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MISCELLANEOUS.

“'The forget me not ;"
OE, THE DESERTER.

~In 1800, there was in the 12th Regi.
ment of the line, l-hm::aﬂlrrimn.?ll,&l;l-
, & Sergeant nameol Peter Pe.
;'? who was f;’m the hali' barbarous,
half civilized, portion of Burgundy, known
under the name of Morvan, and whom his
comrades always called Peter Fearnaught,
He wasa brave man inevery sense of the
word, as his eompanions said, brave among
the brave. Always the first and the last
where the fire was the hottest, he passed
for loving only two things, the smell of

o powder, and the hissing of bullets,
%om who had seen him on the field of
battle, the eye glaring, the nostrils expand.
ed, rushing into the thickest melee, were
accustomed-to-say that the field of carn-
age was the ball room of Peter Fear.
naught.

One day Peter took it into his head to
address a letter to his Colonel, asking a
furlough for the purpese of tending the sick
bed of his mother, who was dangerously
ill; he added that his paralytic father, who
was then seventy.cight years of age, was
incapable of tuking care of his poor wife
He promised to return as soon as the health
of his mother should be re.established.

The Colonel returned for an answer to
P. Petois, that from one moment to anoth.
er the regiment might expect to enter the
campaign, and consequently he might ex.
pect neither furlough nor ission.

Peter said nothing more about it,

A fortnight over; and a second
lotter renched the Colouel.  Peter announc-
ad 1o the Colonel that his mother was dead,
having had the grief of not seceing her son
before her death ; she had wished as a ten.
der mother to give him her last blessing.
He said he was not able to make known
the motive for asking it; it was a family
secret; but he earncstly supplicated the
Colonel not to refuse him this favor,

Peter's secoud letter had no more sue.
cess than the first. The Captaia of the
poor soldier merely said to him : **Peter,
the Colonel has received your letter; he is
sorry for the death of your old mother, but
he cannot give the permission you solicit,

for to.morrow tho regimeat quits Siras.
L] :

“ Ah ! the regiment quits Strosburg, and
where are we going, if you please I'

“Into Austrin. We are going to visit
Vienna, my brave fellow. WWe are going
to fight the Austrians—this is good news is
it not? Worn't you enjoy yourself my
brave boy 1

Peter said nothing ; he seemed plunged

rofotind thought. The Captain took
nd, and shook it vigorously. ¢ Well!
ak—are you deaf to-day ! [ announe.
ed that before eight days we shall fight the
Austrians—you don't thank me for the
good news, you do not seem even to hear
me'l
‘ Excuse me, Captain, I have perfectly
understood you, and [ thank you for your
news—it is excellent.’

‘ There, that is something like,'

* Well, then, Captain, you think this
permission cannot be obtained.”

“ Are youmad ? . A leave of absence on
the eve of beginning the campaign.’

‘I forgot that we are just entering upon
the campaign ; and at such times they are
never granted.’

“'No one thinks of asking.

* Youare right, Captain—it would have
the amlum,of wanting to sneak away
—=30 that I will'give it up, and do without
ir.!

‘ That's right, Peter.’
The next day the Twelfth entered Ger.

many.
ed'I'tm next day Peter Fearnaught desert.

Three months after, while the Twelfth,
after having gathered in the fieldsof Wag.
ram an ample harvest of glory, made a tri.
umphant entry into Strasburg, Peter Peto.
is was ignominiously brought back to his
regiment by a guard of soldiers.

A court martial was held. Peter Petois
is accused of duserting ot the very time
when the regiment expected to confront the

enemy.

The court martinl presented a singular
spectacle.— On one side, the accuser said :

‘ Poter Peyois, you, ove of the bravest
soldiers of the army, on whose breast shines
the star of honor ; you, who have never in-
curred a punishment nor a reproach Frfif’
your officers ; you could not leave
regiment, leave it Muthnmoéhl-
tie, without having a powerful motive.

_ This motive the court demands to_know,.

for it would be

in
his

On the other, the secosed answered :
¢ | havo descried without reason, without
motive, [ do mot it were to do
:snlu,l not hesitate. I have merit.
ed death—condemn me.’ .
Then witpeises came forward who said

but still it is inpredibie.

Others : _‘Poter Petios is insane; the
court cannot @odemn an insane man. Lt
is not to deathbat to the hospital he should

§d
.

—* Peter Petois has deserted, we know,

vler,’ she continued, * yo ve been
o E508 ST DA Yo oy R
but the duties of a sonare not the only du-
s R g e
to 4 & you,
Y::E'ungoiq to be u soldier ; from this
moment your life belongs to you o long-
er ; you owo it to your country. If her in-
terest demand, give freely. If it please
God that you should die before me, 1 shall
not give away to my grief, but will say,
‘ He hath taken away, blessed be the
name of the Lord! Depart, then,

[From the Farmers Register. )
Surface Manuring.
Noveueen 20th, 1841,

In your Weekly , dated the 12th
of this morth, I find that one of your South
Carolina corréspondents, has requested me
to inform tim, ¢ whethér T have made an
further experiments™ in addition to those
which I mentioned in your second volume,
relative to the surface application of ma.
nures ; and what my present opinion is on
that subject.” It gratifics meto reply that
I have some _simi i

Judges who

the desertion of Peter
one of those singular events
possibb; which no one compre-

hends, bat whith all areforced to admit.—

| However the™ prisonor  showed - himself go

lagical in perscvering in cliiming a con.
demnatory verdict, it was with a frankness
so audacious that he proclaimed his crime,
constantly repeating that hedid not regret
it ; the firmness of which he gave proof
seamed so-like bravado, that the court could
not take refuge in clemency, Bentence of
death was pronounced.

When Peter's sentence was read to him,
he showed no signs of emotion. They
rrmad him to sue for pardon ; he positive-
y refused.

As all were certain that at the bottom of
this affair there was some strange mystery,
it was decided that the execution of Peter
should be deferred. The convict was ta.
ken back to his military prison, where it
was announced to him, that by special (a.
vor, he had three days allowed him to pre.
sent his petition ; he bowed in silence.

ceded the day fixed for the execution, the
door of Peter’s cell slowly opened on its
hinges, an undeg lieutenant of the Young
Guard approached the camp.bed on which
the condemned man was in a peaceful
slumber, and after having contemplated
him for some time in silence he awoke him.
Peter apened wide his eyes, looking around
himy “Ah ! said he, ¢ the hour has come.’
*No, Peter,replied the officer, * not yet
Dutero alittle while.! -

¢ And what do you want with me 1"

‘ Peter, you do not know e, but | know
you, [ saw you on the bloody battle field
of Austerlitz, where you behaved like a
brave man. Sioce that day, Peter, I con-
ceived for you a lively and sincero csteem.
Oa my arrival yesterday at Strasburg, |
learntyour erime and your condemmation.
As the keeper of the prison is one of my
relations, 1 have obtained permission to
come and say to you Peter, that one doom-
ed to die often regrets not having a friend
near to him to whom he might open his
heart, and confidesome holy duty, that he
would wish to hawve fulfilled. Peter, allow
me, and I wil be that friend.”

¢ Thanks, cominde, replied Peter, dri-
ly.
“Have you notling o say tome I’
¢ Nothing.’

* What! not a last word for
a sister 1

“ A lover 1 asisier? [ never bad one.’

¢ For thy futher, then?

¢ Fhave a father no more. Two months
ago he died in my arms.’

‘ For thy mother 7

¢ For my mother,’ faid Peter, whose
voice suddenly underwent a profound al-
teration—=for my mother 7==Ah! comrade
pronounce not that name, for look ve, I
have never named it in' my heart without
feeling mysell moved lke a child. Even
now. if I were to speal of her—

¢ Well, Peter.!

* I should weep—it & not manly to weep.
Weep I'—continued he with fervor, ¢ weep
—when [ have but a few moments to live.
Ah ! that would not shew a stout heart !

* You are too severs comrade. Thank
God, [ have, [ believe, us stout heart as
most people, and yet I weep without shame
in speaking of my mother,’

“It’is true,’ snid Peter, hastily seizing
the hand of the Lieutenant, ‘ you are a
man, are you u soldier, and yet do you not
blush to weep '

* In thinking of my mother? No, cer.
tainly not.’

* She is so good, she loves me so muth,
and I love herso.'.

¢ She loves you! you love her? Oh1
then Fwill telt youall. + My heart is full:
it flows over ; and however strange ma
appearte you the sentiments which aoi.
mate me, you will not laugh at them [ .am
sure. Listen, then, for what you seid a
little while ago is very true. It is a happy
thing when one is going to die, 1o have a
heart into which——You are willing to
hear me 1’ .

‘I listen, Peter. The man that is going
to die can only excilg sympathy and com.
miseration.’

* You must know, then, that since I
came imo the world, there is but one per.
son that [ have loved—that is my mother!
But her 1 loved, as one loves nothing else,
with all my life, and with all my soul
When a child, I read in her eyes, as she
read in mine ; | guessed her thoughts—she
already knew mine ; she was nll%o me—]
wasall toher. | never had either lover or
friead. When I was called under the co-
Jors, when they told me [ must quit ber, 1
was seized with a fit of and declar-
ed that though they employed violence they

a lover, for

:r. With a word, she, who was a hely
courageous woman, changed all
resohutions oy

! Poler," gaid abe,  you most g0 ; 1 wish

to be able, if not o
scquit you, which it nefther t nor can,
stleast 1o recommend you 1o the goodness | ;,

of the Emperor.'

* ] ookt aird suid to her, motber, [go."

In the middle of the night; whieh-—pre-

ot separate me alive from my mo-. ||

and il"you love me do your duty.’

“Oh'1 have ever remembered her
words. ‘Do your duty!" said she : the
duty of asoldier is to-go straight forward
thraugh all perils without hesitation, with.
oot reflection 3 I have done so. Those who
saw me thus rush into the hottest of the
fight, “there goes a brave man !"—They
would have said with more reason : * There
goes a man who loves his motber !’

* One day | received a |etter ; I learned
{rom it that she was sick, my poor dear
mother. [asked for a furlough; it was
not granted. T recollect her last words:
if you love me, do your duty.' 1 was re.
sigt:fd. Shortly after I heard she was
dead.”

‘I was no longer master of myself. At
all risks, in spite of all opposition, I deter-
mined o see my native place. From
whenece came thisovepowering desire to see
again the spot where my mother died 7 ]
um going o tell ; and since you have a mo.
ther, since you Jove her, apd she loves
you, you will comprehend me.'

“ The pensants of Morven are of & sim.
Lple.and credulous vature ; we have neither
the instructions nor the science that they
have in cities, but we have our beliefs ; 1
people of the city call them our supersii.
tions, What sigoifies the name !  Super.
stitions or beliefs, and cunning would he
be, who could tear them from our hearts,

Well the one to which we are the most
attached is that which attributes to the pri.
mal flower which blooms upona grave, a
virtue, so that he who gathers it is certain-
Iy never to forget the dead, and 18 assured
of never being forgotten by them. A be.
lief precious and frightful ! with it death
has nothing frightful ; for apart from oblivi.
on, death is nothing more than a tranquil
slut-p, than repose alter along fullfifo.

* This flower, I longed to see bloom. 1
departed ! Afterten days of a long and
painfat-march, | reached the maternal
grave. 'The earth appeared to have been
just moved ; no flowers had yet bloomed.
I waited:  8ix weeks were gone; then |
saw a liztle flower of an azure blue opening
its leaves to the first rays of the rising sun.
It was one of those flowers which the learn.
ed name a myosotis but which our rural
and simple peasants call, ¢ Forget me not.’
In gathering it, I shed tears of happiness,
for it seemed to me this little lower was the
shade of my mother, that she had Jeft my
prescace, and under the form ol that - flow--
er she had returned again to join me.

¢ Nothing retained me in the eountry,
for my father followed my mother to the
grave ; besides [ possessed my precious
flower ; what moredid [ need 7 The recol.
lection of the maternal advice™ Teturned :
‘Do your duty’!’ I sought thoguard and
said to them, [ have deserted, arrest me.'

* Now [ am going to die, and if, as you
liave nssured me, | have in you o friend, I
shall die-without regret, for you wili render
mo the service I expect of you.  This flow.
er, which at the peril of my life [ gathered
upon a grave, is here in this bog suspended
on my heart. Promise me, to watch and
see, that they separate it not from me. It
is the bond which unites me to my mother,
and if I thought it would be broken I should
die without courage. Do you promise me
that_you will comply with my wishes I°

¢ 1do.?

“ Give me your hand ; let me press it to
my heart! How I am bound to you for
your goodness tome! If Godin his wis.
dom should give me life a second time, I
would consecrate it to your service.'

The two friends separated. -

The next day arrived, atthe place desig-
nated for the execution, the falal sentence
had just been read, when low murmurs:
were heard, and then loud and long cries
burst from the ranks, ‘ the Emperor! it is
the Emperor

He appenared, descended from his horse,
then with his short and rapid step, walked
direct to the prisoner.

‘Peter,’ snid he, Peter looked up; he
scemed as if he wished to speak, but was
struck with indescribable stupor in recogni.
sing in the emperor Napoleon, the under
lieutenant of the evening before.

‘ Peter,” continued the Emperor, * re.
member your words of last night. God
gives you a second life, corsecrate it not to
me but to France ! She is also a good and
worthy mother ! Love her as you loved
the other. = .

Loud and long were' the cheers, as lie
moved off.

Some years afief; Peter, who was thena
Captaio io the Old Guard, fell upon the
field of Waterloo. Mortally wounded, he
still found strength enough to cry with a
firm voice, *Vive I'Emperear, Vive la
France! Vive ma mere!"—From the
Fn-;l.

Joux J. Crirrexpex has been elected by
the Legislature of Kentucky to supply the
| vacancy in the Senate of the U ﬂ,m-

Southern

since that fime and have witnessed several
made by others—all of which without n
singls excéption, contribute to confirm the
opinion there expressed—that surface ma.
nuring is best. '

It is grue that nearly all these trials were
made on cowpened land and in the follow.
ing manner. - The pens were made as car.
ly i the spring ¥s it is customary to pen
cattle, during the whole season they were
kept of the same size and the same number
of cattle pened in them, They were mo-
ved at regular intervals of time when they
were alternately ploughed up and left un.
ploughed. Inthe following spring they
were planied in corn—to be followed by
wheat in the fall ; and in all these cuses
both the corn and the wheat on the un.
ploughed pens were so much better than
what grew where the pens had been plough-
ed up that the lines of each pen might be
traced os plainly as if the fences had still
been standing. These are indisputable
facts, and are now so generally known in
my part of the country that it is now a very
rare thing to see cow.pens ploughed up as
soon as the fence is removed.

Still Iam aware that *“the derisive stare
of ineredubility,” which seems to have as
much annoyed vour South Carolina corres.
pondent, will be equally excited agninst my.
self in some parts of our country far north
of him. But if be will take my advice he
will e'en let them deride dr stare as may
best suit their fancy, for such persons ge-
nerally beloog to a class of men far too
happy in their own conceits to receive the
gmallest benahit from any thing that cither
he or [ could sny on this or any subject.—
For his own slisfaction, however, I will
respectfully suggest that, if he will examine
the matter further, he will find that the mo.
dos operandi of manures applied to the sur.
face of land can be explained on philoso.
phical principles in a manner quite as satis.
factory as any ofher fact in rclation to ma.
nures, notwithstanding the prevalent opinion
amongst his sequaintances may be directly
opposed to his own.

I remnin, dear sir, vours, very sincerely,

Jas. M. GraxgTT.

A Sketch
OF THE REV. STEPHEN B. BALCH, A REVOLU-
TIONARY SOLDIER AND CLERGYMAN.

In 1778, he set out for Georgia, where
he commenced the study of divinity ; and
in- the-fall-of 1779, was commissioned by
the Presbytery to travel as a missionary
through the Carolinas as far north us
Georgetown, now the District of Columbia.
In this enterprise he encountered many ar-
duous trials. The disastrous roule of our
armcy under the unfortunate
Gotes; had just eccurred=the veitorious le.
gions of Cornwallis now overwhelmed «ll
opposition. Tarleton, like Auilla, sulfired

Y

‘not the grass to grow under the hoofs of his

cavalry, but was carrying death into every
family, and distony into every heart—three
States had returned to their allegianee, un.
der the procldmation of the British Chief—
our shaitered troops flying for safety—all
hopes of Independence extinct, worse than
all, a civil war raging with unmitigated
fury—futhers, sons, neighbors, against
each other—the flames of their dwellings,
in the darkness of midnight, illuminating
all the surrounding country—famioe doing
ber dreadful work—and desolation had be-
come the inmate of every household.

In his journey through Carolina, he trav.
elled one exceedingly suluy day, without
any refreshment for himsell or horse.
Night came oun—alone, hungry, fatigued,
ignorant of thé road—he urged v his jaded
animal, votil at leogth a distant light is
secn. ltissued from a largesmansion, be.
loning to General Isaac Williams, who af-
terwards fell at King’s Mountain. When
-he rappéd ot the front door, a female en.
quired if he were Whigor Tory ! He re-
plied that he wasa preacher of the Gospel,
lost 10 a strange country, and implored pro.
tection for the night. He was immedi.
ately welcomed to all the comforts of the
house. At dawn of day, the General hav.
ing returped from a recounoitefipg excur-
sion during the night, entered the missiona.
ry’s room, and with all the courtesy and
chivalry of an accomplished soldier, greet.
ed his arrival. He was about thirty years
old—six feet high, and admirably formed
~=lofty carriage—noble animated counte.
nance—f{ull pierciog black eye~hair curl.
ing over nn expanded intellectusl forehead
—dressed in full regimentals—with loaded

istols in his belt,and sword in his scab.

rd. “ Sir," said be, (sitting down fa.
miliarly on the bed side,) ** I am the lead-
er of the Whigs in this vicinity, and our
land is sad and desolate with the ravages

of the enemy. A few nights ago a party
of Tories hu

ove of my neighbors to the
house—another was shot
in the arms of his wife, for

- §" Joms Busco, Esq.of Mobile, Al., but re-
i om g pﬁﬁﬁ‘

| against our ruthless invaders. | have only
to regret that 1 can die but ance to save my
country. But our cause is just. Heaven
is on our sive,

Al this delightful residence, the misssion.
ary remained until the morning of the en.

Y | suing Subbath, when he arose with the sun

to ride ten miles, where, by previous ap.
pointment, he was to preach at 11 o'clock,
A. M. A chariot and four appeared, in
which he took his scat with the General
and his charmiog lady, and soon arrived at
was assembled.  Williams urged the mis-
sionary to concentrate all the power of his

vital, puramount, absorbing tapic of Ameri.
can Independence, to arouse his hearers to
the rescue of their country, whateyer may
be the result. Accordingly, when the

volform, and led tho music with as much
ease as he would have commanded his
brignde in the day of battle. The divine
now dwelt on the horrors of war, and the
cruelly of the enemy ; but cheered the
flock with telling them that the ruce was
not always to the swift, nor the baule to
the strong.

*“ Your country, it is true, is loid waste
by a Vandal foe—your wives and daugh.
ters are outraged ; your firesides and vltars
are desecrated ; your churches in ruins ;
the bluod so recently at Beaufort’s defeat
cries for vengeance; the hones of our
countrymen are bleaching alike nmong the
snows of Canada, snd the sands of Corolina.
What though victory perched not on our
standards either at Camden or Brandywine,
or-Georgetown T Yetsgree the stripes—and
stars unfurled to the breeze at Trenton,
Princetor, and Monmouth.
hosts led the armies of Isroel ; to them he
was a cloud by day, and a pillar of fire by
night ; he is now the same almighty pro.
tector of all who trust in Lis divine help ;
and he will yet secure us out of the house
of boridage.  Soon our armics will regain
their good fortune. The dark prospect
now before us wlll be succeeded by the
smile of aspicing hope ; the misfortune of
defeat and disaster will yicld to the shout
und joy of victory ; the scourge of war will
cease, and peace will soon gladden every
heart, and we shall become a great and
prosperous nation."

So spake the missionamry. On descend.
Hing from the pulpit, Wilitams embraced
him with the most ardent atlection 5 urged
him to return to his house, where he might,
free of expense, teach school, and preach
the Gospel and render the Whigs invalua.
ble service in the war then going on. Itwas
in vein,  His promise to perform the tour
of missionury labor prevented bis accept.
ance ; and when the moment of separation
arrived, the stern and fiery eyo of the
General was filled with tenrs.— Southern
Literary Messenger.

The Washington Temporance So-
ciety. .

~ The Washington Temperanee Socioty in this
city desorven all praiso for their nssidioun effurts
to reelaim the unfortunate inebridtos,

They have added (o their numbers within the
last -month-of the old year 225 members, who
have ecommenced the new year under the most
hnppy auspices, and with a firm resolution to ab.
stain from all intoxicating drinka.

There are some men in the ranks of this so.
cioty, whose intelleotual gifts arc of a superior
order.  They meet several times cach week in
Franklin Hall, which is dovotrd exclusively to
their use, where they exhort each other to perse.
veranee nnd solicit pledges.  The stories  which
thiey tell of their expericnce are sometimes ex.
tremaly racy and entertaining.  We are tempted
to repeat an¢ of thew, eallod the ' Stancn Srony,
nﬂlmugh we cannot pretend to vie on paper with
the rich humor which voico and manner gave 1o
the oral communieation.

* 1 used to drink and my wife used to jaw me
sbout it.”  *What do you got drunk far ? suid she.
*What do you jaw me for " said . Bo we
agreed and made a firm bargin that Twould not
drink nndshe shonld' not scald,  For three long
days we heldon firm—no drinking nor seolding.
But on the third evening, being in company with
somoe good fellows, I took a horn, and when that
was down, I right off wantcd another, And ina
very short time I found myself ahout how fare ye
with twenty horns safe and spogly inmy bread.
bazkat. By and bye il ot {o be time to go
home, but as you may supposc I dreaded to meet
my wile like the woth ache. However, go1 must,
and so I staggered along, hoping to find my wife
abed, - When I'reached the house, E fsund’ itstill
lighted, and through the window I saw my wile
up and waiting for me Thinks I, I ean't go i
yet, but I must wait till she geta 1o hed, 8o there
I stood half freezing in the cold rain fwo leurs,
At last sthe went {o hedy I ereptin at the back
door, stumbling over pails and chairs, but finally
succceded in getting 1o bed withoot distarbing
| her. But after dozing awlile, I awoke and foand
myscll dry as a fish. You know brethren, how
dry we all usod to bein the night afiee we'd had
n spree. My wile nlways knew t was the
matter with me, when I got upin the night to
drink cold water. [ hardly dared to get up for
fear of my wife, but my thirst was ?rulu than I
could bear. So out I crawled, and groped very
sofily after the water pail. But no water was
there. 1 then felt round in the dark, on the table
and shelves, for something to cool my burning
tiroat. Soon 1 found a tin pan, foll of a liquid
something. T scized and puot it to my month, and
took a Jong and hearty draught the liquor at the
same time ruaniog out at each sido of my mouth
downmy cheeks, I thought the liquor tastod old,
and at that instant, it flashed on my recollcetion
that I had fixed sone’ poison

hymn was read, the General rose” in foll

The God of

mind, and the force of his eloquenc, on the | ¥

for my wife would jaw me if she waked. And
surely it would be death tohold still. But acream
I must, and soream 1 did. ' Whatisin this pan P |
* You're dry, are you " said she. * What was in
this pan 1* shouted I— still louder. * What males
p:rwn'm.—umm
| —yelled 1, in a perfect agony of fear— |

1 *Why the pan on the shelf.'—*Ob you

Dom’t yom do it.

When a individual politely ob-
serves to you, ‘‘you'd better eat me up,
hadn't youl"—don't you do it.

Whenn clique of warm friends waat you
l(;.alarl. a pasar to forward a particular set
of views, and promising you uantis
ties of lortnnetnd fan:?to hl:.l";}'llh
undertaking—don't you de it.

When you have any business to transact
with a modera financier, snd asks you to
go and dine with him—=don’t you do it,
| onany i
exclaim to you, * Now, tumible over the
cradle and break your neck, do!"-—don
ou do it. -

When a horse kicks you and you feel a
slrong disposition to Kick the horse in res
turn—don t you du it.

When youare shinniog it very .
tiously round town, in search of ly
with something over who can assist
with a loun, and you arc suddenly sntici.
pated by sumebody who wants to borrow

| from you-~don't you do it,

When you are offered a great bargain,
the value of which you know nothing ’
but which you ure to get ot half.price, ** be.
ing as it's you,"—don’t you do it.

When a messenger from your next door
neighbor comus requesting the loan of your
morning paper, just as you have set duwn
to read it~do it by all mecans. Always
lend your newspaper.,

When a young lady eatches you alone,
and lays violent eyes upon you, expressing
“pop™ in every glance—don’t you do it.

When a little boy at the door of the thea.

tre asks you for your check, you being n
stockholder, on the free list, pwnl‘i],
nothing ol the kind—regrefiing your ina.
bility to comply with the juvenile gentle.
man's desire—in such case we feel autho.
rized to suy—don’t you do it.

You are likewise to consider that you
give a cheek, when you don’t give a check,
which estublishes the gratuity either way,
so—don’t you doit.

When you feel disposed for anavistacra-
tic reclination in the dress circle, elegantly
throw your fect over the front cushion—the
pit and gallery screaming ** boots!™ and
the officer requasting you 1o take your feet
in, lest you catch cold—=—don’t you do it

If our collector should chance woeall upon
you, requesting the payment of a little ad.
vertising bill, or asking half a dozen of
your fricnds’ names as subscribers—de it
—do it l—Picayune.

Eororean Stamistics —Of the filty-eight
States, known as the division-of the world
ealled Eutrope, three, viz, Russia, Aostrin
and Turkey in Burope, are known as Em.
pires; fifteen are kingdoms, oneis a P
dom; six bear the title of Grand Dutchy,
twelve are termed Dutchy, nine are Prioel.
palities, one is an Electorate, one a Land.
gravate, four are called Free Cities, and
only five Republics, viz.: Andorrain the -
Pyrenees;—Cracow; TonminnTslands,  San
Marino, and Switzerlund. San Marino is
the smallest Republic in the world, contain.
ing only twenty one square miles, and
aboutszven iundredinhabitants. Ofthe 283 ,.
000,000 of peaple in Europe ; over 122,
000,000 are under tbsolule sovereigniies ;
while only 2,800,000 live under any thing
like a Republicnn  government, about as
many as the population of the State of New
York. “There are filly reigning sovereigns
in Burope. Two are styled Emperors,
sixteen are Kings or Queens, one is & Pope,
six are Grand Dukes, ten are Dukes, one
n Duchess, ten are Princes, one a Sultan,
onean Elector and one a Landgrave. . The
religion of seventeen of the above is catho-
lie ; of thirty.one Protestant, one is of the
Greek chureh ; and one is a Mohamedan.

John Joscph, Prince of Lichtenstein, is
the oldest, baviog been born June 28, 1760.
The youngest Abdue Medjid, Sultan of
Turkey (in Europe) born April 20, 1823.
—Georgian.

Virveora Waren—Is it not something mors
than mere mechanism which wateches with us
by thesick bed of some dear friend throagh the
livelong solitude of night, enabling us to count
in the sluckening pulse, noture’s trembling sleps
towards recovery, and Lo administer the prescribed
remedy at the precise, perhaps the oritical mo.
ment of itsapplication T By moans of a wateh,
punctoality in all its daties, which in its perfee.
iii;:n in o::: of the incommunicable attributes of

ity, is brought in no msan moasure within the
m‘acﬁ'nf min. Ha is énabled, if he will bo guided
by this, to imitate that sublime precission, which
lod the earth, after a eirenit of five hundred mil.
lions of miles, without the loss of one second —
no, not even the millionth partof a second——for
the sges on ages during which it has traveled
that rond. What a mirucle of art, that a man
can leach o fuw bross wheels, and a little of
clustie steel, to outcalenlate himself ; to give him
a rational answer Lo one of the most important
questions whick a being traveling toward eternity
can ask ! What a miraele that a man ean
within this little machine a spirit that measures
the flight of time with greater accuracy than the
unassisted intellect of the pro
pher § which watches and moves whean
palsios alike the hand of the maker and the mind
of the eontriver, nav, when the last sleep has come
over them both.—~Ger. Everetie,

Tag Insunax’s Cat.—A short time ago
a poor Irishman applied at the Churchwar.
den's Office in London for relief, and upon
somie doubt being expressed as 1o whether
he wasa proper object for parrochial chari.
ty, enforced his suit with much earnest.
ness :—** Och, your honor,™ said be,
“ sure 1'd be starved long since but for my

¢ Byt for what 1" asked his astonivhed

interrogator. |
“My cat!” the Irishman.
* Your cat ! haw so /" '

+ Shure, your &mr, 1 sold her eleven




