.
Mrs. Caudle becomes Amiable, and would have a
t Neow Dress.

Dear me! Mr. Caundle, if wou hav’nt forgot
your night (,'lp——J() put it on my dear, or you
will catch cald.  Arnt you cold my dear! Susan,
bring me the blanket that is under little Billy’s
head. Sally has finished you shirts, my, dear; |

J animosities, w

doae for you to wear to the skylark dinner.1
Shant go'—O! you must go, indeed you’ must;
Sally will be so dlaappomttd if her dcar_papa
don’t wear one of the new shirts to the Skylark
dinner. She has been talking about it for—to
be sure, I was opposed to your joining
my dear, but then you have |

voice.

able.  Cruss about it wasI? Well may be I
was a little, but then my dear I had been so
much troubled about the house, that:I could not ; 'a
help it. Do tuck yourself up, my dear; I @m
sure youl must be cold. You men dox.’t kuow
what we poor women have to endure, Mr. Caa-
die. Pm sure if the men had as much trouble
as the women do, you would not be such good
tempered pLopL', cither. But you don’t know |
anything about it. I’m sure it would spoil the
temper of a saint. Itis all drudge, drudge,
work, work, the whole day long, and it would
worry the lliL out of any bud.y

T have been thinking my dear, that you had
better get a new coat Tor ‘the dinner, your old
blue looks too shabby. O no—you are mis-
taken, it don’t look well enough. ' Mr. Gray
has ordered a new suit, for Mrs. Gray told me
so,-and you had better step over to Mr. Brown’s
and order a new coat in the morning—a black
one—I admire a black coat. And Mrs. Grey is|
to bhave an elegant new silk for the ball—a
fioured one, very beautiful. Mr. Grey lets her
haVe new dresses, just whenever she asks it.

I know it—to be sure—Mr. Grey is richer
than you, but one must appear decent, any how.
My old dress isso shabhy that I real]y should be
ashamed tobe seeninit. Deén’t you think
looks well enough, does it! Mrs.. Grey  says it
is shocking, and I ought to have a new one for
the - ball and I you car’t afford it nows ? It

won’t cost much I’m sure—and it isn’t so often
that I ask for new dresses, Mr. Caudle; you

I chamctc

red.

sion, at Quincy.

Mr. Adams, for the first ume in ;rnod
tlurtr—sw vears, passed into the quict of a private
It is impossible, however, for such men
to hide away frqm the public eye.
unanimous, of his -native | y
Cono'rt'smonnl district, remanded him back to
the scrvice of tltl;: %ommonf e
him to a seat in the House o Irelenhhvu.
The venerable ex-president
pointment, and has since ﬁl]
fourteen successive years—not
| from a fervent desire to servethe
from the fact, that his whole lnfe,from the mer- |
est boyhood, haﬂngbeen passcd before the world,
among stirring movements and events, it has be-
come to him, in a manner, the mode of Clllh

-——‘v“y—-
would erjoy half as good health
complete retirement.

But thongh thus, in his 78th vear, still active-
ly engazed in the public service, Mr
yet pays the most diligent every-day attention |t
He has practised this, indeed, at all |
periods of his life, in the midst of the most im-
portant and engrossing decu
illustration, among many others, may be taken |?
from the penod of his administration.
sed, as he was at that time, in addition to his|?
usual Executive dutics, with unremitting and
violent oppo.ition, distracted with various dis-
sensions at home, as well as ve
eign relations, Mr
draw up, for the improvement of his son, then
a student at law, the most elaborate abstracts of | §
the chief Orations of Cicero, and the Provencal

ild has : party aspentlps—-n

eaxisen [rgmatime 1g
palitical contests, Mr. Adams
has a larger share, than any man among us, to
the affectionate respeéct of h
been evinced, we think, by the aniversal public
Men who Warmly differ with him, on
great national questions, cannot fail to venerate
him for his extensive knowledge, his eminent |
| ahilities, his long public services, his earnest |
~lintegrity, and the fervent purity of his mora.l
‘No better proof of this could be
dduced, than the welcome which greeted him
| evvr\,uhere, from city to city, in his journey to
the West, some months since, to take part in a
scientific celebration.
Mr. Adams is still in equable health and vig
orous, walks with a short, but firm and elast.lc
‘em, and remains in perfect possession of all his
mtellmt :al faculties. No person who should
see him brea:ting at sunrise the waters of the
Potoirac, as is his custom every day from
middle of spring to the middle of autumn, or
traversing on {foot, as he frequently does in the
morning, before the sitting of the House
meces, the entire distance of a mile and a
from his residence, near -tlfe President’s, to the
Capitol, would suppose that nearly eighty yes
of a most laborious life have passed
Certainly, any one listening to him speaking
fluently ‘and clearly, an hour at a time on the
floor of Congress, or ' conversing a whole eve
ning without cessation, must be convinced
the powers of his mind are altoget's r unimpai
He has a residence in IVaslung'lon, :

{in the turmoil of

generally stays there till May, th
sion may have closed before. -
and autumn he remains in his ancestral man

years in the land he has so long honored, 3
2o down to future time under that affectionatean
venerable title, accorded him by his country
¢“THE OLD MAN ELOQUENT.??

- -
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May he continne yet man

know that. But you men think thank
you my dear, I’m very glad you say yes, be-
cause 1 — o1.1; say so to “avoid a réiw y @o you:
Who’s making a row, Mr. Caudle! Pm sure
I only asked for well, let me spéak; won’t
you! Ideclare if 1 ever saw such a man. I
can’t even well go to sleep then.” Pm
tired, too, very tired; and I must get up early
to-morrow and get things to rights before Mrs.
Grey comes to go out with me. She’s promised
to help me choose the ererlasting gabble
I’m sure Mr Caudle, there i is Do

:hl.enalmsmﬂ :
Well, Mr. Caudle, 1t"ou ain’t the most provok- |

'vou are lucky in having a wife that attends to i
matters, and saves you so much. I hav’nt spent |
a sixpence on myself these three months, and
although I say it, there is’nt a woman in town
who——, &e., &e., &c.

John Quincy Adams.

We find in the last number of the American
Review, a brief, but well written biographical
sketch of this venerable statesman and” patriot
whose public services, through a period of more
than half a century, fill a conspicuous page in
the history of the Whnited States. The conclud-

¢ Retiring from the Executive C hmr in 1529, ' he caa whistle?

- - r
From the Philudelphia U. 8. Gazelle.

Mrs. Mary Caudle begs permission to prote
in this manner, against the publicity whichh
been given to some conversation between |
and her husband, relative to matters, altogetl
of a domestic nature. She has, against the )
gestions of many good friends, farborne to noti
the injustice of her husband, who is, it is belis
ed, instigated by the vamty ofbung consides

FW"’“WWW

You ! ber, to tell a good deal more lhan shou]d be |
need’nt be so pettish, I was only going to say | made public, Unwilling to be made a sulject
 of ridicule, Mrs. C audle deems it due to herself,
and her small family, now entirely dependent
on her, to appeal respectfully to the people
against the decision they have made against her,
or her husband’s representations, and to sustain
her appeal by a statement of further facts.

Mr. Caudie’s Curiain Lectures.

There, Mrs. Caudle, if a fellow
whistle, you need’at be tormenting yourself, to
| ing portion of this sketch, which we give below, | find out what it is about. 1’d like to know, if
a man can’t whistle in in his own bed, where
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