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TOE TRY! 
W ritten for the Eastern Time.. 

To the Sea. 

BY LOUISE MATBUKY. 

Hush on! rush on ! 
Thou cold, cold sea. 

For a friend thou hidest 
That’s lost to me. 

Lost, lost where the deep waves 

Over him moan ; 
Lost where the dark caves 

Form his home. 

Rush on ! rush on 1 
With thy dismal wail, * 

To w here by the shore 
Sits a mourner pale ; 

Fling, fling up thy spray, 
O’er that grief bowed head 

That longeth to rest 

’.Neath thine ocean bod. 

Ruth on ! rush on ! 
Thou false, false sea, 

And bring the loved one 

Back to me. 

I would lead him there, 
To that mourner’s side, 

And bring back hope 
To the widowed bride. 

Oh, it wa3 not thus 
Thou welcomed’st the brave, 

To launch his bark 
On thy fickle wave. 

Thou smiled'st on him then, 
And playfully dashed 

The.spray on his bark, 
By the white foam lashed. 

But thou changed’st thy play 
To a sullen roar ; 

And thou daslied'st thy freight 
On a rock-bound shore. 

False, false to the trust 

Reposed in thee, 
My curse be upon thee, 

Thou fickle sea. 

Bath, Nov. 20, 1852. 

MISCELLANY. 
The True System of Farming. 

Trying to do too much, is a common error 
into which the farmer olten fulls. His great 
eagerness in striving to lie rich is doubtless 
the cause of his error. He is ambitious and 
energetic, ami forma his plans on a large 
scale, too often, perhaps, without counting 
the cost. He buys a large farm, and wants 
to be called a ‘large farmer,’ without under- 
standing or consideting the true elements 
that constitute a real farmer. He fancies the 

greatness of that profession, as is too often 
the common estimate, to lie in proportion to 

the number of acres, not to say cultivated, 
hut embraced within the boundaries of hie 
domain. The fact is now being spread 
abroad that a large farm docs not eiflier make 
a man rich, contented or happy, lint on the 

Contrary, the reverse of all these unless well 

tilled, when his labor is rewarded hy ample 
crops and fair success in the various depatt- 
ments in which he is engaged. No farmer 
can realize the full benefits of his profession 
without adopting a thorough system of cul- 
ture. His success, commensurate with his 
wishes, always depends upon the manner in 
which he prepares his grounds, plants his 

seed, and rears his stock. Neither of these 
departments, which may he considered the ! 
cardinal ones of his profession, will take care 

of themselves. The soil may he rich, hut it \ 
needs culture. His seetl may he sown, but it 
should be in due lime, and always on soil 
well prepared and of suitable quality for the ! 
production of the crop desired, llts stock 
must be constantly cared for—it derives its 
thrift from the soil, and sends again to that 
soil the sustenance it requires; but this is 
not done in a loose or haphazard way. The 
farmer's care is required, and all his better 
judgment must he constantly exercised in 

keeping up this system ol reciprocal benefits 1 

that may he realized by every intelligent and 
industrious farmer. 

Thorough cultivation and a systematic at- 

tention to all parts of his business, is indis- 
pensible to n good degree of success. The 
very corner stone to the whole system of 
farming, is to do what you do thoroughly— 
nature will not be cheated, and never gives 
full returns to the half-way work that is 

practiced by vastly too many calling them- 
selves farmers. If the land has been worn, 
the extent of that exhaustion and the food 
required must be first considered. When 
ascertained,:he full measure of these require- 
niema must bo given to bring out good re- 

turns. If the farmer has but a small stock, 
and consequently a small quantity of manure 
to replenish his land, it is obvious that but a 
small farm can be supplied with it; and good 
judgment at once dictates that to cultivate 
properly a large farm, artificial fertilizers 
must be used if good crops are obtained.— 
And so with the labor, two men cannot suit- 
ably till one hundred acres of land, when the 
labor of two men, and perhaps four, might 
be pro/dably employed on about seventy-five 
acrea. 

This is the great error in forming. Two I 
men strive to do what four can hardly do, 1 
and thus thousands of acres are run over, I 
half tilled, and producing half crops. The 
land is run over till worn out, sustaining 
the unnatural tax, till its energies are en- 

tirely exhausted and it fails to yield even a 

feeble crop, because its life is worn out.— 

Much of the soil in Virginia and other south- 
ern states is a type of this. Thousands ol 
acre* are lying entirely useless and exhaust- 
ad, and will ever remain so, till the first ele- 
ments of its power are returned to it. This 
process is fast going on in many of the Wes- 
tern Slaiet. The soil is treated like an in- 
exhaustible mine; the tillers crying give, 
give! till in a few years it will have nothing 
to give. The boast of the West is„ large 

farms, and large (raids of grain; plow, sow, 
and reap, is die business of western farmers, 
drawing out the very life of the soil, and 
sending away in the heavy exports that are 

couaiantly going onward, widiot.t returning 
to the soil the lood it requires to make it 
productive. 

The light that is being spread abroad on 

this subject, is beginning to correct the prac- 
tice to some extent, but in inosi instances but 
very little is returned 10 the soil to keep it 
alive until after several years of continual 

cropping it manifests signs of exhaustion 
and ultimate barrenness. When tillers of 
•lie soil understand their true interests, they 
will cultivate no more land djaii they can do 

well. Fifty acres of land for ullage, brought 
to a high state of cultivation, pays better than 
one hundred run over in the way that many 
do.—Jefferson Farmer. 

Barkbound Trees. 
Some over wise people have an idea (hat 

when a tree gels mossy and harkbonnd—the 
laiter another term lor the want of growth 
and weakness, consequent upon neglected 
cultivation—it is only necessary to slit the 
bark up and down the stem with n jack- 
knife, and it will at once spread out ami 
grow. This is sheer nonsense. Dig about 
and cultivate the roots, and the bark will 
take care of itself, with a scraping off the 
moss, and a washing of the stem with ley or 

soap soils, or chamber slops, which last is 
quite ns good. The increased flow of the 
sap, iodoced by o liberal feeding of the roots, 
will do its own bursting of the ‘hide-bound’ 
hark, which is simply its enfeebled condition 
us a consequence of its poverty of root. No 
one thinks of turning out a bony, half-starved 
calf in the spring into the clover-field, with 
the skin on its sides all split through with u 

kr.ife in order to add to its growth. But this 
last proposition is quite ns sensible and phil- 
osophical ns the other. Nature takes enre 

of itself in these particulars. Sap in plants 
is wlmt the blood is to animals. Its vigor- 
ous (low reaches every part of its composi- 
tion, and gives to each its proper play and 
function. We can show frequent instances 
of a decrepid, shrivelled branch, by the 

throwing open and manuring of the roots, 
ami a thorough pruning of the whole top, 
increasing from an inch to two inches in 
diameter in a single season; and without as- 

sistance it grew, bursting and throwing off 
its old contracted bark as freely as the growth 
of a vigorous asparagus shoot will develop 
itsell during a warm shower in May. Such 
nostrums are only the invention of the head 
to the laziness of the hands. 

A Horse’s Instinct. 
An Iowa newspaper, at St. Anthony, re- ! 

lates the following interesting anecdote of a 

horse : 

We do not remember ever to have heard 
of a more remarkable exhibition of equine 
intelligence than was communicated to us a 

few days since by Mr. Allen, ol this place.— 
The circumstances, as they were nnrraied to 

ns, are as follows : Mr. A. has had for a con- 

siderable time a span of sprightly little hor- 
ses that lie has never separated. In the sta- 

ble, in the field, in the harness, they have al- 

ways been together. This has caused a 

strong attachment 10 grow up between them. 
A few days ago, he went with them out to 

Lake Minnetonka, on a fishing excursion.— 

Taking them out of the carriage, he led them 
down to the lake, and tied them with stout 

ropes, several rods apart, on a strip of grass 
that grew upon the shore, and left them to 

feed. Returning to the shantee, he threw 
himself upon the floor to await the return of 
the party who had repared to the lake to 

fish. Not much time had elapsed before the 
sound of an approaching horse’s feet attract- 

ed his attention, and a moment afier one of 
his span appeared at the door. The animal 

put his head in, and giving one neigh, re- 

turned nt a slow gallop, yet under evident ex- 

citement, to the spot where, hut a few mo- 

ments before, he nod his companion had 
been seemingly safely fastened. Surprised 
to find his horse loose, and struck with his 

singular conduct, Mr. A. followed, mid found 
the other lying in the water entangled in the 

rope, and struggling to keep his head from 
being submerged. While Mr. A. proceeded 
to disengage the unfortunate horse, his no- 

ble benefactor stood by, nmnilesiing the ut- 

most solicitude mid sympathy, and when 
his male was exiriented from his situation, 
and again upon his feet on terra firma, ilie 

generous creature exhibited the most un- 

questionable signs ot satisfaction and joy.— 
That this intelligent animal should have no- 

ticed the misfortune of his mate—that he 
should know where to apply for rescue, and 
in his efforts should sunder a three-fourths 
of an inch rope, and finally, that he should 
exhibit so high an appreciation of the event, 
are circumstances to astonish its, and com- 

mend themselves to the thoughtful consider- 
ation of those who would limit the power of 

reasoning to the genus homo. 

Fall of Rocks at Niagara. 
Some one at Niagara Falls writes as fol- 

lows in a letter to the Buffalo Courier :— 

It has been my good fortune to witness, one 

day last week, a sight such as is not often seen, 
I being the descent of an immense mass of solid 

rock into the river below. Oil the point where 
we were at work, (upon the Lewiston railroad) 
a monster rock, weighing as near as I can cal- 
culate, about 200 tons, projected out from the 
perpendicular ledge on which we were at work, 
with seemingly no anpport under it, but held 
only by the earth, roots, &c., on top, and con- 

necting it with the main bank. On removing 
this earth a seem was discovered, Hnd the rock 
began to manifest signs of uneasiness, feeling 
as much as a rotk could feel, evident agitation 
at the prospect before it. The scam gradually 
opened, little patches of earth disengaged them- 
selves, and tbe word was soon spread that the 
big rock was aboot to take a leap into the 
foaming cauldron below. Quite a concourse of 

NEW YORK CRYSTAL PALACE FOR THE EXHIBITION OF INDUSTRIAL PRODUCTS. 

We present our readers this week, at con- 

siderable expense, with the above magnificent 
engraving of the American Crystal Palace, 
now heing erected at Reservoir Square, in New 
\ork City. The outside of the building is that 
of the Greek Cross. 

Each diameter of the cross will be 305 feet 
5 inches long. There will be three similar en- 

trances—one on the Sixth avenue, one on For- 
tieth, and one on Forty-second street. Each 
entrance will be 47 feet wide, and that on the 
Sixth avenue will be approached by a flight of 

eight steps. Each arm of the cross is, on the 
ground plan, 149 feet broad, this is divided in- 
to a central nave and two aisles, one on each 
side.—the nave 41 feet wide—each aisle 54 
feet wide. On each front is a large semicircu- 

_ 
__ 

— 

lar fan-light 41 feet wide and 21 feet high.— 
The nave or central portion is67 feet high, and 
is of an arch 41 feet in diameter. There are 

to be two arched naves crossing one another at 

right angles. The exterior width of the ridge 
way of the nave is 71 feet. The central dome 
is 100 feel in diameter—68 feet inside from the 
floor to the spring of the arch, and 118 feet to 
the crown ; and on the outside, with the lantern, 
149 feet. At each angle is an octagonal Lower, 
9 feet in diameter, and 75 feet hi-'It. Each 

j aisle is covered by a gallery of its own width, 
24 feet from the door. 

The number of the columns on the ground 
floor will be 190, all hollow, and of 8 inches 
diameter, and of different thicknesses from 1-2 
to 1 inch. On the gallery floor there will be 

122 columns, and the whole structure w ill be 
constructed of glass and iron. 

The building will be octagonal, the double 
cross being the galleries. With the three pub- 
lic entrances there will also be a private en- 

trance. The ground floor is divided into four 

compartments separated from one another by 
the naves anil transepts running at right angles 
with two tiers of galleries. The whole of the 

building is to be lighted by the large dome in 
the centre. 

The building will he seen for a considerable 
distance, and it will command an extensive 
view of the city. It will be a larger building 
than any ever erected in our country, and will 
contain on its ground floor 111,000 square feet 
of space, and in its galleries, which are 54 feet I 

wide, 02,000 square feet more, making a total 
area of 173,000 square feel for the purposes of 
exhibition. The interior view of this building 
will be larger and more expensive than any 
structure in our land, and those who have been 
astounded w ith the first view of a great assem- 

bly under a huge tent, will, when they first 
behold the inside of this structure next year, 
teeming with a living, moving mass of con- 

gregated thousands hold their breath for a 

time.-’ 
V.’c understand that the castings have all 

been contracted for and given out, and the ut- 

most energy is being displayed to have the 

building completed so as to be opened by the 
3d of May. 

visitors gathered on the bank above, and the 
men ran from their work, some in fear and 
trembling, to the top of the bank, 150 feet above, 
to be sure to be out of the way. At length 
the monster gave signs of acute internal dis- 
tress ; the trees which stood upon it began to 

nod good bye ; the seam rent and the rock fell, 
‘the fall thereof being great.’ Away it went, 
jumping, crashing, and tearing everything be- 
fore it, two hundred feet down to the river be- 
low. The tall trees in its course snapped like 

pipe-stems. Hut when it reached the river a 

most magnificent spectacle was presented.— 
'I here rose like a great water giant, a white 
column of spray and mist a hundred feet high— 
incredible as it may seem, those who witnessed 
it will attest that it rose to one-third the height 
of the chasm—and spread round in Tallin" a 

I 
distance of from two to three hundred feet, and 

| the rays of the sun striking it formed a perfect 
rainbow. It was certainly the grandest sight 

I of the kind I ever witnessed, and worth a jour- 
J ney to see. It impresses one vividly w ith a 

pretty tangible idea of the elfects of an accu- 
1 

mulation of power. 
— 

Texas Reptiles. 
This Texas of ours is an astonishingly pro- 

lific country. Every field stands luxuriant, i 
crowded, so that it can scarce wave under the J 
breeze, with corn or sugar, or wheat or cotton. 

Every cabin is full and overflowing, through 
all its doors and windows, with white-haired 1 

children. Every prairie abounds in deer, 
prairie-hens and cattle. Every river and creek ! 

is alive with fish. The whole land is electric 
with lizards perpetually darling among the 

grass like flashes of green lightning. We 
have too much prairie and loo little forest fur 
a great variety of birds. But in horned frogs, 
scorpions, tarantulas and centipedes, we beat 
the universe. Everybody has seen the horned 
frogs. You see them in jars in the windows 
of apothecaries. You arc entreated to pur- 
chase them hy loafing boys on the levee, at 

New Orleans. They have been neatly sol- 
dered up in soda boxes, and mailed by young 
gentlemen in Texas to fair ones in the old 

I States. The fair ones receive the neat pack- 
! 

age from the post-office, are delighted at the 

prospect of a daguerreotype—perhaps jewelry 
—open the package eagerly and faint, as the 

frog within hops out in excellent health, upon 
them. A horned frog is,simply, a very harm- 
less frog, with very portentous horns. It has 
horns because everything in its region—trees, 
shrubs, grass even, has thorns— and nature 

makes it in keeping with all around it. A 
menagerie of them would not be expensive.— 
They are content to live upon air—and can, if 

desired, live, I am told, lor several months, 
without even that. 

The scorpions are precisely like those of 
! Arabia—in the shape of a lobster, exactly, on- 

ly not more than some three inches long.— 
You are very apt to put one upon your face in 

the towel which yon apply thereto after wash- 

ing. If you do, you will find the sting about 

equal to that of a wasp—nothing worse. They 
are far lesk poisonous than the Scorpion of the 
East—in fact, none except new comers dread 
them at all. 

But the tarantula I You remember the as- 

tonishing elasticity with which you sprapg in 
the air that time you were just on the point of 
putting your raised foot down upon a snake 
coiled in your path. You were frightened—- 
through every fibre of your body. Very prob- 

ably tbe snake was a3 harmless as it was beau- 
tiful. Spring as high, be as utterly frightened 
as possible, when yoo just avoid stepping up- 
on a tarantula, however. Filthy, loathsome, 
abominable and poisonous—crush it to atoms 
before you leave it! If you have never seen 

it—know henceforth that it is an enormous spi- 
der ; concentrating in itself all the venom and 
spite of all other spiders living. Its body is 
some two inches long, black and bloated. It 
enjoys the possession of eight long, strong 
legs, a red mouth, and an abundance of still' 
brown hair all over itself. When standing, it 
covers an area of a saucer. Attack it with a 

stick, and it rears on its hind legs, gnashes at 

the slick, and fights like a fiend. It even jumps 
forward a foot or two in its rage, and if it bite 
into a vein, the hile is death I I have been 
told of the battle fought by one on board 
a steamboat. Discovered at the lower end of 
the saloon, it came hopping up the saloon, 
driving tbe whole body o( passengers before 
it, and almost drove the whole company, crew 
and all, overhoard. 

1 he first I saw was at the house of a friend. 
I spied it crawling slowly over tbe wall, medi- 

tating murder upon the children playing in 
the loom. Excessively prudent in Heard to 

my fingers, I at last, however, had it safelv 
imprisoned in a glass jar, unhurt. There was 

a flaw in the glass as well as a hole through 
the cork by which it could breathe, but in ten 

minutes it was dead from rage ! Soon after, 
I killed three upon my place, crawling about 
ground trodden every day by the bare feet of 
my little boy. A month alter, I killed a whole 
nest of them. They had formed their family 
circle under a door-step, upon which the afore- 
said little fellow played daily. Had he seen 

one of them, lie would, of course, have picked 
it up as a remarkably promising toy; and I 
would have been childless. 

I was silling one day upon a log in the 
woods, w hen I saw one slowly crawl out to 

enjoy the evening air and the sunset scenery, 
lie was the largest, most bloated one I ever 

saw. As I was about to kill him,l was struck 
with the conduct of a chance wasp. It too, 
had seen the tarantula, and was flying slowly 
around it. The tarantula recognized it as a 

foe; and throwing itself upon its hindlegs, 
breathed dcflance. For some lime tho wasp 
flew around it, and then, like a flash flew right 
against it, and stung it under its bloated belly. 
The tarantula gnashed its red and venomed 

jaws, and threw its long hairy legs about in 
impotent rage, while the wasp flew round and 
round it, watching for another opportunity._ 
Again and again did it dash its sting into the 
reptile, and escape. After the sixth stab, the 
tarantula actually fell over on its back, dead ; 
and the wasp, after making itself sure of this, 
and inflicting a last sting to make matters sure 
flew off, happy in having done a duty assigned 
it in creation. In an hour more, a colony of 
ants had carried it down piecemeal, and depos- 
ited it in their catacombs. 

But deadliest and most abhorrent of all our 

reptiles in Texas, is the centipede. This is a 

kind of worm, from three to six inches lonn, 
exactly like an enormous caterpillar. It is 
green, or brown, or yellow—some being found 
of each of these colors. As its name denotes, 
it has along each side, a row of feet, horny 
claws Talher. Imagine that you walk some 

night across your chamber floor with naked 
feet ; you pul your foot down upon a soli some- 

thing, and ihstantly it coils around your foot 

in a ring, sticking every claw up lu the body 
in your foot. The poison flows through each 
claw, and in two minutes you will have fainted 
with agony, in a few more, and you will be 
dead. The deadly thing cannot be torn away. 
It^tas to be cut off, and claw by claw plucked 
out. Even if it crawls over the naked body of 
a sleeping person, without sticking in its claws, 
the place will pain the person for years after 
—at least, so I have been told. 

I have seen these things—in which nature 

corks up her deadly poisons—often ; yell have 
heard of few cases in which they have bitten 
or killed any one. The kind Being who 
makes the butterflies to be so abundant, in the 
same loving kindness which makes them so 

beautiful and so abundant, makes all deadly 
creatures to be scarce.—Arthur's Home Ga- 
zelle. 

A Country Wedding. 
The recently published Memoirs of the Itev. 

H. 15. .Soule, formerly pastor of the Universa- 
list Church at Hartford contain the following 
amusing anecdote:— 

Did I ever tell you of a certain wedding I 
once attended ? Its history runs on this wise : 

On one stormy Thursday, last winter, as I was 

going to the post office, I was accosted by a 

young man, or old boy, (I don't know which, 
but I shall leave yon to judge) with the inqui- 
ry, 

1 I say, mister, can't ye tell me, sir, where 
Dominie Soule lives! I suppose I am the 
man yon are seeding.’ The young man’s 
countenance changed. The expression of in* 
tense anxiety passed away, and was succeeded 

by one of ludicrous bashfulness. Well, then, 
ye are Dominie Soule, be ve! Well, 1 want 

to sec you a few miuutes, if ye have no objec- 
tions.’ ‘None at all, sir. Be so kind as to 

walk into my study with me, where we can 

attend to your business by the side of a com- 

fortable fire.’ 

Unce in the study, lie asked again, you’re 
Dominie Soule, the minister, be ye ?’ ‘I am.’ 

De we all alone ?’ looking sheepishly at the 
half open bed-ruum door. We are,’ said I, 
as 1 closed it. I knew well what he wanted, 
but I was wicked enough to enjoy his embar- 
rassment. After hitching and shuffling, and 

hemming awhile, he spoke out, * Well, T come 

for to get you to go and marry somebody to- 

night.’ ‘Indeed! and how far is it?' ‘Oh, 
it’s only just seven miles op here, you know.’ 
I wanted he should go and get some one else ; 

it stormed furiously, and I did not feel like 

buffeting a cold northeaster that night. Hut lie 
said No, the old tolks want you, and the old j 
folks wouldn't like it if we didn't have you, 

you know.’ Well, if you must have me, I. 

wish you would postpone it till better weather; I 
I will then come up and marry you.’ Oh 

dear, that won't do, no how, for we've post- 
poned it once, and we wouldn’t postpone it 

again for nothing.’ I then said to him, Sir, 
I will tell you what I will do—if you come 

down here I will marry you for nothing.’ No, 
that would do neither; 'cause the old folks 
wants for to see 11s get married ; and you must 

come any way; you shan’t lose nothing.’ 
The poor fellow begged' so hard I concluded 

to go, and accordingly hired a horse and cutter 

and about five o'clock started on my novel wed- 

ding mission. I found the travelling exceed- 

ingly bad all the way, and particularly ao after 
I left the main road. At length I reached the 

log house, in which the fair bride lived.— 
Hitching my horse, I went to the door and 

knocked, when a stern, old voice bade me 

‘come in.’ Entering the house, 1 was invited 
to sit down with all my over-clothes on. I 
asked the old man if they were going to have a 

wedding there that evening. He said they 
were. I then looked around to see if I could, 
where the parties were coming from. There 
was hut one door to the house, and that led out 

into the world. Very soon, however, I heard 
a clattering up stairs, and, to my astonish- 
ment, the bridegroom and bride came down the 
ladder. He hacked down, leading her by both 
hands. They wese seated. 
‘If you are ready for the ceremony, you 

will plea3e rise.’ 
They stared at eacli oilier, at the old folks, 

at me, but sat still. Twice I repeated it, and 
twice was met by the same vacant siare. 

If you want to get married, stand up,’ said 
I. That they understood, and 1 proceeded to 

make the twain one. When I came to this 

part of the ceremony, the matter run thus: 
Do you take this woman,’ &c. 1 
Most sarlainly, sir.’ 
Do you promise to love her above all oth- 

ers,’ &c. 1 
W by,’ said he, I've done so this good 

while /’ 
I almost forgot the solemnities of the occa- 

sion in my efforts to suppress laughter. When 
I came to the bride with this question, Do 
you lake this man,’ &c. 1 

I'll love him just as long as he loves me, 
and that’s long enough.’ 

I smiled, but -succeeded in governing myself 
so as to conclude the ceremony, which through- 
out was of the same unique character. When 
it was over, the bridegroom passed around a 

howl of good old black strap, and then gave me 

a cigar. Just as I was leaving, he gave me 

some change, which 1 put in a separate pocket, 
to know how much 1 had. When I got home, 
I paid ten shillings for my horse and cutter, 

and, on counting my change, found that he had 
given me the sum of six-and-six-pence. But, 
as he had said, I didn’t lose nothin’—the other 

three-and-six-pence I had in fun. 

A Mercantile Love Letter.—The fol- 
lowing is n copy of a Idler from a clerk to 

(lie luily who shared his feelings wiili (lie 
cares of business. It is a model of its kin!: 

‘I have received, Miss, ilte denr yours of 
the Gtli current with the greatest pleasure.— 
Your goodness makes me returns which ren- 

der me very happy; but your father puts the 
climax to my impatience, in leaving blank 
the date of our marriage. To see tnysell put 
off to several years from date is to remain 
too long in stiff, ring. My henrt will make a 

draft on yon, of which I hope you will 

pay the expenses. Tile office deprives me 

tilts evening ut your denr presence, on ac- 

count ol the general weekly balance : hut my 
affection for you remains firm, and will 
reach its destination without damage. I send 
you herein enclosed tny sentiments of devo- 
tion and reaped. Pieuse to carry them to 

my credit, 4ie.’ 

A hardy son of the ocean, on retiring to 
his ship after die taking of Vera Cruz, cap- 
tured a donkey, and immediately mounted 
him ; but seating himsell on the rump, die 
animal kicked up anti came near throwing 
him ofT. A soldier told him to sit fuither 
forwnrd on the mule and he would not kick 
so.' The old tar replied—‘I’ll see you blowed 
first! tliis is mine, and I’d like to know who 
will stop me from riding ou the quarter deck 
of my oum jackass 

For bare—A cook-stove, four year* old 
and well broke. Will draw anything, from 
green oak to a’iandscape. 

Marked Down I 
• Morn in’, squire,’ quoth a Cope-Codish 

looking genius, as he sidled into s large, fleshy 
dry goods store on Washington street, one 

morning this week, ‘got a pooly good lot of 
things In here.* 

Yes, sir,’ says a frizzle-headed clerk—one 
of those chaps whose complexion exhibits 
strung symptoms of ‘boarding house diet,’ a 

dearth of fresh air and exercise, and a ghostly 
profusion of starched linen, soap and hair 
grease ; ‘what shall I sell you to-diy, sir?’ 

Wen, I was tellin’ on the ole woman afore 
1 left hum, ef I could trade to please myself, 
I d buy her some stuff for a gown, and myself 
a pair of trnwaera,’ 

y> ell, sir, if tc* can't aell you, I’ll stake 
the reputation of onr house that you ean’t bo 
suited in this city !’ says frizzle head. 

I want to know! Then just let ua see some 
of your stuffs.’ 

In course of an hour’s pulling down and or* 

erhauling, frizzle head had ‘the goods’ cut and 
rolled up, and they were under the arm of a 

specimen of the human family, about as ato* 

ically disposed and physically constructed, as 

the man who was supposed to—butt ye bull off 
the battery! 

Can’t I sell you something else, to-day, 
sir?’ says frizzle. 

‘Guess not,’ says Cape Cod; ‘I’ll eomo 

agin when I want a fresh mess of stuff. My 
name’s Jenkins, Josiah Jenkins-, jiet mark 
down these things, and maybe afore Christmas 
I’ll be in and see about ’em !’ 

Sir?’ inquiringly responds frizzle head, 
•Jenkins—mark ’em down.’ 
‘I don’t comprehend you sir?’ 
‘Don’t? Come round here,’ says Capa 

Cod, leading frizzle head out to the door, 
where, placing hia bony, big forefinger upon a 

placard, says he, ‘what’s that? Do you ealk- 
elaie Cape folks can't read nor nothin’?—goods 
marked down! Mark these down I’tra got J 
when I come in agin, we’ll see about ’em ! 

Whether the clerk was trying to see through 
the fog of the fact, or whether he was stunned 
by lire 'marked intelligence’ of a Cape-Coder, 
we know not; but when the clerk looked 
around, the customer was hull down 7—Yankee 
Blade. 

An Immense Job. 
A few years ago, remarks the Albany 

Knickerbocker, Hie Dutch who conquered 
Holland resolved that they Would udd to the 

quantity of fertile land in the kingdom by 
pumping out Harlem Lake, a lake seventy 
miles long anil twenty miles broad, which 
gave it DU area equal to Lake Champlain.— 
To carry out the undertaking, three immense 
engines were rotistrucied in England in the 
fall uf 1847, although the pumping did not 

commence till the spring of 1S4S. Late ac- 

counts say the job is nearly completed—the 
greater purl of the bottom lieing exposed.— 
To lower the lake one inch,four million lues 

uf water had to he lifted. In three years the 
nke was lowered seven feet three inches) 
tii December, Inst yenr it was reduced to nine 
feet and a half, and now it is neatly dry. 
It is believed that no less than 700,000,000 
tons of water have been lifted hy the engines 
since they commenced operations. This is 
equal to a mass of solid rock, a little more 

than three stpiure miles, and one hundred 
feel high, that is allowing fifteen cubic feet 
for a ton. We can easily perceive what an 

immense amount of labor the engines per- 
formed, anti what power there is in coal ap- 
plied in a state of combustion to water, for 
the purpose of raising water. Each engine 
was three hundred and fifty horse power, and 
so economical were their Working qualities, 
that two and a quarter pounds of Welsh coal 
per hour was all the luel used for each horse 
power of an engine. The Dutch engineer* 
were nearly unanimous for using the old 
fashioned wind-mills, which had been so often 
employed for the same purpose, hut it was 

ascertained by two English engineers that 
the stenm engines could he built and do the 
work fur one-half the amount of wind-mills ; 
this has been completely fulfilled. 

A Good One. 
Ludicrous blunders sometimes occur in ca- 

ses where ignorant persuns attempt the use of 
language about the meaning of which they 
know nothing. 

Nut long since while travelling from Pitts- 
burg to Cincinnati, two rather verdant speci- 
mens of the female sex came on board the boat 
at one of the landings, w hom, for the sake of 
distinction we will call Mary and Jane. Now 
Mary had cut her eye teeth, or in other words, 
was acquainted with the rules and regulations 
which govern genteel society. Jane, the 
younger, had never mixed in society to any 
great extent, and was therefore in blissful ig- 
ignorance as to any of the rules which govern 
refined people. Her language, too, was only 
such as she had heard among her rustic asso- 

ciates. Mary was aware of the fact, and had 
therefore cautioned her to observe how she 
(Mary) acted, and to govern herself according- 
ly. Jane promised implicit obedience. Short- 
ly after, while seated at the dinner table, the 
waiter asked Mary what part of the Kiwi she 
would have. 

She informed him, in a very polite manner, 
that it was ‘perfectly immaterial.’ He ac- 

cordingly gave her a piece, and then inquired 
of Jane what piece she would choose. The 
simple minded girl replied with all the self-aa- 
sorance imaginable—11 believe I’ll take s 

piece of the immaterial, too.1* 
The scene that followed this declaration is 

beyond the power of pen to describe. The 
assembled company were compelled to give 
vent to their surcharged feelings ill peals of 
boisterous laughter ; while the poor girl, her 
face suffused with crimson blushes, left the ta- 

ble, declaring as she fled to the cabin—'They 
won't ketch me board of one of these pesky 
steamboats soon agin.’ 

A mystic belle who fame tripping into the 
house one e7emng from the fields was told 
l>y her city cousin that site looked as fresh 
as daisy kissed hy the dew. 

eh. *' wasn’t Buy fellow of that name, 
bn hll Jones, that kissed tne; and confound 
In picture. I told him everybody wuuJd 
find it out.’ 

A good story is told by die Belfast Journal 
of a College professor, ss follows : 

‘He was one of your precise men, who 
measured off sentences as a clerk does cboico 
ribbons. The good professor took it into hie 
hend to relieve the monotony of his existence 
hy an nqnatic excursion. The boat was un- 

fortunately capsized near the shore, and ho 
waa put in a foir way to test the virtues of 
Priesnitz’s theory. He waa arena to ma- 

king nny uncouth outcry, and had gone down 
twice, without saying n word; but just a* 
his occiput was disappearing a third time, ho 
rolled on his back, and blowing like a por- 
poise, exclaimed, rather louder than usual,— 
'It is anticipated that some on* will eaitni to 

I me a rope /’ 


