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""" 'The Sumter Banner:
PUBLISITED EVERY WEDNESDAY HORNING, BY
O WILLIAM J. F_I_l'A NCIS. .

TERMS:

T"wa Dollars in ndvance, Tia Dollars and
Fifty-cents at the expiration of six months, or
Three Dollars at the end of the year.

. No paper discontinued until al arrearnges
ure paid, unless at the option of the Proprietor
U7 Advertisements inserted at 75 cts. per
¥quare, (14 lines or less,) for the first and
half that sum for each subsequent insertion
- 03 The nuinber of insertions to be marked
on all Advertiscinents or they will be publish-
ed until ordered to be discontinued, and
charged accordingly.

07 One Dollar per agu_nre for a single in-
sertion.. Quarterly and Monthly Advertise-
ments vill be charged the same as a single
'neertion, and semi-monthly the same a8 new
‘ones.
¢ 0F"All letters by mail must be paid to in-
sure punctual attendance.

Jolitical.

From the Washington Union.

. 'Ehe Appeal of n Taylor Demo-
' i crat.

In compliance with Mr. Lippard’s
request, welay the following communi-
cation before our readers It isa bold
animated, and stiring appeal to the
President.  We have no doubt, with its
author, that thousands of Democrats
were induced to vote for Gen, Taylor
in consequence of his pledges; and we
doubt not that almost all of them will
nbandon his administration in congse-
quence of his having violated these
i« pledges.

The following letter carries force with
it, because its main statement is true.
Gen. Taylor could never have been
clected without the vote of the Taylor
Democrats, and he could never have ob-
tained their votes without the pledges
which he gave. We call the reader's
attention particularly to the correspon-
dence which passed between Mr. Lip-
pard ‘and Gen. Taylor during the cam-
raign. The General’s letter to Mr. L.
1as been frequently published, but Mr.
L’s lettor to the General is now for the
first time given to the wold. This let-
ter sheds light upon the Generul's. It
shoxws why the General wrote his letter
and how 1t is to be interpreted.

Pumapereura, May 22, 1849,

“'Will you pardon me if I make bold
tesay a few words with you in expla-
nasion of the reasons which induced me
to support you for the officc of Presi-
dent'a?the United States? These rea-
gons may algo give some iden of the
motives which swayed hundreds of thou-
sands of your fellow-citizens,

. I am no politician. I never yet ask-
%3 for an office, and certainly shall not
ask one at your hands. In speakingto
ou, I do not lay claim to any political
influence. I am backed by no clique:
1 control no body of voters: I only
speak to you as a citizen of the United
States, having no influence boyond my
vote, and the truths which I utter.

In the year 1847, while a member
of tho Democratic Association of the
county of Philadelphia, I began the first
of o series of four works upon the his-
tory of Mexico. ‘I'hat first book of the
series was intended to comprise a histo-
ry of your campaigns in Mexico. While
writing that work, I became vividly
impressed with the frankness, the iron
common senses the unswerving sincerity
of your character. Sick of the wavre-
fare of parties, I looked to you as the
man who had been called by Providence
to put an end to the mercenary bitter-
ness of this warfare, by assuming the
position of Washington—not with par-
tics, but in the hearts of the people.

And this idea of your character, em-
bodied in the work to which reforence
ismade, wag diffused by its pages among
4 class of voters cntirely distinet and
seperate from tho Whig party; a class
of voters who, imbued with the prog-
ressivo.pirit of Christianity, are oppos-
ed to the principles of the Whig party,
a9 embodied in the history of the Whig
corporation of Philadelphia, and who
are in favor of judicial and naticnal re-
form~—who advzcate the freedom of the
public domain and the right of labor to
tho harvest of its toil. This idea indu-
ced mo to desert my party associations,
break party lines, and advoeate Zacha-
ry Taylor as tho candidate of the poo-
ple.

In the month of April, 1848, your
chances for the Presidency wore vague
and uncertain. The Whig politicians
in Philadelphia—at least the most prom-
inent of them all—fairly Jaughed at the
mention of your name in connexion
with that'high office. = When the Balti-
more Convention agsambled, it was tho
earnest hope of thonsands of tho dGemo-
cratic mass2s that you would reccive
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the nomination at the hands of the rep-
resentatives of  the - democratic party.
This hope proved fruitless. Butat the
Whig Convention, assembled in Phila-
delphia in June, 1848, party lines were
finally broken; the very spirit and front
of the Whig party ‘were crushed Hen-
r{ Clay, balloted for in the name of the
Whig party, failed to receive its votes,
and Zachary Taylor, nominated *in the
name of the people,” was presented to
the people without any other platform
than his indopendence from the spirit
and trammels of party. ;

Doubtless, you have often had des-
cribed to you the scenes which marked
the history of this June convention—
the dismay of the Whig politicians of
the veritable Whig school—the curses
bothloud and deep, with which they
breathed your name—the threo fold
sacrifice of Whig principles, Whig plat-
forms, and Henry Clay, at the feet of
Zachary Taylor.

Nominated at the convention amid
the ruins of Whigism, and nominated
in the name of the people, the Whig
party did not dare to claim you as a
veritable Whig of the true whig stamp,
until about the 5th of J uly, 1848, when
news came to I"hiladelphia that Hon.
Baiiio Peyton had, in New Orleans,
solemnly endorsed you as a Whig, and
placed vour feet somewhere amid the
ruivs of the demolished Whig platform.

This statement gave inexpressible
pain to thousaads of your friends in
Pennsylvania. Well aware that you
had not been nominated as the candi-
date of any party, certain that you.
could not by any chance be elected in
the namo or on the platform of the Whig
party, your friends-—I speak of the
masses, who loved you for yourself and
for your independent position; received
the etatement of Mr. Peyton with an
emotion that was not to be mistaken or
evaded. They felt that either Mr. Pey-
ton was in error, or that Zachary Tay-
lor had falsificd his often-repeated pled-
ges. Under the influcnce of this wide
spread feeling, I made bold to write
and send you the following letter. Its
very abruptness of style, indicates the
sincerity which impelled its composition:

Purvapsrenna, July 5, 1848.

Gexeran: Will you regard a word
from a friend as impertinent or obstru-
sive? It is aftera great deal of reluc-
tance that I am induced to trouble you
again: but having faith in you now, as
I have had evor since I pledged what
literary reputation I posses to you in
my book—*T'he Legends of Mezico or
Battles of Taylor.” I make bold to
say a frank word to the general of the
people. ¥

Thisis the case. With thousands of
Democrats in this Stae, I depend upon
your declaration “that you would in
no case be the President of a party, but
the President of the people.”  On this
ground the Democrats of Pennsylvania
will vote for you by hundreds and thou-
sands.

But we are now told that you are ex-
clusively the Whig candidate, to be run
as a Whig, elecled as a Whig, and un-
der Whig issues.

If this be the case, the State of
Pennsylvania will be lost to Taylor and
the country.

I do not believe this to be the case.
Those who think with me in this county
donot believeit. But to set the matter
at rest, will you answer this letter with
one line ? and with that line the Demo-
cratic hundreds and thousands of Penn-
sylvania will move in a body for you.

General, do not reject this ‘appeal
from a man who loves you for your bat-
tles, and the moral grandeur displayed
in them; bnt loves you, first and last,
because you have taken the position of
Washington; not with parties, but in tho
hearts of the people. :

And gs for the line, say simply: “I
am still the candidate, not of party ex-
clusively; but if a candidate at all, tho
candidate of the people.”

GEeorar Lirparp.

Here General, was the whole case
Flainly stated in a line. You were

1ere told that if the attempt was made
to elect you as a Whig, and upon Whi
issucs, tho State of Pennsylvania woul
certainly be lost to Taylor and the coun-
try. At that time, with thousands of
Democrats, I believe that your election
a8 the candidatoe of the people would sub-
serve the best interests of the country.
And what was your reply to this letter,
which appenled to the best feclings of

our nature? On the Othof August
{ received your answer which I annex:
[Private.]  Baron Rouak, (La.)
] July 24,1848,
Dear Sir: Your letter of the 5th

inst. asking of mo o line or two ip ro
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gard to my position a8 n candidate for |rificed to ‘whigism' the' best instinot .ﬂboﬂlﬂ.@f?}'ﬂ;??i like a’hearth-rug with {* “Why do
the Presidency, has been duly received. | which God implanted in ‘his nature-~ |.an asthmal--And that:Mr.. Montmid- [ your hair dow)

In reply, IY have to say that I am | could never huve clovated you: it tiie | den; the ‘poct—:poct;. pah! “That’s “a | you sleck 1
not a party candidate, and if elected, | Presidential chair. %t | puppy---one of the sore-throat:catching | ter.”’
shall not be. the President of & party,| You were cleoted by democratic | school-—felluws who think a sontict 4nd 4176 na
but the President of whole people. votes, Theso votes were secured to|a neck-sloth -fncompatiblel  He’ll be by Whath
~ X 'am, dear sir, with high respect and | you by the force of your independens | ¢oming here. with "hig “collar 'down on kée_p‘ctf"j :
regard, your most obedient servant. | position; They were not bought' with | his shoulders; like'a ““Missuz,”

31 Aty . Z. Tavror

- GEORGE L1rpARD, esq. Philadelphia,
a.
This, you well remember, was after
you had accepted the Whig nomination
1n a letter which said nothing at all
about Whig principles.

The publication of your letter of Ju-
ly 24 created a great oxcitement among
the people and the politicians.

Whig papers in New York denoun-
ced it as a ““Locofoco” forgery. 'I'he
North American in Philadel phia, (once
the organ of Henry Clay, and now the
Northern organ of tho Secretary of
State,) seized upon the word * Private,’
and in weary columns assailed the per-
son to whom the letter was addressed,
a8 the betrayor of your confidence.
Other journals, however, which circu-
lated among the masses, hailed this let-
ter with unqualified approval, and pla-
ced it at the head of their columns as
“the great creed and watchword of the
Taylor party.”

I must frankly tell you, thal had
You not made the declaration embraced
in this letter, I, for one, could not have
advocated your election, nor given you
my vote. Certain it is, that withoul
this declaration, (soon followed by your
Charleston letter.) you could net have
gained the vote of Pennslyvania, fa-
mous for her old Democratic majority
of “twenty-five thousand.”

What was the result of this letter,
and of the excitement immediately con-
sequent upon its publication? The Whig
party in Pennsylvania forthwith drop-
ped the very name of Whig. They
stored it away—perchance under the
sepulcher of Girard’s squadered be-
quest, may bo under the ruins of some
broken bank, but you well know, and
every reader of the papers know, that
in the late campaign the battle was
fought, not under the name of Whig,
but under the united names of “Taylor
and Filmore.”
The Demoacrats were sasked to vote
for you as the independent candidate.-
the candidate of the people-- as the man
who had no friends to reward, no ene-
mies to punish—in fact, as Zachary
Taylcr, who, in case of his clection,
would not be President of a party, but
the President of the whole people.
And with your letter in my hand, I
addressed thousands of my Democratic
fellow-citizens, and, on the security of
your unbroken faith, stated that you
could not, in any even:, become the
President, much less the creature, of a
party.  Upon your own solemm declar-
ation, I honestly advocated you as “the
President of the whole people.”’

I did not for & moment indulge the
thought that you could ever become
the centre of a mere party adminsitra-
tion. Had I been told, by you that you
would ever become the head of an "ad-

silver, gold, or the hope of office, but
won to you by your pledges.” ¢ °' ¥

: And now, sir, you will allowt"'mé to
ask you one'or two questions: :
“ In what part of your administration
are theso democratic votes represented?

. Among the army of office-hunters
who now besiege the doors of the White
Iouse, how many of your democratic
supporters can you discover?

Sir, the truth must be told; and as
I supported you carnestly and sincere-
1y, I will speak the truth With most un-
¢ourtly frankness. - ;

Your election has been fruitful only
in discontent and dissatisfacticn, Elect-
edin the name of the people, you are
surrounded by advisers chosen not ey-
en from the mankood of the Whig par-
ty, but from its veriest hacks and trim-
mers.  These advisers seck to entail
upon the country, on a colossal scale,
a system of error and misrule such as
disgraced the nge in the shameless ex-
penditure of the Girard bequest by the
Whig corporation of Philadelobia.

1Iad youbeen clected asa Whig. and
upon the srtength of any known Whig
creed, I would not cowplain, Is it
not a painful thought that you, the man
of the people. should sit there in - Wash-
ington as the leader of the mere frag-
mentof a party—as the embodiment
not of a Whigism like that. of Henry
Clay, which states its prireiples and
fights its battles in the sun, but of a
Whigism which works in darkness,
gathers strength by unholy  coalitions,
and builds its power upon—~Zroken
pledges? !

And now, sir, ag I wash my hands of
the Inst traces of political Taylorism, as
I state my regret that I ever acted the
part which your pledges made me act,
you at least must admit that I never
served you with the hope of office, that
I bave always been among that humble
band who, working well and long for
you, under the impression that they
also worked for the good of their coun-
try, could neither ask nor aceept office
at your hands; for those hands which
were free at Buena Vista, free in the
late campaign, are now tied by the
trammels which have been fashioned
from the very ruins of the whig party.

GronGE LIrraRrD.

To President Zachary Taylor.

ftiscellanp.

(WRITTEN FOR THFE DANNER.)
WIAT WAS DONE BY THE RAIN!
BY THE LATE IYPOCHONDRIAC,
“Ireus rrox ouit JounsaL-—(rom the 23 to
28th of may, 1819,

Wednesday 23d Rain—during the Evening.

Thursday 24th Ruin—during the morning and
Lvening— thunder and lightning.

Friduy 25th Ruin— during the Evening—
thunder nud lightning.

Eaturday 26ih Cold Rain.

ministration made up Whig paliticians,
I could notin any case, have advoeated |
your claims, nor would you have re- |
ceived the votes of & hundred Demo- |
crats in Pennsylvania. i

Now, General, the smoke of the con .
test has cleared away. You are the |
President. Elected upon the faith of |

head of the government.
Ask your own heart, call back that iron

which bore you through the carnage of
Buena Vista, survey the faces of your
cabinet, and the faces of those partisans
of your cabinet who now storm the
White ITouse for tho spoils of office.
Answer mo! I have a right to ask an
anwer. You pledged your faith to me,
an humble citizens that you had never
braken your word, and could not forget
to-morrow what you pledged to.day.
Was that letter of July 24, which I
bore through Pennsylvania, only a cun-
ningly devised fable? Was it your in-
{ention to send me foriii to the masses
of the peoplo with a licin my mouth?
T'o vouch for your “independence of
party” in October, in order to find you
in May at the head of a mere cabal of a

that I might become your agent in
duping and swindling my fellow citizens
into the trammels of the Whig party?
You know that the Whig party of
itgelf, or by its own issucs, could never
have accomplished your clection. You
know that the Whig leaders, fresh from
the slaughter of Henry Clay—of that

man who hag for twenty four years sac-

your solemn pledges, you are at the | Horrible climate.

purpose, that clear-souled integrity
!

party?  Did you make a dupe of me, 8o |

Sutiday 27th Deluges of Rain—nccompained
with thunder and lightning—lasting until the
morning of the 231,

“IHere is weather—what a day—
nay, what a suceession of days—uain,
cold and hot-~drizzle almost ice in May,
—rain, rain reciproeated ad nanseun,

got the
chills thinking over it.  Why Chili
where it rams six months at a stretch,
- a perpetual Paradise to it-——Lapland,
with its everlasting snows an eternal
Summer!  Why should I stay here and
be mopped to death. Who can Zive in
such a country? No one can. No
wonder all the folks look so thin and
sillow-—they don't live—don’t know
how to live-— its not life, nor it aint
death-—it is some intermediato state
which they camnot understand, and
have no term to express. But T sec
the distinction too palpably and’ sink
hourly wnder the knowledge.

“I'Li co our: T can’t catch more
than fifty complaints, which no man,
as they aro entirly American, attached
to the interests of his country can wish
to be without, Yes I'll go out; for I
shall have that simpering Simpson call-
ing again, who protends to cheerfulness
—the impostor, Cheerfulness in. the
country! Proposterons lie!--and comes
here grinning, chuckling, and crowing
out his good-humour, as he thinks it—
his melancholy, the unhappy wman!-—
That Johngon, too, threatened Ae would
call—-Heaven avert such ‘an infliction!
I hate that fellow; and, I hate his fat

Scoteh Tonie wadling and  wheezing

‘and"_his_eyes. turne

Wretched beings |
| whe are heirs to it—Almost
Have you fulfiled these pledges?

upto the win-
dows, as.if he, was apestrophising the
nursory-maid: over the way. Thank
heaven, I hate every affectation most
hearﬁ]y! .-. et e 2

“I must go out; for, only ligten a mo-
ment to those-Miss Thompsons; over the
way, Dbeating Hertz to i death: with
wires!—and he deserves the martyr-
dom;—that intolerable Italian has done
moro to braak the peace of his country
than all the riotists in the last quarter
of & century: = And therce’s that Rose
below, buzzing about like a bee, with
that eternal oh! Susannah. If I stay at
home I shall be bored again with that
rhubarb-headed Doctor counting my
pulse and the fractional parts of his fec
at the same time —one, two, three, four,
five pulsations—shillings, he means, in
fewer seconds;. and looking at my ton-
gue—What's my tongue to  him, the
quack! —as TFigaro sings, “Let him
look to his gwn.”’ .

“*Yes, 'll go out; for it is as safe out
of doors as in.  More  wind'—There’s
a gust! A Trinidad tornadois a trum-
pet-solo to it! and. that’s rain! What
a  country! what a clime! Good  hea-
vens! . there's a gust! Ha! ha! ba! the
chimney-pots off on a visit—and the fox
which surmounted the chimney at S's.
i8 at his old tricks with the pigeons at
B’s.! Whew! wellflown pigeon! wellrun
fox! Down they go over the parapet,
with & running accompaniment of shin-
gles and bricks!—That slow gentleman
with the unbrella! the whole is about his
hicad! down he goes! he is killed! Mur-
der! no, up he gets again! away goes his
umbrelia! and now his hat! a steeple-
chase js sedeutary to his persuit! they
have turncd the corner, hat, umbralla,
and gentleman! tiwo to.one on the hat!
no _taker's! Oh Inchrymose laughter!
melancholy mirth! . .°, .’

“Mre. Fondleman,if any thing should
happen to me in my absence-—why do
you swile, Madam? iy affairs are ar-
ranged—you will find my will in the
writing-desk; and the cash in the draw-
er will disburse your account for the
last quarter.” _ gy 3

“La, sir! are you out of your senses?”

“Suppose I"am, Madam, have not I,
as an Awerican the hirth-right to be so,
if T chioose? Not a word more, but
give me my cloak, and umbrella, and
let me go, for go I will, :

Itis a sullen and savage satisfaction,
in a day like this, when nature plays
the churl, and makes one dark and
damp at the heart as herself, to ook
abroad at her in her own wretched
woods and swampy fields, and to sec
that she is as melancholy and miserable
as she has rendered us.

Pish! pah! pho! rain, rain rain, but
no matter-—out I will go. Wo, I will
not have the coach-—ahearse would be
more german to the weather. Itis of
ro use your dissuading me, Madam; I

am determined.
- -

- L] -

“Well, here T am, I care not how
many miles from the village, that charnel
liouse of cheerfulness! ~ What a walk I
have had! Walk? wade, I should have
said,  And what o frizhtful sevies' of
of faces I have met all along the road!
and all, I am happy to say, to all ap-
pearance as miscrable and unhappy
as myeelf-=all- climate-struck, spring
wretched, Southern-happy! + . . 'But
I am wet, weary, and hubgry——whero
shall T dry mysclf? Psha! whatis the
use of'd )
me vidal E

¢“What bave we here? ¢The Sumter
Head.? I wonder when the men ‘of
peace may hope to have  their - heads
hung out for signs? = Well, the men' of
war are welcome' to the preference; and
may divide their out-of-door honoutes
with*the United “States and* Mansion
Houses of less navel'and military - pub-
lications. *Horses taken in to bait'-~
aye, and asses'too~-I'll'enter. iu
Curse the bellrope! woven of cobweb,
I suppose, that it may be ndded as
another item to the bill. Waiter!

[Enter woiter] *What's  wanting,
Mussa?”? sl ;

“What o brute! in ' a smoeck-frock
tucked up—one hand in his poeket fum-
bling something—a head like a hedge-
hog~—a mere mandrake in top-boots and
corduroys——a persoaification, of that
elegant compound word  chaw.bacon.

Have you any thing to cat?”
“Masga?”’

What is man, if this Cyclops is one!

'ﬁgl‘dyh"tjund'_é'* earg, [

rying or dining, either?  Zadet |-

. BWell, send jn the Sycorax, . What
A horrible dungeon of & rocm they hayo
put me into! fit'only for treasons, strata-
(ems; and spoils'—dark; dismal, and
ninging to the tread Jike a vaulted tomb!
But what matter! can it be moro dreary
‘than my mind? No.  Then here wil

D ke g
‘I take ‘mine ense in mine inn.’ oL ...
Curses on that peg in the walll" ' Tt'was
put up to hang a hat upon; but it sceins
by its look-to hint that it could sustain
the weight of the wearer. Knd‘ﬂ!;it
imp there, perclied on the point of it;
how busy it is adjusting an unsubstan-
tial rove, ‘with a supernatural Jack
Ketch-like sort of solemnity! Sbhadows
scem’ to flicker along the wall, an

hideous’ faces mop and wow at mé
That knot in tho wainscot glares at mo
like the eye of an Ogre! The Worm-
caten floor eracks and “squeaks under
my tread; and the cricket shrills under
‘the hearth:stone! T ‘cantiot ‘bear ' this!
Waiter! waiter! [ Enter the Jandlaydy.}
‘What inithie nanie “of all’ that i’ pionii:

mental, havo we here?  The "whole
Duty of Man, in onc volume, tall copy
—aneat. I 'never beheld such & woman
till now! six feet two, I ehould thiuk, in
her slippers! Respected be the memory

‘of the late landlord of: the Sumter Head!

If he subdued such an Eve as this, he
was a greater conqueror thanhim whcse
sign he once lived under,” ' " 0
- “What is'your pleasure; sir? carts
seyind respectfully. = v o0
(1 stand up—and my oyes are on' &
linewith the keys at herwaist,) “““Mrs:
~<Mrs.—" AR A
- “Furlong’ sir, at your cemmand
““Furlong! mile, exactly, mot a foot
less. - Be good cnough, Mrs. Farlond;
tolet'me have a conple of chops, cdoke
in your most capable manner; and, Pray,
da show me inta a mora rhaarfal raam?!’
“Certainly, sir.” . (I follow, like &
minnow in the wake of a leviathant) ...
““Aye, this will do better, :Hore I
can see what is goiug on in the world,
though it iz not worth looking at. . [ Fxif
landlady.] ' 1 haye an 'antipathy to
tall woman, but really there is somé-
thing sublime in this Mrs, Furlong; and
as a lover of the picturesque, I shall
patropise her. Now, it I was not sick
of this working-day world, and all the
parts and parcels of it, I should bo.
teropted to propose for about one half
of Mrs. Furlong, twonty poleg -or.so:
She has blue eyes, fai,ff_lmjr.."a',aamlpl_e;;-
on like a May morning, and really looks
handsome, and somewhat of the lady, in
her widow’s weeds: ' Fore heaven! I’ ve
seen worse women! Then her voice isf
soft and low, “an_ excellent thing in
woman.” And this is u snug inn_too;..
a comfortable room this, carpetéd, clean,
and cosey, a view of watery Venice,in
oil, over the fire-place, and Before Mar-
riage and After Marriage, in Robinson's
best manner, on opposite sides, as they
should be. . . . . "I?u‘.’_thq chops alrea-
dy! and very nice  they Took! Really,
Mys. Furlong, the outworks of my heart,.
no very impregnable fortress, are taken
alreaGy. Now let mo have just a pint
of your particular old ‘“wine if you have
it”" Ha, this looks well, pale and sparkl- -
ing too, like a sickly wit. " I insist ipon
your taking a glass with me, Madam,”
“Sir, yon are very good.”? =
“Quito the contrary. "A' good-sized
husband to you:?" (Mrs. Frrlong smilcs,
sliows:a'very ‘good ‘set” of ‘-fgc_lgﬁ'E ?ﬁ!'fi
curtsejfﬂ-) i | -:\.4 ' ¥ O J:.#-;j
(10 BE CONTINU
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AvvERTISING.—Tt 8 said’ uitg " of-
ten, ¢O, peoplo do not read’ h?}?t}ijii_ae,
ments.” “Everybody knows what %oe
keep’ Do’ they? ereis o ctise in
point. Some friends of oiitg, Who gave
us'to understand that they” consider
our notions on this particular subject as

tlittle botter than  moonshine, obstinate-

ly refused cvon to give us the opporiu~
nity to prove the truth or falsity of thes

assertions; consequently, in  tiio kind<
nessof our heart, "wo gave them' the
benefit of a couple of squares, free grat-
is, for nothing at all. But it. ;&.Oimk‘
pened, whether designedly. or nok  we
will not say, that in drawing up the ads
vertisement we inseried ‘somé . articles
which were not - upon their shelves;
The constant calls for thezo very: arti
cles beeame so annoying after. &' time;
that wo wore roquested tamppEcss the
advertisement.  We dit 805 of corifs

though we could seé r:o reas -‘

pressing a portion of o ol
g¢

nobody reads.—— Cambyi




