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Poctical D

From the Baltimore American,
. MY MOTIHER'S KISS.
1 love to hear the music
Of a sister’s careless glee,
And a brother’s kindly voice
Bringeth melody to me.
1 love the gentle pressure
Of many a fond caress;
Yet there's one that more than all
lath power to soothe and bless.

My ivfant lip turn'd eagerly
To meet its soft salute,

Giv'n with a trembling earnesiness
That seal'd the giver's mute.

I lov'd it then unconsciously,
And from that hour. to this,

There i= nought on earth so precious
As my,muther's gentle kiss.

It was then my richest guerdon,
When, some childish lesson o'er,
With the,wildly gushing joyousness
That may vigit me no more—
My young heart overflowing
With the fondnesz of this bliss,
1 flew to claim the promise
Of her proud and happy kiss.

And when at lengih grown weary
Of happiness and play,

1 sought repose and kaliny eleep
At close of summer dav ;

When my vesper hymn was over,
And my evening proyer was said,

And the curtaine gathered carefully
By her hand around my bed—

The fervent pressure of that kiss,
Asny eyee began to close,

Shed o'er iy rest it rosy dreams,
Till the sarly birds arose.

And ever when a wanderer
From my love-encircled home,
* Mid other scenss, with other friends,
O'er land or sea l.ronm
When the twilight hadows gather,
And the dew fallson the flowers,
_ And the weary hirds are turning
Fach to his forest bower—
And the fond heart homeward tendeth,
Oh! "tis rorrowful to miss
The accents of her sweet * good night,”
My mother’s parting Kiss.
Florence, Ala., December, 1818.

WOMAN'S SPIIERE.
Woare'ors and atatesmen have their meed of praise,
And what they do or suffer men raeord
But the long sacrifice of woman's days
Passes withont a thought-—withouta word ;
Aud many a holy struggle for the sake
Of dutie« sternly, faithfully fulfilled—
For which the anxious mind must watch and wake,
And the strong feelings of the heart be stilled -~
Goes by, unhee:‘ed as the smnmer wind,
And leaves no memory and no trace behind ¢

~ The Olio.

From the American Messenger.

THE OLD AND TIHE NEW YEAR,

1 mused as the midnight hour ('rew nigh, and
methonght the Oll Year sond lLelore me —
Wedty and way-worn he seemed, and in his
hand was an hour glass, from whence the last
sands were fleeting.

Ax [looked upon his wrinkled forehead, me.
moriea hoth pleasant and mourntul came over
me. Fain would | have constrained bis longer
stay, and spake carnexily 1o him:

# Many blessings hast thon bronght me, for

which I give thee thanks. New have they heen
every morning, and fresh every moment.

#Thon hast indeed, from my heart's garrl_rn. |
uprooted some hopes that | jlanted there. With |

their clustering buds they fell, and were never |
quickened again.” i

Then he raid. “ Praise Gad, both for what 1]
gave, and what | teok away. And lay uptrea- |
sures in heaven, that thy heart may be there al- |
s0. What thon callest blighted hopes, are oft-
imes changed inta the fruits of righ cousness.”

But I answered; * Thou hast also hidden from |
my sight the loved aud the revered.  Clods are
strewn upon their fices; they reply to my call !
nomore. To the homes that they wade so fair |
they return not, and the places that once knew |
them, know them no more for ever.”

Still he raid, * Give praise to God, Trouble |
not thyself abo't those that are with him. Ra. |
ther make thine nwn Ralvation sure, that thou
mayest go unto them, and he parted no more.”

Then, in a faint voice, he murmored, My |
mission unto man is done.  For ane, the stone
is rolled away from the door of the sepulchre,
I shall enter in, and slumber with the years be.
yond the fluad, till the lust trumpet soundeth,” !

I gazed upan his wan brow, and to me it was
beautiful.  Fuin would I have cwept away the
snows that gathered around his hoary temples ;
hut he suffered me not, and stretched himsell
out to die.

By his side [ knelt, and said, “ O departing |
Year! [ behold a seroll fulded lheneath thy |
mantle. What witness shall it bear of me ut |
the judgment 1"

Low and solemn were his last tones.  “Ask |
me not.  Thon shalt know wheun the hooks are
ppened, and the dead, small and great, stand be.
fore God.”

The midnight clock struck. And I covered
my face, and mourned for his death who had
heen to me as a friend. [ remembered with
pain how oft [ had slighted his warnings and
the opportunities he had given me of doing
good, and had cast away the wealth of 1ime,l
that priceless bnon froin the Liternal.

Methought from the dying lips came a. fnchle
sigh, uwFarawell—farewell.” Then a passion of

weeping fell upon me. And when again [lified

i low me.

place of the departed.
"Smiling, he greeted me with good wislies

and words of cheer, while around me lay many |

bright tokens of friendship and of Jove.  But I
was afraid. Forto me he was a stranger ; and

when T wonld have returned his welcome, my

lipe trembled and were silent.
Then he said, ® Fear not. [ eome untathee
from the giver of every good and perfect gift.”

«wNew Year, whither wilt thon lead me?.

Att thou appeinted to hring me joy or sorrow,
life or death 7

He replied, “1know not.  Neither duth the
angel nearest to the throne know. Ouly He
who sitteth thercon.  Give me thy hand, and
question not.

plish his will.  Make that will thine own, and

thou shalt wear an angel’s smile, even here lie- |

low,

T promise thee nothing.
Take, with a prayer for wisdom, this
winged moment.  The next may not be mine
to give,
get not that thau art a pilgrim for eternity.

w11 bring thee the cup of joy, be thankful,

and pitiful to those who monrn ; and let all men |

he unto thee as brethren. 17 the dregs of bitter-
ness cleave unto thy lip, he not too eager to
receive comfort, lest thou hetray the weakuess
of thy fuith, Gad's perfected diseipline giveth
wisdom, Therefore count them happy who
endure,

« When morn breaketh in the east, gird thy.

gelf for thy duties with a song of thanksgiving.

For God iz near ta those who trust him, and
rejoice in his ways. And when night putteth
on ber coronet of starz, kneel and ask that the
day’s sins may he forgiven thee.

wNo, when [ have no longer any days or
nights to give thee, and most myself die, thou
shult bless me as a friend, and_a helper on the
road to heaven,” I.. H. 8.

“ T Rerive Passtox Stroxc 15" sLEEr.
—The passion for gambling and betting is the
master of the individual who giv s his mind 1o
it.  Not long agoan unoffending old gentleman
travelling in the South, put up at an kotel
which was g0 fall that e was compelled 1o tnke
a hed in a roem which contained three or four
other sleepers, one of whom was a notorions
mambler,  In the middle of the njght, the old
septleman was compelled to search for his
handkerehief, which he had leit in the poeket
of bis cont.  Nat being acquainted with the ge.
ography of the room, lie went stumhling ahout,
running now and then against some obstacle.
While these peregrinations continued, he mut.
tered, or soliloquized aloud, something in this
style s

wI'lIl het five dollars T shall run into a hasin
of water or something like it.  Confound the
darkness ! 'l bet ten dollars [ shall run into a
basin, or a pail.  Deuee take the handkerchief,
and my cold! Tl bet twenty dollars [ goin!”

No soonner was the last wager offered, than
clatter, erash, splash! went a large wash hasin
and pi‘cher to the 1 or, delnging the unfortn
nate man, and almost rightening bim out of his
wits, The gambler, who was wide awake,
immediately on hearing the offer of the w'vlrr?:-r.
and the naise of the aceident, which were si-
multaneons, exelaimed, in a voiee of suppressed
exeitement, but raised to its highest pitch—

“You darned foo!! Why didn’t yeu stake
all the money you've gol—you hal a sure thing

of it 1"

T'he Boston Transeript states that there are

several establishments in Cambrilgeport, at |
pach of which 300,000 pounds of fimily sonp |

are manafictured annually.  These establish.
ments * likewise send into Bodton every year,
thousands of hoxes of tallow cardles,

An old jady saifl her hushand was very fond
of peaches, aud that was hiz anly fanit. STl
madum,” said oney *how ean you eal! that
fanlt 7 % Why, beecanse there are diffirent
ways of eating them, sie. My lushand takes
them in the form of brandy 1"

An aceomplished anthoress says, %1 look up.
on the Ameriean Fract Society as one ol the
areatest means of religions enlture in our coun.
try, and every year swells the importance of
cn!pnrt:t;p'. The cu|pnl'll'llr.~t are indeed the
<appers and miners of the great Christian ar.

m},-l!

Crninoriy. —The real oljeet of eduuation is
to give children resourees that will endure as
long as life endures; lahits that time will ame-
liorate, not destroy : oecupations that will ren.

| der sickness tleralile, solitnds p:':'.nsanl, ngee

venerihle, life more dianified and wseit, and

U death less terrible.— Rev. Sydney Swmith.

Spvex-Rovxn  Laporp.—The sealing

COladder whieh the Christian soldier must _use,
has seven ronnds—hearing, believing, loving, |

doing, suffering, striving, conguering.  When
the battle bocomes trivmph, then we need the
ladder no more.

Tur Vorer o Wispowr axn Acr.—In my
apprehension, the hest way to he neeful and

¢ happy in this life is to eoltivate domestie affee-

tions—to love home, and at the same time be
temperate and just; to pursne lawfil husiness,
whatever it may be, with diligence, [irmaess,
and integrity of purpose, and in the perfiect he-
lief that honesty is equally hinding in the dis-
charge of public as of private trasts ¢ for when
public marals are destroged, public liberty can-
not Rurvive,

If we are aspiring, we onght ot (o lorn onre
diffidence ; and i ardent (or peformes, ought not
to luse our diseretion.  We aught 1o listen to
the maxims of experience, and respeet the ad-
vice and institutions of our ancestors, anil above
all, we ought to have o constant abiding sense
of the superintending goodness of that Almigh-
ty Being whose wisdom shines equally in his
works and in his word, and whose presence is

[ everywhere, sustaining aml governing the uni-

verse. — NKeal.

Tytler, the Scottish historinn, is dead,

Enough for thee, that [ accom. .

Be content to fol.

Yet, if we walk onward together, for. |

A VENETIAN STORY,
[conTivuen.]

That night they were engaged; the Coun-
tess drove home exoltingly in llleﬂ[.illﬁimenl
of o long-chenshed scheme,  Tralford went
to his lonely lodgings, and long, long wore
con the hours before he fell asleep, e
dreamed again of the figure, the face, the
voice of his vision—Venezia™ was again
the ward she muttered to him; and again he
woke up terrified and agitated. The connex-
inn ol Venice with hisunknown was perfect-
Iv natnral, from the fact of the one he had
beheved her eonneeted with having been an
inlsabitant and a wative of that eity.
| Trafford woke up to reme vher he was an

engaged man; and the [eeling was far from
pleasurable.  The idea of the Courtess was
assnciated with none of the eestatic happi-
| ness and bewildering tumult he felt might
have tallen to s lot, had he sueceeded in
realising the fairy dream that each one's
tyouth have nursed and middle age destroyed.
Still he was engaged; and he must now
|hﬂ|mve himself accordingly,  So he rose,
Cand dressed, and went at onee to the Hotel
“de Fleuranges,  ive stood hefore the gloomy
 portal, so soon to own him for a master, and
| was admitted into the bouduir of the mistress
Fof the man=ion,
| She was there.  In her eyves shone the
light of suceessful love.  She never looked
J handsomer or happier; but ‘T'rafford felt his
 heart sink into mouruful and morbid apathy.
[ He saw before him one who, for his sake,
| had given up every prospect held ont by an
|ﬂ|l|ance with wealth and rank, and vet he
i tased himsell with ingratitude and col:dness

for feeling so litile the vast sacrifice she made
tan his acconnt,

' He tiied in vain to rouse himself from his
~melancholy moad,  1le made every effort
“to appear as happy as so prosperous a lover
i should, but the vanity, and folly, and empu-
! ness of his life, had never before struck him
cso painfully.  The woman  before him then
cwas to be the end and final background of
“the futnre he had reserved solong 1o nmsell
| The vagne mist that had hung aver the one
he was at last 1o find, and worslup, had
cltarcd off, and had #lefi full in his view a
handsome French widow, with einguante
| mille iaweres de renle, cerainly,  But Trattord
Lhadd no eosetous love of money, and woull
Prather have left unsatisfied his avarice than
his romance.

The following evening he went late to the
house of Madame de Fleuranges, e knew
she was out. She had goue o see a frjend
at Chantillys but he had left bonlk in the
mormngs an the table, which he had intended
1o take away. He went into. the boudoir
[ where they had spent the morning together.
FThe book (0 was Scott’s Monastery, then
Just published, 1820) he conld not find.  He

looked on all the sofas, chairs, and eouches,
! He thonghtitmust have been put away by
isome of the servants, e would not jeave
[ the house without i, s Foey had been
Cthorenghly fascinated by the harried glance

i he had wken of the savings and daings of |

[ that mnost successful ofghosis, thejWhite La-
dv ol Avenel. Without hep eompany he
would not spend a solitary  evening in his
fodgmgs,  ‘Throuah the airy 'ips of the spir-
ol Avenel spoke the voice of his own lost
| vision to his erazed imagination ;—
What Tam [ must not shew,
What 1 am thou eould'st not know,
Something betwist Heaven nml hell-=
Something that neither stood nor leli==
Something that through thy wit or will
May work thee geod, may work thee ill
e searched every corner, At last he lefi
the boudoir, and went mto another room,
There were some books on the table he ap-
proached; a figure with a lisht - her hand
entered at that moment, e trned, It
was an old, dark-eyed woman, dressed in
a somewhat primiive style.  He lonked at
her steadily.  She approached. It wasa
remarkable face, with the fire of an Italian
eye. and white haie braided in grisly con-
trast to the smooth olive brow beneath,
»Coso vaol ella,” she said, letung the light
fail on lis face.
wCereo, un hbro,” said P'rafford,  “Non
Io trovo pero,”  He went to a bookease
near,or what appeared sneh, and opening
its folding doors, observed some  drawers,
The ol woman drew near, and opened one
—there was nothing in it
“Non v mcomuodi, vi [lrcgﬂ," samid Tral-
furd, earclessiv
wOh ! serva sua ™ said the old alian, and
| l'l"N‘hl'_il HETENLBGTEN oM
Trafl e i owith vague  enriosity,
The Light 441 tail oo a small portrait, - Tral-
{ordd almost Tented when he reeogimzed the
face ol his long songht vision,
“Ma cosa ha signor 7 ericd the woman

.- PC r

amazed,

« Chi e Lehi e I gasped Trafford.
| amor del Cielo ditimi—cehi ¢!

w Quella Lol te la engina delia Contessa 1

Teatford instantly asked her name, her
residence, her position in life, and where he
could find hersaonest?  He found the lady's
name was Nina Maoflroni s that she was a
first-consin of Madame de Flenranges s.that
they both had been in Pans for a week, du-
ring the time of the fete at Saint Cloud; that
the woman hersell remembered their going
there 3 that they had then returned to - Buor-
auady s and that the Signorinn Man(roni
was now m Venice with her friends, lving
in the Casa Manfroni, on the Canal Grande
—if sher were not marvied, that was 1o say.

o Marricd ™ eried Traflord,  + Was there

Lany reportol her marriage 77

ered the question as expressing insult, or
rather the donbt of there being any lack of
suitors for so beamiful a young lady as she
described her to be. The family were very
poor, very noble, and very proud, The
marriage of the Countess had given great
satisfactien, as it had put her ina position
to benefit the rest of her connexinns.

» And does slie often have the young Ve-
netian with her?”" said Traflord, anxiously.

“ Yes, undoubtedly.” replied the ltalian.
“They correspond frequently—at least they
used to do so—but of late there has been a
coolness. 1 know not why.”

“Oh!" thought Trafford, as he hurried
home, “she has not chained me yet.”

Ile saw now the reasonsof the uniruths
told by Madame de Fleuranges. She cer-
tainly loved him to distraction ; and, with
the quick perception of an jtaiian, had seen
the flame kindled by her young connexion
But now the spell was broken, and the next
twelve hours should see him on lis way to
Venice. e almost feltas il he had bro
ken an appointment there, however unwil-
lingly.

Hle got his passpart. e, made all his
arrangements hurriedly and secretly; and at
day break he left Paris for lialy, with all
the speed he could.  For the Countess he
left a note:—

Je pars demain paur Tenise. Jamaise je
ne reverrais celle qu m'a indignement
trompe.  Maintenant  desabuse—je  vous
abandonne a jamais.

s . .

Ile reachied Venice inan ineredibly short
space of tme. e arrived at the hotel on
the great eanal (Leon Bianco) late in the
evening, He was overpowered with the
fatigue and rapidity of his journey, and call-
eid for wine.  Ile drank, and sat at the win-
dow half stupified, looking ont on the lights
alittering from the windows of the neigh-
boring palaces.  He felt he might, perbaps,
on the very morrow, meet, find, the one he
sought so tiercely.  Ile stayed op till the
city was quicd; and wa'ched, unable to sleep,
Hil'the gray dawn of the March morning
broke over the st'll lagunes, Then as soon
a- the sun rose, ordering a gondola, went oul
on the eanal,

His g mdolier paused for dircetions, “Then
a sense of the wildness of the chase came
over the frenzied heart of Trafford—of the
idle desperation that had led him so far.
f1e answered the man almost savagely, and
by his own conmand was taken (o Samt
Mark’s Place. For the whole day «id T'raf-
ford wander about the bridges, alleys, and
churchegin Venice, i1 the excitement of
vam hopes and expeetation,  He had, of
course, inquired for the Casa Manfroni, and
had indeed found it easily enongh.  But the
house: was empty; the inhabitants were gone
onavisit for some weeks, In three they
wonld return. The servant—the only at-
tendant, it appearcd—did not_krow where
the famuly were; anil so Trafford had only
o wail,

11e did. e spent hours  opposite the
house, nutil every stone, and every creviee
of the gray front, was impressed and engra.

of the possibility of the stranger turning cold.
ly from lLis love, he became almost de-
ranged, e would  die—he eould die,
Biher for Ger he wounld willingly die, or
withont her be should as eertainly diey and
so davs passed on, leading Tralford through
all the wilidest extravagances of the mad-
dest illusion a maniac ever indulged himscll
| with.,

vendeep on his memery. When he theoght |

| Oac evening late, he was walching at his |

{wind sw, for he had taken a lodging opposite

the doors, and three persons disembarked
and entered the honse..a man and two wo-
men,  Tralloed looked as il his life depen-
ded onit. Oue was a voung girl--at least
the slight form told she was so; she was
veiled according to the fashion of the city;
and, as she left the gondola, her back was
tuened to TratTord, so that he could not sce
her faee or profile.

The whale of that night TrafTord wateh
el the spot he now fhought might contain
the treasure he had so long songht in vain,
The moonlight rested as cold as ever on the
closed windows and carved balconies.—
Trafford felt the whole world was for him
centered within those dim and dismal walls,

Farly next day, very early, lie satin his
sondola beneath the windows.  One was
opened, a siep was heard on the baleony
above.  The morning was fiue and warm,
and a fimare in white leaned over the baleo-
ny batnstrade and looked out,

wllah! said Traffndd, in a suppressed

voice, clasping his hands convalively. It
was the one he had so long sought,  “Tears

rushed in his eyes- -the goal appeared to be
won!

She looked down calmly.  Her eves fell
like starlizhton the mad and trembling erea-
tre at her feet.  He was wrapped in a
cloak, and did uot dare even to rise.  1le
flt perfeetly abjeet with fear, nwe, adora-
tion and despair. At a distance, he had
conjured up many, many words he could
pour out in hearmg ol his idol; bt he was
ander the sway of that passion, whose chiel
peculiarity has been well deseribed by one
master hand, “Eloguent absence, dumb
presenee.”  So ‘Traflord remained speech-
Jess and the lady returned into her ronms,

e watched her in a gondola, and follow-
ed her to mass.  Ue followed her to three
different places: and having seen her within
her aowi doors again, he went back to the
last shop she had entered, Tt was that ol a
man who sold pictures, and every kind of

the Palazzo Manfroni; a gondola flew up to ]
-

gers and tonrists,  He found, afier making
dibgent, though weli managed inquiries, that
Manfroni Palzce belonged to a noble family,
greatly impoverished; that the young Lady
Nina was devota assai, She was living quilte-
ott of the world; no one ever saw her at
masque or ball or opera; and that her fa-
ther and mother were anxious 10 sell some
of the pictures, once heir-looms in one of the:
best families in Venice, but now to be dis-
posed of to keep them from starving,

Trafford instantly got a note of introduc~
tion from the man he had spoken to.  Fur-
nished with this, he set forth at last fairly to.
beseige the doors.  He was adinitted. ~No.
devotee entering the inner sanctuary of his
all-powerful idol ever felt the throb of fear
that agitated the awe struck Trafford as he
went silently up the wide, chill, echoing stair,
and then passed on.into a suite of inner ap-
pariments, '

he room he entered was a vast, dimly
lighted saloon. uncarpeted, unfurnisbed, save
that on one wall hung a splended picture o
Titian,—a “Holy Family” was the subject.

The Venetians rose at his entrance. Be-
fore him, at last, stood the young and lovely
Nina. But it was not her beauty that cn-
slaved his soul, for there was a spiritual love-
liness in her eyes and her brow that carried
him far, far beyond the earthly feeling he:
called love. She Was not speaking, but he
drew near her-at last. 1lis voice failed, his
frame shook, as he tried to speak unconcera-.
edly,—

* Alfin son,” h2 began.

She lovked up; and: a faint recollection:
scemed 1o comg slowly over her as she
looked in the f.@ of Trafford. Iler pa-
rents were talking together in the other end
of the room.

Trafford spoke rapidly,—of Saint Cloud,
—the evening he met her; the vain lope
with which he had chased through Paris af-
ter her. Ile made no mention of Madame
de Fleuranges, but he found 1o his great joy,,
that he was listened to, at least, with pa-
tience, and therctore, might still hope for the:
favor he longed to obtain.

He bought the picture at an extravagant
price, but unly to restore it to the daughter:
of the poor old nobleman who sold it.” He
never let a day pass without bringing to his.
Nina every thing of the richest and the rar-
est he thought she would like the best. 1f
his search had begun vigorously, the prose-
cution of his desire afterwards was to the full,
as singnlar in its devotion and constancy.

The young Venetian lonked on him more
in pity than tenderness; but it was impossi~
sible that a heart so gentle eould remain un-
touched with the despairing passion of one
so madly in love as the Englishman.

A fortnight afier he had first seen her, he
implored of her, in the most extravigant lan~
anage of idolatry, to become his wife. She
told him she did not mean to marry.

“Do not tell me that " eried Trafford ,
“without you I will not, I cannot, live!l—
What should I do? Where should [ go T
Do not tarn from me, for the hour 1 see there
indeed, no hope of moving you, 1 will de-
stroy-mysell”

A cloud came over the beantiful face of the
Venetian,  She looked reprovingly at the
wretched Trafford. e coverel his lace
with his trembling hands, and burst into
tears. She was touched, and lai ! her hand
on his,=

“« Caro mio, ascoltami!”

Trafford seized her hand in his own.  [fe
implored, lie entreated, he raved; and that
evening Nina promised to marry him.

She wasa very devout Catholic; but Traf-
ford readily promised that every one of the
futore family shoul | be Catholics; or any-
thing else she pleased.  That she should be
his was all he desired.  To be her slave was
all he believed he ever could be. e was
to live in Venice to please her, he was to
live in the Manlfroni Palace, refurnished by
himsell: no wiil; no wish would he, could he
have, but what originated in Nina.

They were married in June.  They went
to stay a furtnight w1 Como, and there, on
the banks of the enchanting lake, Trafford
spent the first days of his union with his Ve-
netian love,  They went on to Switzerland.
They led for (wo months a solitary life
amongst the loveliest and lonliest haonts of
the mountain land.

CONCLUSION NEXT WEEK.

Anpovr Ricnr.-—Some forty years agn,
when a man's respectability depended much
on his taking a newspaper, a certain shrewd
old fellow was onc morning enjoying the
luxury of his paper, (although he labored
under the great disadvantage of not know-
ine a single letter of the alphabet,) when
a more knawing neighbar of his happened
in—perhaps to borrow his paper—ubhserved
to him that he had his paper wrong end up.
The old gentleman, drawing himse!ll up
all the pomposity of affront diznity, exclaim-
ed—1 would have vou know sir, that if |
take a paper anl pay fo-u, | have a rigit
to read it which end up I please.”

Tur “Rurxors” Tamrr.—The Lawrence
(Mass) Courier (Whig protoctionist) says:

olfindustry really does bring its reward, the
reward ef the Bay State mills (woallen mann-
factory.) in Lawrenee, must e rich ennugh to
satisly the most eager and enthusiastic of the
toiling millions.  For several months past iwo
sets of hands have been employedy, and 1la
warks have been kept moving night and day.’

This is the place where the suine wank s
lane by machinery lor fonr cents, which in
Scotland costs twenty.two cents, per yard,
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