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ELLA.
1 would love thee, Ella,
Aud at thy shrive bow ;
Dut thy love is another’s—
Oh! "tis not mine now.

Another thy favor
Ilax hapypily won,

Who will claim thee as his—
Forever his own.

Tho' pzin be the portion
The Wind Ged has given;:

Tho’ hopes be all crushed—
My fond heart be riven,—

I will not upbraid thee:
*T' were impious to blame:
TI'll love thee still, Ella ;— .
Yes, love thee the same!

Tl love thee on earth,

Tn my dreams of delight; *
I'll love thee by day—

I'll love thee by night!

T'll love thee in Heaven,
With angels above,

Where the “hurthen of song,
Will be love, ever love.™

Camden, S. C. ERNEST.

From the Philadelphin Saturday Courier.
A SINGLE STAR WAS SHEDDING.
BY M. ELIZABETH WENTWORTH.

A'single star was ehedding its azure light onhigh,
In silent beauty reigning, sole monarch of 1!12 .-:!;_\':
I thought of thee, my absent,—thine eye pfﬁmd]mg

light
Seemed to my soul reflected in_that lone star of

night.

For in my thoughts thou reignest, thou teacher"of
my youth, .

And still my heart iskeeping the lesson of its trufly;

I think.of thee, my absent, I bow in love to thee,—

Star of my early worship, art thou thus trueto me?

Long thou hast beena wanderer where soficr voices
"' breathed,

And rosier lips beguiling, with brighter smiles were
~ wreathed;

And chide me not, my absent, if that sad star above

Hath less a glory for me, since I distrust thy love.

If wandering from the compass, or false to e thou
art, -

Unlearn what thou hast taught me, this lesson of
the heart—

If faithless to the covenant we plight® when we
met,

Who taught me first to love thee, shall teach me
to forget.

The while I thought on memories, in love oblivion
hid—
A gentle voice beside me my sad reproaches chid ;
And thou, my own, my absent, wert knecling at
my side, ’
Our hearts again united, inlove by absence tricd.
Westerly, R.I.
The Olio.
Pat Berrearse nis Instruetions.— A lady
and gentlemen, recently married, in the neigh-
borhood of Notingbaw, left home in their car-
riage for a bridal tour among the Cumberland
lakes. In order to avoid the notice generally
attracted by persons in the honey moon, the
gentleman gave his Irish footman the strictest
charge not to tell any one on the road that they
were newly married, and threatning to dismiss
him ifhe did. Pat promised implicit obedience ;
but on leaving the first inn on the road, next
morning, the happy couple were much astonish-
edand aunoyed to find theservantsall assemblod,
and, pointing to the gentleman, mystcf’wusly
exclaiming, “ That's him , that's the man. On
reaching the next stage, the indignant master
told Murphy he mustimmediately discharge him,
s he ha?divulged what he had impressed upon
him, as a secret.  “ Plase yer honor,” says Pat,
« what is it you complain of - You rascal,”
exclaimed the angry master, “you told the ser-
vants at the inn last night that we were a newly
married couple.” “Och, then, be this I.l.ll.d be
that,” said Pat, brightening up in um..lcEp:ucd
triumph, “ there’s not a word of truth itit, yer
honor; sure tould the whole kitof them, servants
and all, that you wouldn’t be married for a fort-
night, yet?”

Tur New Wartz.—The Parisian corres-
pondent of the Courier des Etats Unis, de-
seribes a new dance, called the Scottisch
Waltz, which he says is all the rage in Paris.
His words are:

“This step, which is the favorite one of the
Enelish Queen, is a union of the waltz, polka,
and redowa, n gentle balancing with alternate
movementa and repose, with pironetts and slides.
It is less fatiguing than the waltz, more anima-
ted than the polka, and more uraceful than the
redowa. It i, ina word, ¢ cpla and eharm.

ing, a movement of exquisit: e and agilty, | o seiences—suppose that the art of print-
and one which parents may ¢! w their children intr hatel never beea discovered, at what a stage

to participate in without sert -7

The London Literary Gazctte says of the | many
fashionable songs of the day—“these realms | comior
were never so stalified and besotted as at this \\_‘uul‘ll new be ¢ libert
hour, when we are inundated with a classof  Yetin the womb ol futurity.

compositions so infinitely heneath contempt,

that to waste n word upon their inait woulil LI

b a1 waste indeed,”

| face, she recovered and expressed uneoncions-

Dearn py Licursive.~—A correspondent
from Ware county, (Ga.) writes, us:i--

On the 21st ingt., the house of James Aspin-
wall of Ware county, was struck by lightning,

were present in the liouse, besides Mr. Aspin-
wall and his wife two other men.  Mr. Aspin-
wall was instantly killed—his wife badly woun-
ded, and the two others present were stunned
for some time. Upon their recovery, the lat-
ter found themselves Iyving upon the grass, out-
gide the door and an entering the house, discov-
ered Apinwall dead and his wife apparently so:
but upon the applieation of cold water to her |

ness of what had happened by asking, who and |
what had served her in that manner?

The fluid seems to have run the whole course
of their bodies, {rom the head downwards, as |
the shoes of all the persons in the party, were |
threwn off their feet and torn to atoms.  Mr., |
Aspiawall was a young man of great respecta- i
bility, and his death is universally lnmented.

First Torns in America.—The National In-
telligencer relates the following enrious facts,
which will be news te many of our readers.

“1t will seem enrious to those who are not
aware of the faet, that the first towns built by
the Enropeans upon the Amerjean Continent
were St. Angnstine in East Florida, and Santa
Fe, the capital of New Mexico. The river Gi-
la was explored before the Mississippi was
known, aud gold was gought in California long
ere the first white man endeavored to find a
Lome onthe shores of New England.  There
are, doubtless trees standing within the fallen
buildings of ancient Panama that had com-
menced to grow when the sites of Boston and
New York were coverved with the primeval
wilderness.”

Fromripa Inpraxs—TFrom various sources
we learn the gratifving news that Indian hos-
tilities are probably at anend in Florida, Gen-
Twiggs having induced the Seminolos to Lmi-
grate, A TRmpa correspondent of the N. O,
Picaynne writes as follows:

“ Unless some unforeseen aceident intervenes,
Ifeel contident this perplexing question is now |
at rest forever. It will take them some time to
collect up their plander. The geaeral is in
hopes to start them all within four months, but it
during this year he emigrates them all, he wil)
do woll; Indiuns are slow in their movements,
except when on the war trail of the whites, and
then hie move himsell smartly.  Bot no man can
aoet t‘lu:m ofl sponer by a single day than Gen.
T'wiges, to whom mueh Jiovor and eredit are
due for thus amicabiy termingting this dangerous

question which has alflieted Florida for somany
” .
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Aiscellancous Depavtment,

From the New Yok Evening
THE PRINTER.

There he stands at Bis ease; Liz eves are fixed
on his copyv while his fingers, obedient to his
will, collect the letters feom their virions boxes,
and place them together so as to forn words,
sentenees, complete artieles of news, polities,
or literature. The musician of the piano ean
hardly compete with the printer in the rapidity,
and precision of his digital metions.  Like the
pianist who plays with his musie béok and n-
strument hetore him, the printer sees and com-
prehends st g slanee the ever varving results
his fingers must produee, and does not hesitate
a moment o pertorin the pecessary action with
the rapidity of lightnivg,  Like notes from the
instrument ; every letter, cvery pause, every
stap, is ealled fortl in proper place, til complete
ensemble is formed, which the memory can
treasure up, and which tie mind can coneeive
and digest.  But how dilferent gre the final ef-
feet produced in these twa instances!  The -
sician ereates, a serivs of meledions aid hanno-
nious sounds, which please the car for omoment
and die away ; the feelings gay or sad, dispond-
ing or enthusinstic, mild or vielont, are excited
at the moment, hut the charm soon ceases, and
nought but the recollection of past pleasures or
pain remains upon the mind.  But the printer’s
labor bears everlusting fruit 5 he spreads hefore
mankind the arcana of knowledge, and works
with the sages in - the liboratory of reason s he
seuds messenzers to every one of the human
family 3 he invokes all men to behold the:beau-
ties of trath, and socks to make the mass of
mankind conscions of those immutable rights
with which man is invested at Lirth by natare
and by nature’s Ged. The printer has heen,
sinee the lifteenth eentury, the fithful and most
active nuxiliney of lenrning,  That day the prin-
ter struek ofl o rongl: bloek of types—from that
day we may date the universal spread of knowl-
edge, and the geadual disfiasehisoment of man.
kind from the bhonds of ignoranee, superstition
and oppression, From that day hes man grad-
wally advanced to the general enjoyment of {ree,
ceulighted, and republican institutions; from that
day royalty and its concomitants hegan to de-
eay, ind fair liberty to grm\'.in tlwiu: place.

I might continue to show, in detail, the cor-
reetness of the general outline I have deawn ;
Lut the immense benelits which the art of print-
ing conforred upon mankind, have been deserib.
ed by abler and more eloguent pens than mine,
Let me present a single hypothesis; snppose
| that the great protectiveness, and teacher of all

Siar,

Lol progress would we now findd Il:ﬂ.il!‘:ll‘ philoso-

phy, astronmny, mechanics, navigation, and
any arts which conduee so efivetually to the
t and preservation of mankind 2 Where
those liberties we hold so dear?
The discoveries

At the time of the melancholy oceurrence, there | 1 eat
‘ the cirele in whieh these learned men moved,

1 to obtain instruetion books.

* CAMDEN, SOUTH-CAROLINA, FEBRUARY 26, 1850.

! of mechanies; and Franklin. might never have
{read a book, nor published a single prineiple
{ tending to the independence of his country.

| “F'he uncients of Grecee and Rome, certainly
| number some great and wise men; but, beyond

how faw received a glimpse of science, how few
ever learned to read; and how difficult it was
Now, through the
ageney of printing, our means of acquiring
knowledge are unlimited, and its dissemination
id'universal. The consequence is, that a great.
er numiher labor to unravel and make useful the
seerets of natate and the progress of mankind

i towards perfeetion is a thousand ti::es more

rapid.

l'I'he printer, as an individual, comes directly
under the constant influcnce of the instructive
and liberal art he professes. The printer reads
more varied and general information, than the
theologian, lawyer, or avowed philosophef. It
is the printer’s trade to read constantly, day af-
ter day, during his whole life ; he earns his dai-
ly bread by reading—ay, and reading slowly
and carefully, for he must follow and put the
works we read into type letter by letter; he
must dwell awhile npon every sentence. Does
the merchant know the prices of cotton and oth-
er goods in distant countries—the intelligence
iserused by a printer before a merchant touch-
esit. Does the politician discuss the affairs of
nations —he owes his knowledge to the printer
who is always ahead of him in points of infor-
mation, Does the physician study the work of
some profounid Eseulapius—let him look at the
title page, and he will see that he owes the work
to a printer, who has read it over and over to
see that not a letter is wanted, nat a comma ont
of place.  The same may be said of the lawyer,
the minister, and the scientific mechanic, "L'he
printer stands at the door of all their learning,
and holds the keys which open it.

The printer is a great traveller.  There are
few printers in the United States who have not
visited every State in the Union, They are
sure of finding a printing oflice in every village,
and consequently do not hesitate to travel wher-
ever their fancey may lead them, sure of finding
in their brother typographers, friends ready to
assist them, give them work, or obtain a situa-
tion for them. The printers are consequently
thoroughly acquaimted with their country, in
weneral and in detail ; none ean know hetter or
speik of it more correctly, Sometimes he
crosses the Atlautic, and, while he prints geog-
raphies and books of travels, he takes occasion
to view with his own eyes every part of the old
and new world.

T'he printeris always a good grammarian and
it frequently happens that nien whose produc-
tions are esteemed by the publie, owe it to the
priuter) that they are not written down nsses.—
Olten, very often, does it happen that manu-
seriptis put into the hands of the type-setterfull
of gross grammatical errors, sentences devoid of
sense, and without a single poiut or eapital Jet-
ter.  When this has passed through his hands,
the ervors are corrected, the punetuation and
capitals are all set in their proper places. The
coneeited author tinds himself all at once a
grammatical ad logical writer, and hasks in
the sun of popularity, which he owes to some
anobtrusive son of Guttemburg.  He takes eare
not to give eredic (o the proper person; but on
the coutrury, should gome of his blunders re-
nitin uncorrected, be is sure to lay them all to
the charge of the “ignorant printer;” such is
the false and unjust phrase ignorant writers re-
quently nse,

No trady, class or profession, except those of
law and physie, has furnished a greater propor-
tion ol lcaried and distinguished person’s tian
the printer'seraft  From the day of Franklin
to the present time, our legislative lulls, our
places of lionor, have been ornamented by tal-
cated and eloguent printers,  The bar is often
indebted to the printing otlice for some of its
ablest members; in this eity we have living and
prominent examples of the fuct.

The printers, wherever they can unite a4 sul+
ficient toree, gonerally form  themselves into 2
society for the mutual protection, and for the

urpose ol assisting each other in cases ot need.
‘These soeietivs fix the rates of wages, the hours
of work, and provide for the sick and unfortn-
nate.  They bind themselves by the strietest
and most honoerable rules to preserve the digni-
ty of their art, and to defend each other against
the injustice of grasping employers, -l a prin-
ter should dishonor his trade or work under wa-
ges, he is immediately stigmatised and disown-
e, His very rare that a printer can be indueed
to dishonor the pledges he has given to his fel-
low-worknwen,

The printer is essentialiy a demoerat—thatis

though so far above the generality of artizans in
lnowledge and talent, yet he is prond of being
eatled & mechanie, and he frequently boasts that
his subsistenee is earned by the sweat of his
brow,  Yes, ve proud nabobs, who loll in your
carringes, and who would disdain to touch the
hard hand of a mechanie, learn that there are
meehanies who are by far yqur superiorsin eve.
ry thing which elevates ankind above the
brate. 1 know of many graduates of eollege
who might be made to blush for their ignorance
by the mechanic they despise.  But the hoast
of these proud aristoerats must gradually fall be-
neath the power of the press; and it is proba-
ble that, when the Lihoring elass of Burope and
Ameriea will elaim their true rank in society,
and will eall for the enjoyment ol more  equal
vights, their spokesman will bea printer,

Chantroy, the senlptor, says lis receut bio-
grapher George Jones, whenever he saw a
man fond of, or eultivating o superflaons growth
of hair, or imitating 1 Raphalesque appearanee,

of 1 Newton v auld lieve been thwe trensare of
3 Wit el Palion wonld,

ehiaive foay,

L i, never

batve doaracd the fiesd priveipies

T would proseat suel o person with a shilling,
{ and beg that he wonld eneonrage somo hir-

deeazor by his casrom,

to say, opposed to the aristoeracy of riches, and |

HIGHLY CONCENTRATED SERMON.

BY OLD NUNDRED,

My dear dandies and belles, fope, and flirts,
and other stragglers down the hill of life, my
text to-day is that much used and abused say-
ing, “ Does your Mother know you're cut ?”

Poor silly inflated grub-worms, I would say
from your slyness and capers that she can’t
know you're out. You young lady, with a par-
asol like a wilted cabbage leaf on a ram-rad,
and chains of hair down each cheek, like a bat-
tle-tailed spider dipped in blacking, had been
making his everlasting eclopement, over your
rouge-covered face, lezeving a broad trace behind
him, and on your back a peck of. bran—and
your mineing gait like you were picking your
way among rotten eggs, or was harefooted in
a brier pateh, and your arm lined to a brainless
dandy, (but I'll come at him as soon as I am
done with you,) wriggling along the street, and
for what? to hunt up indigent virtue, or suffer-
ing innocence, to pour balm on the wounded
spirit of poverty, or only to smear your own
giddy heart with the corroding greasc of vanity,
to hear fools whisper as you pass, “ what a fair
girl?””  Remember, vain one, beauty is but skin
deep, and the storms of matrimony and bleak
winds of affliction, rubs it all out and leaves the
countenance bare and unbecoming as a weath-
er-beaten barn door, unless you put on a coat
of the lasting paint of meekness, worth and lovs,
under the varnish of beauty. If you can laugh
like him who wins, and know that you are still
loved and lovely, and that you are still beauti-
ful, now that the gloss that hid your worth and
goodness its dazzling glare is gone, you sheda
liappy intluence on all near you, make us poor
erring mortals feel just like a man almost fro-
zen, fecls when he sets down by a cheerful fire
at bis own home. He hears the storm but
heedsit not; he is happy once more. But have
you done this? Iam afraid that you are buta
butterfly, borii a worm, to die an insect.

Ab, Ldow’t half like that laugh—it was forc-
ed; you pretend to be pleased with that fool's
wit, when you knew it was stolen! Oh, why
such deceit, giddy fluttering worm of the cab-
bage patch; you are sold, soul and body, for a
little emyity, windy, useless adulation ;. yes, sold
to that old snake with the fish hook on his tail
—the same snake that fooled your mammy in
Adam’s truek patch—and oh scissors! how he
will strip that finery and raise a dust for a mile
around, with that peek of bran. Say, flower-
sucking butterfly, does your mother know you're
out? If she does, she is unfaithful to her trust;
and ought not to be trusted any more than the
man who stole a handful of acorns from the
blind sow ; go hoine, gossumer, and try to pre-
pare yourself to he a woman, and then when
you are abroad, any body will knoew that your
mother knows you're ont.

Now you that was cut out for a man, but
was so villuinously spoiled in muking up, U'llat- £
tead to your case.  For what end did you burst
upon the world's door and rush in uncalled, like
a man chased by a mad bull, what good do you
expeet to bestow on your fellow man—some
useful invention, some heroie act, some great
discovery, or even one solitary remark?  No,
those that look for anything useful or good from
vou, will be just as badly fooled as the man
who caught & skunk and thought it was a kit-
ten; or the old woman when she made greeus
ont of gunpowder tea.  You kpow where the
neatest, tightest pants, with the strongest straps,
can be got on tick, but you dou't know where
the next nseful leeture will be delivered, you
know the fashionable collar of a vest, bnt you
never studivd  the gorgeons hues of a rainbow,
unless it was to wish for a picee to make a cra- |
vat of; you know how afool feelsin full dress,
hut you don’t know how a man feels when he
eats the bread earned hounestly by the sweat of
his brow ; youn know how a monkey looks, for
you see one every day, twenty times, in your
landlady’s looking glass, but you don’t know
how a man feels after doing a good action, you
don't go where that sight is to be scen. Oh!
you wasp-waisted, eatfish-mouthed, babboon-
shouldered, ealliper-legged, gooseeyed, sheep
faced, be-whiskered drone in the world's bee
hive! what are you good for!  Nothing but to
cheat your tailor, neatly lisp by note a line from
some milk and eider poet sentimentally, cat oys-
ters gravely, smoke eigars lazily, make silly
girls aet the fool shamefully, 1 say, does your
mather know you're out, poor useless toad ¢ 1
am afraid you have no mother nor never had.

You are no more use in this world than a
time pivee ina heaver dam, or a hair maltrass in
a hog pen. You fill no larger space in the
world’s eye than the toe nail of a musquito
would in a market house, or 2 stump-tailed dog
in all ont doors; you are as little thought of as
the fellow who knocked his grandmother’s last
tooth down her throat, and as for yonr brains,
ten thousnud sueh could be preservedin a drop
af randy and have as muel sea room as a tad-
pole in Lake Superior! and as for ideas, you
have hut one, and that is stamped on yonr lead-
en skull in letters an inch deep, that tailors and
fomales were made to be gulled by you, that all
may envy you your appearance.  Poor useless
tobacen worm, you are aease,  Doces your mo-
ther know yvou're ont? It is lanch time; so
start, huy a brandy toddy on tick from some
grond natured landlord, and eat luneh until yon
are as tight as o deam, sneak to bed and think
ol nothing untill you fall asleep, to dream of
apes, pant straps, and tailor’s bills, not to awake
nutil the dinner bells eall yon to eat again,

How many harmless shallow mortals of
another order seudding about on the surface of
the world's great waters, withont an aim with-
ont o motive; guided only by chanee, whim or
impulse, like amellow bug in a big eddy under
a shady willow, until they are swallowed up by
the greedy hass of death, and the first thing that
they know, they know nothing: when [ see one

NUMBER 16.

How many silly ones neglect their business
and get after some foolish pleasure and chase
it, and keep chasing it—like a boy after a
butterfly, until they wear out the hat of consti-
tution, beating the ground witl the vain hope
of catching the swift plantation, and finally fall
into some hidden pit covered with flowers to
rise no more ! I'then think poor fool, your me-
ther dont know you're out; nor yoﬂ won'’t be
out soon again, Sl

When I see a young man step i $he>SKfl of
dissipation and Start down the stream of pleas-
ure, using the oars of imprudence, while folly
holds the helm, prssing thé-sheres of propriety
faster than a strools of lightning ean a sick
crow and at last drawh: over the falls of total
destruction and dashed into as many atoms as a
drop of water from a four story roof, I then ask
of myself, for I can’t ask of him, did his mother
know he was out.—When I see a hoy leaving
the prison door after a long and dreary confine-
ment, with a pale face and withered hands, his
stepweak and tottering and skulking along, dod-
gingall he meets like a guilty thing, shutting his
eyes from the usual glare or daylight; cut irom
the society of his fellow beings, for some trival
offence committed in the thoughtlessness of
erring boyohod, (when if mild treatment had
been resorted 'to and the crime buried insilence,
and inducements held out for him to think well
of himself, perhaps that boy might have been
saved from treading the slimy road of villany)
I say when I see this, I think of the grey haired
mother at home, if a hovel can be a home, the
scalding tears of misery chasing each other off’
lier high cheek bones; and her boney hand sha-
king with age and sorrow for her only hope—
her son, ;while her old looking eye rests on
nothing ; I'say to myself, poor -sufféring wo-
man, you don’t know he is out—yes he is out!
out of fuil; out of friends; out of eredit; and
out upon-the world, a scoundrel, for the rest
of his days, all for the commission and punish-
ment of a boyish crime. So the world goes,
and so it will go, till it is ran down, and 1 be-
gin to think, that but few of our mothers know
we are out,

Tur Faryer's Lire,—Wm. Gilmore Simms,
in his “ Father Abbot; or the Home Tourist,”
thus beautifully represents the life of the far-
mer:’

“'The principles of agriculture were simple
exceedingly. That they might be made so,
God himself was the great first planter. He
wrote its laws, visibly, in the brightest, and lov-
liest, and most intelligible characters, every

where, upon the broad bosom of the liberal
earth; in greenest leaves, in delicate fruits, in
beguiling and batiny flowers! But he does, not
content himself ‘with this alone, He bestows
the heritage along with the example. He pre-
pares the garden and the home, bhefore he cré-
ates the being who is to possess them. He fills
them with all those objects of sense and  senti-
ment which are to supply his moral and physi-
cal necessities. Birds sing in the boughs above
him,-adors blossom in the air, and truits and
flowers cover the earth with a glory to whiclr
that of Solomon in all his magnificence was
vain and valuelesss  I'o His hand we owe these
tall- ranks of majestic trees, these deep forests,
thesé hroad pluins covered with verdure, and’
these mightv arteries of flood and river, which
wind among them, beautifying them with the
lovliest inequalities, and irrigating them with
scasonable fertilization. Thus did the Almighty
Planter dedicate the great plantation to the
uses of that various and wondrous family which
was o follow. His home prepared—supplied
with all resources, adorned with every viriety
ol fruit and tlower, and checkered with abun-
dance—man is conducted within its pleasant
lituits, and ordained its cultivator under the very
eye and sanction of Heaven. The angels of
Heaven deseend upon its hills; God himself ap-
pears within its valleys at noonday—its groves
are instinet with life and purity, and the blessed
stars rise at night above the celestiul mountains,
to keep wateh over its consecrated interests,
Its gorgeous forests, its broad savannas, its lev-
¢ls of tiwod and prairie, are surrendered into the

*hands ol the wondrously favored, the new crea-

ted heir of Heaven! ‘The bird and heast are
made his tributaries, and tanght to obey him.—
‘The fowl summons him at morning to his la-
horsand the evening chant of the night bird
wurns him to repose.  The ox submits his neck
to the yoke; the toils of all are rendered saered
and suceessful by the genial sunshine which
deseends from Heaven, to ripen the grain'in its
season, and to make earth pleasant with its
fruits.”

Misstssteprn—-c..o following is an extract

from a letler dated .
. “Jacksox (Miss.) Jan, 26, 1850,

“The report of the Committes on State and
Federal Relations is now before the Senate, in
whiceh it is recommended to place Twa hundred
and fif1y thousand dollars, at the dizposal of the
Governor to he used in case Mississippi is
thrown upon hee reserved rights in the great
contest between the North and the South on
the great slavery question. A very animated
dizensgsion is now going on in the Senate on the
adoption of the report, and [ am pleased to see
that it does not assume a paity east.  Judge
Guion, one of the most prominent Whigs in tho
State, is the author of the report.  Mississtppi
was the first to move en masse on this greab
question, and althongh T sineerely hope, as a
lover of our glorious Union, it may not be nees
essary for the Governor to use the amount pro-
posed to be placed at his disposal, yet [ am of
opinion that we should, as an carnest of what
we have heretofore deelared, hold ourselves ia
rendiness to meet “any emergeney.”

—

Mis, Partingion sayvs that a man fell down

of these, T always think poor hug yone mother

don’t Know vou're out.

the otherday, in an applejack it and that his
lite was exterpated,



