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FORGED PATENT. 
.frtere«l<ng Story, from the Backwoodsman. 

A#Tnechanges which the lust twenty 
-cars have wrought in III. would be 
incredible to any who had not vvit-

At that period our set. 
tie'nents were lew, and the spirit of 
enterprise that now pe vades every 
corner of the State, had not then been 
alvakened. The bluff of our beauti
f u l  r i v e r  had never sent back the echo 
9f t h e  steam, engine; without a mar
ket for their produce, the farme s 
confined their labors to the wants ot 
their families. 

Corn was nearly all the crop 
raised, and from the time it was "laid 
bV* near the end of June till "pull-
ingtime,*' in Novembei, was a holli-
davaml the intervening period was 
in" idleness, except Saturdays. On 
that d;iv*, duly as it arrived the set
tler* far alKi near, collected at the 
distillery, and amused themselves 
with shooting at a mark, "trading 
nags," and too often whent.be tin cup 
hal pissed freely around, "fighting." 

This sir, is by no means the picture 
of that early period, but that it is 
graphically true of many, none of our 
oldest settlers will deny. But to my 
narrative. 

One Saturday afternoon, in the 
rear 1819, a young man was seen ap
proaching with slow and weary steps, 
the house or rather the distillery of 
squire Crosby, of Brents Prairie, an 
obscure settlement on the Military 
Tract. As usual on that day, a large 
collection of people were amusing 
themselves at Crosby's who owned 
the only distillery in that region; was 
a magistrate; and regarded by the set
tlers as a rich and a great man. 

The youth who now had come up 
to the group was apparently about 
twenty-one years of age, of slender 
form, fair and delicate complexion, 
with the air of one accustomed to 
good society. It was evident at a 
glance that he was not inured to the 
hardship of a frontier life, or labor of 
any kind. But his dress bore a strange 
contrast with his appearance and 
manners. He wore a hunting shirt 
of the coarsest linsev woolsey,a com
mon straw hat, and a pair of deerskin 
mocasins. A large pack completed 
his equipment. Every one gazed 
with curiosity upon the new comer. 
In their eagerness to learn who he 
was, whence he came, and what was 
his business, the horse swap was un
finished; the lifie was laid aside; and 
even the busy tin cup had a tempo
rary respite. 

The young man approached Squire 
Crosby, whom even a stranger could 
distinguish as the principal personage 
^nong them, and anxiously inquired 
bra house where he could be accom
modated; saying that he was extreme
ly ill and felt all the symptoms of an 
broaching fever. 

Crosby eyed him keenly nnd sus
piciously for a moment without utler-
jug'Ti word.—Knavery and swindlers 
•'.ad Iieeri recently abroad, and the 
signage of the youth betrayed that 
ewas a ^'Yankee," a name at that 
"lie associated in the minds of the ig-
j^rnnt, with every thing that is base. 
Mistaking the silence and hesitation 
" for a fear of his inability 
opny, the stranger smiled and said, 

am not without money." and put-
ns hand into his pocket to give 

I*0"3 ' Pr°of of this assertion, he was 
"'•ror struck to find that his pocket 

was gone. It contained every 
<J!. l"s m°ney, besides papers of 
W value to him. H 

•siii | , t |U),l t51 fartMng, without even a 
£e letter or paper to attest that his 

kiia )Vas honorable; in a strange 
•on hi!>n ? lckness rapidly coming up-
iim in*1 ,fSe ,®e, insfs nearly drove 

l. ^esP :1 '1-. The Squire who 
S€ctinir  T- ol '"s sagac>tv in de-

tonnie-llurli n°7 fo,und use of  his  

laa5i i, • 1 a  anf* sneering 
g, he said: "Stranger, von are 

think ibr ? uWrong t ree if  y°n 

Yankee trk;k^rr thnt  3r° 
jn • P >°urn. He proceed-

b?nearlt e tvm„an St 'aiD- Sec°ndc<! 

"Swire" wn, L r I?1"6*™*' for  the 

, to <feplei.se Mm Tl a"d few. ,1^e
l
t l  

Wivhis w,Jm; • yo,i tf i  fe , t  

tin« his eye armm^'0n ' nnd °aS" 
of deep and Ho - gr0,lp m a 

paired: Hs h™, pairmg anx,et.v ' 
<*ive me•»-. n

T
one who will re-

«tn> I will," cried n 
"ranger liJ* rr°wd; "poor sick 
"W I wtll shelter you." Then 

in a lower tone he added: "I know 
not whether you are deserving, but I 
know that you are a fellow being, and 
in sickness and in want, and for the 
gnilty, if not your own sake will I be 
kind to you poor young stranger. , 

The man who stepped forth and 
proffered a home to the youth in the 
iour of suffering, was Simon Davis, 
i n elderly man who resided near Cros
by, and 16 whom the latter was a 
deadly enemy. Uncle Simon as he 
was called, never retaliated, and bore 
the many persecutions of his vindic
tive neighbor, without complaint. His 
family consisted of himself and daugh
ter, his only child, an affectionate girl 
of seventeen. 

The youth heard the offer of Mr. 
Davis, but heard no more, overcome 
bv ids feelings and extreme illness, he 
lell insensible to the earth. He was 
conveyed to the house of his benefac
tor, and a physician called.-Long was 
the struggle between life and death. 
Though unconscious,he called upon his 
mother and sister almost, incessantly, 
to aid him. When the youth was laid 
upon the bed and she heard him call
ing for his sister, Lucy Davis wept 
and said to him, "poor sick young man, 
your sister is far distant and cannot 
h:\ar you, but I will be to you a sister." 
Well did this dark eyed maiden keep 
her promise.—Day and night did she 
watch over him. except during the 
short intervals when she yielded her 
post at his bed side to her'father. 

At length the crisis of his disorder 
arrived; the day that was to decide 
the question of life or death. Lucy 
bent over him with intense anxiety, 
watching every expression of his fea
tures, hardly daring to breathe, so 
fearful was she of waking him from 
the only sound sleep he had enjoyed 
for nine long days and nights. At 
length he awoke and gazed up into 
the face of Lucy Davis, and faintlv 
inquired,''where am I?' There was 
intelligence in that look. Youth and 

good constitution had obtained the 
mastery. Lucy felt that he was spared 
and bursting into a flood of irrepress
ible, grateful tears, rushed out of the 
room. 

It was two weeks more before he 
could sit up, even foi a short time; he 
had already acquainted them with his 
name and residence, but they had no 
curiosity to learn any thing further, 
and forbid him giving his story till he 
became stronger. His name was 
Charles Wil6on,and paternal home 
Boston. 

A lew days afterwards, when Mr. 
Davis was absent from borne and Lucy 
engaged in her household affairs, Wil
son saw at the head of the bed, his 
pack and recollecting something he 
wanted, opened it. The first thing he 
saw was the identical pocket book 
whose loss had excited so many bitter 
regrets. He recollected having pla
ced it there the morning before he 
reached Brent's Prairie, but in the 
confusion of the moment, that circum
stance was forgotten. He examined 
and found every thing as he left it. 

This discovery nearly restored him 
to health, but resolved at present to 
confine the secret to his own bosom. 
It was gratifying to him to witness the 
entire confidence they reposed in the 
honor and integrity of a stranger, and 
the pleasure with which they bestow
ed favors upon one whom they suppos
ed could make no return but thanks. 

Night came and Mr. Davis did not 
returp. Lucy pas.sed a sleepless night. 
In the morning she watched hour after 
hour for his coming, and when sunset, 
approached, and he was still absent, 
terrified at his long and unusual stav, 
she was setting out, to procure a neigh
bor to go in search of him, when her 
parent appeared in sight. She nrn to 
meet him, and was bestowing upon 
him a thousand endearing expressions 
of affection, when his haggard, woe 
begone countenance startled her. 

He uttered not a word, nnd went 
in to his house nnd seated himself in 
silence. It was in vain that Lucy*at
tempted to chee»-  him.—After a long 
pause, during which a powerful strug
gle was going on in his feelings, he 
arose, took his daughter by the hand 
and led her into the room where Wil
son was seated. 'You shall know all,' 
said he. l am ruined; I am a beggar. 
In a few days I must quit this house; 
this farm which I have so highly im
proved and thought my own. He 
proceeded to state that a few days be
fore. Crosby, in a moment of ungov-
erned malice taunted him with being 
a beggar, and told him that he was 
now in his power and would trample 
him under his feet. When Mr Davis 
smiled at what he regarded only as an 
impotent, threat, Crosby to convince 
him told him that the patent of his 
farm was a 'forged' one, and that he, 
Crosby, knew the real owner of the 
land; had written to purchase it, and 
expected a deed in a few days. Davis 
immediately went home for his patent 
and during his long absence had visit
ed the Land Office. Crosby was right. 
The patent beyond all dispute was a 
forged one, and the claim of Mr. Da
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vis to the farm not worth a farth-
mg. 

It may be proper to observe that 
counterfeiting soldier's patents was a 
tegular business in some of the east
ern cities, and hundreds have been du-
ped. 

It is not for myself, said the old 
m;|.n, that I grieve at this misfortune. 

am advanced in life and it matters 
not how or where I pass the few re
maining days ot my existence. I have 
a home beyond the skies where your 
mother has gone before me, and where 
I would have long since joined her, 
had I not lived to protect her child, 
my own and affectionate Lucy. The 
weeping grrl flung her arms around 
the neck ot her father, and poured her 
tears upon his bosom. We can be 
happy still said she for I am young 
and can easily support us both. ° 

A new scene followed in which an
other individual was a principal actor. 
I shall leave the reader to form his 
own opinion of it, and barely remark 
that at the close, the old- man took 
the hand of Lucy and young Wilson 
and joined them, said, my children I 
cheerfully consent to your union.— 
1 hough poor, with a good conscience 
you can be happy. I know Charles 
that you will be kind to my daughter, 
for a few nights ago, when you 
thought no human ear could hear you. 
I heard you fervently implore" the 
blessings of heaven upon my gray 
hairs, and that God would reward rnv 
child for all her kindness to you. Tak
ing down his family bible, the vener
able old man added, 'it is a season of 
a(Iliction, but. we are not forsaken; 
let us look for support to him who has 
promised to sustain us.' He opened 
the book and read, 'Although the fig 
tree shall not blossom, neither shall 
fruit be inthe vines; the labor of the ol
ive shall fail and the fields shall yield 
no meat; the flocks shall be cut off 
from thf fold and there shall be no 
herd in the stall; yet will I rejoice in 
the Lord; I will rejoice in the God of 
my salvation." 

Charles and Lucy knelt beside the 
venerable old man, and while he pray
ed they wept tears of grateful emo
tion. 

It was a sleepless, but not unhappy 
night to the three inhabitants of the 
neat arid cheerful dwelling they were 
about to leave and go they knew not 
where. It was then that young WTiI-
son learnt the real value of money.— 
By means of it he could give a shelter 
to those who had kindly received him 
when every door was shut upon him. 

All night long he thought of the 
forged patent. There were a few 
words dropped by Mr. Davis which 
he could not dismiss from his mind; 
that Crosby had written to the real 
owner of the land and had obtained a 
promise of the deed. 

It is now time tor the reader to be
come more fully acquainted with the 
history of the young stranger. 

His father, Charies Wilson, was a 
merchant of Boston, who had acquir
ed an immense fortune. At the close 
of the late war, when the soldiers re
ceived from the government their 
bounty of 160 acres of land, many of 
them offered their patents to Mr Wil
son for sale. Finding that I hey were 
resolved to sell them, he concluded to 
save them from sacrificing their hard 
earnings, and purchased at. a fair price 
all that were offered. In three years 
no small portion of the Military Tract 
came into his possession. 

On the day Charles became of age 
he gave him a deed of the principal 
part of his land in Illinois, and insist
ed that he should go out and see it, 
•and if he liked the country settle 
there. Wishing him to become iden
tified with the people, he reccom-
mended bis son on his arrival in the 
State to lay aside his broadcloth and 
dress like a backwoodsman. 

On the morning of his son's depar
ture Mr. Wilson received a letter 
from a man in Illinois, who had fre
quently written. He wished to pur
chase a certain quarter section at 
Government price, which Mr. Wilson 
promised he should have on those 
terms, provided he forwarded a certi
ficate from the Judge of the Circuit 
Court that the land was worth no 
more. The letter just received, en
closed the cirtificate in question.— 
Mr. Wilson had given this tract to 
Charles, and putting the letter and 
certificate into his hand enjoined up
on him to deed it as promised*on his 
arrival in Illinois. 

The remarks of Mr. Davis forcibly 
reminded young Wrilson of this inci
dent, and on the next morning after 
he became acquainted with the design 
of Crosby, with a trembling hand ex
amined the letter and certificate. It 
was written by Crosby, and the land 
he wished to purchase, the identical 
farm of Mr. Davis. 

Astonished that his friend, the 
judge should certify that the land was 
worth no more, Mr. Davis asked to 
see the certificate, and after; a mo
ment's examination, unhesitatingly 
pronounced the signature a 'forgery.' 

An explanation from the young 
man now became necesary, and call
ing Lucy into the room, he told them 
his history and laid before them a pile 
of patents and bank notes one after 
another till the amount reached thou
sands. 

^ It was a day of thankfulness to old 
Simon Davis and his daughter, and 
not less so to young Wilson. 

Not long after this scene, Crosby 
entered. His air was that of a man 
who has an enemy in his power and 
intends to trample upon him. He 
scarcely noticed Wilson, except with 
a look of contempt. After pouring 
out all his maledictions upon the fam
ily, he advised them to leave immedi
ately. The old man inquired if he 
would give him nothing for the im
provements he had made? The an
swer was, 'not a cent.' 

'You certainly would not,' said 
VVilson 'drive out this old man and 
his daughter pennyless into the world.' 

'What is that to you?' replied Cros
by, with look of malice and contempt. 
'I will answer that question,' said Wil
son, and acquained him with what the 
reader already has learnt. Crosby, 
at first was stupified with astonish
ment, but when he saw that all his 
schemes of villainy were defeated, and 
of his having committed forgery could 
be established his assurance forsook 
him, and he threw himself upon his 
knees and begged first the old man, 
then Lucy and Wilson to spare him. 

Affected with his appeal, the latter 
agreed to purchase the farm upon 
which Crosby lived, upon condition 
of his instantly leaving the country. 
He accepted the terms and with his 
family fled to Texas. 

Why should I spin out the narra
tive. Lucy and Charles were mar
ried, and though a splendid mansion 
rose up on the farm of Mr. Davis, 
both loved far better the little room 
where she had so long and anxiously 
watched over the sick bed of the 
homeless stranger.—Mr Wilson was 
rich but never forgot those who were 
in want. 

Cheered by the kind and affection
ate attention of his children, old Si
mon Davis almost seemed to have re
newed Ins existence. He lived ma
ny years, long enough to tell the 
bright eyed son of Charles and Lucy 
the story of the FORGED DE F,D.— 
And when he told the listening b >y 
how his father when poor and friend
less, was taken home and kindly trea-
ed, and in turn became their benefac
tor, he impressed upon the mind of his 
grandchild, that 'even a cup of cold 
water given from a pure motive shall 
not lose its reward.' 

OFFICIAL RESPONSIBILITY.—In his 
Treatise on Human Responsibility, 
Dr. Wayland, in the section, treating 
of the limits of official responsibility, 
assumes this clear principle: "All of
ficial responsibility is subject to these 
two limitations; first, the extent of the 
power conferred; and secondly, the 
purpose for which it was conferred. 
Up to this limitation every officer is 
responsible; beyond it, his responsi
bility ceases." And as a case of no
ble adherence to duty under its gui
dance, he relates the following inci
dent: "When the late John Jav was 
Governor  of  the State  of  New York ,  
he had it in his power, bv calling an 
extra session of the Legislature, to al
ter the mode of chosing electors of 
President of the United States, and 
thus to ensure the election of the can
didate whom he preferred, and defeat 
the election of one whose elevation 
to the Presidency he believed would 
be fraught with great evils to the 
country. He was strongly urged to 
adopt this course by those in whom 
he was accustomed to confide, his per
sonal and his political friends, men of 
high honor and tried patriotism. But 
he utterly refused. His moral per
ceptions were far too clear to be be-

louded by any such sophistry. He 
never could be made to believe that 
in so important a crisis the end justi
fies the means. He knew that the 
power of calling an extra session was 
placed in his hands. But he also 
knew that it was given to him for pur
poses connected with the State, and 
not with the United States; and more 
than this, that it was never given him 
to be used as an instrument for the 
promotion of his own political senti
ments, whether right or wrong. He 
allowed the election to take its natu
ral course, and the power of his 
friends was prostrated forever. It 
was a noble act, and worthy of John 
Jay. It was one of those deeds wrhich 
mark a man for immortality. It was 
incomparably more glorious than a 
thousand political triumphs. A thou
sand political triumphs are as nothing 
to it." • 

ISABEL.—A French author of the 
last century named Barten gives a cu
rious account of the origin of the 
word Isabel, as applied by the French 
to express a dun color. In 1601, 
when the Spaniards, attacked Ostend 

then garrisoned by the Dutch, Isabel, 
the lady of the Arch-duke Albert took 
a solemn oath that she would never 
change her nether garment until the 
city was taken! Princess Isabel was 
present at the siege, which, notwith
standing her royal necessities, lasted 
three years—so that remarks Barten, 
her Highness's garment took a yel
lowish tint. After the place capitu
lated, the ladies in the suite of the 
Archduchess, in order to make their 
court to her, adopted in all their dress 
a kind of half-color, between white 
and yellow, which in honor of their 
mistress, they called Isabel. The dic
tionaries inherited it from the maids 
of honor, and the term, invented by 
this extraordinary object of flattery, 
came into universal use! One cannot 
help admiring the firmness and perse
verance exhibited by the Archduch
ess on this trying occasion.—Boston 
Journal. 

CONFESSIONS OF A BEGGAR BOY.— 
NEW WAY TO RAISE THE WIND.—MY 
father then went into a grog-shop 
hard by, telling me I must get him 
some money some way or other. It 
was late, and as I thought, too much 
trouble to beg what he wanted. I 
was therefore exceedingly put to it 
for some successful expedient. At 
length a happy thought struck me, 
and I went into a drug store in Mar
ket street, a tew doors east of How
ard, and called for six cents worth of 
cream of tartar. It was soon weigh
ed out and handed to me. Just at 
that moment a person came in, and 
soon after three more. The young 
man in the store was of course soon 
busily engaged in serving them. I 
stood still at the counter, with my lit
tle package in my hand, waiting with 
seeming great patience. After all 
were gone, I remained, standing there 
and at last the clerk asked me if I 
wanted anything else. "No, sir," 
said I, "I am only waiting for my 
change." "Your change, oh! what 
did you give me?" "A half dollar, 
sir." He looked at me for some mo
ments, and then said, "Are you right 
sure?" "Oh, yes, sir," with apparent 
ingenuousness, "I gave you a half dol
lar just as that girl came in for the 
castor oil, and you put it in the draw
er, and forgot to give me the change." 
"Well, I am sure I forgot all about it, 
but I suppose it is rigljt," said he as 
he gave me forty-fou^ cents change. 
I walked quietly out of the shop, but 
as soon as I was round the corner, I 
threw the cream of tartar into the 
gutter, and ran off as fast as I could to 
join my father. He was of course 
delighted with the large ^upplv I had 
raised, and when I informed him of 
the trick to which I had resorted, he 
patted me on the head, and said I was 
a sad one: and then laid himself back 
to enjoy a hearty laugh at the joke. 
"Money is too scarce now, Charley," 
said he, "to afford to buy anything to 
eat with it. You can easily get enough 
cold victuals. So do you go out and 
get something for us to eat, and we 
will go home and take our supper.— 
We will take a bottle of gin along and 
some beer, and fare sumptuously. 

A MAGNIFICENT Th '.RRITORY.-George 
Selwyn, the celebrated English satir
ical wit, was once made resident min
ister at one of those little one-bv-two 
principalities,so common in Germany, 
but where the exercise of his peculiar 
talents soon renderdhim very unpop
ular, and he was accordingly ordered 
to leave the country. "I have it in 
command from his royal highness," 
said the pompous official who bore the 
order to the offending ambassador, 
"to announce to you that you must 
leave his dominion in twenty-four 
hours." "Return to your master," re
plied George, in a tone of huge dis
dain, "and tell him that I shall look 
back upon his dominions in five min
utes from this time." 

"When my husband comes home 
drunk on brandy," said an afflicted 
wife, "he goes to bed and snoozes it 
out, but when he gets drunk on wine 
I and my children have to flee for our 
lives." The intoxication of wine, in 
many cases at least, is worse than 
that of rum or whiskey. 

Colonels Warren and Mills, experi
enced commanders of militia regi
ments in Florida, write to Gen. Ma
comb, under date of June 15th—that 
the great, body of the people of Flori
da are satisfied with the Provincial 
treaty with the Seminoles, and con
vinced that it will require time for 
their peaceable removal; that the ex
citement at Tallahassee and St. Au
gustine, against the treaty, proceeds 
from persons interested in prolonging 
the war. 

The family of a Mr. Steele, who 
was recently killed on the Trenton 
and Philadelphia Railroad, by an acci
dent which occurred in consequence 
of the road being culpably out of re
pair, have sued the corporation for 
$40,000. 
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SUMMARY. 
RARE PLANT.—The Baltimore Pat

riot says that at a recent exhibition 
of the Horticultural Society of that 
city, there was a beautiful specimen 
of the Epidendrum or air plant, which 
^a |rstr.?nS^y scented with the flavor 
of Vanilla. It is an exceedingly rare 
plant, and attracted general atten
tion. 

The London City Mission state 
thas there are in that great city, one 
million of persons who have no religi
ous knowledge! 

At the Butchers Celebration of the 
Fourth in Baltimore, the following 
was one of the toasts: 

The Belles of Paltimore.—Choice 
pieces of tender loin, rich enough for 
the palate of any Bachelor; may eve
ry one become a rib. 

A recent traveler says he has been 
all over the city of Rome, and is sure 
he has not missed a single street, and 
that there is only one new house in 
progress of erection. 

At Burlington, N. J., the farms 
have taken a great rise, in conse
quence of the extent to which the 
mulberry is cultivated in that neigh
borhood. 

In the United States there are 22 
counties, 87 post towns, 1 city, and 1 
borough, bearing the name of Wash
ington. 

A bridge two hundard and twenty 
four feet long, constructed on a sin
gle arch, resting upon solid stone 
abutments at each extremity, has 
been thrown across the Scoharie Kill 
Creek, at the village of Pratsville, 
Green County, N. Y. It is believed 
to be the largest bridge made in the 
form of a single arch in this country. 

The New Orleans Picayune tells a 
story of an alligator hunt which oc
curred not far from that city not long 
since. Four men, in two days and a 
half, killed six hundred and fifty-seven 
ot the monsters. The only way to 
kill them is with a rifle ball, the vul
nerable spot being the eye. 

The heir apparent to the Turkish 
throne was to leave the harem of his 
mother, on the 16th ult. to assume a-
regular establishment of his own.— 
This is considered in Constantinople 
the greatest innovation on ancient 
customs which the Sultan has yet at
tempted. The young prince, in ques
tion is called Abdul Medjid, and com
pleted his 16th year on the 20th of 
April. 

Lady Coven try, the celebrated 
beauty, killed herself with painting. 
She bedaubed herself with white, so 
as to stop the perspiration. Lady 
Mary.Wortley Montague was more 
prudent she went often into the hot 
bath, to scrape off the paint, which 
was almost as thick as plaster on a 
wall. 

A lady, who has found the follow
ing remedy for the prevention of bed 
bugs, wishes to make it public: After 
cleaning the bedstead thoroughly, rub 
it with hog's lard. The lard should 
be rubbed on with a woolen cloth.— 
Bugs will not infest such a bedstead 
for a whole season. 

A gentleman who has just returned 
from Mobile, having spent several 
months there, says there are enough 
Mulbery plants growing in that vici
nity to supply the whole country. 

Burke says, "Man is an animal that 
cooks his victuals." "Then," says 
Johnson, "the proverb is just which 
says, there is reason in roasting an 
egg." Adam Smith has hit the case. 
"Man," says he, "is an animal that 
makes bargains. No other animal 
does this—no dog exchanges bones 
with another." 

Adherence to the old style in Rus
sia has in practice a curious effect.— 
At St. Petersburg a man may receive 
a letter on the 19th, dated at Berlin ' 
the 21st of the same month. 

The Globe publishes some interest
ing details concerning the trade of the 
country in the year 1838, compared 
with the year 1836. It appears that 
during the year 1838, the imports 
amounted to $113,717,404, and the 
exports to $108,486,616. 

On the 4th ult. as one Henry J* 
Smith of Sharon, Montgomery coun
ty, was leading a procession of citi
zens, playing a violin, a horse attach
ed to a wagon, took fright, and run
ning against him, one of the shafts of 
the wagon pierced him through the 
body, lifting him from the ground, and 
carried him in that awful condition se
veral rods, when the horse fell upon 
him and put an end to his misery. 

It is stated that there are three clus
ters of spots now traversing the left 
side of the sun, two of which are par
ticularly large, the utacleus in each 
spot being vividly distinct. The 
whole may be seen with any kind of 
pockct telescope or spy-glass, the eye 
being protected with a piece of blq^ck 
glass. , 

It is stated that fourteen of the lar
gest gin shops in London, have been 
visited in one week, by 102,453 men, 
108,593 women, and 18,000 child 
making 229,046 persons in alU 
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