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Farm for Sale.

The subseriber will offer at public sale, on a

Cambnidge, on Monday the 22nd. March, inst.
if net previously dispose of, the l":unn'i'n"l'r:lns
quakin, between the lands of Dr. W ||l—mm H.
Muse, and Dr. Phelps, containing 345 acres
—230 of which, is in cultivation, and 85 in
valuable timber.

This Farm, from its variety of soil—mnosses-
sing a clayey loam, and a  silicious loam, and
mtermediate grades, is adapted to a variety of

Pore tical
GOOD BYE-
Farewell ! Farewell ! has a lonely sound,

It alwavys brings a sigh ;

shleioreditl ‘our se door in | 1
reasonable eredit at the Court House doo \But give 16 me. when loved ones part,

Thatsweer old Word—gGoop BYE .

Farewoll—!nrowrll—may do for the gay,
When fashion’s throng i« mgh;

But give to me that betier word,
Wiich comes from the heart—good..bye.

Farewell—farewell——"his often heard
Wiih a‘tear and perhaps w.th a sigh ;

But the heart feels most when the lips move not,
Andihe cyes speak the gentle good-bye.

crops; and the infallible prospect of 2 future
!\”'

growing, and permanent  demand rour |
Breadstufls —especially, Indian Corn, in for- |
Breadstufls-—espectally, Indian , ‘

eign markets, offers a strongincentive to agri- |

i 1 | ! ’ ¥ ’I =2 | |
d enterprise, wuteh, lor ma- |

cultural eneroyv an

I b g
ny years have been parallyzed. :
are presented on tin

Fndiess re-
sourees of manure s Fat
frell mves u;t‘m, Dy d  moderate
attention. t

to make 1t 2

{ as a

shure of okiil
sinall and nemly new dwelling house; two
rooms on each floor; alio two corn houses,
one of them late!y butlt and in the best manner,

T ‘ 1 v s 'ry w ()
and wiil hold 3000 bushels;—the other 2000.

and

A well of pure, soft water is directly at |‘l.(
i tie

door and wany fine springs, elsewhere on
. Y LY - Y “
Tand. JOSEPLL 120 AlUS I
Marely 6, 1817 —iids
Gt B a8 g’sf’;&_, L5 s E gr
VIJBES«op BQ ) LJu_d..‘n.o

Bv virtue of two writs of \vmf;t‘.nrfr I__\.;\.()—

£ is d by Robert Bell «q. ¢ 'U'.‘I:('('n‘ tire
Nas 1ssued ov novert beil 3] @ Jusis i

Peacein and tor Dorchester county aund o the

T > at the cuit of Perry Flow

sheriii direeted, one at A

- ) # 1) Liueas and Bvlov "I'vlor
ers against Henry DL Lueas and Ryvley Tylor,
I Griiiith adiministra
Perry acainst Riley  Thylor,

into exceution the

e sutt of Thomas
At >

tor of Willham . :

I have seized and talen

property of Riley 'I'ylor to wit:—all
3

4 59
CGRIUS e W

1«
ha

Mowing Tl
tece or parcel of land lying and being in
2t No. 2, of Dorchester coun'y (‘..mv’(j
and known by the name of the “New Landing
S i PRRGRE - b

containing ten aeres; and I Lereby give notice
that en

’}_"’

<V

SN &
between the hours of 10 & 2 o’clock at Dan-
rel Canaons store, I will seil to the highest

idaer ti TR = R S B T -
biddaer for cash all satd Vylor's right, title and
I property,

Friday the isfant

clatm eof, ina

1
an
il

n:d to the above named
taken mto execution to sati fy
to become due,

L0 seized
satd writs and costs due and
also for county charoes and State tax &e.

JAMES E. DOUGLA 35,

March 6, 1847. —tds.

LATE SIHERIFF'S SALE.

By virtue of a writ of Venditioni Exponas,
1ssued out of Dorchester County Court and to
me dirccted at the suit of William Rea adm’r.
of Hemy Page against the lands and tenenzents

of William and Joseph Stauley, 1 have hereto-
|

i-

fore seized and tiken into exccution the fu
lowing property to wit:—a pilece or parce. of
land culled “Lady Dav, contzinine 50

more cr less, and I hereby give notice that on
aro . o e
Sdondav the 28th Instant

Jourt Iouse door in Cambiidge,

he hours of 10 and 4 o’clock, T will of-

-
2

~

,\ 3
at the ( ce-
t

{ween

]
fer at public auction to the hichest bidder for
- - - - ' =1 - Sl B
cash all the s2id Stunlevs? richt, title and elann
at law and in cquily, to the property so seized

and taken into execution 10 salsly the said
writ of venditiont exponas and cost due and to

v become due, and also for officers fees.
WILLIAAL B! DAIL,

March G, 1847 —tds Late Shif. & Col.

Dorc

heser C unty Jiphaans’ ul {
2 }" i) —\ i{‘-] S

On zpriication ISy j L .
Artiius Betl rate of Dorciesier (o =
1t 1S ordered that i Zive eq:
for all creditors taexingni: their ciai a
deceased’s estate, and that he cause the cante d
be published once chi ol three succes-is

i1 €3
weeks ip the Cambrid
lected by hum.

In testimo ry that ‘Le foregoing is truly copied
B fiom the minutes of the procesdinos
: B Dorchester county Orphans’ Court
"EERES? | lave hereunto set my name 4nd

N

ruary in the year of our Lord. I817.
THOMAS H.HICKS,
Register of Wiils Dor. Co.
In complianc with the above order, thisis to
give notice that the subscriber of Doichester coun
ty hath obtained trym the Orphans’ Court of
])orch(—s!excaumy in Md. letters Testamentary
on the personal estate of Arthor Bell l4te of

Dorcbester County dec’d.—All persons having |

claims against the said dec’d are hereby warned
to exhibit ‘the same with the proper vouchers
thereof, to the subscriber on or before the 1st day
of. Aug, next,
excluded from all benefit of said dec’d’s estate.

Given under my haal and seal this 21st dav of
February 1847,

THOMAS 1. DAIL, Executor
March 6, 1847 —3w of Arthur Bell, dec’d

TEACHER WANTED—To take charge of the
Primary School in Backwaterr To o.e who can
come well recornmended for steady nabits, aitention 1o
busines, and a knowledge of the higher branches of
English educationja libeial salary will be given, Ap-
ly to LEVIN MOWBRAY,

neat |
|

dcres |

Ty } . .
dge Chronicle  a paper se-

the seal ot my office aflixed this 21st dav of Feb- i

they may otherwise by law be |

Farewe I —farewell-—tis? <eidom heard
Wien the tear’s i the mo her’s eye;

FAdien—adieu—=he speak’s it not—

But. my  child—goud-bye—good. bye.

“COL! il ¢ liltle Cot were Mine'”’
BY ROBERT F. GREELY.
| Ob! thar a Linde cot were mine,
Far down <ome gentle va le,
Where golden sunbeams ever shine,
And <oftly blows the gale.

No idle swite should break the spell
Abour s precmers throawn—
Butpeace and love should =sver dwell

Withm 1t~ shades, alene !

A s'reamlet should weander by
\iy humble cottage door,

Whese snow-white wilc wig Imanvya vine
And shrub shon' run o'er; ]

Aund theve should be s g grot,
Half hidden tron ithe viow

By clustUring leaves. and fragrant shrubs,

Aad flowers of every hue!

And, when the sun 1o brightly sfione,
I’d seck 1ts quier zhade,

1o listen to the birds bluhe song—
The musie of the rlade

Orawhen, at eve. the erystal moon
Streamed down o’er bed and Lower,

i'd take my lute, and with song
Beguile ihe passmg hour,

With one beloved and cherished form
Tc share my heart’s deep bliss,
P’d dwell contente lly, nor long
For greater happiness ;
And wien “Old Father Death” should come,
To summon us away,
Together we would droop, and die—
" Like fiowers at ciose of day!

JRigcellancoug,

THE WIFE’S DESPERATION.

Permit me to give your readers a brief chap-
ter ol unwritten history, which will no doubt
prove mteresting to them, and for the *ruth of
wiich you are at liberty to vouch in my behalf.

I became aequainted, some ten yeats back,
with a young gentleman of superior talents
aud most prepossessing manners, who had re-
sided for a number years 1n Washington City,
as a clerk in one of the public departments.
He was unfortunately,a wine drinker; and had
on two or three occasions, well nigh sacrificed
his oflice to his appetite for the poisoned cup.
He had a lovely wife and two beautitul chil-
dren; but the demon of intemperance had chil-
led with its mildew breath, the kind affections
of his nature, and those, too, he was willing
to offer up to his accursed idol.

Day atter day did this suffering wife implore
liim to renounce the destroyer ot her domestic
happiness, reminding him ol his poor suffering
childreny of his own reputation, of the happy

home and friend she had forsaken for him; but

jall to no purpose.  He would leave her in the
jmorning in and return at midnight to find her
[ cold and shivering at the door, watching for a
!drunken liusband.—OQOtfien have 1 accompanied
that stricken wiie through the streets of Wash-
ington, at 12 o’clock at night searching  from
.den to den, for the father of her Lelpless
{ babes.

Desparr at leagih scized upon her, Her
Catdren weie jathetiess, for their tather was a
divnkaa!  ier fitends were far, far away, and
kaew netliing of her wo.  Her carly jovs ind
pleastives, and c¢.en ber happy hours with an
wdoica ausband—her first, her enly love—all
Caine brignt and vivid to her mind, bat to

Hope fled; but
woman’s nature still remained. She would
‘make one effort more, and if that failed, then
weicoie the grave.

L'U_llj)i("-t ner l)l'(‘b":‘!]l ¢ gony.

It was a cold morning in December.  The
mother sprang irom her couch,upon which the
drunkard bad rolled about two hours before.
She approached the bed on which reposed the
i only objects that bound here to life, and gent-
g]_y bending over their sleeping forms, she be-
|stowed on each a mother’s kiss. She then
left the room, and in a few minutes returned,
i with a cup in her hand filled with a dark col-
ored fluid. Approaching the bed where the
drunkard was sleeping off the fumnes of the Jast
night’ debauch, she gently touched him with
(her hand, and perceiving that he was awake
she mildly asked him to get up and dress him-
sell. . Jie muttered forth some inherent curses,
but observing in his wife’s countenance an unu-
| sual expression of determined resolve, he com-
'pelled with her request.

“Henry,” said she, -‘for seven years you
have been a drunkard—TI have lovedl you with
all the fervor of a woman’s devotion—I have
suffered arid hoped—but hope has fled, and my
sufferings must end.  This hour shall iermi-
nate them, and with them my unhappy exis-
tence.  Will you take, the Bible and” befyre
high Heaven swear you will never taste liquor

DO L) ) N4

an l'll"

you wifeless-—those innocent babes mother”

less !

She spoke with firmness. Her tones falter-
¢d not and the drunkard became alarmed.

“Speak quick,” said she, “else my children
will wittess their mothers death struggle.”

The drunkard felt that no time was to be
lost.—He answered—perhaps he was sincere,
pernaps he wished to gain time—yet, he an-
swered.

“l will; bring me the Bible.”

The poor wile in fiautic joy, sprng from his
stde, and almost flinging the cup to the table
left the room.  In an instant she returned with
the holv book; but that iustant ias long
tnough for the husband to 'fly to the cup, dash
its contentsin the fire-place; and refill it with
colfee, which her affectionate care had placed
within his reach on the previous night.  She
found him standing at the table, with the cup
m his hand,

“Llen,” said he, “you say you will drink
this cup of laudanum il I refuse to swear. I
will take no such childish oath; but T will save
you the trouble of drinking this, for I shall
take itmyselt.”  As he finished the sentence
he swallowed the contents of the cun.

A shriek followed, and Ellen, the distracted
wite, the agomised mother, fol speechles and
cold on the floor. Now it was that the
wretched man realised his unhappy condition.
Now, for the first titee in seven long years, did
he fell that he had a wife. But alas! reflec-
tion came too late—his wife was streched be-
fore hum, and apparently lifeless, and the
thought occurred to him that he was her mur-
derer! He rushed forth from the horrible
scene, and instinct rather than reason directed
him to the nearest physician.  Aid was soon
at hand—the poor victim of his vice and folly
was laid upon her couch, and, in a few days,
was able to hear the grateful intelligence that
her husband was living and had resolved to be
a reformed :man

Years have since rolled by. Henry and
Ellen moved to a western state, where they
now live, surrounded by bappiness, content-
ment and aillluence. Never, from that mor-
ning has the poison passed his lips.  His tal
ents and deportment have raised him to an
cminent distinetion in the legal profession, and
his undying hate towards the demon that clou-
ded the morning of his life has placed him in
the Worthy Patriarch’s chair of the Sons of
Temperance.

0
BATTLE,
BETWEEN THE TEXAN RANGERS

AND CAMAN(HES.

On one of those extensive Prairies, lying
west ol the San Anton river, about noon, on
one of those hot, and sultry days, so peculiar
to that portion of the South West, a company
of Rangers, fifteen in number; under the com-
mand of one who was already distingmished
for his coolness and courage in the most trying
moments, were riding slowly along. Both
horses and riders showed symptoms of fatigue.

From an early hour that day, they had been
traversing that wide expanse of fertile soil,
covered with the rich sweet musket grass, on
which droves of Deer and Mustangs were fee!-
ing under the burning rays of the sun, that
must be felt theie to be appreciated.

Wearied and worn, and almost choked with
thursty this litle troop urced their weary hor-
ses onward to the strip of timber that was just

seen looming in the distance ahead, and
which experience told them skitted some

stream of water where they could rest and re-
fresh themselves in the shade.

For the past hour scarcely a word had been
spoken; all had ridden on in silence, following
the trial of their leader.

As they rode onward no signs of human life
met their sight, but all seemed still and tranquil
as ihe first day the sun ever shown on that
land.

As the company neared the timber,the quick
and eager glances their leader cast around him,
would have shown to an experienced eye, that,
notwithstanding his apparent indifference and
carelessness, he was not neglecting the pre-
cautions necessary to be used in approaching
a place that might, and so ofien did in that
country conceal an enemy.

The troop had advanced to within Lalf a
mite of the spot toward which they were riding
without meeting with any thing to arouse them
from their dull and listless apathy, or seeing
any thing to relieve the monotony of the scene
around them, when the captain suddenly rising
in his stirups and curbing in his horse,shouted,
Halt! boys, halt.

Lo an mstant every form straightened up,and
every eye shone with animation at the souns
of that voice which had so suddenly broken the
general stillness.

After another long and piercing gaze, their
leader turned to the troop that had closed
around him, and said, “boys look out, there
are Indian about ! And even as he spoke a
body of dark horsemen rode out of the timber
and formed themselves in line for battle—the
body of Indians, which at first was small, re-
ceived accessions to its number until fitty
Camanche warriors appeared armed and pain-
ted for the fight; after they had collected to.
gether, Hays, (for it was indeed he) turned to
his.men and as he noted the flashing eyes and
quick heavings of the manly breasts. around

him, he inquired, “boys shall we fight or run?”
SR gl 2 Avih Bivadiles coh

ry lip. A prowd smilelit up countenance, arnd
‘look to your arms fof we shall have hot work,’
was the only reply he made, o

A tightning of girth and a fresh priming of
tifles and postols that had never yet failed he
hands that held thewm in the hour of need, was
the only preparation that was ,>ecessary.

After this order had been atrended to, and
all were again mounted.  Hays pu‘ting him-
sdf at their head,and uttering the words ‘come
on boys,” the troop was once more in 1 olion,

The Indians, confident in their supurior
numbers, with lances in rest, and bent bows,

There, in
stand, and
bFushand, ehs

the object of her carly aflections,
that spot where she would soon
surrencer her.earthly all to Jer
'“:'ould first consecrate herscli' 1, the Lord.——
T'he prior consecration was due to him. Qp
lt.hat. alter she wished 10 offu; an earlier and Lo
ler ncense; on th:}t.s;am to makea record of
the prior deed, which <) had riven ., of her
. :JA . I
self, to her superior 1,05,
know not of an eqr

“’.‘ S
or of an Immortal '

cene more lovely,
. . : £ mositmine eircum-
stances, 1 an attitude more Lecoraine And
I'am sure, thatif Jer intended Lushand had

beiper

awaited the onsent.

In a slow trot the Rangers came on, not yn
eyelid trimbled, nor a nerve quivered in that
gallant band; well they knew that conquer they
must or death awaited them ; no help was nigh,
and upon each one’s own good arm,depended
the blows that was to decide the fate of that
day.

The soft rich grass deadened the sound of
the horses hools, and not a word or murmur
was heard but with compressed lip and kin-
diing eye, each Ranger bestrode his horse like
a Koight of old; thus they rode until they
came within a hundred yards of the enemy.

Then it was the voice of Hays, clear and
trumnpet toned, sounded the charge “on them
boys.” Right well and nobly was that ch ree
made; throwing aside their rifles, p:stol 1n hand
they put spurs to their hoises, and with shout
and whoop, and wild hurrah, they came like a
whirlwind in its wrath they swept on and
over and through the Indian line the crash of
horse, the savage war whoop, and the sharp
ringing report of the pistol for the moment
drowned all other sounds.

Wheeling again as best they could, again
they charged upon the discomfitted foe.—
Then came the tug of war, hand to hand, and
foot to foot, they fought, the quick glancing of
knives as thev flashed and glittered in the sun-
beams; and the writhing of the combatants as
they struggled, showed  how deadly was the
strife; and as the hot blood gushed foith from
some bleeding victim, the shout of the victor,
and the groan of the vanquished mingled to-
ge her.

Where the fight raged lottest, there Hays
was always seen, und his manly voice urged
his men to greater strife, “boys strike home,
no time for second blows,” was the only order
be gave in that wild melee. :

The indomitable courage and superior wea.
pons of the Rangers at length succeeded, and
th: remnant of that broken band of warriors,
sought safety in flight, leaving upwards of
th'riy of their number on the field of strife—
nor did the brave Texans escape unscathed,
hota man among them but was bleeding from
his many wounds, and two of their number
was already stiffening in death.

The remainder of the gallant band, have
since then distinguished themselves in many
a well fought field, and even yet, Hays, Wal-
ker, McCullough, Gillespie, Cook and Gray,
are known and spoken of with dread by the
Camanches, as the men in the Prairie fight of
the San Anten, defeated their best and bravest
Warriors.

0—
A LOVELY BRIDE.

I was spending an hour, not long since, in
turning the pages ofa pleasant miscellany, in
the course of which my eye fell upon the fol
lowing rare, but beautiful and touching inci-
dent, in the history of one who that day was
to become a bride.

A party of lively and nterested cousins and
friends had early assembled at the bridal man-
ston for the purpose of decorating the brida;
room, where the marriage ceremony was to be
perfurmed. Atlength this pleasant duty be-
ing accomplished, they retired, happy it con-
tributing to the joy of «n occasion which,
white it would take from them one whom they
loved, would unite that one to the object of
her highest regard. 'I'he room was beautiful-
ly decorated with rich and variegated bouquet,
and on a centre table lay the gailv adorned
bride’s Ioaf, an object of great iportance.

I'sard all had retired from the lovely spot;
but there was one of the cousins, who, a short
time aiter, stole gently back to look once
more at the varied beauty of the scene, and to
indulge by herself the hopes and anticipations
of an affectionate heart, for the future happi-
ness of her friend. She gently opened the
door, and was about entering, when she noti-
ced the sofa was yheeled round to the precise
spot where, that evening, the happy pair were
to rice and exchange their solemn vows; and
there the lovely bride was kneeling, so absorb- '
ed in her own thoughts the ntrusion of her |
friend was unnoticed. Tkat friend stood for |
amoment, gazing in holy admiration at the
scene;  she longed gently -to approach and
| kneel by her side, but the occasion was: too
| sacred to admit of social union, and she retir- |
L ed.

And what so solemn and absorbing was oc- ,
cupying the thoughts of this happy being>— |
Was it the anticipations of worldly telicity that
had brought her there?  Looking roun upen |
the beauty and gayety of the room, where in|
a few hours she would give her hand to him
whom she preferred to all others on earth, had
she, in the wildness and excess of her own e-
motions, fallen into a reverie? ' Nothing of the
kind.  Delighted she might be, and Justly
was; but she had one duty.to perform; a high |

|
!
|
|
1

[

'lhing to do with 1t

himaelf the love of God reighning in his heart,
arcd conld he have scen hor there, whatever he
mig't have thought of Ler before, his love
would Lave said—not perhaps  with perfect
truth, for others, it is {o be hoped,.have .done
so before hor—but he might be forgiven, if, in
his ordour and! admiration, he had exclaimed,
“Many daughters have done virluously, but
thou excellest ther all.”

What a beautiful example for the imitation
of those who are about 1o be led to the hyme-
neal altar! - Most beautifis], most becoming!
[ know not the subsequent historv of that “love-
ly bride,” bat I am certain she never repented
of that act of self-dedication {o God. She
may not, izdeed, have escaved sorrow and af-
fliction, but if they were her lot, I know that
God would remember {he kindnesz of her
youth.  He would not forsake her.  She
might hury her husband, children, friends; she
might suffer sickness and poverty; but in no
hour would her Heavenly Father forsake her:
he would guide her by his counsel and after-
wards receive her to ghry.  Youthful females!
would you lay the foundation of future peace
—provide against the reverses of fortune,
would you have a friend an protector through
this world of vicissitude, wonld you have con-
solation in the darkest night of adversity vwhich
may setin upan you; imitate the example of
a “lovely bride.” —Mugazine Gazette.

o
THE FIRST KISS OF LOVE

On wntit g this word, we feel our breast flgt
‘ering beneath a clogging weight of fear, just as
it did—we care not to say how many years azo,
Itis a strange and a beautifu] thing, first innocent
love. There is tha( in female beauty which jt jg
pleasure merely 1o gaze upon, but beware of
looking 1o long, The lustrous black pupil con-
trasting with the pearly white of the eye‘and the
carnated skin—the clear, placid blue, into which
you see down, down to the very soul—the deep
Lazel, da.zzf;'ug as a sunlight stzeam, seen thro’ ap
opening i its willow banks, all may be gazed
upon with impunity ninety-nine times, but at the
bundredth, you are a gone man.—0On a sudden
the eye strikes you as deeper and brighter thap
ever, or you fancy thaia long look is stolen at
you beneath a drooping eyeird, and that there is
_aslighl flush on the cheek, and at opce you are
in love—rhen you spend the mornings in contrz-
ving apolcgies for Call:ng, and the days and eve
mings i playing them off, Whep you lay your
hand on the door tell, your knees tre:nble, and
vour breas! feels Compressed, and when admit
ted you sit and say nothing, determined to tell
your story the next time. 'I'hig goes on for
months, varied by the occasiopal daning of kisze
ing a flower, with which she p}osen!s \"U". per=
haps in the wild intoxication of love waltinz it
towards her; or, in an affectioeate of the Quixotic
style, kneeling with mock heroic emphasis, 1o
kiss her hand in pretended jest, and the pext
time you meet, both as reserved and stately as
ever. Till, at last, on an unsoticeable day,when
vou, quite unawares find her hand in v;')vu's, 2
yielding shudder ciosses fier, a4 von know not
how, she is in vour arms, 2., YOuU press apog hes
hps, delayed but not witt,hejd—
“A long, long kiss—a Ikiss of youh and laye

There was formerly at the corner of Braad-
way and Bleecker street N, Y., a house, the
upper part of which was used as a church, and
the lower part as a grog shop.  Some wag
wrote the ﬁ)llmving on the dsor,

‘There’s a spirit above

And a spirit below.—
A spirit of joy
' And a spirit of woe ;
And the spirit above

Is a spirit divine,
But the spirit below

~ Is the spirit of wine.!
—o

Coivisart, a French

physician of some ce-
lebrity, during

the latter portion of the last cen-
tury, was once lamenting the premature death
of Dr. Baker, ‘It was not at all for want of
mediczl aid that he died,’ said he, ‘for in the
last days of his illness, we, Halle, Porter and
myself; did not quit him for an instant.” ¢\las!’
interrupted the Abbe Seyes, *what could he do
agamst three of you 3’

0

The promises of the Bible, Iile the beams

of the sun, shine as freely in at the windows

of the poor mnn’s coitage as the rich man’s
palace.

)

)

‘Bill, what brought you to prison?’ ‘1 een
ple ot constables, sir.>” <and had liguor
‘Oh, yes—ihey wt o

both awiul drunk.’

—_—

s

‘I never complained of my condition,’ sl
the Persian poet Sadi, but once when my tcet
were barey and I had not the money to buy the
shoes; but” I met a man witheu® feet, and be.-

s

“




