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I lave sworn upon the Altar of God, eternal hnluilty to every form of Tyranny over the Mind of Man,*

~—Thomas Jefferson
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OFFICE OF THE DEMOCRAT,
Osrosire 81, Pavn's Cnuncx, Mais-st,
B S ek

TERAMS

ghe COLUMBIA DEMOCRAT will be
pr:btiahcd every Saturday morning, al
10 DOLLARS per annvm, payable
half yearly in advance, or Two Dollars
Fifty Conts, if not pard within the year.
No subseriprion will betuken for a shorter
seriod than siz months : nor any discon-
linuance permilted, until all arrearages

are discharged.
ADVERTISEMENTS not exceeding a
gorare will be conspicuously inserted at
ne Dollay for the firat three insertions,
and - Twenty-five cents for every subse-
quent nsertion. WA liberal discount
made to those who advertise by the year.
LETTERS addressed on.business, musi

e post paid,
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From the Lady's Took for Junuary 184,

INCIDENT DURING A SEIGE.
BY MRS, MARYV H. PAHSONS,

+ A woman of Ancona, heart-broken by
the exhaustion of her two sons, and help-
{esa of otler raliof, opened a veinin hor loft
wrin; and having prepared and disgunised the
blood which flowed from it with apices, and
condiments (for these luxuries still abound-
ufl, s if 1o mock the cravings of that hun-
ger which had slight need of any furilier
slimulant than s own &ad necessity,) pre-
sented them with the beverage; thus pro-
longing the existence of her children, like
the bird of which similar tenderness is fa-
‘Mled, even at the price of that tide of life
by whish her own was supported.’

Sketches from Fenitian History.

Night closed arcund the besieged eity—
night silence. No sound of laughter, or
of mirth, washeard within its  walls; men
looked ghastly from long and soar famine,
and in sach other's faces they read deepair.
The moon shane out in her glory, the heav-
ens wors tranquil, and Oh | how beawmilul
but man, poor suffering man had neither
tranguility nor hope! ‘They looked up
grimly into the faces of their fellows, sod
they murmured in broken voices, we starve!
There were no woids of chieer,or of conso-
‘Ratlon; physical suffering had exhausted
sympathy . T'he human face was ehorn of its
beauty, snd the strong frame of manhood
wasted unto  foebloness; ever they passod,
&re-passed silently,save when the low wail-
ing voice of childhood went out upon the
still nir, moaning for bread !

Let us enter one of the stateliost mansiong
of Ancona—a reom wherein were gathered
the many luxuries that minister to the wants
of the great, upon a seat of cushion at the
open window, sat a noble lady; she looked
forth upon the noiseless multitude, and her
pala brow wuhn}t,wim suffering, her large
eyes of shining bleek wers moistened with
tears, and her lips, though carved #s of old,
sofily and delicajely, were quivering with
anguish of heart. Agnes Visconti was a
mother;her two brave boyes had beenamong
the defenders of the city since enrly morn-
ing, without foed, save that which was
Joathsome to the sight and taste,and of that
not eaough to sustain them. "The hour drew
near when she might expeet them home,
food had not passed her own Fps that day.
but what was tha! to a mather who looked
upon her ehildren and saw them perishing
far bread, when she had none to givel-
e heard thelr approaching loatsteps, pain-
ful and slow;they who had hounded 1o meet
her, na the young dear wpon the hill side,
when he saents the air of early morning !~
Bhe rose net,but her oyes were bent strain-
iuly vpon the door, and her hunds were
fulded tightly over her bosom, ns though she
wight conceal the tumulinous throbbings of
her heart. 'I'ke youngest entared firsl—a
L gouth of nineteen summers, with an eye
-u'."mg and gentle, and a fice of boy-like
beauty, that famine hod not been able to de-
elroy; brave he was, and fu
=sud nobly, fur one of his 1e
he bawled for his country; but lus strength
was spi nis e toered up fecbly to liig mo-

nder years, had
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am weary and would die."”

* Enrico, my son! God help thee,for other
help ia there none!" 1n sore and terrible
anguish, that mother clasped the boy te her
heart, hot tears foll upon his waisted face,
as her long thin fingers smoothed baek his
shining hair, while her voice, hollow and
broken, utiered  “*Bread ! for my chililren,
give me bread I'  Her eyes wandered heav-
ily to her eldest born; he stood with arms
foloed,gazing furth gloomily upon the clian-
ged and fumished fellow-nen beneath him,

‘Petro, gon,how is it with thee?’ said the
mother with faltering voice, for she shrank
from the answer,

‘Mother, mother, what am 11 Our aily,
our fair city will fall!  'The wily Venitan,
and the relentless Christian  will triumph
over her; aud Oh, Gad ! the brave men who
have borne so uncomplainingly, will be cut
down as foul things that eumber the path
of the victor ! Oh, Aneona, Ancona, how
freely would I pour forth the last drop of
my blood could 1 save thee !" and the proud
soldier bent his head o conceal the burning
teurs that gushed from his eyes, I'he heart
of Agnes thrilled within  her bosom; some-
thing of a mothers pride, even in that hour
of agony, mingled in her yearning love ns
shie Jooked upon her first born, Inall An-
cona there was none more beloved and es-
teemed, than 2ietro Vieconti; loity, and en-
thusisstic by nature; clear judging, end en-
orgetic of purposo—Hhe wae admired for his
indomituble cournge, trusted [or his skill,
and loved for his courleous besring; already
he held high command in the srmy. and,
but that lius own was involved in thatof his
native city, the future had been hefore him
full of hope and promise. He mourned
Ancona, Alse! the light had gone out from
his own eye, the color from his lips, the
sirength from hie frame; hunger was knaw-
ing at hie henrt sirings, and the mother, &y
he sank, exhisusted upon the cushions, al-
most feared him to see him lie before her.

Enrico slepy; she moved him gently from
her urins; it was fearfully like death that
profound and heavy slumber, yet Agues
blessed it—it brought forgetfulness, She
rose up, bntere sle left the room & muiden
entered of some twenty summers, it was
Eudore, the beiroihied of Piewro, ‘I'he dark
eye of the pale girl glunced mournfully up-
on her lever, and then rested upon  Agnes:
—*How fares it with you all?she said sadly
and the low tones of her sweet veoice were
broken, and fuint.  The mother shook her
head despondingly, and as she moved from
the room ehe pointed to Pietro. * Comlon
him!' it was sll the reply. Pictre's face
was buried in his hands; Eudora siole softly
toward him, and she lail her own hand
irembling upon his: ‘Cheer up,mine own,
there is yet hope!  Put your trustin » God
who will never suffor onr wicked snemies to
trinmph.’  Pietro uncovered his face, and
looked into the eoft, and tender eyes 1hat
were beaming upon him, the celor cume
faintly over his wan face, ss ho took the
young girl into his arme and bleseed her:—
+You never murmur, love; so frail, and ten-
derly nurtured too! yen never complaing
from the first you have been unselfish, and
cheered me when my heart was sinking
in dezpair; but Eudora I can hopono lon-
ger.'

‘Hope on!'she answered, * we may re-
ceive the expecled succors ere the night be
over; Ol ! for your mother's sake, and for
tlie sake of that young sleeping brother-~
hope on !’

‘Budora, I have looked upen fearful
geenes this night—helpless woman and chil-
dren, and strong men, stretching oot their
| ghastly hands to Gol, and shricking for
brend ! the cry went down inte my hear,
and it stifted every feeling but despair.”

Eudorn trembled as she listenad to words

like these, from one who had barne so brave-
ly, and uncomplainingly the evils of hislot;
fand he was fearfully changed within the last

Il of enthusiasm; | few hours—so worn, 5o feeble, so utterly |

exhausted: the tears ran over her face, al-
though she siruggled hard to subdae them.

Pietro drew her toward him, and Kissed the

mured despairingly—'*Mother, mother! 1| weep, love,’ he said tenderly, * though our

fortunes are dark, and terribla, they nre
thared together.” 'I'be words had searcely
{ passed Nia lips, when a falutness came over
him, his head sank down smong the eush-
|ione. and he lny powerless, and slmost in-
sensible.  Eodora wept no more, the an-
guish of that hour was oo great for loars,
a choking snd convulsive ery for * bread !
bread !" escaped her, and she sank feebly
down by his side. Turn we to the cham-
ber of the mother. Agnes Visconti sat
alone,the light of a new-crested hope spark-
led in her eyes; while ealm, lofty, and res-
olute, was the expression of the fine but fu-
ded fesiures.  She bored the white arm that
had in other days been famed for its beauty
—with a sharp instroment that lay on the
inble before her, sha opened a vein; drop by
drop the blood oozed outl into the bawl be-
neath, Tt ran slowly, forfshe had hungered
long, the light streamned upon her pale face,
upon the dark eya that rested sadly, but re-
solvedly upon ihe life-blood an it ebbed a-
way. ‘Itis for my children,' she thought,
*mine own !—what if it shortens life fora
brief season ! it may save them both, OW!
Thon, who judgest by the secret thonghts
of the heart, reward me by their deliver-
ance!" 'T'heface of the high-souled woman
grew deadly pale, & faint sickness came o-
ver her, but her purpose faliered not.—
*  Doneof my bone,’ she murmured, ‘flesh
of my flesh, 1 am ready to die for them !’
und again she was strengthened, till her pur.
pose was accomplished. She bound vp her
arm, and as her enfeebled frame ullowed,
she mixed the rich spices she had prepared
with the blood, and bare it with
steps to her famishing children.

* You ara ill,’ said Eudora, rising as Ag-
nes ontered the room, * very ill, 1 am sure
you are changed since you lefi vs,'

* Nay, 'tls nothing,' replied Agnes ab-
tuptly.—*Ronse thee, Pietro, drink and
live!” The young man stirred, but the
sight of food awakened a momentary
strength, be grasped the bowl, and drained
it to the dregs. * My mother, the pangs of
desth were wpon me, you have saved me!
whence eame the fvod I’

tetlering

* Content thee, it wae mine ' and the em-
phatic tones of his mother silenced further
inguiries in the overwearied and exhousted
man, He slept aguin.  Eprico was roused
with difficulty, and as he drank what his
mother hiad apportioned for him, it was with
poin, and much effert. *Ho is gsaved [or
ihe present,’ thought the wrelched mother,
* Oh ! that to-morrow may bring deliverance
to Ancona, and her famishing children !'—
Stie sank feebly down, and Eudora could
only weep, and lock hopefully on; aid there
was none,

The morrow came, a long day of fearful
suffering, but it passed at last: sunsel was
on the distant hills, twilight began to shad-
ow the earth; lo! on the [ar summit of Fal-
cognesa appesred a long and glittering line
of lights; banners waved in the air, and anon
the sound of martial music was borne up-
ward and onward, a shout that seemed to
purt the air, and make the fivm land quiver,
went up from the delivered city. *The
succors ! the suceors ! God help us they sre
como, there is bread, bread for the starving!'
Ancona was free.

*Gently, Oh! gently, ehe will die,’ said
Enrico, as they raised the head of Agnes.
They gave her nourishment, she revived,
looked around, and a smile such as angels
wear, hovered on her white lips, * God
hus eent us Lielp my children.'
is blood in the
bowl from which we drank last night—it
was your own "—and Pietro knelt down
by her side ns he asked the question.

* It was but exchanging the worn oot tree
for the strong and vigorours saplings, bless
ye my children?’

+ Mother, mother! there

—=raoErye
Obesity.—There is a man down in Mus-

sachuselis, who is so fat. that they hire him

[ at eamp meetings te stand op and shrow his |

shade upon the sudience, when the sun is
l out hot.

| o cure fr;;}s_r}il;}.h-——‘l';_a-m fool; for no

ther, and einkimg down by her side,he murs | palo cheek, and quivering lips, *Do not | idiot was ever insane,
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TIHE HAPPY MAN.

In walking dowg Second street on Friday
alternoon, on my way to the Arsensl, |
found a crack w my boet, and recollecting
the old adage that **a stitch in time saves
nine," I popped into the first cobler's shop
I met to ger it mended. Unlooked for plea-
sures are generally mosi relished, and I had
no expectation of meeting with a philose-
phicable cobbler. Pulling off my boot, 1
looked &t the man. What an intelligent
conntennnce !  What an expressive oye !
“There is truth in phisiognimy,” exclaimed
T to mysell; “that feliow's braina are not
mnde of green pess.”

As ho was fixing the boot I then thougli
of a man born with eapacities for intellectu-
al plensures and improvement, lofiy,lordly,
man, wasting his whole existence pent up
in a small reom, knocking away with his
hammer, and bending from morning 1il]
night over a lapatone and u piece of leather
I took snother look at the man, and while
the glorious sun was rolling on in his gol-
den eourse, snd all nature smiling in  her
most gorgeons and superb scenery, wooing
the gaze, and filling the gazer with sublime
feelings, here, said I to myeelf, sits u man
perpetually straining his eyes to poke a
hog's bistle through & listle hole. Whal
an employment for & man, capable, if prop-
erly instineted, of mensuring the distance
from this to Mercory ! It is impossible he
can be happy: he iv out of his sphere.

Just as he had got the thresd through the
third hole, I spoke to him and said, ‘your
room is very small; are you happy here?’

He answered with some energy, ‘happy.
yes, happy as the day is long; and would
not exchange places with General Hurri-
son, though I am certsin he will be ithe
next President. I don't interfere with pol-
itics, but I know all about it

* But are you happy in your employment
confined all day in this small room?

Yes, certatuly., The fact is half the
world don't know the way to be happy. 1
was for a while, myself. humbugged about
happincss; but eitting on my atool, and re-
flecting seriously one day, I got the secrel.
I had thought that to he happy one must be
rich and great, have an inconveniontly large
liouge,more fnrniture by far thon necessary,
a table groaning with avery thing; but seon
found out thut was all stoff. Tam happier
here with myself, my last and hammer,
than thousunds with their fine houses and
splendid equipage, I have a great deal of
enjoyment in looking out of my little cubin
and laughing at the follies of the world.—
They {do not ses me, and it Jdoes them no
harm; and between you and me, the world
are busy pursning mere shadews. Oce
wantd 10 be rich, snother to get into office;
they are never satisfied, but here I am,
mending old shoes, contented with my lot
and sftuation, and happier, by far, than a
King. Indeed I am thankful that Heaven
in its wrath nover made me a King, for it
is a poor business,’

By this time my boot was ready, and
wishing to prolong the conversation with a
man who displayed so much real practical
philogophy, I said.

‘Have you no disiressing carcs 10 vex
you, no anxieties, no sleeploss nights, no
bills te meet, no pangs for yesterday, no
fears of to-morrow?’

iHe stared al me 8 moment and said—
« No, not one. ‘The only eares which I
have are comforts. Ihavea wife, the best
in the world, and twoe ehildren, and that ia
enough of comfort for any one man 1o enjoy
As to bills, I have none to mest, snd neyer
buy on credit, and never buy whal I do not
really want. As for the foars of to-morrow
1 havo ne fear, but trost in-a kind and ever-
watehful Providence, believing that sufli.
cient unto the day is the evil thereof, and
resignation to Providence Lo be the truest
philosophy.'

What a noble fellow, spid I, to mend 2

arack in & boot! himeell a picce of noble |

workmanship! 1 felt inwardly the truth of
the saying,
after I left my philosephical ‘
tiought much about him, and am satisfied

that his philosophy was sound, snd (ha

cobler, 1

reontentment is a kingdem;' and | cruisers,

—
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mankind in general have got to learn the se<
eret to be happy.
[ His sitoation in life is obscure, bul—]
“Honor and fame from o condition riee}
Act well your purt; there all the honor lios."
——

A WAR WITH GREAT BRITAIN.

Shall we have a war with Great Britian?
Tin is an important inquiry, and we must
confess that while wethink affairs are fast
verging towards such a crisis, and while we
for one, would almest rather pray for it,than
eontinue to soe onr flag insulted, aud our
territory violated, at the will; ef a bold, de-
ceitful and unscrupulous fulion, we are nok
prepared to hazard a prophecy on the subs
ject. Lot us look for a moment how we
stind, and at the difficalties and disputes,in
being and anticipated, in the way of a per-
manent reconeiliation between our governs
ment and thet of Great Britian. Inthe ficst
place there is the case of the Caroline and
the MoLeod cage. Here is a fruitful sub-
jeet for a bitter quarrel, and we aré much
mistaken if it do notend in & vielent rupture:
1t has already been so fully alluded to wo
will not wiste many more words on il.—=
The capture of McLeod will hurry matters
1o a settlement of some kind* MoLeod ig
not yel indietod for »is share in the iniguis
tous murder of the night of the 20th Dee:
1837, at Schlosser, and is held on 2 magig=
trate's warrant merely, but the matier will
go before a Grand Jury directly, and that
he will be indictad, tried, and if guilty,con-
victed and hong, there can be no question
—provided he be not resewed, or forfeis hie
buil and elope, one of which two things we
think will decidedly happen. Either way
it will accelerate the settlement of the affair.

The next thing is the North-Eastern
Boundary. This appears to grow more
difficult of adjustment the longer it stands.
Like theoutrage of the Caroline,it has been
attended to bul tamely by our government,
until our oppenent begins to think, we sus«
pect, that wo are very indifferent upon the
subject. Wa are glad to see thet Gov. Das
vis of Massachusetts, Federalist an he is,
enfertaing proper views in relation to dl.—
In a late message to the Senats of his Stale
sovering eeriain resolutions from the States
of Indiana and Maine on thie important and
exciting topie, his language is quite demo-
cratic, noble, spirited and patriotic. He
conceives, and we think just, thatthers is at
present, but a dim praspect of a speedy end
to the controversy, Great Britain evincing
no disposition to bring the question lo an
issue upon its own merils, but preferring a
tone of haughty and cavalier character, that
may snswer well with some nations, but
which, forbearing and slow to anger as we
are, will accomplish nothing with our owny

Aguin there is the dispute about the Ores
gon territory, which will yet or we are mis+
taken, assume an sspect still more serious
than that of the North East Boundary.—
The whole region watered by the Celumbia
River is known by the name of Oregon,
and-covers over 400 milen of const on the
Pacific. Tt unquestionsbly belongs to
us, and yet Great Britain is quietly taking
posseszion of it, and will not be induced to
abanden it without a quarrel. The Hud-
son's Bay Company have octupied it for
soma years, and now professes ownership,
whila the British parlinment in 1821 actual-
ly poszed an act declaring the criminal law
of England to be in force in Qtegon, from
the Rocky Mountains to the very confines
of Arkansas snd Missouri! Mi. Lian of
Misgouri, has been urging upon Congress
the passage of a law for eur ogcupation of
the territory, by proposing & bounty of a
thousand acres of land te every asctual A-
merican setiler, the laws of the United
Stutes to ho established theie und maintain-
ad.  OFf course when this iz attempted, the
; Brivisht will resiat with their usual arrogance,
| 30 that here is another protty subject for a
quarrel as it stands,

Now tarn te Africa, and look at the ins
sults to our flag on that const by the British
' Will they ba tolerated by a quiet
'but a proud snd sovereign peaple? ‘The
wright of search’” was the grand point. of
dispute—the resl origin of the war of 1812,




