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SPEAK NO ILL.

Nay, speak no ill—a kindly word
Can never leave a sting behind:

And oh! to breathe each tale we’ve heard,
Is far below a noble mind.

= Full oft a better seed is sown,

By choosing thus the kinder plan;

But if but little good be known,
Sw#il let us speak the best we can.

Give me the heart that fain would hide—
Would fain another’s faults efface;
How can it pleasure human pride,
To%rove humanity bui base?
No; let us reach a higher mood,
A noblar estimate of man;
Be earncst in the search for good,
And speak of all the best we can.
Then speak no ill—but lenient be
To others felings as your own;
If you’re the first a fault to see,
Be not the first to make.it known,
For life is but a passing day,
No lip may tell how briefits span:
Then oh ! the little time we stay,
Let’s speak cf all the best we ean.

- Biseellanenus,

THE CHARGE OF MAY.
A LEGEND OF MEXICO.
BY GEORGE LIPPARD.

There was a day when an old man with
white hair sat alone in a small chamber of
a national mansion, his spare but muscular
figure resting on an arm-chair, his hands
clasped, and his decp blue eyes gazing thro’
the Winter sky.” The brow of the old man
furrowed with wrinkles, his hair rising in
straight masses, white as the driven snow,
his sunken cheeks traversed by marked-lines,
and thin lips, fixedly compressed, all an-
nounced a long and stormy life. All the
marks of an iron will were written upon his
face.

His name I nced not tell you was Andrew
Jackson, and he sat alone in the White
House.

A visitor entered without being announc-
ed, and stood before the President in the
form of a boy of nineteen, clad in a coarse
round jacket and trousers, and covered from
head to foot with mud. As he stood before
the President, cap in hand, the dark hair
falling in damp clusters about his white
forehead the old man could not help survey-
ing at a rapid glance, the muscular beauty
of his figure, the broad chest, the sinewy
arms, the head placed proudly on the firm
shoulders. 2

““Your business?” said the old man, in
his abrupt way.

““There is a Lieutenancy vacant in the
Dragoons. Will you give it to me ?”

And dashing back the dark hair which
fell over his face, the boy, as if frightened
at his boldness, bowed low before the Pre-
sident.

The old man could not restrain that smile.
It wreathed from his firm lip, and shone from
his clear eyes.

“You enter my chamber ufannounced,
covered from head to foot with mud—you tell
me that a licutenancy is vacant, and ask
me to give it to you. Who are you ?”,

““Charles May!” The boy did not bow
this time, but with his right hand on his
hip, stood like a wild young Indian, erect,
in the presence of the President.

““What claims have you to a commission
Again the Hero sufveyed him, and again he
faintly smiled. >

“‘Such as you see!” exclaimed the boy,
as his dark eyes shone with that dare-devil
light, while his form swellggéin every mus-
cle, as with the conscious pride of his man-
ly strength and beauty. “Would you—”
he bent forward, swecping aside his curls
once more, while a smile began to break
over his lips—*“Would you like to sece me
ride? My horse is at the door. You sece
I came post haste for this commission ?”

Silently the old man followed the boy,
and together they went forth from the White
House. It was a clear, cold Winter’s dayy

——
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the wind tossed the President’s white hairs, now blazing in the eyes of May, and spring- |

and the leafless trees stood boldly out against
the blue sky. Before the portals of the
White House, with the reins thrown loose-
Iy on his neck stood a magnificent horse,
his dark hide smoking foam.
shrill neigh as his boy master sprang witha
‘bound into the saddle, and in a flash was

road, his mane and tail streaming in the
breeze.

The old man looked after them, the horse
and his rider, and knew not which to ad-
mire most, the athletic beauty of the boy,
or the tempestuous vigor of the horse.

- Thrice they threaded the avenues in front

l

|0f the White House, and at last stood pant-
ling before the President, the boy leaning
jover the neck of his steed, as he coolly ex-

claimed—*“Well—how do you like me ?”

Do you think you could kill an Indian?”
the President said, taking him by the hand,
'as he leaped from his horse.

¢t Aye—and eat him afterwards!” cried
the oy, ringing out his fierce laugh as he
'read his fate in the old man’s eyes.

“You had better come in and get your
‘co>mmission ;” and the hero of New Orleans
led the way into the White House.

There came a night, when an old man,

—President no longer—sat in the silent

chamber of his Hermitage home, a picture
of age trembling on the verge of Kternity.
The light that stood upon his table reveal-
ed his shrunken form resting against the
pillows which cushiened his arm-chair, and
the death-like pallor of his venerable face.
In that face, with its white hair, and mas-
sive forehead, everything seemed already
dead, except the eyes. Their decp gray-
blue shone with the fire of New Orleans, as
the old man with his long white fingers,

tom.”

“They asked me to designate the man
who shall lead our army, in casc the annex-
ation of Texas brings on a war with Mexi-
co”—his voice deep-toned and thrilling,
even in that hour of decrepitude and decay,
rung through the silence of the chamber,

his name is Zachary Taylor.””

It was a dark hour when this boy and
this General, both appointed at the sugges-
tion or by the voice of the man of the Her-
mitage, met in the battle of Resaca de la
Palma.

By the blaze of the cannon, and heneath
the canopy of battle smoke, we behold the
meeting.
ry !’

As the old man uttered these words ke

It was like the glare of a volcano—the
steady Llaze of that battery, pouring from
the darkness cof the chapparal.

{his command, rose the form of a splendid
coldier, whase bair, waving in Iong masges,
swept his broad shoulders, while his beard
fell  over his muscular chest. Hair and
beard as dark as midnight, {ramed a deter
mined face, surmounted by a small eap,
alittering with a single golden tassel.  The
young warrior bestrode a magnificent charg-
er, broad in the chest, and smell in the
head, delicate in each limb, and with the
nostrils quivering as though they shot forth
jets of flame. That stced was black as
death.

Without a word, the soldicr turned to
his men.

Bighty-four forms, with throats and
breasts bare, eighty-four battle horses,
eighty-four sabres, that rose in the clutch
of naked arms, and flashed their lightning
over eighty-four faces, knit in every feature
with battle fire.

«Men, follow !” shouted the young com-
mander, who had becn ereated a soldier by

grasped a letter post-marked <“Washing-

‘there is only one man who can do it, and

“Clapt. May, you must take that batte- |
’

pointed far across the ravine with his sword. |

Before him, summoned {rom the rear by |

!larmy echo them. They strike their spurs, !carcer, making him look like the embodied '

‘and worried into madness their horses whirl |demon of this battle day.

‘on and thunder away to the deadly ravine. ’ In the rear of this battle behold this pic-
|  The old man, Taylor, said, after the bat- {ture: Where May dashed like a thunder-
tle, that he never felt his heart beat as it :bf)lt from his side, Gen. Taylor, in his fa-
did then. {miliar brown coat, still remains. Near him,
|  For it was a glorious sight to sce that rgazing on the battle with interest keen as

young man, May, at the head of his squad- his own, the stout form, the stern visage of |this innovation.

They have

ron, dashing across the ravine, four ym‘dslhis brother soldier, Twiggs.
\in advance of his foremost man, while long |

line of warriors and their steeds. this men and horses hurled back in their
i Through the windows of the clouds some blood, while still he thundered on. At this
gleams of sunlight fell—they light the gol- moment the brave La Vega is led into the
.den tassel on the eap—they clitter on the presence of Taylor, his arms folded over his
up-raised sword—they illumine the dark breast, his eyes fixed upon the ground.

‘horse and his rider with their warm glow—  As the noble hearted General expresses
|they reveal the battery—you see it, above |Lis sorrow that the captive’s lot has fallen

‘death from every muzzle. imand of Twiggs the soldiers in battle or-
| Nearer and nearer, up and on! Never (der, salute the prisoner with presented arms,
‘heed the death before you, though it isecr- {there come rushing to the scene the form
tain. Never mind the leap, though it is ter- of May, mounted on his well known charg-
rible. But up the bank and over the ean-icr.
non—hurrah! At this dread moment, justi “(teneral you told me to silence that bat-
as his horse rises for the charge, May turns tery. T have done it!”
and sces the sword of the brave Ingz onhis| [je placed in the hands of Zachary Tay-
iright, turns again and reads his own soul los, the sword of the brave La Vega.
written in the fire of Sacket’s eyes.
To Lis men once more he turns, his hair From the Evening Post.
floating back behind him, he points to the | CRINOLINE.
'cannon, to the steep bank and the certain| A lady correspondent in the country, af-
death, aund as though inviting them, one and |ter remarking that she surrenders the fe-
all, to bis bridal feast, he says, male costume of the day to our ridicule, in-
“Come !” i ' quires of us the exact meaning of the word
They did come. It would have made your |¢7(ncline.  Before answering the question,
‘blood dance to see it. As one man they | We must protest against the imputation of
whirled up the bank, following May’s sword having spoken, or desired to speak lightly,
‘as they would a banner, and striking madiy (of the garment to which she refers. A pet-
home as they heard it, that word of frenzy, |ticoat is too scrious a thing for a jest. We
t<«Come !” " |preceed to explain the term crinoline with
As one mass of bared chests, leaping hor- 2l the gravity which the subject demands.
'ses and dazzling scimetars, they charged up- | The term crinoline is derived from the
lon the bank: the cannon’s fire rushed into | Ladin word erinis, which means hair of the
their faces ; Tnge, even as his shout rang on 'hefd.  This word in the French language
\the air, was laid a mangled thing before hiz | becomes erin, and is generally applied to
\steed, his throat torn open by a cannon shot; | horse-hair. In colloquial -Latin, of the
Sacket was buried bencath” his horse, and |Lower Empire, erénis might naturally pass
'seven dragoons fell at the battery’s muzzles, |into the diminutive crinola, and from this

&

itheir blood and brains whirling into their|We might easily form the term crinoline, to
|comrades’ eyes. Esign?i’_\' a fabric woven of*hair—a finer and
St May is yonder, above the cloud, hismore dainty tissue than the common hair-
(horse rioting over heaps of dead, as with his cloth called by the French cilics.
sabre, eircling round his flowing hair, he| = The custom of making this fabric of hair
cuts his i £18 Tidng wal;andta port ot vhe-drazz of women ju gaiditc bevs
come !” [arisen in this wise:

Al around hiw, faéend and foe, their| Everybody knows that from very ancient

12

savs to bis comrades—

\swords locked tozether—yonder the blaze of | times the habit of wearing haircloth next to
'musketry showering the iron hail upon his | the pereon has been frequent among religi-
ous peritents or others who desired to sub-
due the animal appetites or control the na-
'soldier riots on, for Taylor has said <Silence | tural yropensity to self-indulgence and lux-

{band—bencath his horses feet the deadly
‘cannon and ghastly corse, still that young

ury. The harshness of the material, which
constantly made itself felt, reminded the
penitent of past offences, and the ascetic of
{his duty. There are examples of persons
who have worn the hair-shirt all their lives

ithat battery,” and he will do it.

| 'The Mexicans are driven from their guns;
{their cannon are silenced, and Hay’s heroic
‘hand, scattering among the mazes of the
{chaparel, are entangled in a wall of bayo-
'nets.  Onee more the combat deepens, and |from the time they assumed it. It is
‘dyes (he sod in blood. edged in by that|said that a certain illustrious penitent was
‘wall of steel, May gathers cight of his men, {ordersd by her confessor to wear an under-
land hews his way back toward the captuved | garment of haircloth. As she could secno
\battery. As his charger rears, his sword |congruity between piety and dirt, her no-
| circles above his head, and sinks blow after | tions of cleanliness obliged her to place be-
'blow into the foemen’s throats.  To the left | tween the haircloth and her person some-
ia shout is heard ; the Americans, led on by thing that could be washed ; she therefore

the hand of Jackson, as his tall form rose!(iraham and Fleaston and Winship, have
in the sﬁrrn_ps, and the battle-breeze 1‘,1;1:_'_ ;Si‘.;-ll\"(:d the ]):l“t’.l')‘ there, while the whole
ed with his long black hair. {fary of the Mexican army seems concentra-
There was no response in words, but you |ted to erush May and his band.
should have seen those horzes quiver be-i As he went through their locked raunks so
neath the spur, and spring and launch away. 'he comes back.  Everywhere his men know
Down upon the sod with one terrible beat im by his hair, waving in dark masses; his
came the sound of their hoofs, while through  golden tinselled eap ; his sword—they know

the a‘r rose in glittering circles those
scimitars. |

Four yards in front rode May, himself
so certain was the death that loomed before
him.
rode that steed, his hair fioating from be-
neath his cap in raven curls upon the wind.

He turns his head—his men see his face

fire of his eyes; they hear not ‘‘men for-
ward !” but ““men follow !”
\an immense battle engine composed of eigh-
'ty men and Lorses, woven together by swords
away and on they dash.

They near the ravine ; old Taylor follows
{them, with hushed breath, aye, clutching

May, gleaming in the cannon flash.

from among tiie cannon, starts up a half clad

powder.
It is Ridgely, who to-day has sworn to
{wear the mantle of Ringgold, and to wear

*it well! At once his eyes catch the light

iing to the cannon he shouts—
i *‘One moment, my comrade ! and T will
{draw their fire!”

| The word is not passed from his lips when

His flash, his smoke have not
Did you hear that storm

the ravine.
 gone, but hark!

did you see it dig the earth beneath the hoofs
of May’s squadron.
«Men, follow!” Do you sce that face
gleaming with battle fire, that scimitar cut-
ting its glittering circle'in the air? Those
men can hold their shoutsno lonzer. Ren-
ding the air with cries. Hark! The whole

Proudly in his warrior beauty he|

with stern lip and knit brow ; they feel the,

and away like |

|his sword hilt, he sces the golden tassel of

They arc on the verge of the ravine, May |
still in front, his charger flinging the earth |
from beneath him, with collossal leaps, when |

figure, red with blood and begrimmed with |

battle | it too, and wherever it falls hear the gurgl-i !

{ing grean of mortal agony.
} a gl iniie
| Back to the captured cannon he cuts Lis

'sight that fires his blood.
A solitary Mexican stands there, reaching
(forth his arm in all the frenzy of a brave
iman’s despair; he entreats his countrymen
to turn, to, man the battery once more and
harl its fury on the foc.  They shrink back
lappailed before that dark horse and itsrider,
May! The Mexican, a gailant young man,
twhose handseme features can scarce be dis-
tinguished on account of the bleod which
ieovers them, while his rent uniform bears
testimony to his deeds in that day’s carnage,
clenches his hands, as he flings his curse in
the face of his fiying countrymen, and then,
tlighted match in hand, springs so the can-
non. A moment and its fire will scatter ten
American soldiers in the dust.

¥ven as the brave Mexican bends near
the cannon, the dark charger, with one tre-

| May is circling over his head.

| ¢“Yield!” shouted the voice which only a
|few moments ago, when rushing into death
'said—<*Come !” 5

| The Mexican heheld the gallant form be-
{fore him, and handed Captain May his
(sword.

{  ““General La Vega is a prisoner!” he/
said and stood with folded arms amind the|
He uttered a ' his cannon speak out to the battery across corses of his mangled soldiers.

' You see May deliver his prisoner into

the charge of the brave Lieutenant Ste-|
gone, skimming like a swallow down the of.copper balls clatter against his cannon; phens, who, when Inge fell dashed bravely

on.
| Then would you look for May once more
neath that gloomy cloud, and behold him
crashing into the whirlpool of the fight ; his

long hair, his sweeping beard, and sword
that never for an instant stays its lichtning |

—gaze through that wall of bayonets, be-

cave the preseribed material the form of a
| petticoat, an ingenious manufacturer having
undertaken to supply a fabrie that in smooth-
ness and heauty of texture should be far
l-:npcxiur"t‘f‘) the haircloth worn by monks and.
imuns.  Thus was woven the first piece of
{erinoline, and thus it became the material
tof a Jady’s under-garment.

The legend proceeds to velate that, as the
texamples set by distinguished persons in
(dress ave followed by the rest of the world,

and his horse the object of a thousand eyes. | way, and on the brink of the ravine beholds 2 jand thus beeome fashions. the use of crino-

{line was adopted by all who wished to re-
tcommend themselves to the illustrious lady
lalready mentioned, and finally passed into
ceneral use. At first the petticoat construet-
'ed of this material was of very modest di-
‘mensions. It was then the flower in its
(bud ; but in process of time it gradually un-
ifolded and expanded like a cabbage-rose,
_Hm?il at length it attained the magnificent,
ii‘uh-blq wn-circumference which is now giv-
jen to it, and in the midst of it the lady
{stands entrenched like the kernel of a co-
lcoa-nut. Such iz the tradition ; but we
'must regard it like other legends, and can-
\not assure our correspondent of its absolute
‘[historical accuracy.

i There are some who assign to the erino-
{line petticoat a different origin. They say
{it was devised by a female philanthropist,

mendous leap, is there, and the sword of who had given much thought to the inade-

{quacy and insufliciency of the petticoat which
{has generally been in use. Even with the
jaid of hoops the garment was not always sa-
{tisfactory. It is Ariel, we believe, who says
in Pope’s Rape of the Lock—

j“Ol't have I known that seven-fold fence to fail,

i Though stiff with hoops and armed with ribs of
whale.

This benefactor of her sex, therefore, fell
‘on the expedient of employing haircloth in-
'stead, for two reasons—first, that it was the
|dress of religious persons, worn as a suit of
armor against the assaults of the Evil One;
{and secondly, because by the testimony of
all pocts, the material has a marvellous po-
tency in overcoming and rendering submis-
sive the male tribe.

«With hairy springs we the birds betray,
Slight lines of hair surprise the finny prey,

Fair tresses man’s imperial race ensnare,
And beanty draws us by a single bair,”

Es- —

If a single hair can have such an effect on
|the contumacious, reasoned the lady, what
{must be the power of a whole petticoat manu-
{factured of hair ?—and thus, according to
this second theory, the crinoline petticoat
sprang into existence.

All do not take the same kindly views of
There are some who hold
jthat in the appearance of the crinoline petti-

( i ¢ ng (followed with flashing eyes the course cf coat were foreshadowed many of the calami-
and dark behind him was stretched the solid | May ; they have scen him charge, and seen ties of the present day, and other calamities |

iyet to come. The Romans called a comet
|stelia crinila, a hairy or long-haired star;
‘and Milton speaks of a comet that—

< *“From its horrid hair
¢“Shook pestilence and war.”’

‘ A friend of ours who thinks that there is

‘the further bank of the ravive, frowning |on cne so brave, as in obedience to the com- ighgr::;;:?ilt{:;t;:;:;; :';hett ;’ll:; l.‘:::{;%gilﬁi

that this phenomenon of the inroad made by
haircloth into our female costume portended
the bloody Crimean war, and is almost posi-
tive that 1t foreboded the present epidemic
at Washington and the decision of the Su-
preme Court in the case of Dred Scott, which
has set the country in a blaze. These are
points on which we offer no opinion ; and the
latter of them, owing to its complication
with our domestic politics, is an extremely
delicate subjcct. Our hope is that what we
have said has thrown some light on the ques-
(tlion proposed to us by our fair correspon-
ent.

SHAKSPEARE AND THE BIBLE.—A writer
in the Savannah Republican selects the fol-
lowing passages from the Bible and Shaks-
peare’s works. They show that the great
dramatist was familiar with the sacred writ-
ings:

Bible.—The Apostle says: ‘‘But though
I be rude in speech”—2 Corinth., chap.
xi., verse 6. .
Othello.—Rude I am in speech.
Bible.—*‘Shew his eyes and grieve his
heart”—1 Sam. chap. xi., v. 33.
Macbeth.—Shew his eyes and grieve his
heart.

Bible.—*“Thou hast brought me into the
dust of death”—Psal.

Macbeth.—Lighted fools the way to dusty
death.

Bible.—*Look not upon me, because I

aoa. Black hegaape the g gadoaked mman
Merchant of Venice.—Mistake me not for
my complexion—its shadowy livery of the
burning sun.

Bible.—*‘1 smote him—1I caught him by
his beard and smote him, and slew him”—
1st Sam., chap. xvii. v. 35.

Othello.—I took him by the throat, the
circumcised deg, and smote him.
Bible.—*‘Opened Job his mouth, and
cursed his day ; let it not be joined unto the
days of the year, let it not come into the
number of months”—Job. chap. iii., vs. 1,

vi.

Macbeth.—May this accursed hour stand,
aye accursed in the calendar.
Bible.—“What is man that thou art
mindful of him? Thou hast made him a
little lower than the angels. Thou crown-
est him with glory and honor, and didst sct
him over the works of thy hand”—Psalm
vii. v. 4. 5. 6.

Hamlet.—What a piece of work is man!
How noble in reason, how infinite in facul-
ties; in form and moving how express and
admirable. In action how like an angel;
in apprehension how like -a God. The
beauty of the world, the paragon of ani-
mals.

Bible.—*“Nicanor lay dead in his har-
ness.”

Macbeth.—We will die with harness on
our back. 5

A QuestioN For Lawyers.—Mr. Magis-
trate, I want to ask you one question. Has
a man got a right to commit a nuisance?”

«No, sir; not even the Mayor.”

““Then, sir, I claim my liberty. I was
arrested as a nuisance, and as no man has a
right to commit me, I move for a nonsuit.”

The question has been carried up.

A Garnant Dyer.—A lady beingin want
of a dyer, was referred to an excellent work-
man, and something of a wag'in his line.
The lady called and asked:

¢‘Are you the dyeing man ?”

«No, ma’am, I’'m a living man, but I will
dye for you,” promptly replied the man of
many colors, putting the emphasis where it
was needed.

There is a man out West so forgetful of
faces that his wife is compelled to keep a
wafer on the end of her nose, that he ma
distinguish her from other ladies; but this
does not prevent him from making occasional
mistakes. -

The speaker who ‘‘took the floor,” has
been arrested for stealing lumber.

A queer fight recently took place in an
artist’s room between two striking likeness-
es.

Wasn’t it mean in Powers to chisel a
Greek slave out of a little piece of marble?

An enthusiastic gentleman, in speaking
of the courage of his adored, said, ‘‘She
would walk up to a cannon’s, or a lover’s
mouth without shrinking a jmuscle. Brave

From ¢The Soil of the South.”
MAXIMS FOR YOUNG FARMERS AND
OVERSEERS!

The following ten maxims are respectful-
ly dedicated to young planters and overseers,
in the hope that in this day of agricultural
progress they may efiect some good :

FOR YOUNG FARMERS.

1. Assoon asyou bave planted your erop,
be sure to make a calculation how much you
will make. If you have made liberal allow-
ances for bad seasons, sicknesss and such
subtractions, you will probably be not more
than two-thirds over the mark; but then,
you. will have had all the pleasure of antici-
pation, and you can easily convince yourself
that your arithmetic was right, if something
else was wrong. B

2. Be sure not to plough deep. Geolo-
gists say the earth is a hollow globe, and
you might get through the crust. Besides,
if the current philosophy be true, that the
interior is liquid fire, you might get your
feet burnt..
3._The old adage that *‘time ¢s mency,”
may do well for the face of a Yankee clock,
but is altogether beneath the philosophy of
Young Amirica. Therefore, lie in bed tiil
your breakfast is ready, and le sure to go
Jfishing every Saturday evening. Your corn
and cotton will grow as well while you sleep,
as when you are awakey and if the grass
grows too. who cares for grass?

4. Scientifi¢ agriculturists make a great
noise about rotation of crops. Don’t believe
a word they say. ‘‘Rotation of crops,” in-
deed!! Wonder if the rotation of the wagon

Bug who? Every bedy knows that good
land makes more cotton than poor land—so
continue to plant your best field in cotton as
long as you please. If it wears out, you can
go to Texas.

5. As you value your future prospectsin
life, and your reputation as a physiologist,
never suffer a curry-comb to scratch the sides
of your mules. It wears them out, (tke cur-
ry combs,) and curry-combs cost money. If
the pores of their skin should be clogged up
with dust, they can rub themselves against
a tree or the corner of the fence ; and every-
body knows there is a glorious luxury in
seratching !

6. If you are an overseer, and a young:
onc at that, look sour at your negroes the
first day and kick up a general row the se-
cond. Africans are nothing but brutes,
and they will love you the better for whip-
ping, whether they deserve it or not. Be-
sides, by this manly course you will show
your spunk. To be sure, a halfdozen may
take to the woods, but thisis no loss to you.
7. Be sure to make your office a sinecure.
Congressmen, Judges, and civil officers gen-
erally, do so, and why may not overseers?
To this end, ride once in the forenoon to
where you can see your hands, and then
gallop off to some store, blacksmith’s shop,
or wherever you can find a crowd to listen
to your interesting conversation. This is
the only way ‘‘to magnify your office.”

N. B.—Whatever else you may neglect,
never forget to put yourself in the posses-
stve case in regard to your employer’s pro-
erty—say ‘‘my negroes, my mules, my
cotton,” &ec. Your employer is a lazy
skunk, and has no right to any thing.

8. Swear like ‘‘our army in Flanders,”
yourself; but whip every negro on the plan-
tation who dares to use profane language—
the ebony scamps, what right have they to
tmitate their overseer ?

9. If your horse becomes lame, or from
any other cause cannot carry you, as in No.
7, seek some ‘‘boundless contiguity of
shade,” where you can enjoy a comfortable
snooze—-nothing like ¢ ‘ottum cum dignitate.”
10. If your employer desires you to plant
his corn in a manner different from that
which you think best, be sure to spoil every
thing in its cultivation. You will then
prove to him that s plans are wrong, and
yours right. Crop THUMPER.

Wourp-sE Poers.—I will tell you, sir,
said Mr. Porson, to an unfledged poet, what
I think of your poetical works—they will
be read when Miltop’s and Shakspear’s afe
forgotten—but not till then. The would-
be poet sloped. )

*“When a feller has reached a certain
pint in drinkin,” said an old soaker, ‘I
think he orter stop.”

«“Well, I think,” said a wag, ‘‘he had
better stop before he reaches a pint.”

It is said that the personage who first

Y| wore hoops is lady Saturn, one of the ladies

in waiting upon the sun. High authority

for fashion, that.

Children talk of what they are doing,
young people of what they will do, and old
people of what they have done. The pre-
sent, the future, the past.

i Rt L
¢‘Nat, what are‘you leaning over that
empty cask for ?”
“I'm mourning over departed spirits,”
was the answer.

It is said that the kind mothers at the
East have grown so affectionate that they
give their boys chloroform previous to whip-

girl!

ping them.

wheel don’t land it in a mud hole at last?”
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