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1. The “Cimprinas’ CuroNICLE,” is published:
every ‘Saturday morning, at 1o Dellars Fer annum,
payable in advance; or- 1o Dollars and Fifly Cents,
fp’nruble at the expiration of six months. I'he paper
will be sent to any address six moaths for O ne Dollar,
payable i advance, or, One Dollar and Twemy-five
Cenis 1f not paid until the expiration of six montihs.

=711, No subscription will be received for a shdrter

period than six__ months, nor will the paper be dis- |

continued  unul allarrearages are peid, unless at
‘the "Uiseretion of the publishers.=~A filure to notify
& digcontinunhce will be always considered a new en-
gagement, and the paper forwarded accordingly.” !
.- 1. Advertisements not'exceeding a square, will be
inserted three times for one dollar, ahd 25 cents for
avery subsequent insertion—longer ones in' the sanie
proportion. " A reasonable deduction made to those
‘who adverlise by the yenr. s
1V. Advertisements sent to this Office, not marked
for a given number of times, will be 1nseried till for-
Li{ and charged accordingly.
Y. Communicalions &c., sent by mail, must be post
paid, otherwise they may not meet with attention.
V1. No postage on 1his paper 30 miles fiom the ol-
fice,

A ROSY CHILD WENT FCRTII TO PLAY
By the Rey. Jamus Giurorxs Lyoxs, L. L. b.

A rosy child went forth 1o play,

I tue first flush ol hope aud pride,
Where sands i silyer beapty by,

Maide sinouth by the retreat ng tide;
And kneeling on the irackless wasie,

Whence eblii the waters many a mile,
He rais®d in hot and trembling  haste,

Arch, wali, und tower;—a goodly pile.
But when the shades of evening [¢fl,

Veiling the blue and peacelul deep,
'I'hie tolling ol the vesper Lell

Cali’d the boy butlder home 1o sleep:—
e pass’d a long and restless mght,

Breaming of structures tall and fair;
Ile carie wih the returnpug light,

And lv, the {aithless wands were barg,

1.eas wise than that wntkinking clnld,

Hve all ihat breathe of mortal bnih,
Who grasp with strivings warm aud wild,
- The false and fading toys ol earth.

Giold, learning, clory,—\AY hat are they

Wihout ibe fatth that looks on hgn?
T'he sand oris ol a child at play,

Wihich are not when the wave'gves by,

THE DRUNKARD'S FAREWELL.

Farewell
Farewell
Farewell
IFarewell
Iarewell
Trarewell
Farzwell
Tarewell
Farewell
Iarewel!
Iarewsil
IFarewell
Iarewel]l
ifarewel]
tarewell
Fareweil
Iayewell
Iareswvesl
Iarewell
IParewell
Farewell
Yarewell
Itarewell
Iarewell
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drink, so nigh and handy,
rum, and gin, and brandy,
huts that see all weallers,
beds that have no leaihers,
ways that Pve {ureaheq,

tubs that have no bacon,
empiy pots and kettles,
~upboards without “vi:als,”?
fuce as red as erimson,

hats that have no 1ims on,
coi's, more holes man sticles,
rageed vests and breeches,
Lraken chairs and 1ables,
dweilings worse than suibles,
drunken song and earol,
friends that love the barrel,
rinking lads and lassies,
windows without glasses,
floors that need a swab file,
vards that bave no wooi-pile,
bonds that [ krave bioken,
oaths that | have spoken,
Landlords and bar enders,

ull blue-devil sen:lers,

From the Philadelphia Saturday Courier.
BY GEORGE LIPPARD,
TIIE MARTYR OF TIIE SOU Il

‘There is a gloom to-day in Charleston.

It is notoften that a great city feels, brt
-when this great heart of humanity, whose ev-
ery pulsation is a life, can feel, {he result is
more terrible than the bloodiest battle.  Yes,
when those arteries of a city, its strects and
lanes, and alleys, thrill with™ the same feeling,
when, like an electric chain, it darts invisibly
from one breast to another, until it swells ten
thousand hearts, the result is terrible,

I care not whether that resull is manifested
in a riot, that fills the streets with the blood of
men, and women, and little childyen, that fires
the roof over the head of the innocent, or sends
the Church of God whirling in the smoke and
flame to the midnight sky; or whether that
feeling is manifested in the silence of thous-
ands, the bowed head, the compressed lip, the
_stealthy footstep, still jt js a fearfy] thing to

~"There is gloom ta-day in Charleston.

A dead awe reigns over the city. Every
face you see is stamped with gloom; men go
silently by, with anguish 1n their hearts and
eyes. ~Women are weeping in taeir darkened
chambeis; in yonder church old men are kneel-

_ing before the altar praying, in Jow, deep, mut-
» tered tones. . ' : ' ’

The very soldiers whom you met, clad in
their British uniforms, wear sadness on their
faces, 'These men, to whom murder is sport,
‘are gloomy to-day. « The citizens pass hurri-
edly to and fro; c.ustering-in groups whisper
together; glide silently unto their homes,

.1++ L'he stores are.closed to-day, as thougk it
-“were Sunday... 'I'he windows of :those houses
*are'closed,'as though'some’ ‘great’ man' were
*'déad; ‘therc s a silence on the ajr, as though a’

Lgin. Y L3

and ‘its manhood.

The British bannei—stained as it is with
the best blood of the Palmelto State—seems
to_partake of the influence of the hour; for
floating from yonder staff, it does not swell
buoyantly upon the breeze, but drops heavily
to the ground. i :

The only sound you hear, save the hurried
tread of the citizens, is the low, solemn notes
©of the Dead March ' groaning from mauflled
drums, Why all this gloom, that oppresses the
heart and fills the eye?  Why do Whig and
‘Cory, citizen and soldier, share this gloom a-
like?” Why this silence, this awe; this dread?

Look yonder, and in the centre ot that com-
mon, deserted by every human thing, behold—
rising in lonely hideousness—behold, a gallows

Why does that gibbet stand there, blackei-
ing in the morning sun? | =

Come with me into yonder mansion, ywhose
roof arises proudly over all other roofs.” Up
these carpeted stairs, into this luxurious chamn-
ber, whose windows are darkened by hangings
of salin, whose walls are covered with tapes-
try, whose floor is crowded with elegant furni-
ture. Allis silent in this chamber.

A single glow of morning light steals shro’
the parted curtains of yonder window. Be-
side that window, with his back to the light,
his face in shadow, as though he wished to
hide certain dark thoughts from the light, sits
a young man, his handsome form arrayed in
a British uniform. )

He is yoyng, but there is the gloom of age
upon that woven brow, there is the resolve of
murder upon that curling lip. His attitude is
significant.—His head inclined to one side,
the cheek resting on the left hand, while the
right grasps a parchment, which bears his sig-
nature, the ink not yet dried.

‘That parchment is a death-warrant.

If yvou will look closely upon tha red uni-
form you will see that it is stained with the
blood of Paoli, where the cry for ‘“quarter”
was answered by the falling sword and the
reeking bayonet. Yes, this is none other than
Gieneral Gray, the Rutcher of Paoli, transform-
ed by the accolade of his King into Lopp Raw-
DON,

Winle he is there, by the window, grasping
that y-archment in his hand, the door opens, a
strange group stand disclosed on the thresh-
old. '

A woman and thiee children, dressed in
black, stand there gazing upon the English
lord.  'They slowly advance; do you behold
the pale face of that woman, her eyes, large &
darls, not wet “with ‘tears, but' glaring with
speechless awe? On one side a little girl,
with brown ringlets, on the other her sister,
one vear older, with dark hair, relieving a' pal-
Iid face.

Somewhat in front, his young form risinz to
every inch of its height; stands a boy of thir-
ta:n, with chesnut curls, clustering “about his
fair countenance.  You can see that darlk eye
flasl; that lower lip quiver, as he silently con-
fronts Lord Rawdon.

The woman—1T use that word, for to me it
expresses all that is pure in passion, or Loly n
humanity, while your word—lady—means no-
thing but ribbons and millirery—the woman
advances, and encircled by these clildren,
stands before the glvomy lord.

1 have come,”’ she speaks in a voice that
strikes you with its music and tenderness, *I
have come to plead for my brother’s life!”

She does not say, behold, my brother’s chil-
aren, but there they are, and the English lord
beholds them. Tears are coursing down the
cheeks of those little girls, but the eye of the
womnan is not dim, ‘T'he boy of thirteen looks
intently in the face of the Briton, his under lip
quivering like a leaf.

For asingle moment that proud lord -aises
his head and surveys the group, and then
you hear his deep yct melodious voice:

“Madam, your brother swore allegiance to
His Majesty, and was afterwards taken in arms
against his king. He is guilly of I'reazon,
and must endure the penalty, and that, as you
well know, js DEarn.”

#But, my lord,” said that brave woman,
standing firm and erect, her heaury shining
more serenely in that moment of heroism,-—
“You well know the circumstances under
which he swore allegiance. He, a citizen of
South Carolina, an American, was dragged
from the bedside of a dying wife, and hurried
to Charleston, where this language was held
by your officers—“Take the oath of allegi-
ance, and return to the bedside of your dying
ing wife; Reluse, and we will consign you to
goal’> 'T'his, my lord, not when he was free
to act, ah, no! but when his wife lay dving of
that fearful disease—small pox—which had
already destroyed two of his children. How
could he act otherwise than he did? how could
he refuse fo take your oath? In his case would
you, my lord, would any man, refuse to (o the
same? ' -

Still the silent children stood
him, while the clear voice of the
pierced his soul.

- “Your brother is condemned to death!”’ he

there before
true woman

coldly said, turning his head away. “He dies

at ‘noon. I'can do nothing for you!”

Silently the woman holding a little girl by
each hand, sank on her knees; but the boy of
thirteen'stood erect. Do you see that group?

‘T'hose hands ‘upraised, those voices, the' clear
‘voice of ‘the woman, the infantile tones of those

‘-

of iron, and the.boy of thirteen stands erect,
no tear in his eye, but a convulsivé ‘tremor on
his lips!” U BRI AL

‘Then the tears of that woman come at Jast
—then as the face of that stern man. glooms
before her, she takes .the little hands of the
girls within hers and lifts them to his knee, and
begs hiim to spare the father’s life.

Not a word from the English Lord.

‘The boy still firm, erect and silent, no tear
dims the eye which glares steadily in the face
of the tyrant. : ‘

““Ah, you relent!” shrieks thatsisler of the
condemned man. ¢Ybu will not deprive these
children of a father—you will not cut him off
in the  prime of manhood,* by: this hideous
death! . As vou hope for mercy in your last
hour, be merciful now—spare my brother, and
not a heart in Charleston but will bless you—
spare him for the saké of these children!”’

““Madam,” was the cold reply, ““your broth-
er has Yeen condemned to dic. I can do no-
thing 1or you!”

He turned his head away, and held the Parch-
ment before his eyes. At last the stern heart
of the boy was melted. 'I'here ‘vas a spasmod-
ic motion about his chest, his limbs shook,
he stood for a moment like a statue, and then
fell on his knees, seizing the right hand oflord
Rawdon with his trembling fingers.

Lord Rawdon logked down upon that your.g.
face, shadowed with chesnut curls, as the
small hands clutched his wiist, and an expres
sion of surprise came over his face,

“My child,” said he, I can do nothing for
you!”?

The boy silently rose, He took a sister by
each hand. 'The:e was a wild light in his
young eye—a scorn of defiance on his lip.-—

¢“Couwe, sisters, let us go.”

He said this, and led those fair girls toward
the door, followed by the sister of the condemn-
ed. Not a word more was said—but ere they
passed from the room, that true worman looked
back into the face of Lord Rawdon. =~ =

Fe never forgot that look.

. 'They were gone from the room, and he stood
alone before that window, with the sunlight
pouring over his guilty brow.

“Yes, il is necessary to make an example!
This rebellion mustbe crushed: these rebels
taught submission! The death of this man will
strike terror into their hearts. They will learn

for his crime!”’

Poqr Lord Rawdond

The streets were now utterly deserted. Not
a citizen, a soldier, not even a negro was seen.
A silence like death rested upon the city.

Suddenly the sound of the dead march was
heard, and yonder behold the only evidence of
life throughout this wide city.

On yonder common, around the gibbet, is
gathered = strangely contrasted crowd. "I'here
is the negro, the outcast of society, the British
oflicerin his uniform, the citizen in his plain
dress.  All are grouped together in ihat crowd,

Inthe centre of the dense nass, beside that
horse and cart, one foot resting on that coffin
of pine, stands the only man in this crowd
with an uncovered brow. e stands there,
an image of mature manhood, with a muscular
form, a clear, full eye, a bold forchead, His
cheek is not pale, nor hiseye dim. Ileis
dressed neatly in a suit of dark velvet, made
after the fashion of his time; one hand inserted
in his vest, rests on his heart.

Above his head dangles the rope. Near his
back stands tha figure with the craped face;
around are the British soldiers, scparating the
condemned from the crowd. -Among all that
rude band of soldiers, not an eye but is wet
with tears.

‘T'he hrave officer there, who has charge of
the murder, pulls his chapeau over his eyes, to
shield themn from the sun, or—can it be’—to
hide his tears.

Allis ready, He has bidden the last faie-
well to his sister, his children 1n yonder goal;
he has said his last word to his noble boy,
pressed his last kiss upon the lips of those fair
girls, All isready for the murder.

At this moment a citizen advances, his face
convulsed with emotion—

“Hayne,” he spcaks, in a choking voice,
“show them how an American can die!””

“I will endeavor to do s0,”” was the reply of
the doomed man.

At this moment the hangman advanced, and
placed the cap over his brow. A cry was
heard in the crowd, a footstep, and those sol-
diers shrank hack befcre a boy of thirteen, who
eame rushing forward.

“IFather!”’ he shricked, as he beheld the
condemned with the cap over his brow.

One groan arose from that crowd—a simul-
taneous expression of horror,

» 'The father drew the cap from his brow: be-
held the wild face, the glaring eyes of his son,

““God bless you, my boy,” he spoke, gath-
cring that young form to his heart.  “Now go,
and leave your father to hia fate. Return
when I'am dead—ieceive my body, and have
it buried by my forefathers.”

As the boy turned and went through the
crowd, the father stepped firmly into the cart.

There was a pause, as though every man in
that crowd was suddenly turned to stene.

‘while the Briton looks upon. them with.a- face.

at last that treason 1s no trilling gane; that the:
rope and the gibbet will reward rach Rebel

‘| conscience.

and then'heheld——ah, I dare not sjeak ‘it,
for it chills the blood in the yveins——he be-
held that manly.forin suspended to the gibbet,
with thecap over his brow; while the distoried
face glowed borribly - in- the sun: ' That wag
his Faruer!. .. 7 AT :

‘I'hat boy did not'shriek, nor groan, but iu-
stantly—like a light éxtinguishec suddenly—:
the fire leit his eye, the color his .cheek.  His
lips opened in a silly smile. “i‘he first word
he uttered 1sld the story— 7

My father!” he cried, and then
the body; and broke into a laugh. S Fes

Oh, 1t was horrible, that langh, so hollow;
shrill; and wild, - The child of the Martyr
was an idiot.

Still; as the erowd gathered round him,-as
kind“hands bore him away, that pale face was
turned over his shoulder toward the gallows: '

“My Faruer!”

And still that faugh was ‘borne upon the
breeze, even to the gibbet’s timbers, where—
in hideous mockery, a blackened but not dis-
aionored thing—swung the body of the Mar-
TYR HAyYNE. K

“This death will strike terrorinto the hears
of the Rebels!”

Poor Lord Rawdon!

Did that man, in his fine uniform, forget
that there wasa God? Did he forget {hat the
voice of a Martyr’s blood can never die?

This death strike terror into the heart ofthe
Rebels? :

Itroused one feeling of abhorrence through
the whole South. Ittook down a thousand
tifles from the houks above the fire-side hearth.
It turned many a doubting heart to the cause
oi freedom; nay, Tories by hundreds came
flocking to the camp ofliberty. ‘I'he blood of
Hayne took root and grew into an army.

There came a day when George Washing-
ton, by the eonquest of Yorktown, had in his
possession the murderer who did this deed;
Lotd Cornwallis, who condemned and com-
manded 1t: Lord Rawdofn, who signed the
death-warrant,

Here was a glorious chance for Washington
lo avenge the Marlyr Heane, who had been
choked to death by these men. The fecling
of the army, the voice of America—nay, cer-
tain voices that spoke in the British Parlia-
ment, would have justified the deed. The
law of nations would have proclaimed:it a ho-
ly act. But how did Washington ‘act?

~ He left each murderer to God and'his own
He showed the whole: world a
sublime manifestation of forgiveness and scorn.
Forgiveness for this humiliated Cornwallis,

|who, so far from bearing. Washington home

to London 2 prisoner in chains, was now a
conquered man in the midst of his captive ar-
my.

)But this Lord Rawdon, who, captured by a
French vessel, was brought into Yorktown,
this arrested murderer, who skulked about the
camp, the object of universal loathing, how
did Washington treat him?

Ie scorned him too much to lay a hand u-
pon his head; from the fulness of contempt, he
permitted him to live.

Poor Lord Rawdon!

Who hears lus name now, save as an object
forgotien in the universality of scorn?

But the Martyr—wherz is the Leart that
does not throb at the mention of his fate, at the
namne of Isaac IMayxe?

B PSS SO T
Agricultural.
CONVERTING VEGETABLE MATTER
INTO MANURE.

Various methods have been devised of late
for converting the leaves and other vegetable
substances into manure. These, doubtless,
may be rendered by their conversions into food
of plants, a result which, in the laboratory or
Nature, is accomplished slowly, and not un-
frequently witha heavy loss to the farmer, of
what constitutes their most valuable material
as manure. ‘The celebrated system of Bom-
mer, among many others of a similar character,
now promises to be ofimmense advantage, and
is eminently deserving of public consideration.
It is true, indeed, that they who avail them-
selves of the advantages of Bommer’s system,
will be compelled to pay for the same, hut in
this catch—penny world, all things of value, as
well as many things of no. value, have their
price; and in recommending a system which
enables one to derive an immediate and osten-
sible advantage from what would otherwise be
useless, and an encumbrance to the soil—even
though it may cost somewhat for the “right”—
we feel that we are ameanable to no imputa-
tion which a word were not sufficient to refute,
We think—if results are to be relied on—that
this manure is eminently deserving of all the
praise and culogy it hasso liberally received—-
that Bommer himself, should be conten}plated,
not by any means as an empyric in agriculture
and conical science, as some have been indu-
ced to suppose, but as aman of the most pro-
found practical utilitarian experience, and con-
sequently a safe adviser 1n the great business
in which he has so patriotically and benevo-
lently engaged. Truly “the laborer is worthy
of his hire.”

‘I'ie following method of attaining the same
end? was communicated some ‘years since by

pointed to |’
: ‘| foot thick, a very thin layet. of liine, ‘beat small; - SiH

{lié ¢‘Socieéty for the Encourageme,
&c. ~Mr. Browne stated that fr
experiments;‘made fora niimb
succession; by himself and friends; th ;
.of the:gomposition, as' well.as" its ; pnegs:. -
:and durability,; had been fully and permanedily -
established. - It:can‘be'/maniifactured: 1n ‘any’
situation’ and to dny ‘extent: desired, t‘lﬁa‘iifbé £
anode of making isagsimple as can jréasonably -
be expected,-or desired:* The following st
nollis operandi:to be pursuéd: "7 i AiE
“Upon a layer of vegetable “matter; about ‘a. =

is:to be laid; “and so0 on vegetablé matter, fhen:
lime, alternately: After they hivé: been put: *s
together a few hours; the ‘decomposition: will .=
begin 16 take plicé—and; unléss prevented by . -
a few.sods, or.a fork fill o iir;égéfrc’xb}es‘ athandy’ °
the mixturé-will break-outinto: & blaze,swhich

must, at all ‘events; ‘be avoided. Fn*about: '}
twenty-four hours the process will be ¢omplete:

and you will have a quantity_of ashes to lav
on your land at any time you wish:. . Any, and
al! sorts of vegetables, and weeds of every de-
scription, if used green, will answer ‘the : pur-
pose. ‘They will doubly serve the farmer, as
they will not only be at'a small expense, but
will in process o1 time. render ‘his- farm - more
valuable, by depriving it of all noisome weeds. -
Mr. B. states, that ht made a calculation with
clover, grown for the purpose, and that one
acre, at a single - cutting, when decomposed
by the above process, yielded a sufficient quan-
tity of ashes to manure four acres. He states,
that the vegetables should be used as soon af-
ter they are cut as possible, and  the lime ag
fresh trom the kiln as the distance will allow.—
Itappears that on these two circuinstances
mainly depends the goodness of the composi- 3
tion. We think this plan is worthy . of. fu- i
ture experiments; and we should be happy to :
communicate to the public the result of any 2
trial made for the purpese of testing its utility.””
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THE . INFLUENCE OF HORRTICUL:-
TURE UPON THE HUMAN CHARAG:
, TER. 5
Dr. Wm. Darlington, in a recent addrees
before the Chester county (Penn.) Horti¢ulta-
ral Society, thus truly speaks of the influence
of a taste for horticulture in- preserving ‘ pure :
morals and rufining the perception of beauty: !
That the hahitual association with ‘intefest=
ing plants and flowers exerts a salutary * influ- -
ence on the.human characteér; is a truth univer- :
sally felt and understood. No one ever dreaths {
of dny possibility of mistake, in estimating the
disposition of those whe delight in gardens, ra-
ral walks, and arbours, and the culture of ele-
gant shade trees and shrubbery. Who ever an-
ticipated boorish rudeness, or met with- .inéi-
vility, among the enthusiastic votaries of Flo-
ra>—Was 1t ever known, that a rural residence
tastefully planned and appropriately adorned
with floral beauties, was not the abode of re-
finement and intelligence? Even the scanty
display of blossoms 1n a window, or of the
careful training of a honeysuckle round a cot-
tage door, is an vnmistakeable evidemce of
of gentle spirits, and an improved humanity,
within.  There may, possibly, be nature so
gross as to be incapable cof perceiving - the
beauties of the vegetable creation—and alto-
gether inaccessible to the influence of gennine
taste,—as it is saud, there are persons insensi-
bleto the charms of the sweetest musie. But I
ean only imagine the existence of such unfin-
ished specimens of our kind, as the rare ex-
ceplions which logicians say are the sfrongest
proofs of the general rule. They must, indeed,
be the veriest clods that ever fell untempered
from auld Nature’s ‘prentice han.’ Shaksg.
peare, as you know, tells us— :

it A, 25 e ek

‘“The man that hath no rausic in his himself,
Nor is not mov’d with concord of sweet seunds,
Is fit for treason, stratagemns and spoils.”’

Now, if such be the character of the rifn
who is so unfortunate, in relation to the plea-
sure of a single sense,—what shall we 'say of
him who cannot appreciate the delights of a
rich and beauteous garden? delights, which
appeal so directly te each of the senses—and
minister so exquisitely to all the five! 1 should
say, he was not fit even for “spoils’”—whieh,
I believe, is the lowest qualifieation recogni-
zed at the present day.

0 3 = .
OF TEMPERANCE. :

But that your integrity may be permanent, it must
he founded on the rock of temperance. First, there-
fore, banish sloath, and an inordinate love of ease;
active minds being only fit for employments; and
none but the jndustrious, either deserving or haviug
a possibility tothrive: Which gave occasion to Solo -
mon to exclaim, “The sluggard shall be clothed with
rags; because he cries, yet a little more sleep,a little
more slumber!  But the folly of sleeping away one’s

days 1s obvious to the dullest capacity; it being so
much time abated from our lives, and ‘either retura-
ing us into a like condition with that wa were 1n be-
fore our births, or anticipating that which wae may
expect in the grave. In shortsleepis but a refresh-
ment, not an employment: and while we give way
to the pleasing lethargy, wa sacrifice both the duties 1
and enjoyments of our being. . i

0O
v

A Tumnw Dress.—An exchzange paper, under the i
head of “good advice,”” advisea young men to ‘‘'wrap 4
themselves up in their virtue.”” A eosteinporary well 3

says, “Many of them would freeze to death this win-
tor if they had me ether eovering.” . = . : |
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