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Unpolite.—The Western Railroad Gazette winds up a fierce 
and fiery diatribe against woman-suffrage” as follows: “Mar- 
ried men know how difficult it is to maintain even a decorous 
shadow of household discipline in these days of unlimited 
privilege and license. Give women the right to vote, and we 

should soon see our wives and daughters rampaging through 
the country, spouting politics from stump and rostrum, like 

Anna Dickenson, Lucy Stone et id omne genus. What would be- 

come of the dignity of the parental relation, or what would 

husbands be good for then ? We would sooner be wedded to 
the d—1, horns, hoofs and all, than to a she-politician.” 

This chap” evidently speaks from experience. 
Vicarious Courage.—An liish absentee is said to have sent 

this comforting message to his steward: “Tell the tenants 
that no threats to shoot y ou will terrify me.” 

A Kingly Death.—Sebastian was the last King but one o£ 
the old dynasty of Portugal. Practically we may call him the 
last King. His successor, .the Cardinal Henry, reigned only 
long enough to allow the claimants to his succession to put 
their claims into shape. Sebastian was perhaps the last genu- 
ine Crusader, though even in him the crusading spirit had lost 
somewhat of its original character. He made war on the sov 

ereign of Morocco avowedly in the cause of a pretender to his 
crown, though of course the pretender was to be restored only 
on terms favorable to Christianity and even to Portuguese su- 

premacy. This is not exactly the spirit of Godfrey. Still it is 
as near an approach to k as was likely in the latter part of the 
sixteenth century. Sebastian, only twenty-four years old at his 
death, had the bad luck to come to his crown in infancy, and 
to be left without any wise guardians. What qualities longer 
experience might have developed in him we cannot say. As it 
was, he had grown up into a brave soldier and a pure-minded 
devotee, but seemingly into nothing else. His personal con- 

duct was exemplary, his religion was sincere and fervent, but 
he showed no signs of even budding generalship or statesman- 
ship. Overweening self-confidence and a high idea of .his 

kingly dignity were the natural results of his unhappy position 
and education. But he is not charged with oppression in his 
government, and he seems to have made many personal friends. 
Yet the way in which his memory was worshipped by the Por- 

tuguese nation was doubtless owing much less to his personal 
qualities than to the state of things which followed his death. 
In 1578 he invaded Africa in the spirit of a knight-errant; he 
found a general and a statesman in the Mahometan prince with 
whom he had to contend. Worn out with illness, Abd-el- 
melek was present at the battle of Alcacer-el-Kebir, and di- 
rected the movements of his army. He died at the moment of 
victory. Sebastian, there can be no doubt, refusing surrender 
or capitulation, died in a last desperate charge. 

“Others as Well."—The following conversation took place 
recently, between a certain nameless young lady and a Major 
E-, whose name I know, but prefer to suppress. The Major 
had received the Order Pour le Merite for very distinguished 
service in the late war. “Ah, Major,” said Lady X-, “I 
see you have received the Order Pour le Merite. I hear that 
it has been bestowed very freely lately, and that many persons 
have received it who don’t deserve it.” “ I assure you, my 
lady,” said the Major, “that all who have received it have de- 
served it, except one, and that one ami.” “Excuse me,” 
said Lady X-, but I think there are others as well.” The 
Major smiled, but shut up. 

«' 
The Peasantry of Westmoreland.—There is, however, 

considerable interest in collecting the proverbs and observing 
the customary phraseology of any particular district, even 
without any philological end in view, and simply for the sake 
of discovering indications of character. And this one thing 
may bo said of the people in Westmorelaud—that they are 

amusingly in the habit of understating what they mean. A 
badj man is said to be ‘a vara’ moderate chap;’ a man out- 

rageously drunk to bo ‘no better for his beer ;’ while of an utter 

reprobate it was remarked that ‘there were a deal o’ folks mair 
particler aboot doin’ reet nar him.’ When the rain is pouring 
incessantly, the weather is said to he ‘dampish’ or ‘sofiish.’ In 
answer to a question about the road, we were told that it was ‘a 
lang way from bein’ a good un ;’ and indeed we found (we were 

going on horseback from Mardale into Swindale) that, to quote 
a phrase used on a similar occasion, it was ‘raytherly to make 
as you wag.’ The Westmoreland man show's in his words that 
his nature is to be cautious. ‘I niver like to mell wi’a beck 
boddom,’ said a laborer who was asked to mend some steppiug- 
stones Niver mell wi’ parsons, lawyers, and doctors,’ said 
another man, who was recommending prudence in graver mat- 

ters. Them as ladles their wits oot of other folks’ brains ’ll 
nobbut be middinly sarrad,’ is a proverb which might have its 
application in every county of England. Yet the Westmore- 
land man, though he is heedful, and ‘a bad man to skill on’ at 

first, is a hearty and honest friend when you have secured his 
regard. The peasantry of this part of England is a fine race, 
both in body and mind. No one who has seen these men on a 

market day or at a sheep-shearing, could hesitate to say that 
they are stronger, more active, more handsome, than in most 

pares of England. Intellectually, too, their rank would be 
equally high. And the standard of education is good. In no 

country are so small a number, proportionately, unable to write 
their names. In none, again, is the average commiss on of 
crime so small. The Appleby assizes are sometimes ludicrous. 
On the one occasion when we attended them, though there was 

all the apparatus of Judge and Sheriff, wigs and halberds, there 
were just two criminals—one for stealing some bread and 
cheese, and one for burning some 1 ling’—and of the two, one 

was acquitted. It must, unhappily, he admitted that vice and 
crime are not always co-ordinate, and that tlrere may be a good 
average of education with a lower average of morality. 

A Soldier of Freedom.—A month ago there died at Stock- 
holm a man who had been for half his life a knight-errant of 
freedom. For thirty years of the last half-century Major Myhr- 
berg was to be found fighting wherever the cause of liberty 
appealed to the sword. The old martial spirit of the Yasas 
and the madman of the North, which brought such glory 
and loss to Sweden, seemed to find a modern embodiment in 
him. A mere stripling, lie abandoned the peaceful career for 
which he had been prepared by bis education at \Jpsala. He 
sailed for Portugal, passed intd SpaiD, and lought bravely j 
against the French invaders, by whom he was captured and | 
carried to Marseilles. Such a bird could not be caged, W c 

therefore find him free again, and enrolling himself in a body 
of French volunteers, who, under the command of General 
Fabvier, struggled desperately for Greece. In this war Myhr- 
berg performed extraordinary feats of valor as a cavalry offi- 
cer. He maintained himself and men for six months in 1827, 
in Ghios, against a host of Turks, and, at last outmanned, 
brought away safely the major part of the force under him. At 
Koldohii he had a leg broken bv the bursting of a shell. Re- 
covered, and in danger of capture, he swam with his arms to 

friendly ships off the coast. Gordon, the historian of the war, 
save of him : 

11 He was the best and bravest of the I’hilbelle- 
nisrs.” Greece free, he rested in France till the Polish war of 
1830 called him to the side of the insurgents. He penetrated 
Austria, and swam the river Wiechsel under the fire of Aus- 
trian sentinels. As General Langermann” he commanded a 

brigade in Rubinski’s division of the Polish army, and took 

part in all desperate and hazardous enterprises of the war. 

Mieroslawki lauds enthusiastically the behavior of Langer- 
mann’s brigade in the fatal battle of Ostrolenka. Myhrberg 
had two horses killed under him, and his sabre shattered by a 

musket-shot. When, in the hottest part of the fight, the odds 
had left him with only a handful of men, reinforcements came, 
and their leader asked Myhrberg where his soldiers were. 
‘‘ There,” he answered, pointing with the hilt of his broken 
sword to the heaps of the dead and the living handful. Myhr- 
berg was captured by the Russians and sent to Siberia*, but he 

escaped on the journey—thanks, it is said, to the willful neglect 
of a Russian General, who had obligations to the Swede’s 
family. Once more he entered the field; this time in the coun- 

try where he won his spurs. Spain was convulsed by the strug- 
gles of the Christinists and the Carlists, and here Myhrberg 
fought for the last time, lie returned to Sweden in 1840. His 

country has honored him with a great funeral, and to us he 
seems worthy of these few lines of biography.—Pall Mall Ga- 
zette, 

Ancient Irish Judges.—With regard to the brehons, or 

judges, there were some very curious notions. It was believed 
that when they passed false judgments blotches appeared on 

their faces. This is distinctly affirmed with regard to several 
of them in the Comment on the Brehon Laws.” This re- 

minds one of the answer of a celebrated drinking Scotch judge 
of the good old times, as related by Dean Ramsay, in his 
“Reminiscences.” When asked one morning, at his club, 
about a suspicious mark on his nose, he replied, “ Gentlemen, 
I have a most extraordinary circumstance to relate to you, 
that happened to me last night. When going home from this 
club the pavement at one place up street, strange‘as it may 
seem, rose up and struck me in the face.” There was a cele- 
brated Irish judge, named Morann, possessed of a singular col- 
lar, which had the property of extending down upon him and 

forming an elegant and appropriate ornament when he gave 
judgement rightly, bat which, when he erred, judged hastily or 

wrongly, tightened about his neck almost to strangulation. 
[A collar of different material is being prepared for certain 

Anglo-Irish Judges of the present day. We allude to Keogh 
tfc Co. The collar aforesaid is made of—hemp.—Eds. I. R.] 

Animal Intelligence.—When the Zoological Society had a 

nursery for theif collection on Kingston Hill, I was in the con- 
stant habit of going there in order to watch the proceedings of 
a pair of emus which were confined in a 1 rge pen. The fe- 
male emu dropped her eggs here and there in it without refer- 
ence to any nests, but the male rolled them carefully to a nest 
he had prepared for them, and when they were all collected he 
sat upon and hatched them, thus taking upon himself-the of- 
fice of the female. Amongst the young birds so hatched, one 
was found to be perfectly blind. Under this circumstance any 
one would have supposed that this unfortunate bird must have 
died. But no such thing occurred. Cabbage and lettuce leaves 
were thrown into the pen for the old birds to feed on, when, 
by an extraordinary instinct, the poor blind bird, just escaped 
from its shell, lifted up, first one of’its legs, and then the oth- 
er, and in this way moved about the pen till it trod on one of 
the leaves, which it held under its feet while it fed upon it. 
In this way it grew and throve as if its sight was perfect. 

A True Mother.—The affections of animals for their young 
is often shown in a surprising manner. While a pack of fox- 
hounds were drawing a cover in the neighborhood of Brighton, 
two years ago, they started a bitch-fox, which left the cover 
with a cub not more than one or two days old in her mouth. 
Being hard pressed by the hounds, she dropped the cub, and 
the hounds ran over it without noticing it. A kind-hearted 
friend of mine had it picked up by his groom, brought it home, 
and reared it. It is now so tame that it has become a perfect-, 
ly domesticated animal. 1 am happy to be able to add that its 
affectionate mother made her escape from the hounds, although 
I cannot but think that it would have been to the credit of the 
hunt had the dogs been whipped off when the female fox was 
first seen endeavoring to preserve her young one. 

Rock Me to Sleep, Mother! 
Backward, turn backward, 0 Time, in your flight, 
Make me a child again, just for to-night! 
Mother, come back from the echoless shore, 
Take me again to your heart as of yore ; 
Kiss from my forehead the furrows of care, 
Smooth the few silver threads out of my hair, 
Over my slumbers your loving watch keep, 
Kock me to sleep, mother, rock me to sleep ! 

Backward, flow backward, 0 tide of years ! 
I am so weary of toils and of tears. 
Toil without recompense, tears all in vain, 
Take them and give me my childhood again ! 
I have grown weary of dust and decay, 
Weary of flinging my soul-wealth away, 
Weary of sowing for others to reap! 
Kock me to sleep, mother, rock me to sleep! 
Tired of the hollow, the base, the untrue, 
Mother, 0 mother, my heart calls for you ! 
Many a summer the grass has grown green, 
Blossomed and faded, our faces between, 
Yet with strong yearning and passionate pain 
Bong I to-night for your presence again ; 
Come from the silence so long and so deep, 
Kock me to sleep, mother, rock me to sleep ! 

Over my heart in days that are flown, 
No love like mother-love ever was shown ; 
No other worship abides and endures, 
Faithful, unselfish and patient, like yours ; 
None like a mother ettn charm away pain, 

From the sick soul and world-weary brain ; 

Slumber’s soft calm o’er my heavy lids creep,— 
Rock me to sleep, mother, took me to sleep ! 

Come, let your brown hair, just lighted with gold, 
Fall on your shoulders again as of old ; 
Let it fall over my forehead to-night, 
Shading my faint eyes away from the light; 
For with its sunny-edged shadows once more 

Haply will throng the sweet visions of yore ; 
Lovingly, softly, its bright billows sweep ; 
Rock me to sleep, mother, rock me to sleep ! 

Mother, dear mother, the years have been long 
Since I last hushed to your lullaby song ; 
Since then, and unto my soul it ohall seem, 
Womanhood’s years have been but a dream. 
Clasped to your arms in a loving embrace. 
With your light lashes just sweeping my face, 
Never hereafter to wake or to weep, 
aRock me to sleep, mother, rock me to sleep ! 

Vai.uk of a Braud—The long wars which desolatod France 
during the reign of the Piantagenqt dynasty may be traced to 
the loss of a beard. When Louis VIE, at the request of his 
bishops, shaved his beard, his consort, Queen Eleanor, consid- 
ered him so ridiculous, and conducted herself in so questiona- 
ble a manner, that the poor beardless king speedily obtained a 

divorce. Eleanor then married our own Henry II., carrying to 
the English crown for her dower the rich provinces of Poitou 
and Guienne ; and this was the origin of those wars which, for 
more than two hundred years, ravaged France, and ultimately 
cost the French nation fully 3,000,01)0 men. 

A gentleman who left Philadelphia on the Camden and 
Amboy ears lor New York was much troubled with a flea that 
bit him perseveringly. The conductor passed through the 
cars, looking narrowly under the seats and among the overeoats 
and valises, as if he supposed some one were endeavoring to 

smuggle himself to the next station. Soon after lie had col- 
lected fares the flea-persecuted man said to his friend : I seem 
to have gotten rid of that insect at last.” “ I presumed you 
would,” was the reply ; “ I know what has become of it. That 
conductor found it, and put it oil' the train because it didn’t have 
a ticket.” 

Hans, who is a judge of morals as well as money, says that 
being dender to anoder man’s wife is not legal dender, no 

more as bickled beets is sour-kraut, py tarn !” 

The French Government have given their special sanction 
for a display of British boxing during the holding of the ex- 

hibition. The grand gymuase Thevenil, Rue de Berri, Champs 
Elysees, one of the best places in I’aris, in close proximity to 
the exhibition, has been secured. This privilege has been 
granted for six months, the gymnasium will accommodate 
3,000 people, and the directors are allowed to fit up the place 
in true English style for the accommodation of visitors. Box- 
ing will be commenced on March 16. Bob Travers and Hat- 
ton are at the head of affairs. The general manager is Mr. Dan 
Tuhey. 

Oh, pa, Mr. Smith was here this morning, and when ma 
told him that you would not be home till late, he said her lips 
were like honey, and that he wished he was a bee, and then he 
kissed her. They gave me a stick of candy not to tell any one, 
but I don’t think they’ll mind you, you’re so well acquainted 
with ma.” 

A little fellow, some four or five years old, and who had 
never seen a negro, was greatly perplexed one day when one 
came by where lie and his father were. The youngster eyed 
the stranger suspiciously till he had passed, and then asked his 
father: Pa, who painted that man all black so ?” “ God did, 
my son,” replied the father : “Well,” said the little one, still 
looking after the negro, “I shouldn’t a thought he’d a held 
still.” 

A Rochester urchin unconsciously perpetrated a great joke 
at the expense of his teacher the other day. The lady was 

announcing to her pupils the holiday on the 22d, and asking 
them some questions concerning its observance, among others, 
why the birthday of Washington should be celebrated more 
than that of any one else. “Why,” she added, “more than 
mine, you may tell me,” she said to a little fellow eager to ex- 

plain. Because,” he exclaimed, with great vivacity, be- 
cause he never told a lie.” 

A Texas paper in illustrating the advantages of advertising 
states that a gentleman advertised the loss of a $50 note and 
found it in his vest-pocket before he reached home. 

Bruoder Dickson.—Mr. Dickson, a colored barber, in a large 
New England town, was shaving one of his customers, a re- 

spectable citizen, one morning, when a conversation occurred 
between them respecting Mr. Dickson’s former connection with 
a colored church in that place. I believe you are connected 
with the church in Elm street, are you not, Mr. Dickson V” 
said the customer. “No, Sah, not at all.” “What! are you 
not a member of the African church? Not dis year, Sah.” 

Why did you leave their communion, Mr. Dickson, if I may 
be permitted to ask?” “Well, I'll tell you, Sah,” said Mr. 
Dickson, strapping a concave razor on the palm of his hand. 
“It was just like dis. I jined the church in good faith ; I give 
ten dollars toward the stated gospillde fus’ year, and de church 
people call me Brudder Dickson’; the second year my busi- 
ness not so good, and I gib on'y five dollars. Dat year the peo- 
ple call me * Mr. Dickson.’ Dis razor hurt you, Sah ?” No, 
the razor goes tolerably well.” Well, Sah, the third 
year I feel berry poor; had sickness in my family, and I didn’t 
gib nuffin for preachiu’. Well. Sah, after dat de’y call me ‘dat 
old nigger Dickson’—and I left ’em.” 

Buffalo Sausages.—The local editor of a Buffalo paper says 
that on the streets he was passing through the other evening 
lie counted 399 eats, and presuming this a fair average, there 
are about 42,000 cats in Buffalo. Now a cat that is at all heavv 
will weigh four pounds, which would make in the aggregate one 

hundred pounds of cat. When this cat is manufactured into 
sausages, allowing for the addition of seasoning and so forth, it 
will yield, say two hundred thousand pounds. Good square 
North American sausages are worth 16 cents per pound. From 
this we find that in the simple article of cat-sausages alone, the 
city of Bufialo does a business of $32,000. The manufacture 
of dog, liver, blood, and other sausages, which is here carried 
on to a considerable extent, we have not taken into account. 
Had we done so, the grand total would doubtless have been 
much longer. Enough has been given to show that one branch 

| of business, at lest, is in a flourishing condition. _ 


