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RAVENNA, WEDNESDAY, MAY 4, 1853.
i s

The ©id Man and the Acorm. |

F .

The Condition of Mexico.
The present condition of Mexico isa subject
worthy 6f the attention of enlightened statesmen.
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ed one es a bandaged round his horse's eyes, and
and another so ss to envelope the aninials mouth
and néstrils; then he covered his own face in &

A Ridiculous Assertion.

“ The deadliest foe to love is not change, but
custom.”—Buiwer.

Such language will do for Bulwer; he could in-

To Loafers. .
Stand up here, my lazy rascals, and let us res-

S SAGEE WITH: A MOESS: son sbout your daily vocation. Hold up yowr

oy et i ¥ i L
Csatos o The ming for him to sinky © -
. - /ENs tosk to_clear the woodad dell,

TN dnd dami th Hiver's brink.

't . Brawers, same! let's roap. the corn,
= . And ek {3 bigh and drys
D (& ripe snd ldaclons Trult,
- T ath 03 sotamn aky:

. Wrom every flold, and every dals,
Sy Lot younds of tabor vise; ‘
. YPwil mako ®s wianly, uoble, halo,
A7 20 . And all Ufels-blessings prise.
e

‘Lot drones, who dream awzy the hour
2 ok Of dull, invipid ease,
“wwt o Dovws they wills-our lebor pew'r

. Shall alwags riso o'er {heso.
Thon quick boat ogt the molten bar,
s Al moke ihe anvil riog—
- 7 Weo're bappier than the drond by far,
o 7T Aud laber us wo sing.
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- Au Adveuture in Texas.
eyt 3 W -jrh;i.;.;nﬂ NARATIVE:

- During’ the recent war between the United
-Htates and the Indisns of Texas, & great nuniber
‘of Yolinteers joined the expedition. One of these,
Captain Ferguson of Keatucky, became celebra-
d for his hurdihood and success in the terrible
hanting of the Indians. The following incident
will gonvey some idea of the character of the |
-mian; and-also of the war still raging in the New
AWerld between civilization and burbarismn.
** A small band of volunteers, among whom was
Captain Furguson, speat several days exploring
Texas, and had ‘wandered far intd the interior
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itholt meeting a solitary Iadian track. Tired

Q | pacifie journey, they resolved to separate |
‘and seek adventures singly, befure returning to

similar mannér. This wasthe work of a few mo-
ments—precious moments, for the yells of the
advancing Indizns became fearfully distinet. His

ing his horse toward the fire, spurred him on with
the energy of despair.

rider;. but.the- arm of the latter was of iron
strength; bre held up his horse and jmpelled him
through the fire. A few desperate bounds, and
the torture was over,

The fresh, cool air how delicious it was! Fer-
guson tore off the bandages which covercd his
horse’s eyes and threw himself on the ground. He
issaved! He has accomp lished anunparalled ex-
ploit! But, above the rearing and erackling of
the flames, he heard the triumphant cries of his
pursuers whe think they bave precipitated him
into an ocean of flame. He made an effort to
give back a defying shout, but his voice died on
his lips.

Half suffocated, both horse and man had scarce-
ly strength to move across the blackened plain;
yet Ferguson knew that without water they must
inevitably perish. = He therefore summoned his
remaining strength, and crept on, leading his
horse by the bridle. All the poor creature’s hair
was singed off, and large picces of his hide came
away at the slightest touch.

Tormented by a raging thirst, Ferguson drag-
ged himself toward the farthest extremity of the
plain, and when there; he perceived a band of
wolves advancing with savage howls. This new
peril roused both the horse and his rider.

A clear, fresh stream was flowing by, into it
he plunged the animal, and Ferguson also dipped
his head into the delicions bath. Its restorative
effect was magical. He recollected that the
wolves in these vast deserts are accustomed to
flock toward a prairie on fire, in order to prev on
the animals escaping from the flames. The
Cuptain examined his horse, and found, with
pleasure, that the poor creature was much recov-
evred, and even neighed in reply ‘to the wolves
howling. Mere moved by this plaintive neigh

the camp.
- Accordingly. the foliowing morning, Captain |
Ferguson, mounted op an,_excellent horee, left|
Jis companions and directed bis course acrossa
wast prairie; toward a cluster of hills hemmed in
y thick woods which bound the horizon.  Acrriv- |
‘ed at the foot of one of the hills, the Captain per- |
G,&BI!; troop of wild horses siowly advancing |
stoward him. . Suddenly they broke into agallop;
a man@oyer which appeared suspicious, and in-
mwskemtnmh them clesely.
~ They soon'gained the level ground, and the
a1l sound of their hoofs striking the soil,became

distinctly avdibld. The Captain looked, and saw
&ltﬁngtothehnks of each horse an Indian
suspegded horizontally by an arm and leg.  This
i 4mmmnamr.ugem among the Indisns, but, |
luckily for Fergusou, he was stiil at a cunsi{h:r-ll
_able distance from these unpleasant looking cav-,

ceiving, by the sudden raidity of his flight,
: !eu discovered, the Indians climbed |
‘pinbly.on their herses, and pursued our hero at
full speed, ahouting their terrible war cry.
""Lnokiilg back, Ferguson observed that his en- |
emies spread themsalves across the prairie, with |
tho evident intention'®f cutting off his retreat to
the hills. He suw that his only chance of safety
congisted in geining the woods whither his pursu- |
ndng_gm f:guow hiim, Jest they might cucoun-
ser the out-posts of the American Wroops.
ledid not again look behind, but with his eyes
| ply fized on the yet distant goal, he spurred
on his horse to its. utmost epeed. The animal
swmbled, and the cry of the Indians became more
distinct; but the noble animal rose agsin, and with
llﬂl‘ eizh, 85 though conscious  of the danger
that menaced his master, he made a prol.ligiuus'|
-forward bound, and cleared the space which divid-
ﬂ#l_in-fmn--ﬂm wood with the speed of an arrow. |
= As Forguson had foreseen, the Indians, fearing
A0 enter the woods, came to @ sudden halt. Al-
shough now comparitively out: of danger; he did
mot estgem the neighborhood perfectly sale, and
therefore pursued his‘course for five or six miles,
wwithoot drawing bridle. Evening was closing in
when hejudged it proper to pause. He turned in
‘waindodiscover where he was; bat he was not =
“gian o vex himsell for triles; so he quickly re-|
golved to pass the night in theopen nir, and de.
Ifer gill the morrow the taskof finding his way. A
clear stream, bordered with shrobs, ran‘near, and
‘Ferguson, having unbridled his horse, wrapped
himself in'his cloak and lay down on the grass.
_-_"-;':ét:lk_p_“ﬁ’kfhe resumed his journey, follow-
“ing the course of the stream. Whex he had gone
“sbout four miles, he foand the corpse of one of
his campanions. The poor fellow had been scalp-
“ed, and Ferguson’s first thought was that all of
‘his friends had probably been surprised and masa-
‘ered singly. Indeed, the numerous hoof-prints
““of horses, some shod and some un-shod, indicated
plainly the recent pussage of both whits meu and
mﬂ’ Slowly and cautiously he followed
‘thess traces, without making any discoveries, un-
“1il toward the middle of the day,baving climbed up
“aslight eminence, he saw on the plain, at sbout a
“mile’s distance, a large Indian encampment.
~* At the same moment the Indians perceived the
aptein, and leaped on their horses. Cursing
b5 own imprudence Ferguson turned bridle and
Wéﬁu‘ a8 'quickly as possible, to retrace his steps.
Arriving uf the outer border of the wood, he "saw
f%p n '!iqaﬂeh'hé was about to eross, a dense

than he had ever been by human ery. Ferguson
gently caressed the head of his steed, and then
mounting, urged him toward the forest. The
wolves meanwhile were crossing the stream in
liot pursuit, their hoarse yells sounding a thou-
sand times more terrible thun the whistling of
bellets on the battle field.

A cold shudder seized Ferguson. “If my horse
should fall!” he thought. But thanks to his vig-
ilance and the feverish energy of the animal,
they gradually gained on their pursuers; for the
speed of the prairie wolf is much less than that
of a fleet horse.

But the powers of the ioble animdl were near-

head dropped. Yet he muade 2 wonderous effort
to gain the forest, fur, with the instinct of his
kind, he seemed to know that safety would be
among the trees. =

At length the wood was gained. Ferguson
gave a joyous shout, for now he could take refuge
in & tree. Tying his horse toa lower branch,our
hero elimbed one quickly and loaded his carbine
and pistols. with a hope of defending the poor an-
iiny] from the wolves’ attack.

From the lofty branch on which he had taken
up his position, Ferguson watched the monsters
approach; they were of the fiercest species, white,

{ with glowing red eyes, and he saw that all was

over with his fuithful horse. They rushed on their

victim; Ferguson fired among them, but in a mo- |

ment the animal was devoured and the empty bri-
dle left hanging on the branch.

The wolves, with guoping throats, and their
white tusks grinning horribly, remained round the

tree, fur the hiorse had scarcely furnished each |

with a single mouthful. On the Captain’s slight-
est movement, they jumped up as if to seize him
befure he could touch the ground. Ferguson en-
joyed e sort of feverish pleasure in killing a num-
ber of them with his carbine. But night was
closing in, and quite exhausted, unable even to
reload his arms, he was {orced to close his eyes,
lest he should foll from his green fortress.

Then a deep roaring was heard in the neigh-
boring prairie, At the sound, the wolves pricked
up their ears, and darted off simultaneocusly in
search ofanew prey. In short time Furguson
opened his eyes, and descried in the pluin, on the
border of the wood, an enormous buffalo,surround-
ed by the ravenous wolves, who were tearing him
to pieces, despire his furious efforts to escape.

The captain, profiting by this fortunate diver-
sion, desended from his tree and hastened to kin-
dle the dried branches scatter on the ground.
He shortly sueeeeded in surrounding himself with
o rampart of fire.

Feeling then in comparative safety, be roasted
one of the dead wolves, and ate a small portion
of the flesh, notwithstanding the natural repug-
nance inspired by such unclean food.

collecter a sapply of wood for the night.

In ab®ut an hour afterwards, the wolves return-
ed to the charge, but Ferguson, thanks to his flame
fortification, was in such safety, that, despite their
continued howling,he slept profoundly until morn-

Ing.
On awaking, he found that the wolvea were
gone, in pursuit, doubtless, of some easier prey;

und his carbine.

“@lond of lurid emoke extending on either side as
ar 58 the eye Gould reach.” It 'Was a prairie on

ird, destriction no Tess inevitable,

: tago fors

i

> "YWhit was he to do ! To return was death;

%w émergéncy, Ferguson did not
“lose his presenca of mind, but continued to ad-
* "Vance rapidly in"the direction of the fire. When
“Bo ‘et thé Back sdvanced guard of smoke, be-
hind which the flame wound and dérted like some
- a-h serpent, Ferguson checked and diss
. mounted. He tore his mantel into pieces, fasten-

tion he arrived in safety atthe American camp,
but no tidings were ever heard of his unfortunate
companiots. They probably had either been
mussacred by the JIndisns or devoured by the
wolves, Asto Captain Ferguson, he was seiz-
ed with a fever, which confined him to bed dur-
ing many weeks. When convalescent, he hap-
pened ‘one doy-to look in @ mirror, ‘and started

A foreign beggar sat one blenk day in autumn
beneath the boughsof a venerable oak;he sat

prepuration made, Ferguson remounted, and. fac-

The noble beast bonnded
onward, the fierce flames enveloping him and his

Being
somewhat strengthened by his strange repast, he

and the Captain was able to resume lis journey
on foot, carrying with him his pistels, his catlass,

After o week of incredible fatigue and priva-

upon a rude stone bench, and mused bitterly upon
his destitution in regard to friends, home, and the
eom(orts of life.

«“Who cares for the poor old beggar ¥ he
said. “These peopledrive me with threats of
violence from their doors.” IfI ask for a morsel
of meat, or n crumb of bread, or a night's shelter
from the inclemency of the blast, they turn away,
and mutter of vagrants, werk houses and idle
poverty. I am sick of life. Even the wind
| moaning overhead seems to mock my sorrows.—

Just at that moment, an ecorn which bad grown
upon the topmost bough of the tree, came rattling
down; and hitting the uncovered head of the beg~
gur, wounded it untfl the blood gushed out, The
old man srose in wrath

“Hus everything conspired to wound and to in-
jure me?” he cried.- “Cannot I sit down peace-
ably—must I be pelted and tortured by sucha
paltry thing as Tais ¥ and with his heel he ground
| the poor acorn into the soft, moist soil,and when

it was entirely hidden beneath the surface of the
earth, he exulted proudly, as men exult over a
fallen or extirpated foe.

been & sentient thing, “to come rattling down in.
that style. Youwill never see day-light again.—
I Your dancing days are over; you are buried, and
| nay lie there and rot, for what I care!™ and pick-
ing up his tattered hat and knapsack, the angry
beggar journeyed on.

The scorn hidden away beneath the surface of |
thesoil, Iny buried from sight a little while, but
finally the spirit of Iife slumbering in it, began to

“T will learn you,’” he muttered, as ilit had |

vent no better when he wrote that. He was the
son of satiety, the foster-brother of voluptuous-
ness. A golden chalice was given him; he dis-
tilled-a dew from the bitterest herbs that grew
rankly along his pathway, and filling his chalice,
called it @ balm. He threw out his poison broad-
cast; sons and daughters; the sunny-haired and
the white-browed; drank, oh! too deeply drank,
and—died a death too horrible to mention; a death
from which virtue fled shrieking.

“The deadliest foe to love is not change, but
custom.” We love ihe being who gave us birth.
The last sweet name upon icy lips is * Mother,
moather.” Because we grow accustorned to her
gentle voice, do we therefore weary of her who
has made our path to manhood and womanhood as
light and beautiful as was in her power? Is cus-
tom there the deadliest foe to love?

In groups all over the world sit families togeth-
er; the father who has toiled and grown grey; the
matron whose life has been one long labor of love;
the youth, the bold boy, the happy-hearted girl,
the son just on the threshold of manhood; the
maiden blooming into ripened beauty. There they
| sit, caring for each other, living in each other's
! love. Mark how sickness enters; seizes the fairest
of the little flock. Look at the chamber where
they have Inid her; how still and sheltered! how
white the linens; how fresh the cool red flowers
that tonch the feverish lips. The tableis covered
with delicate poreelnin, all the vialsare put out of
sight, and soft fingers press the flushed brow, and
smoothe back the damp locks, that they may not

| lie too heavily against the throbbing temples.

Murk the silence of that household; see the
springing tears when little'voices whisper “Min-

act, and up came a vigorous young oak, waving
its green leaves in the sunshine, and becoming
more firmly rooted by every blast that sweptover
|. it. 'The beggar in his wrath had done a good work |
{ for the acorn. He had made itanswer the purpose |
for which it had been designed: he had uncon- |
sciously been the agent in planting the 17clungI
| and vigorous oak. And thus it often happens.—
| Men strive to crush their enemies and fancy they

| have buried them beneath public odium nnd%
| scorn; but, ten to one, the stroke they design for
an offfictive one, will be the means of developing
some latent virtue, which will make them rise
higher than ever.

What men term “adverse circumstances,” are
often the best developersof physical, moral or |
inteilectual greatness; the poor, crushed and
down-trodden orphan becomes the great states-|
an; had he been the petted child of fortune, he

never would have been heard of out of his native

village, and very likely would have died in pov-}
erty and obscurity. Truthfully has it been said, |

©”{“that what we term afllictions may be blessings
Iy spent, his breatling became rapid, and his|

in disguise,”
The Irish Exodus.

A correspondent of the Dublin Daily Exodus, |
writing upon the 5th instant, says:—“Whether |
{ for good or for evil, emigration from this and the |
| adjoining counties continues to flow on without |
any material abatement. Despairing of the spee- |
dy revieal of prosperty, almost all who possess '
means of leaving the country are about to do so0.

The Mayo Constitution remarks:—“The ves- |
sels at present lying at the quays of our seaports |
have already had applications for the fall mumber |
of their berths. The cluss of emigrants at pres- |
ent leaving this country are, in very many cases, |
persons whose friends, having before emigrated,

| were enabled to send funds to bring out their re- |
maining relatives.

The Wexfurd Guardian says:i—“The exodus

here seems to have assumed a steady, increasing
current, and emigration is the frequent topic of
conversation in most parts of the country. The
States appear the favorite land, very few speaking
of the Canndas or other British Colonies.”

The Limerick Chronizle of the 5th inst., says:
|'—*From the railway stations from Limerick to
| Clgnmel, from Limerick and Galway to Dablin,
| and etsewhere thoroughout the country, the peo-

ple are flying in crowds to the ports of Water-
ford and Liverpool, to take shipping for the New
World; whilst in Limerick we believe we are
correct in stating, that the ships already announc-
ed for sailing are filled, and other ships eagegly
looked for by applicants every dey. The rural
districts and the smaller towns are the destination
of remittances to an almost incredible amount
from America and Australiz; and those remittan-
| ces are gent to enable those to bear their voyage
expenses to whom they are directed.

A letter received in New York, dated Parson-
town, Ireland, March 26, says:

“All Ireland is in motion. I left Dublin for
this place e®hteen daysago. On my route I met
the people in gangs of 40 to 60, in all directions,
wending their way to the coast to emigrate [or
America. The emigration is terrible. Ifit con-
tinues a few years at this rate, Old Ireland will
be depopulated. Our best farmers and mechan-
ics, servants cidevant soldiers and policemen out
of employ, have all taken the “emigration fever,”
and are preparing to emigrate. Our wonder here
is, how you find employ for all these people.”

BieTHs, DEaATHS AxD MaRRIAGES. —A law has
just passed the New York Legislature, making it
the duty of any one who performs the matrriage
ceremony to keep a record of the same, with the
names and condition of the parties; and all physi-
cians and mid-wives to make a similar registry of
births, with the name, sex, and colorof the child.

nie is sick.” Now they glide like angels around
that couch. Carefully the massive door is swung
to when the father steps into the street; the bell
wire is loosened. Why should that father care ifa
great shadow with awful portent stands on the
threshold? AIll her life has been sccustomed to
the sweet one’s smile; why does his cheek pale
wlen he returns, hardly during to breathe, much
less to ask. *Is it well with the child?”’ Has cus-
tom deadened love?

And why when the last change comes, and the
still plaits of the shroud lie upon the little besom,
do they all weep and moan,so that one would think
their hearts were every one breaking with the sor-
row? They were nccustomed to the little one;
they knew every pulse of her character, and could
almost divine what her rosy lips opened to say to
them. Why did they net weary with the heart
survey—that sameness of kindness, and twining
of arms, and lisping love-words?! Ifit was all so
common, why did they miss her sol

Becausge troe love never wearies of its objects,
be it mother, father or child, betrothed or wedded.

Haud in hand go many & couple through a long.
long life; loving at the first, loving at the last.
One by one the rough places are made smooth;
little defects of character which, alone, neither
would have sought to remedy, ure brought into
harmony with the softer traits of the other. Beau-
tiful union! who will say, that had a ressonable
experience of happiness, that familiarity begets
contempt?!

¢ What all passion, the soul demands something
unexpressed; some vague recess to explore or to
marvel upon,” says Bulwer. This sublimated
nonsense was written by one who was s most
wretched example of connubial woe. Such things
from such sources, strike us as unpleasabtly as
the howling of a dog on a moonlight night. There's
no sense in them.— Olive Branch.

“Pur tEaT InrupEst Rascar ovr.”—While
the congregetion were collected at church, on a
certain occasion, an old, dark, hard-featured skin
and bone individual was seen wending his way up
the side and taking his seat near the pulpit. The
officiating minister was one of that class who de-
tested written sermons, and-as for prayers he
thought that they ought to be the natural cutpour-
ings of the heart. Alter the singing was conclud-
ed, the house as usnal was called to prayer. The
genius we have introduced, did mot kneel, but
leaned his head devotionally on the back of his
pew. . The minister, begun by saying:

#Father of all, in every age, by saint and by
savage adored.” —*“Pope,” snid a low but clear
voice, near old hard features. The minister, af
ter casting an indignant look in the direction of
the voice continued—*“whose throne sitteth on
the adamantine hill of Paradise.”—* Millon,’
aguin interrupted the voice. The minister’s lips
quivered a moment, but recovering himsellhe be-
gun , “we thank the most gracious father, that we
are permitted onee more to assemble in thy name,
while others equally meritorious, but less favor-
ed, have been carried beyond that bourne from
whence no traveler returns"—“Shakspeare,” in-
terrupted the voice; this was too much; “put that
impudent rascal out,’ shouted the minister.—
“QOriginal,” ejaculated the voice in the same
calm but provoking munner.

Excrawp axn Avsrraria.—The English pa-
pers regret the democratic feeling which is stend-
ily growing up in the colony of Australia. The
troops are insulted, have little or no influence in
the preservation of order, Everything done by
the Government seemed to be unpopular. The
people at large were impatient at being tramelled
by laws imposed by authorities 16,000 miles off;
and it is mentioned 2s a significent circumstance
that -portraits of Her Msjesty, are almost un-
saleable. The soldiers, too, are beginning to
desert from the 40th regiment, in Australia, and

account of the deaths.

&c., and the city inspector and doctor to keep an

back affrighted. His beard remained black, but
the hair of his !:ud had become white as snow.

t is melted with the sun.
old woman.

(<7 An dld Iady once lived in the country who
had a habit of always saying, when any miefortune
would happen, «I know’d it. *
day came in appearing to bein trouble, and said,
“The boys forgot the iron wedge in the field, and

Her husbund one

are off to the diggins. Upwerds of twenty are
gone. X£75 per head is offered for their appre-
hension.

Set not your judgment above that of all the
earth; neither condemn that ns falsehood which
agrees not with your own apprehension. Who
gave you the power of determining for others!—

] know'd it,” said the

Or who has taken from the werld the right of
cholcal -

sheepish heads and say why sentence of condem-
nation should not be passed upon your conduet.
How can you possibly have the impudence to
stretch your lazy bones out on store boxes or
block up the post office door with your carcasses,
to the no small annoyance of busy working peo-
ple who are engaged in some useful occupation!
How canyou be content to pass away the time
lounging around the streets, only shifting to avoid
the rays of the sun—in company ef your equally
lazy, and equally useful companions, the dogs;
and perchance once in a while setting your ca-
nine friends to fighting for the suke of gratilying
your brutal love of fan! and how can you have
the unblushing impudence to gaze under every
lady’s bonnet who is compelled to pass by, and
just before she is quite out of hearing indulge your
valgar propensities by remarking, “whet & gait,”
“what big feet,” or “what a stuck-up air,” and
turning to one of your companions, inguire ef
him how he’d like to hitch horses with that fema-
nine for life! You poor fools, don’t you know
that her stuck-up air was caused by her having
to puss such a crowd of human brutes? And don’t
you know that in criticising a lady's gait you
ought to be at home mending your garden gate?
And that no sensible femanine will hitch horses
with any of you, as long &s you pursue your pres-
ent business?

Do you suppose that you were made for no oth-
er purpose than to “loaf,” and hinder industrious
people by asking unmeaning questions or stand.
ing in their way? And do you think it ‘decidedly
sharp® when you hail a gentleman who is hurry-
ing about his business, and ask him if he is ‘walk-
ing for wages? To be sure he is walking for
wages, and you are Joafing for wages which you
will surely get some day if you don’t mend your
ways, i, e. free boarding in the poor house, or you
may be promoted to the higher rank of private in
the penitentiary. Time may hang heavily with
you now, but you may hang heavily in time if you
do not bestir yourself and make yourself useful.
Do you imagine that you were created to do no-
thing, and that brains were put in your great
pumpkin heads for the poor use you make of them?
Do you think it honorable to do nothing because
your fathers have enough to support you, when
you know what they have was got by honest indus-

In the proclamation of Santa Anna, upon resum-
ing the reigons of governmesntin that ill-fated coun-
try, the following startling passage oscurs:

“ Mexicans: Too | have we suffered our-
selves to be the victims of chimerical ideas; we
have lost too mach time in intestine dissensions;
a sorrowful reslity has brought to us a terrible
conviction, What have we after thirty years of
independence? Look upon the map of your coun-
try, and you will see a large part of yourterritory
lost. Examine the state of your i’x’nnces. and
}"oa will find nothing but abuse, disorder, ruin.

Vhat is yoor credit ubroad? What is your repu-
tation among foreign nations! Where is that ar-
my-in whose ranks [ had the lionor to fight?”

The tyranny and imbecility of the rulers of
Mexico have unquestionably brought about this
sad state of affairs. Within a few years the best
portion of the country has been lost to her fovever.
The extent of the republic sccording to

ltha diviagry line of 1819; in Mexican

_leagues of 5,000 yards 219,019
Extent uwﬁifg Lﬁy“m‘m L]
1848, 106,067

Loea of territory since 1823, 109,045
Equal to # Joss of hall the territory, and 1,939

square leagues over.

We see il stated that Mexico has a foreign debt
pending of sbout $£53,000,000, and a domestic
debt of 876,179,405, making a round aggre<
gate of some $130,000,000 to struggle against,
without the ability of paying. That her resourc-
es for liquidating aré diminishing is a fact, showa
by the decrease of her revenue, from $20,000,000
before her independence to $I10,000,000 under
General Aristal A cotemporary asks, how can
this immense debt be met, each year adding toits
magnitude? Certainly not from taxation, for the
people are poor, and have certain inserrectionary
feelings that will not bear tampering with. To
add to the weight of Mexican tribulution, Santa
Anna has returned, with all his hostile feelings
towards the United States, and every disposition
to annoy us. His'policy is net yet revealed, but,
to judge from his past conduct, we have but little
to hope from it. He certainly will not be =ble
to free Mexico from the burden that oppresses
her. Nothing but trouble can result from his re-
turn. Mexican writers are seeking foran answer
to the problem of what they areto do, and are

try! Anddo you suppose your mothers and sis-
ters were sent into this world to coock meals and
wash shirts for such worthless scamps as you are!
And then, when night comes, what do we see
you at! Why, about a grocery or liquor store of
course. There you post yourselves and make it
u rule to ask any working man who may chance
to come in, and who has earned a few shillings in
the course of the day, to “treat,’ at the same time
urge o8 a reason that he ‘is the only man in the
crowd who is making any money.” And then aft
ter you have sponged enough liquor off “clever
fellows’ to make you drunk, you sally forth and
make night hideous with your beastly shouts, and
finally lie down in some gutter with your equally
respectable companion, the hog.

Now ain’t you a beautiful set of fellows? Fel-
ons, we ought to call you. Your brazed face|
ought to be covered with shame at the idea of de-
grading poor humen nature in this manner, espe-
cially when you must acknowledge that it is an
awful burden to do so. Then go to work like
men or take arsenic, and make yourself of some
use, by giving the printers a chance to publish
your departure under the head of “suicide.”

Mormonism in Illinois.

Bill Smith, the only surviving brother of Joe
Smith, the celebrated Mormon prophet, has form-
ed a settlement in Lee county, Illinois, where he
preaches and practices all the doctrines of that
peculiar set. According to his etatement, he is
persecuted by the Gentiles. A short time ago
he was brought before the Circuit Court, at Dix-
on, at the instigation of & “Spiritual Wife.”—
We copy what follows from the Dixen Telsgraph:
At the present term of our circuit Conrt, Wm.
Smith was brought before it, having been arrested
in consequence of an affidavit made by one of the
female members of the church, in which she "set
forth that she had been induced to believe that ity
was necessary for her salvation that she should
become his spiritual wife; the result of which was
the same that usually accompanies cases where
no spiritualism is claimed. On account of the
inability of the witness to attend at this term, the
case was continned. The defendent says that it
allarises in persecution {rom the Gentiles.

As another item on the same subject, we may
state that Smith has himself now pending in the
same court an application for a divorce, on the
ground that his wife while at Nauvoo was initiat-
ed into the mysteries of and, as he says, “took
seven degrees” in spiritual wifery. So that it
seems according to his ideas of the doctrines of
that particular branch of the church militant,what
is sauce for the goose is not sauce for the gander.

(& A truveler in one of the Western States,
came ugon a negro boy by the side of the road
pulling the fleece from the carcass of a sheep and
inquired;

“What ailed the eritter Cufly?”

“Ah, mas't answered the grinning black, all
dis child know ’bout him be,be died in the wool.

John how does the thermometer stand.
Aguinst the wall, dad.

I mean how is the mercury?

1 guess it's pretty well dad; it basn’t complain-
ed lately.

You little rascal,is it coldér than yesterday!
I don’t know dad, I’Il go out and feel.

RIS v

(&7 A Judge once reprimanded a lawyer for
bringing several small suits into court, remarking
that it would have been better for the parties had
he persuaded his clients to an arbitration of some
two or three honest men. “Plesse your honor,”

looking, some of them hopefully towards annex-
ation with this country as the solution; others
with doleful looks, openly ndmit the chances of
such aresult, one writer saying, that if the reme-
dy is not found in a spirit of unity—which be ad-
mits does not exist—the United States will ob-
tain the object of their intrigues, and Mexico will
at length be blotted out from the catalogue of na-
tions.™ What that obliteration means we leave
for others to infer.—Piitsburgk Poil.

(27~ The stone contributed by Switzerland, tu-
geribed “The Free Swiss Confederation to the
memory of Washington,” was presented on the
5th inst., at the City Hall with appropriate cere-
monies. It was thence drawn by six horses, and
escorted by the German Yagers, the Maine Band,
and citizens to Monument Place. On passing
the Executive mansion, Gen. Henderson notified
the President, who repaired to the window to view
it. On its pausing for a moment, he simply re-
marked, “The Washington Monument would not
be complete without a stone from Switzerland.”

Mispirectep Exrexprrures. —The Sheriff,
Thomes Chamly, presented a bill of §88,11 for
hanging Otto Grunzig, in New York.

Now that amount, spent when he was a child,
in eQucating him, would have saved the expense
of his trial, conviction, and exccution, as well as
the cost of the life of himself and victim. At $4
quarter that amonnt would have paid for his
schooling five years and six months, and made him
a scholar and gentleman, an ornament to his race,
instead of a curse.

People should understand that itis cheaper, and
in every respect much better to look up neglected
children, and educate them, than to hang them
when older.—The Sckool Misiress.

A Noverry ror tHE New Yorg ExmiRiTion.—
A St. Louis ‘confectioner is suid to have manu-
factured an articlé for exhibition at the crystal
palace in New York, which will doubtiess attract
crowds of juvenile observers. It is a picture in
candy, being & copy of a lithograph of a boar bunt.
The figures in the original, consist of the hunters
and their horses, the bosr am! the hounds, and
even the grass and the sky overhead, are said to
be represented with surprising accuracy.

@7 Before the door of a shop in Philadelphia
isdisplayed twosigns. The first is painted in red
italics, and reads as follows;

“Shirts Retailed here.”
This, we take it is for the benefit of the Bach-
The other reads thus:
« Hands wanled lo work upon bosoma.”

AvstRian Vexceasce.—Itis said that the pro-
cess now going on against Madame Messolunyi, &
sister of Kossuth, will terminate in 8 senteace of
death. The lady is, however, out of the reach of
the Austrian authorities. She is in Brossels, and
it is expected that she, with an elder sister, and
their children, willsoon join a third sister, ulready
established in the United States.

elors.

Goop Losta.—Brucder bone, cnn pou tell me
de difficrence ‘tween dying and dieting} © .
“Why ob course I can Lemsel. When you
diet yon lib on nofiin, and when you die you bab
noffin to lib on..™ _

«Well, dat's différent from what T e

I tort it was @ race atwean de doctor in"
starvation, to see which would kill fust.™

He that cannot forgive otiiers, bresks down the
bridge over which he must pess himsolf; forevery
man !llﬂ! need to be forgiven.
A Max too poor to take & newspaper, sl

]

said the lawyer, “we do not wish to trouble honest
men with them.”

spenda a shilling s week for pig-tuil tobases. -




