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IRENE. 
Bv Joseph T. Gillmm. 

Thou fairest flower, 
Why- dost thou fling thyself across my path; 
My tiger spring must crush thee in its way, 
But cannot pause to pity thee.—Maturin. 
Mahomet the Second, surnarned the 

Great, was the seventh soldan of the 
Turks. He was brave, ambitious, and 
cruel, and possessed all the energy and 
decision of character necessary to a 

great conqueror. He delighted in mu- 

sic, sculpture, and the polite arts in 
general, and was as remarkable, for 
his beauty of aspect as for his manifold 
acquirements. 

Had Mahomet possessed u compas- 
sionate heart with some other qualities 
which distinguished him, his name and 
achievements would have been blazon- 
ed forth with those of Richard cceurde 
Lion, and like the lion-hearted king he 
would have shone a conspicuous hero 
in the pages of history and romance. 

Cruelty was a prominent feature in 
Mahomet’s character,—as the cloud 
that obscures the sun, it threw a shade 
over his brightest actions. This exe- 
crable propensity appeared to be a con- 
stitutional defect, and not the result oi 
circumstances—it had evinced itself in 
early youth, and some of bis juvenile 
pranks were marked by a refinement 
in cruelty that (had lie existed in the 
reign of the Inquisition) would have 
qualified him for an exalted station in 
that body. 

With all bis faults, and they were 

many, Mahomet was not entirely des- 
titute of every thing bearing the appel- 
lation of humanity—his generosity and 
munificence knew no bounds; his friend- 
ship, though obtained with difficulty, 
was unalterable and clung to its object 
as the needle to the pole—these, with 
a love for moral truth and freedom 
from dissimulation, were the redeeming 
points in Mahomet’s character. 

His fierce and intractable spirit was 

unsusceptible of the powers of love— 
certainly, he had never known the ge- 
trial influence of this passion. He was 

a veritable Mahometan, and regarded 
the finer part of creation with senti- 
ments peculiar to that of Islam. He 
anticipated and waited patiently for per- 
fect happiness in the society of the 
beautiful girls of paradise, called from 
their large dark eyes, Hur al oyun; 
these celestial beings recline in the 
•hade of the tree Tuba—they say that 
“the boughs of this tree will spontane- 
ously bend down to the hand of the per- 
•on who would gather of its fruits, and 
that it will supply the faithful not only 
with food, hut also with silken gar- 
ments, and beasts to ride upon already 
• addled and bridled and adorned with 
rich trappings, which will burst forth 
from its fruits.” This tree is so large 
that a person mounted on the fleetest 
horse would not be able to gallop from 
one end of its shade to the other in one 

hundred years. As plenty of water is 
a great addition to the pleasantness of 

any place, the Koran often speaks of 
the rivers of paradise as a great orna- 

ment. Some of these rivers, they say, 
flow with water, some with milk, some 

with wine, and others with honey, all 
taking their rise from the root of the 
tree Tuba. 

The winning graces and enticements 
of the resplendent beauties who com- 

posed Mahomet’s retinue were lost on 

one who had even gazed with apathy 
on those assemblages of charms which 
are fascinatingto the eye alone. Reg- 
ularity of feature, unless illuminated 
with the rays of genius and intelligence, 
were to him objects of indifference ra- 

ther than love. It is little w onder that 
Mahomet with these sentiments avoided 
the society of his illiterate and insipid 
countrywomen. The conquest of his 
proud heart [if admiration writhout af- 
faction deserves the name of love] was 

reserved for the beautiful and unfortu- 
nate Irene. 
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Turksin 1453, Irene became the cap 
tive of Mahomet. Her extraordinary 
^beauty and accomplishments had beet 
the prolific theme of many a Greciai 
bard, and had reserved her for a fati 
more dreadful than death.—She wa 
the antithesis of the Turkish ladies ii 
ever) thing but beauty, and in this an 

love, she shone the peerless queen 
Her form is described as a perfect me 
del of symmetry—there was the loft 
brow of her race, the beautiful cask< 
that told of the transcendent gem yvitt 
»n; the eyes of life and light which, r 

the rays of Cynthia halloyved ever 

thing they shone upon. She was tt 

Venus de Medici, animated by the fire 
of Prometheus. 

“Her check all purple, with the beam of youth 
Mounting at times to a transparent glow. 
As if her veins ran lightning.” 
It is not surprising that the unrival, 

led beauty of Irene, whose countenance i 
beaming with love and innocence, should 
when, contrasted with the inanimate 
fe atures of the Turkish ladies, inspire ] 
Mahomet with admiration. He regard- 
ed the mind as the standard of superior- 
ity, and with this criterion he viewed 
Irene as the only terrestrial being that 
could bear a comparison with the black- 
eyed houris of paradise. 

The seraglio at Constantinople, at 
the time we write, wus delightfully sit- 
uated between the Archipelago and the 
Black Sea. It extended out on the pro- 
montory Chrysocerus, and commanded I 
a magnificent view of one of the finest 
harbors in the world. Its form was 

triangular, and, comprising the gar- 
dens attuched to it, covered a surface 
of three miles in circumference—al- 
though within the city it wus remarks- 
ble lor its exclusiveness. Externally, 
the seraglio was a jumble of various 
orders ot architect; without any regard 
to method or arrangement; consequent- 
ly it had an irregular and unpleasing 
appearance to a classic eye. The 
Turks, however, viewed it as a para- 
gon of architectural beauty. 

The apartments were capacious, and 
adorned with oriental sumptuousness; 
the drapery of the walls was com|>o- 
sod of the most splendid and costly ma- 

terials; silks of gold and purple fending 
in the most profuse and exuberant 
fields; couches of down, whose volup- 
tuous appearance invited to repose, 
were disposed throughout the apart- 
ments; carpets of gorgeous dyes; on 

whose buoyant surface u steed might 
vault without making an echo in the 
canopied ceiling; even the light of hea- 
ven was mellowed and softened before 
it found admission into this fairy abode; 
it beamed through lattices of stained 
glass, shedding a glow around, which 
gave the place the appearance of en- 

chantment rather than that of sober 
reality. 

Then the view: On one side the ex- 

panse of ocean studded with innumera- 
ble islands; the barks, seeming like 
things of life, gliding over the undula- 
ting wave; opposed to this—the gur- 
dens of the seraglio, filled with colos- 
sal trees that had been ages in attain- 
ing their towering altitude; whilst in- 
digenous fl iwcrs of every hue and fra- 
grance delighted the eye and loaded 
the air with odorous sweets. As if 
Flora had been niggard of her fairy 
gifts in this sunny clime, and that noth- 
ing should be defective, Mahomet hud 
augmented the train of Flora w ith exo- 

tics from every land, Flowers were 

transplanted from the wilderness, and 
blossomed as freshly in their new abode 
as if they had nevtr known the offici- 
ous care of man. Birds of gorgeous 
plumage warbled forth their intrusive 
melody from many an orange bough, 
and in the gushing fountains the Lydian 
bard, 

With arched neck, 
Between her white wing* mantling, proudly 

row’d 
Her state with oary feet.” 

The pelucid rill, murmuring soft mu- 

sic, o’er its pebbly bed—the solitude, 
the balmy air surcharged with fra- 
grance from a thousand insense-breath- 
ing flowers—all contributed to render 
the gardens of lstampol—a fairy spot 
on earth, and a meet resort for the 
Fays and Naiades with which oriental 
superstition had invested them. 

On a couch of cygnet’s down, sat, 
or rather reclined the undisputed lord 
of the enchanted palace and gurdens of 

lstampol. He was roused from the 
reverie into which he had fallen by the 

presence of his trusted slave, who stood 
before him in an attitude of the deepest 
humility. 

“If one of the humblest of thy slaves 
said he, “be permitted to speak and 
live in the presence of the commander 
of the fa-.’ 

“Speak! and let thy words be brief,” 
exclaimed Mahomet, suddenly inter, 

rupting his follower’s ceremonious ad- 
dress. Thus reprimanded, the slave 
stated as concisely as possible, that 
the Grecian whom he had preserved 
from the swords of his soldiers, and 
had ordered to be conveyed to the 

seraglio, awaited his pleasure. 
“Ha!” cried Mahomet, rising from 

his recumbent posture, “conduct her 

l hither without delay—my fair Greek, 
i how could I forget the vision of beauty 
i that moved as an angel of paradise a- 

? midst the carnage and slaughter which 
1 surrounded her!” 
1 Mahomet gazed with tumultuous de- 

light on the beautiful being who bent 
her knee before him in all the majesty 

V of youth and loveliness—in a voice 
t whose every accent was music, she 

supplicated his protection, 
s “Arise, fair being,” said Mahomet— 

y “you petition where it shall be immu. 
p 1 nity to command. Give me the ligh 

I I ot your countenance, and Mahomet 
will be proud to execute thy behests.” 

“Alas, sire, you add irony to misfor- 
tune! Restore me to my friends, and 
my unceasing orisons shall attend you.’ j “\ou do me great injustice, fair 
Greek. When Mahomet says aught 

| to injure one so fair and pure as thou, 
may the tongue that gives utterance to 
the foul detraction be mute forever, j \ ou may confide in one whose actions ! 
have ever been conformable to his 
words.” 

“1 may trust in thy kingly faith,” 
replied the too confiding Irene. “Some- 
thing tells me thy noble nature would 
disdain to trample on one whom ad- 
verse fortune has reduced to wretched- 
ness?” Deal with me, great Sultan, 
as if misfortune and thyself were ac- 

I quainted.” 
“By the living waters of heaven!” 

exclaimed the impassioned Mahomet, 
who was completely charmed with the 
trusting temper of his fair captive, 
“thy confidence shall not be betrayed. 
Transcendent Irene, thou art dearer to 

my eyes than light; ambition and re- 
nuvvn are as nothing compared with 
thy love—say that I am not hateful to 
thine eyes, and 1 will praise and adore 
thee. You shall be to me the crescent 
moon—no clouds shall dim thy radi- 
ance—you shall ever be the soft and 
tender shrine at which I worship.” 

Mahomet's fine countenance was 

lighted up with a glow of enthusiasm 
which much enhanced his striking ap- 
pearance. He was irresistably luscin- 
uted with the beuutiful Irene. Al- 
though astounded at this unexpected 
burst of feeling, Irene was not insensi- 
ble to the handsome form and com- 

manding mind of the ardent Sultan. 
The various reports that she had giv- 
cn credence to, of Mahomet’s austere 
and mhumun temperament, she now 

fully discredited. Love had usurped 
the place of reuson, and in her preju- 
diced view, the infatuated Irene saw 

nothing to execrate, and every thing 
to admire in the avowed and relentless 
enemy of her race. 

Irene was happy in the favor of the 
Sultan, and Mahomet was pleased with 
the undivided and boundless love of his 
willing captive. War, ambition and 
conquests were thrown aside—shut up 
in the depths of the seraglio, he con- 

sumed his time in efTeminacy and luxu- 
riousness; his closest and most disinter- 
ested adherents were denied access, al- 
though affairs ot vital importance to 
his safety demanded his attention. 

Joyous and free, their lives were one 

uninterrupted chain of enjoyment—the 
bird of night sang them to repose, and 
they uwoke but to quaff again the cup 
of joy replete with bliss. Aurora’s 
crimson blush, and Cynthia’s silvery 
rays beamed for them; the flowers 
bloomed—the rill murmured—the birds 
carrolled—but for them alone. 

They rose at one instant, played, 
sat together, and wherever they went, 
like J uno’s swains, still they went coup- 
led, and inseparable. 

Alas! alas! pleasure never comes 

sincere to man, but let, by heaven, 
upon hard usury. Like rainbows hues, 
when brightest, it is still the fleetest— 
just as the flower had bloomed, and all 
its fragrance felt, a blighting storm 
arose and crushed it in its zenith. 

The soldiers of Mahomet at length 
began to murmur at the inglorious in- 

activity into which their once martial 
leader had plunged. This indolence 
was attributed to the agency of the 
Greek slave, Irene, who was said to 
be a sorceress, and had by magic spells 
and incantations, involved their gene- 
ral in her accursed toils. What gave 
plausibility to this opinion was that 
Mahomet had not been visible to his 
followers since his first interview with 
Irene. They were incensed beyond 
measure at the innocent cause of the 
Sultau’s seclusion. From discontent 
and insubordination they began to ex- 

hibit evident symptoms of a general 
revolt. To such a phrenzy had the 
excitement arisen, that it became appa- 
rent that nothing but the life of the 
fated Irene would pacify the multitude. 

Nothing could equal the infatuation 
■ of Mahomet—the sedition of his follow. 
: j ers acted as a chain to bind him still 
l closer to his fascinating slave—but the 
1 chord had been strained to its greatest 
s tension; it at length broke, and ruin 

and desolation followed its division. 
1 It was one of those mellow evenings 
r peculiar to tropical climates—the soft. 
, ened sun, shorn of his fiery beams, 

shed a golden shower over tower, 
| wave and grove; not a cloud w-as in 

1 the amethystine arch of heaven—not 
a zephyr undulated the placid bosom 
of the Archipelago, which lay like a 

it sheet of fluid gold in the mellow blaze 

y of the setting sun—deceitful wave ol 
e the breast of man, its very calmness is 
e the treacherous precursor of evil. A 

nightingale had perched upon an or- 

ange bough, and made the grove re. 

l- sound with his enchanting melody. 
it “See,” said Mahomet to his erer-pre 

I 

aent Irene, “the bulbul has commenced 
his premature song. By heaven, ho 
mistakes thy glowing lips for his ves- 

per blooming Sultana!” 
“There is the last we shall behold of 

the glorious sun,” exclaimed Irene, un- 

heeding the Haltering compliment— 
“but to-morrow,” continued she, “the 
god of day shall shine anew, with 
bright effulgence, reviving with Ins 
crimson blush each drowsy bird and 
languid flower. But whence comes 
that dreadful sound—it is borne on the 
tranquil air like the wailings of an an- 

grv spirit—may these prophetic sounds 
presage no evil.” 

A low, rushing noise was now appa- 
rent; if sounded like the gale blowing 
rudely over the boisterous sea. 

“This must be the evening breeze 
sweeping over the Archipelago,” said 
Mahomet, approaching the lattice 
which commanded a full view of the 
ocean. “’Tis strange,” continued he, 
“that not u single wave or falling leaf 
gives token of its near approach.” 

The sound still increased, yet the 
broad expanse of wave lay as placid as 
if bound by the icy chains of winter. 
Not a zephyr moved the foliuge in the 
grove. 

Mahomet, for the first time, felt some 

forebodings of evil—he had a presenti- 
ment that the unaccountable sounds 
without would terminate in a manner 

disastrous to himself. He had just ta- 

ken a retrospect of the impolitic course i 
he had pursued, when his thoughts 
were disturbed by the sounds of horses’ 
hoofs. A single rider was now seen 

approaching with the speed of light— j 
as he neared the seraglio, Mahomet at 
once recognized the features of his ge- j 
nerul—in another moment he was in 
his presence. 

“Speak,” vociferated Mahomet, in ' 

evident excitement—“whence proceeds 
this tumult? Have the Greeks collect- J 
ed their scattered forces and surprised 
the city—or, hus the breath of hell, \ 
the accursed Simoon mown desolation 
over us?” 

“May Allah protect thee, sire,” re- 

plied the general. “The soldiers of 
the prophet have rebelled, and now ap- 
proach the seruglio in countless num- 

bers. They seek the blood of the en- 

chantress who hus bound the com- 
mander of the faithful in her toils.” 

“Ha!” exclaimed Mahomet, “are 
the knaves dissatisfied with their fur- 
lough! I’ve held the reins too slack 
of lute. Let them look to this; by hea- 
ven! they hold their lives of small ac- 

count thus to thrust themselves on dan- 
ger!” 

Irene trembled at the altered mein 
of the Sultan, whose every feature was 

flashing with passion. Mahomet gazed 
at her with tenderness und pity. By a 

sudden and powerful effort he succeed- 
ed in bursting the silken chord that had 
bound him in the toils of love—in an 

instant the soil and effeminate lover 
was changed to the cold, calculating, 
and politic soldier. The tumult with- 
out had now increased to a perfect din; 
the seraglio was surrounded with the 
infuriated multitude, whose clamorous 
outcries rose with deafening violence 
on the still night. 
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conducting the unresisting Irene forth 
into the midst of the enraged throng. 
She looked in vain for the expression 
of tenderness and love that had ever 

played round his countenance. In its 

place was a callous and fixed expres- 
sion which chilled her to the soul—to 
whom was she to look for sympathy? 
The veil was raised, and oh! how pass- 
ing fair was that sweet face! She was 

too fair for earth; she breathed an an- 

gel of light among the dark and fear- 
ful forms who encompassed her; there 
was an awe in the homage which she 

j drew; the multitude shrunk back at the 

sight of so much beauty and innocence, 
“Here,” shrieked Mahomet, “here 

is your victim! take her, and let her 
life’s blood quell this tumult.” 

One of the soldiers, more daring 
than the rest, with scymeter unsheath- 

ed, drew near the spot where stood the 

hapless Irene; he was in the act of sei- 

zing her— 
“Perdition seize the wretch!” cried 

Mahomet, “approach another step and 

thy foul soul shall wing its way to eb- 
lis.” And then, addressing Irene,— 
“sweet flower,” said he, “1 may not 

save thee; my cruelty to thee will lie a 

blessing; thy pure and faithful spirit 
shall find its way to paradise. Ah! 

why dost thou thus soothe me with for. 

giveness; would that thou hated me, 

the separa’ion then would be less pain. 
fill.” , , 

The soldiers, resenting the defeat of 

their comrade, now rushed en masse 

upon their victim. The forked light 
ning flies not quicker from the clouds 

than the scvmeter of Mahomet from its 

sheath; it glittered an instant in the 

air, and then descended upon the help, 
less form of Irene. The veins spouted 
their rich crimson on the arid soil; the 
eve closed calmly on that countenance, 

beautiful even in death, and the spirit 
left the precious clay without a pang. 

t rom the New t ark Monthly Magazine. j 
THE MONIED M.\N—An Outhn. 

Old Jacob Stock!—The chimes of 
the ’Change were not more punctual; 
in proclaiming the progress ot time, j 
than in marking the regularity of his 
visits to the good old Lady in Thread- 
needle street, and her opposito neigh- 
bor in Bartholomew lane. His devo. 
tion to them was exemplary. In vain 
the wind and the rain, the hail or the 
sleet, battled ugainst his rugged front. 
Not the slippery icc, nor the thick fall- 
ing snow, nor the wholo artillery of 
the elementary warfare could check 
the plodding perseverance of the man 
of the world, or tempt him to lose the 
chance which the morning, how unpro- 
pitious soever it seemed in its external 
aspect, might yield him of profiting by 
the turn of a fraction. 

lie was a stout built round shoulder- 
ed, squab-looking man, of a bearish as- 

pect. His features were hard, and heart 
harder. You could read the interest- 
table in the wrinkles on his brow, trace 
the rise nnd full of stocks by the look 
of his countenance; while avarice sel- 
fishness, and money getting, glared 
from his grey, glassy eye. Nature 
had poured no bulm into his breast, 
nor was his “gross and earthly mould” 
ever susceptible of pity. A single look 
of his would daunt the most importu- 
nute petitioner thut ever attempted to 
extract hard coin by the soft rhetoric 
of a heart moving tale. The wife of 
one whom he had known in better 
days plead before him for her sick hus- 
band and famishing infants. Jacob, on 

occasions like these, wus n man of few 
words.—He was as chary of them, as 

of Ids money, nnd he let her come to 
the end of her tale without interrup. 
tion. She paused for a reply; but he 
gave none—“Indeed he is very ill, 
Sir.” “Can’t help it.” Our poor chil- 
dren, too-” “Can’t help that nei- , 

tlier.” The petitioner’s eye looked a 

mournful reproach, which would have 
interpreted itself to uny other heart 
but his. “Indeed, you cun; but she 
wus silent. Jaco'»felt more awkward- 
ly than he had ever (lone in his life. 
His hand involuntarily scrambled u- 

bout his breeches’ pocket. There wus 

something like the weakness of human 
nuture stirring within him.—Some coin 
had unconsciously worked its way into 
his hand—his fingers insensibly closed; 
but the effort to draw them forth, nnd 
the impossibility of effecting it without 
unclosing them, roused the dormant 
selfishness of his nuture ai d restored 
his self-possession. “He has been ve- 

ry extravagant.” “All1 Sir, In has 
been unfortunate, not extravagant.” 
“Unfortunate? Ah! it’s the same thing. 
Little odds, I fancy—For my part, I 
wonder how lolks can be unfortunate. 
I was never unfortunate, if they look 
after the main chance. 1 always look 
after the main chance.”—“He has had 
a large family to maintain.” “Ah! 
married foolishly; no offence to you 
ma'am.' But when poor folks marry 
|K>or folks what arc they to look for, 
you know? Besides he was so loolish- 
ly fund of assisting others. If a friend 
was sick, or in gaol, out came his purse, 
then his creditors might go whistle. 
Now, if he had married u woman with 

money, you know why, then”-the 

supplient turned pale, and would have 
fuinted. Jacob was alarmed; not that 
he sympathized; but a woman fainting 
was a scene he had not been used to; 
besides, there was an awkwardness a- 

bout it. So he desjierately extracted 
a crown-piece from the depth profound, 
and thrust into her hand. The action 
recalled her wandering senses. She 
blushed; it was the honest blush of 

pride at the meanness of the gift. She 
curtsied; staggered towards the door; 
opened it: closed it; raised her hand to 

her forehead, and burst into tears. 

Reasons why a ship is called, siir.: 

Because they are useless without 

employment. 
Because they look best when well 

rigged. 
Because their value depends on their 

age. 
Because they arc upright when in 

stays 
Because they bring news from a- 

broad. 
Because they wear caps and bonnets. 
Because they are often abandoned. 
Because they are often painted. 
Because man'knows not the expense 

till he gets them.—Bosl. Post. 

When Frederick of Prussia proclaim, 
cd his new code of laws, it rendered 

lawyers unnecessary; and a large bo. 

dy of them signed a petition to his ma- 

jesty, praying for relief, and ending 
| wjth a request to know what they were 

I to do? Under these circumstances the 

King wrote this laconic answer: “Such 
as are tall enough may enlist for grena- 
diers, and the shortest will do Cot drum- 
mers and fifers.” 

“LET ME ALONE”—Murk i, 31. 
“Let me alone,” said an undutiful 

son, in reply to the expostulation of 
his father: “let me alone, I will do aa 
1 please, nnd your talk is of no use.” 
In a few days, this gamstor and do. 
bauchee finished his race in the grave. 

“Let me alone, I a»n my own guar, 
dian," suid one in reply to his beseech- 
ing wife who was kneeling at his feet, 
imploring him in plaintive strains not 
logo again to the tavern and card ta- 
ble.—“Let u»e alone,” ho said, and 
leaving her in tears, he went to tho 
place of rendezvous, and in a few hours 
this work was finished—he was in «- 

ternity, a self-murderer! mid his wife 
and little ones were beggars. 

“Let me alone,’ said a poor creature, 
ns ho oorou reeling to the grog-simp to 

complete his debauch; “Let mo alone; 
1 know what I am about; I drink no 
more thun I need; I can govern my- 
self; I despise u drunkard.’ Ho went 
on his way, and the next morning ho 
was found u stiffened corpse upuu tho 
frozen ground. 

“Let me alone” said a man who was 

Inking his morning dram, to his wifo, 
who mildly expostulated with him, and 
tenderly hinted her fours that he was 

becoming too fond of morning drinks; 
“Lot me alone; I drink no more than 
I need; i can drink or let it alone.” 
A few months after, the sumo man 

daggered home from a militia muster, 
ind for his abuse to his family, recciv. 
id in prison the just reward of his 
leads. 

“Let me alone,” said a manufactu. 
rer cf ardent spirits, us a friend pro. 
seated him the tract called “An altuni 
l« distillers and their Allies:” “Jet mo 
done: I nin in it free country; my busi. 
less is honest: I must support iny fami- 
ly.” In a few months his sou waa 
urned out of the church for intemper 
nice; his eldest daughter married a 

niserablo drunkard, his own distiller; 
ind he himself became endorser for 
>ne of hfs best customers, who ron 

iwuy; und in one year, ruin, beggary 
ind shainu, came upon the whole fund- 

“Let me ulone,” suid the tavern- 

keeper: “Let me alone.” I do not sell, 
to drunkards; if I do not sell, some one 
:lse will, and 1 only sell to support my 
amily.” A year ortwoniude it man- 

lest, thut his bar hud at leust one good 
:ustomer, and ho ended lus days a 

Jruukurd and in prison. 
American Generals.— Washington 

ivus a surveyor, and in after life a far- 
mer—“Expressive silence! muse his 
praise.” Knox was a book hinder and 
stationer. Morgan [he of the Cow. 
peas,] was a drover. Tarleton got 
from him a sound lecture on that sub. 
jeet. Green wus a blacksmith, und 
ivithul a Quaker, albeit through all his 
lout hern campaigns, und particularly 
it the Eutnw Springs, ho put ofT tho 
outwurd man. Arnold—[I ask par- 
don for naming him in such company] 
was a grocer and provision storckcep- 
er, in New Haven, where his sign is 
still to be seen; the same that decorated » 
his shop before the revolution. Gates, 
who opened Burgoyne’s eyes to tho 
fact that he could not “march through 
the United (States with 5000 men,” 
was a “reg’lar built” soldier, but after 
the revolution a farmer. Warren, the 
martyr of Bunker Hill, was a physi- 
cian, nnd hesitated not exhibit to his 
countrymen a splendid example of the 
manner in which American physicians 
should practice when called upon by 
their country. Marion, the “old fox” 
of the South, was a cow boy. Sumter, 
the “fighting cock” of South Carolina, 
was a shepherd’s l»oy. More anon. 

Ae<o Haven Herald. 

A German priest walking in proces- 
•ion at the head of hi» parishioner*, 
over uncultivated fields, in order to 

procure a blessing on their future crop*, 
when he came to those of an unpromis. 
ing appearance, would pass on, saying, 
“Here prayers and singing will^avoil 
nothing; this must have manure.” 

Strawberries.—The Stamford (Con. > 
Sentinel slates that full grown nativo 
Strawberries have been picked in seve- 

ral fields in that town since the 1st in- 
stant. 

Late Strawberries.—A gentleman 
called on Mondny, and presented u# 

with a bunch of wild Strawberries, 
which had been gathered in a field near 

the village. They were fully ripe, 
and as well flavored as the same kind of 

fruit when taken in the month of June. 
Hunterdon (iV. J.) Gat. 

The manufacture and sale of wood- 

en Clocks forms a considerable item 

in the list of Yankee “notions. —Fifty 
thousand of them are manufactured 

annually in six towns in Connecticut, 
of which 15,000 are furnished by Ply- 
mouth alone, where one individual has 

acquired a fortune of near $200,000 
by this business. 


