By THOMAS J.

|

_ trees nodded and whispered,
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A REMINISCENCE.

“To the Hotel Dessin,’”’ said I, putting the
book in my pocket.
I deny that I am romantic; I deny, unequivo-
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‘1 can not say that I have wanted for amuse-
ment,”’ I replied, smiling, “‘since the ‘Sentimen-

tal Journey’ has been lying beside my plate all

 the time. Will you be scated 2

-
L

He needed no second invitation, but dropped

indolently into an easy chair, and Iay back with

his eyes still fixed on the picture : while Lis com-

' panion walked over to the window, and stood

cally, that [ am influenced by fictitious sympa-~ |

thies.

I never was an idealist in my life ; I never |

mean to be one; and yet I told the coachman to

drive me to the Hotel Dessin.

The fact was that I had been reading the ‘‘Sen-
timental Journey,’”’ all the way from St. Omer;
and when I reached Calais, and jumped into a
Jiacre, the name rose to my lips almost before 1
was aware of it.

- said he in the easy chair.

there, looking out, with a fidgety uneasy coun-

tenance, as if he had scen quite enough of the

room, and was more anxious to go than stay.
‘T do not admire the ‘Sentimental Journey,’ ”

stuff': and the oftener you read Sterne, the more
clearly will you perceive its inferiority to Tris-
tram Shandy. There is truth and reality in the

Pe———— . b = —

“It 1s poor, sickly

one, and little beyond a clever affectation in the

So away we rattled through

a tangle of gloomy little streets, and into the

court-yard of ‘‘mine inn.”’

An aristocratic-looking elderly waiter, with a
ring and a massive
out from a side-office, surveyed - me patronizing-
ly, and said, in the blandest tone :

‘‘What is it that Mounsieur desires?”’

‘“A private room to begin with.
hour is your table d’hote?”’

‘““We have no table d’hote at the Hotel Des-

At what

gold watch-chain, sauntered

sin,’’ replied the waiter, languidly ; “‘our visitors

are served in their apartments.’’

‘Then lct me have a dinner as speedily as pos-
sible, and a good one, remember.”’

He looked at me again, as if implying that my
tone was not sufficiently deferential—yawned,
reng a feeble little bell, and sank, exhausted,
upon a bench beside the door. A pretty cham-
ber-maid attended the sumpmons.

‘“Marie, conduct Monsieur to one of the vacant
rooms on the corridor by the garden. And,

~dle with his fingers for the first time;

Marie, on thy return, my child, bring me a glass |

of absinthe and water.”’

Leaving this gentleman extended on the bench
in an ostentatious state of ennui, I followed the
neat little feet and ankles of my conductress up
stairs along a passage full of doors. One of
these bore an inscription which at once arrested
my attention and my footsteps—SteERNE'S Roowm.

‘Stay, Mademciselle!”’ I exclaimed ; “‘can I
have this one 7"’

Marie smiled and shrugeed her shoulders.—
‘‘Certainly,’’ she said, unlocking the door. *“The
chamber is at Monsieur’s service. The English
adore it. And why? Because somebody or
other slept in it many vears aro. IHow droll
they are, these English ? Comment! is Monsieur
Eaglish? Ciel ! what a mistake I have commit-
ted. Monsieur will never forgive me.”

It needed, howerer, no great amouant of pro-
testation on my part to convince Mademoiselle
Marie that I was not in the least affronted: =o
she drew up the blinds, dusted the table in =
pretty ineffectual sort of way with the corner of
her little apron, hoped that Monsieur would ring
if he required any thing, and tripped giyviy out
of the room. |

As for me, I threw myself into a chair and
surveyed my new quarters. A portrait of Sterne
hung over the fire-place. It was painted on

jump too hastily at conclusions.

give the lie to his woids.
seems to Le a saint, and at another a sinner, he

all, deoes not go fur 10 prove your case.

other. But Sterne’s morals were bad. Ilis heart
was bad ; his life wasbad. Hedallied with vice,
and called it sentiment, or combined it with wit,
drollery, and fancy, and served it up for the
amusemet of the fashionable world, whese idol
he was. His mind oscillated ever on the confines

of evil, and from this dangerous element he drew |

his ‘‘effects,’’ his clap-trap, and his filse whim-
pering sensibility. There is not a page of Sterne’s
writings undefiled by some hint of impurity:

obstinacy. Why, the expression of a French-
man’s face is often as melancholy when he is by
himself as it is lively in conversation. The in-
stant he ceases to talk, he becomes ‘quite chop-
fallen.””’

“It is strange,”’ observed the philosopher,
“‘how little this contradiction in their character
has been noticed. They have never had the credit
of it, though it stares one in the face everywhere.
You can’'t go into one of their theatres without
being struck by the silence and decorum that
reign throughout the audience, from the scholar
in the stalls to the workman in the galleries.”

““This results in part, perhaps, from their studi-
ous inclinations,’’ said the other. “The French
are fond of reading as well as of talking. You
may constantly see girls tending an apple-stall
in the coldest day in winter, and reading Vol-
taire or RiAcine. Such a thing was never known

in London as a barrow-woman reading Shaks-

peare. Yect we talk of our wide-spread civiliza-
tion and ample provisions for the education of
the poor!”’

““To be read thus Ly the lowliest as well as the

loftiest should be the highest ambition of the po-

and yet he approaches the sulject with a mixtare | :
- Chester, and 1 once made from Nether Stowey to

of courage and cowardice, as a man snuffsa can-

still, like that trembling daring with which a
child tongches a hot tea-urn—only because it has
been forbidden. He is a hypocrite, because he af-
fects to be the ally of virtue, and entertains all
the while a secret sympathy with the enemy.—
At the same time, I don’t think his hypocrisy

van de much harm, or his morals cither, unless

to those who are already vicious.™’
The gentleman at the window faced round, and
shook his head.
““You are seldom just to authors for whom yveu
have no liking,”” he said, in barsh. quick tones:
“‘and it seems to me that in this instance vou

low that a man is a hypocrite because hiz actions
If he at one time

possibly 1s Loth in reality, as well as in appear-
ance. A person may be fond of vice and of
virtue too, and practice one or the other accord-
ing to the temptation of the moment: a priest
may be pious, and at the same time a sot or a
bigot; a woman mayv be modest, and a rake at
heart ; a poet may admire the beauties of nature,
and be envious of those of other writers, a mor-
alist may act contrary to his own precepts, and
vet be sincere in recommending them to others.
These are indeed, cogtradictions, but they arise
out of the vontradictory qualities of our nature.
A muan is a hypocrite only when he affeets to
tike delight in what he does not feel, and not
bicause he tukes a perverse delight in opposite
things." ‘

““An admirablg picce of metaphysical defense,”

said the other, whom, for the sake of distinction,

I shall call the philosopher, “*but one that, after
Remem-
ber Sterne’s neglect of his loving wife, and the

panel, oval-shaped, dark with age and varnish, | heartlessness of his flirtations, and then judge
and lcoked as though it had been taken during, how siucere may have been those tears which he

his risit to Calais—if one migh
cracks and stains of it.

t judgze by the sniveled so plenteonsly over a dead donkey at
The cheek rested on the | Nampont.

Pshaw ! "us the very wockery of vir-

hand ; the eves were turned full upon me with tue!”

that expression of keen penetration which char-
terizes every one of his portraits.
long time looking at it,
prepared the table.
‘*And now,

tisfactorily employed—‘‘and now
room 7’ _ :

“Upon my houor, Monsieur,”’ replied the wai-
ter, laying his hand upon his heart.

ters of a ceatury, or peibaps more, have-gone
by 2 | i_ =<
- ““The eveat, Monsieur,”” said the waiter, “has

'

I sat for a rctorted the metaphysician.
till the waiter came and | scvere to-day, and misjundge him from an excess
~of manner here and there.
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““And a compliment to it at the same time,"’

love and charity.

or, better

It docs not fol- !

“*Come, you are'

e profoundest
n,”’ said I, after a considera- | wisdom is sometimes combined in his pages with
ble interval, during which I had been very sa-'an outward appearance of levity ; and many pas-

“Who pitied even the devil !'’ said the philo-;

' sopher, extending his hand indolently for the

“But how can you be certain after three-qnar- ' bottle of Johannisberger which I had just pushed

toward him. '

human nature!” exclaimed bhis friend.

““Who 1s one of the finest tributes ever paid to
l.“‘hv, 3

been preserved in the archieves of the house.— | this I will say, that Shakspeare himself never

We pledge

ment.”’
J-surveyed the man with admiration. e was

the grandest waiter 1 had ever scen in my [ife,
and [ bad had some little experience, too.

‘““What wine does Moasieur desire for his des-
sert T’ .

[ hesitated. = Under orlinary
I should have said port
sublimity
Johannisberger.

To my night lay a delicious graden, radiant
with beds of verbena and scarlet geranium, and
flooded with the evening sunlight. The great

D ry circumstances,
or Champagne

at the opposite side of the
burnished gold. _
wheeled my table up, plucked ome of the white
roses that clustercd out side, and fancied I could
stm.‘.llt.ge45!,-.1|.a.i.t:.d“l1 ,' ] o ,

‘And s0,’’ sai complacently peeling my
peaches, ‘‘this is actually Bt_erne’f lifmn! _He
once sat beside this casement where I am now
seated ; looked out into this garden, where—
But who knows? Perhaps the opening scenes
of the ‘Sentimental ey’ were even written
in this chamber, and here am I with the book in
my t. XNow, this is really delightful !—
Yarick'’—and I poured out a glass of the amber
Johannisberger, and ad

quadrangle shone like
I threw open the jalowsies,

| dressed myself to the por-
trait over the fire-place—*‘Yorick, your health !”
I took the volume out, and turning the leaves
idiy, came to the chapters that treat of the dcs-
obligcante. 1 was decidedly in a soloquizing
mood 278 ’/

s‘Now, if I were beginning, instead of ending |

s peeed o e doeohlipante, o' douth
ve preferred to 7 . ~ No doubt,
there is one to be had somewhere. What if the
identical vehicle be still in the stables! That's
nonsense, of course ; and yet, I should just like
to make theinquiry.” Yorick, your health again,
and let me tell you, Sir, that it’s not every man
a1 , gets toasted in
wiue at seventeen francs the botte I’ |
There was a tap at my door,
~ “A thousand pardons,’’ observed the waiter,
looking in. “‘Monsieur is alone?’ 27
‘‘Go to the mischief!’’ said I, savagely. For-

‘*“There are two gentlemen here, Monsieur—
two milords, your countrymen, who desire {)
ticularly to be permited to see this apartment for
a moment.’’ s R =

¢t : An Eunglishman poes not travel to see En-

{ ; but his |
abashed me. I ordered a Lotile of |

4

&

tunately it was in English, 0 be did not under-

|

|

!

|

1.

|

unoffending !

ourselves to the veracity of the state-{ conceived a character so genial, so delicious, so !
s iy Then, again, turn to the story

of ‘Le Fevre:’ it is perhaps the finest in the En- |

glish language.

‘a dull fellow.” The

_ | cannot counceive how Gold- |
' smith could call Sterne
author of the ¢ Yicar’ should have known bet-!

ter.”’
‘“Perhaps,”” said ], venturing for the first time

to mingle with their conversation, “‘the tone of | said, ‘‘if you visit my country
Goldsmith’s mind was too thoroughly Engiish | will forgive me for introducing myself.

vet, said

et,’’ exclaimed the philosopher, enthusiastically.
‘Do you not remember, William, during that pe-
destrian excursion which vou. Wordsworth, John

Linton, we staid at an old-fashioned inn necar
the Valley of Rocks, breakfasted deliciously on
tea, toast, eggs and honev, and found a little
worn-out copy of the ‘Seasons’ Iving in the win-
dow-seat? | took it up, and with a feeling that
[ cannot deseribe to you, exclaimed aloud : ¢ That
18 true fame !’’’

“Yes, " replicd the metaphvsician, with a sigh;
“I'remember it perfectly. 1 was but a lad at the
time, and I listened as if in a dream to every svl-
lable that fell from the lips of cither Wordsworth
or vourseif. Fame, thought I, with a sinking
heart—alas! to me it is but a word : I shall nev-
er.possess it; yvet will never cease to worship and
pursue it. At that time, I thought to be painter:
and while I lost myself in admiration of a fairy
Claude, or hung enraptured over a Titian dark
with beauty, 1 despaired of the perfection I wor-
shiped. And I was right: I should never
have made a painter.”’

His friend smiled, and shook 1. ‘*And
id he, *‘you are content, 1 should think,
with the share of renown that has fallen to vour
lot. Do you still hold that fume is but a word?”

1 hold it to be a glorious reality,”” replied
the metaphysician ; ““bot one which, least of ull
agthers, should be defaced 1-_\ the peity constde-
rations of our wordly vanities and selfish person-
aitties.  Fame is the inheritance not of the dead.
but of the living. Itis we who loock back with
lofty pride to the greatmames of antiguity—who
drink of that flood of glory as of a river, and
refresh our wings in it for future flight. Fame,
to I;l}' iiii!i‘:\ih:‘. Mmeans H!.:!L&}-I'J!'r', Hn'm-:'_ ::'i-
con, ]L‘L['!h'.ﬂ._ Fame can
the past. l:{'il'.I;L‘lEu:; s the
sCni.

‘A subtle-distinction,’’ sai
emptying the last ’

“but one which—-"'

The door of the chamber opened.

‘““‘Your carriage, gentlemen, is ready,”” sa
wailer,

We all rose simultaneonsly,

‘I am sure,”” said the philosopher, with an air
of high-bred courtesy—*'1 am sure we must have
fatigued and interrupted vo in & most un-
pardonalle manner. | am ashamed' '—and here
be glanced regretfully toward the empty bottle

Lirna
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attach itself only to

:_".' l*r the
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1 - and the comfortable rawfenil—*‘to have intruded
e garcon, do  sages which have to bear the charge of coarse-!
you really mean to tell me that this is Sterne’s ness, contain, nevertheless, a sterling view of
Think of Uncle Toby ! |

=0 long upon vour patience and your hospitality ;
Lut if vou should ever chance to wander in the
neighborhood of Nether Stowey, Somersetshire,
| will endeavor to atone for my present thought-
lessness, by making you acquainted with our
ereen and hilly country, and our wild sea-shore.
Do not suppose that I sav this through a forced
politeness. | invite few visitors, and thosewhom
I do ask, I welcome most heartily., 1 am but a
hermit in a cottage, however, and caouot prom-
is¢ to give you such vintages as this!”’

He took a card from his waistcoat pocket, and
advancing with an undulating step, laid it down
beside me on the table.

*Samuel Tayvlor Coleridge!” I exclaimed, in-
voluntarily, as myeves fell on the superseription.

The philosoplhier extended his hawd to me.

et 'an reclined in

“You will not forget to come and see me.”” he

: and | trust vou
It is a

to appreciate the giancing transitions, the poig- ' bad habit that one acquires abroad—above all.
nant though artificial wit, and the extraordinary  when one meets a fellow-Englishman."’

variableness of Sterne.

It has always appeared |

‘1 consider,”” said I, “that I am indebted to

to me that, although his style was so racy, so, Yorick Sor this piece of good-fortune:"” and |

dis
istics of the French writers.”
“You mean Rabelais,”” said the philosopher;

age, and gifted with sentiment.”

and the windows | rapid, so idiomatically English, his genious an i
position inclined more toward the character-

“and Rabelais be was, ouly born in a happicr .

*I was not alluding particularly to Rabelais,”’ |

[ rejoined. ‘I believe [ was thinking more
of the modern French school—of the DBalzacs,
Karrs, and Paul de Kocks, who can scarcely be
sap
glish writer of the last century.”” Both of my
visitors looked inferesied, and ] went on.
is in his abrupt variations of feeling
resemblance forces itself upon me. 1 find in
the writers I have named, and in fifty others

posed to have imitated a half-forgotten En-

who are their pupils and contemporaries, the |

same antithetical propensity which delights in
giving a comic turn to a serious passagze—ithe
same implied satire and bhalf-expressed double-
entenders—the same unfinished sentences, and

the same bysterical mingling of smiles and tears. l

Compare, for instance, Tristram Shandy and |

L’Amoureux Fiancé. A Hindoo would swear
that the soul of Laurence Sterne had taken up

its present abode in the body of Paul de Kock. |

" he said, gaily :

Again, let us consider his power of turning tri-
fles to account, and evolvingz from the least pro-

mising incidents the most exquisite combinations |

of fecling and fancy. Apropos of a pin, he fills

a page with wisdom on humanities; and from
his barber's recommendation of a wig-buckle,
deduces an admirable analysis of the French na-
tional character. Is not this one of the leading
traits of modern French authorship? Place in
the way of one of these witty and imaginative

Jeulletonists the most barren and uninteresting

of objects, and he will enrich it with all the em-

ar- | broideries of art, clothe it in the rainbow hues

of his own- fancy, and though it were but an

]
]
!

|

!
|
i
i

|
|
|

old pair-of rufilés or a market-barrow; end by |

making rou laugh or cry, according to his plea-

pointed to the portrait over the mantle-piece.
Coleridge plucked hiz companion by the sleeve.
“Come, Hazlitt,”’ he said, ‘“we have no time to
lose.”
“How !"" T exelsimed—*‘is it possible that—
that vour friend is"" —

UPPER MARLBOROUGH, WARYLAND, WEDNESDAY MORNIN
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Seleeted {30etry.
- GOD IN SPRING.

BY REV. T. HEMPSTEAD.

Hosannas to Thy Deity for this,
Giver of bursting leaves and song and bloom,
And the gold opulence of flowers, which is
A type of man’s sure triumph o’er the tomb!
O, goodly are these ranks of sunny davs
Which the warm breath of budding woodlands brine -
We fling our care away one hour to caze o
'Neath the solt evelids of Thy angel, Spring,
And Lt his silver wing. e :

We will bow down before his face as one
Who comes with tidings from the only King—

Y ca, he is Thine ; Thy hands did weave this crown.
These golden garlands round his temples fling ;
All mute things knows his presence and give praise,
The woodbine yvears around his arms to cling,
Morn weaves his palace frof ber inmost ravs,

And sweet birds nestle in his hair and Hili;,

*God of the purple Spring!™

We thank Thee for the morning’s vestal blaze,
And evening with her locks of sober brown :
We thank Thee for the emerald Summer davs
And Autumn with her nichts of weary moan :
We thank Thee for the quiet Sabhath hf:urﬂ.
W hich speak for man a fairer blossoming -
We thank Thee for the sunset’s burnishedd lOWers,
But more, more than for these, with all they bripe.
We th.‘k Thee for the Spring ! ;

Angel, thy splendors never could have shone
Upon the Orient Uz as here they shine,
Else her immortal bard from thee had known
A soiter music for Lis glorious line -
He wounld have seen the burstine of the
He would have heard their monledy silence ring
With peans hike the noise of many waves. ‘
LR | OCCan s o .f} ch -!ltt"ﬁ- thir '
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l.overof me 2y hanks, we welcome thee
Back to the orchard naths and ve arnin? hills
Come, hang thy mantle on the crownless tn O
And scatter dappled pinks and dathadils
And we will wreathe thy nrow and clasn thy Knoees
With blooms prefer our fresh thank-otferine
(M centie moods, new nopes<, while glossy hees
Hum through t)

o delicate urns that roll and swing
Around |

!} "|. :;:ELE"'*.. () F"f’TJI*'.:t

'rh' i }‘: E'?Hl‘-“il‘ ! u hose t.nr: T ¢<! ww'as dill“q‘d
Lonz in the August firmanent’s rich wave,
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And league to Sing thie blossomis (rom iht'll‘ ETave .

All spirits of the amber-Lbudded ben ie)
Call the sweot names, Bndegrroom of Flowers and
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Hiosannag for the Linds and floawers. O Go i

1 see Thee in the bloom and mellow beams.
Yot l am sad even where so lately trod

Thy radiant feet and '

- . ‘ul-!i.f'ﬂr-i' %14 ‘-i'i“; '-':I"I:'i'*.
inr "lﬁ_. ROms ‘ourn

_ purer region vearn
We feel the flutter of the immortal Wwinge
Gainst its clay walls : unsatisfied we turn

From Summer’s crown and the fresh tints that fling
A glory round the Spring.

Seleeted Fliseellany,

The Comet and its “Ten Billion
Leagues of Tail.”

“On th? other side
Incensed with indignation, Satan stood
Unterrified, and liXe a comet burned,
That fires the length of Ophiucus huge
In th' Arctic sky, anud from his horrid hair
Shakes pestilence and war.”

The recent appearance of two telescopic comets
adds new zest to the prediction of a millennium
comet, which a distinguished popular lecturer of
France has used, on the authority of some ob-
scure German dreamer, to tickle the fancics of
s wonder-loving countrymen. It is certain'
that no data exist on which the predicted colli-
ston of a comet with our earth can be founded.
and no intimation of such an event has appeared |

in any responsible scientific periodical. |

the metaphysician known to me with a serio-co-
mic gesture—“William Hazlitt, the dreaded eri-

tic—the redoubtable revicwer—the terrible essay- o
st !’

Our scientific lecturers and popular writers
seem quite as much given to the invention of |
fubles as the older bards of mythic stories, and |
ind quite as willing an ear in the undying love |
ot wonder of a credulous people. Instead of |
summoning the gods to fight men’'s battles and |
destroy cities, they predict delugesand judgment- |
days at the hands of those celestial will-o'-the- |
wisps. thescomets,

Science makes strange compromises with ere-
dulity, and popular lectures dwell more on what

I endeavored to starmer out something ap- 1s uncertain or purely fabulous in science than

fore, g0 I fear I was not very successful.

Coleridge hurried his friend from the room, | position of the comets.
- and went out last. Just as he reached the door, founded speculations are set by the side of the

he turned back.

“It | propriate as they took leave of me: but at that | on well-estahlished faets,
ﬂ]ﬁt lhls 1 time I was lit[lt 115!.'{1 to S(lt‘i(_‘t_\', Hﬂd | lr{i“tﬂ.‘p | frum tlle l_\'l'L‘Il"I about lhﬂ' n(i'blllﬂllﬂ Urigin of the
' had never seen a real live author in mv life Le-  solar system, the existence of a central sun in

We hear a great deal

the group of the Pleiades, and the malignant dis-
These vague and un-|

best established certainties of science in borrow- |

‘“‘Have you read my translation of ‘The Visit ed light, and are thus accredited precisely as the

of the Gods?''’

I replied eagerly in the aflirmative.

““Then you will remember the opening lines, ” |

¢ Never, believe me, :
. Appear the Immortals,
Never alone!”

The door closed directly, and he was gone.—
Then I heard his genial langh upon the stairs,
and presently the rattling of the wheels that bore
them away. I never visited Nether Stowey,
never saw either of my guests again. Both have
since passed away, and left only their fame and

' their undying thoughts behind them; but I shall’ locs:

never forget the brief acquaintanceship which be-
gan and ended one autumnal afternoon in Sterne’s
Room, at the Hotel Dessin.

‘Strange Effects of Verdi’s Music.

T —

At the last performance of the French version

of Il Trovatore in Paris, there was, says one of northern hemisphere, with the optical means of | savs -
- our French papers, an accident at once lamenta- | the amateurs, were se'n during this period, for

ing comets?

and | does appear new under the sun, it is invested |

1

i

Homeric tales were through the traditions of |
popular religions. |

But have we nothing to fear from the wander-
Most certainly we have. “The.
thing in the world,” says Montaigue, “I am
most afraid of, is fear;"’ and this, we think, |
is the direst calamity comets have ever brought |
in their trains. Men are mightily given to the
worship of occult causes, and when anything

with anomnipotenceoferil painful tocontemplate.

The facts in regard to these wanderers are few |
and simple—the conjectures many and miracu- |
In the first place, comets are much more
numerous than angel’s visits, about five a year
having been observed during the period when the |
prize of a comet-medal, offered by the King of
Denmark, stimulated the zeal of amateur astron- |
OICrs. 1

[t is probable that all the comets visible in the |

. e S ——

- me—1"11 take it,”’ is the quick reply.

- = -
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It is highly probable that comets make a great

show with very little material, and the chance of

the earth’'s being hit by the little solid matter

there is in any of them, is very small. The pre- purse, $150, mile heats; best threein five, result- | arch of Titus,

G, MAY 20, 1857.
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TWO DOLLARS PER ANNUM.
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Broad Rock Races.

Tairp DAY—THURsDAY, Moy 7.—Proprietor’s

diction of a collision is bevond the power of ed as follows :
- o g = » L] . - = - ? 1 ~
mathematics, for the position of a comet’s orbit, | Thomas Doswell’s b. g. Spider Legs,

and the comet’s position at any time in its orbit,
cannot be determined with sufficient precision :
and even if the data were sufficiently exact to

their undisturbed orbits, it would be impossible
to determine with precision the modifying efiect
of’ their mutual action.

ence of the earth’s
be whisked off into another orbit. The earth’s
body is a small mark for a comet to aim at.

The comet’'s tail is, to bLe sure. sometimes of

In all probability a |
comet, even coming within the dominant influ-
attravtion, would pass by and |

very mconvenient length, but it gives so many |

indications of a chostly nature, is so transparent
and upsubstantial, that our atmosphere is as
adamant to it,
where no actual contusion may occur, that the
malignant influences and dire calawities may
soak in, and so there is unfortunately a chance
of convicting these heavenly vagabonds of the
charges which superstition and ignorance have in
past ages made against them.

Meteors, dark davs and diseases are still to

their causes, men will stand, as Lord Kenyon
used to say, Super antiguas viits.—on their old
superstitions,

The large number of the comets, their ever
varviug appearance, and the great purturbations
of their the identification of ally
but those of short periods, extremely diffienlt;
YV eL, litile or IIHIE‘-ZH_'_‘,' 1s known about

cir nature and constitution.  Cometic astrono-
my is still in its infancy. Al that is unknown
1S Common ;_"I‘UHIHI. and so we and the }*!1_‘-'33{'5;1!13
and chemists g away sub-
limated poisons in their pernicious tails, eager
apparcntly to be in at the judement, and have

1 . 1
'l Ii-lil!"ﬁ“

N P 1
Crigis, nuiae

'1. s

Sioringe

destruction of the world.

Varions hyvpotheses have
the nature of the coun
POS d that they are
the nuclenus driven
elasticity, and by posed repellent force of
the sun. These forces must be very vigorous to
nccount for the rapid formation of the trains in
some recorded (thers supposce that the
apparent tails are only the reflections of light
from portions of a much more extended sub-
stance, somewhat as a long line of the rufiled
suriace of tae sea 1s illuminated by the sun or
moon, Others again resort to that prince of oc-
cult canses, 7, and thus concentrate all
their iznorance in a single word.

An Abolittonist Quizzed.

Under thi

correspondent of the Mewnphis £

]

s the sul

ts tails.

Some have sup-

their own

'I_'. !‘ 1'_4;[:, 1l."‘1-

by a sm
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P suminer between a citizen of our town
on | oard one of the Kt*!'!llt‘lil

. . i T
s, perhaps upon the Hudson,

lus and
A '\,t:.L“'
1O

Our Southern friend discovered a disposition
i a very genteel-looking man on board the boat
na chat with bhim, and wvothing loth to
hear what his friend wished . he indicated
by his manner that he was approachable ; where-
upon the following dialogne ensned—

Yankee—Well, sir, 1 wish to ask vou one ques-

L) r;*

..[} =14

Ction ; 1 hope it will be no offence.

Novtheri t!'--{‘t‘ll;litl!"-‘ not: | will hear
with pleasure.®

Yankee—Well, sir, i3 it true that they work
negroes in the plow at the South?

Sovtherner—1 will answer you in the favorite
metod of your own countrymen, by asking you
a question or two,

Vinkee—1 admit the right, sir.

Southerner—liow many negro men do you sup-

Mol

Yet it 1s possible, in a collision |

stean-

4 years old, by Tally-Ho, dam Se-
ven Up ceedessorsovsassedeasessose E.2:5%1 1

' David McDaniel's b. h. 4 years old,

predict a collision of the earth and comet in

by Nicholas, dam by Priam SO
O. P. Hare’s b. h. Toler, 4 years old,

by Childe Harrold, dam Marchio-

ness, by imp Routoun.......... seveee 3. 11
James Talley’s ch. h. Shokoe, 4 years

old, by Tally-Ho, dam Betsy White 4 4 2
C. Green's b. h. Fillibuster, 5 years

old, by Tally-Ho, dam by Priam... 2 3 3 5

Time—1:50—1:52—1:52—1:483.

The Richmond Dispateh thus notices the run

in detail ;

irst Heat.—After two false starts they got off,

04 4 2

and , after going about one hundred yards Filli-

buster drew in front and maintained the lead un-
il getting on the back stretch, when Spider
[.egs, who was under a hard pull, put in his best

">

licks, dashed by Shockce and Toler and collar-

ing the leader, cut him down at the head of the
Stretch, moved to the front, and won the heat

, - LW pare A0 1 .5
he accounted for. and until they are traced to | ith apparent ease in 1:50.

Second Ileat.— Another false start was made,
and then the crowd got off in a lump, in which

 position they ran about two hundred yards.—

1111 Il:i' dsironomers .:1;11 I!I‘i::lt_‘}lCI'E i!l Ihf‘ J
been advanced about |

il
vaporous exhalations from |
L]

pose it would require to draw a good large one-

horse plow 7

Yarnkeem—Well I supposc six or seven—say

- seven.

Southerner—What are they worth per head?
}:Iﬂkr-’-—\"eu. | :-‘ll]t[:n:nt'- ol HL I B
Sowtherner—That would be =0, GO0,
what would one large, strong horse cost?
Yarkee—|1 guess about 3100,

NOw,

Upon this the Southerner looked a little guiz- |

zically at his neighbor, who, without waiting to
hear the conclusion, started and stammered—

"}H. [— I—1 knew it was a le !

o — e o i
A Novel Way to Effect Sales.

The Baltimore Weekly Dispatch savs some of
the clothing dealers on Centre Market Space
have a way of securing sales .occasionally, which
savors strongly of rascality and the drop game.
They place 1n the coat pocket an old portmonnaie
stutfed with paper; a customer comes along in-
guiring for such a vestment. The dealer, if he

- il

ter essaving several coats, at last says: [Ilere is
a coat we made for a gentleman, he wore it one

day aud sent it back ; it was too small for him—

first rate—like it was 4oor; and the balance were about to follow suit,

try it on. Ah! it fits
made for yon, It is well made, buttons sewed
on strong, with strong pockets.””  The customer
puts his hand fnto the pockets to try them, when
his fingers come in contact with the pocket book.
His imagination is Kindled with the idea of ap-
propriating the supposed treasure, ‘“‘How much
did yon say the coat was?"’ he eagerly asks.—
The denler names a good round price. “‘It suits
The mo-

riecdly ®With his supposed prize, not stopping to |
hear the suppressed chuckle of the dealer as he |

looks after him out of the corner of his eye.
issue can be guesscd—the covetous buver finds
out there 15 a difference between paper and
paper money, and is both enraged and mortified
to find that his own dishonest avarice has led
him to pay an extravagant price for a worthless
article that fits him so badly that he is ashamed
to wear it. Unless, however, his greenness is of
a deeper shade than ordinary, he is careful not

to mention ity even to his most intimate friends.
= BTG IR

Highly Important to the Ladies !! ! — Paris
Fashions 1211°?

The Paris correspondent of the New York
Jgurﬁuf f:f Cummr_'rrr, under dnte of April ]G,

The |

fnt:x'

Spider once more marched to the front, the oth-
ers being within striking distance, and made
play for home: but on getting to the head of the
streteh, Toler took up the runnine, collared his
leader, passed him at the distance stand, and
led home a winner in 1.52, to the great delight
of those who had backed him. -

Lhird Heat.—Shockoe got a fine send off,
dashed to the front, and cut out in gallant style,
his pursuers being close on his trail, and all run-
ning at their ease.  On reaching the back stretch,
Toler, who was then fourth, quickened his pace,
passed Fillibuster, gave Spider the go-by, and
on swinging into the head of the stretch made at
bis leader, who, not feeling disposed to change
place, made a desperate struggle from there
the distance stand, where Toler lapped him antr?
rave him the go-by, beating him to the score by
haif a lenzth, and winning the heat in 1.52.—

| Toler’s backers sanguine and very much excit-
ed. |

Fourth Ieat —The Nicholas horse was the first

to show in front and continued the lead for a
(uarter ot a mile, at which time Shockoe cut him
down, took his place and hegan to open a gap.

As a matter of course his friends gave vent to

their pent up feelings in loud huzzas, and many
of them were shouting ‘“‘he has them,’’ ¢he'll
win,”” when to their utter astonishment Spider

made a tremendous brush, locked the leader at
- the half~-mile pole,

the head

when necessary to do S0,

The ‘‘sharpers”” were now off their feet com-

pletly, and all hands and the cook seemed en-

o A I " } AL M Q 1 . . 3 . .’ . . > - - -
Lhe horse least dreaded had won | g higher than this; and it were a meagre account

Nt sSea.
the two fastest heats.
' '* L i
Fith Heat —At the word Shokoe acain went

coft with the lead, enttine out the work in earn-
est, the other four being well up, and thus they
‘ran tll reaching the back streteh, when the rider

of Spider tickled his siddes and he went at his
leader with the speed of the wind. On reaching

' the balf-mile pole Spider and Shockoe were voked
together, and thus placed, flew along for an
“hundred yards, when Spider moved to the front
‘aud made for home.

! Getting necar the head of
the stretch, the Nicholas horse made a beutiful

y burst, cut down Sheckoe, and@ put out his best
licks in pursuit of Spider, who fairly flew down
the stretch and passed the stand one length aherd |
i 1,483, Toler being third, Shockoe fourth and
- Fillibuster catching the flag in his face.

Ve venture to say that a better heat for the
fifth one, than that made by Spider, will not be
run again over Broad Rock for mauny vears: nor
will a result more unexpected, occur during life-

time.
- S

A Singular Case. .

A letter from Cleves, Hamilton QGounty, Ohio,
says: Wat. lickman, a wealthy citizen of this
place, was taken violently ill on the morning of
the 15th, and by having the prompt and kind
services of two erudite Esculapiuses, received his
‘quietus’’ about five o'clock same day. Next

'morning the defunct Eckman was kindly stowed
‘away in his coffin, and jolted in a market wagon
'to the Derea Church, a distance of two miles,

where a funeral sermon was preached by the
Rev. Wm. Lee.+ The solemn thing was about
corcluded, the last hymn was read, and the
choir was about to “‘strike up,”” when they were

'suddenly annoyed by discordant and very un-

judges bis customer to be of the right stripe, af-

1
|
!
|
|

|
L]

1
|

musical sounds and kicks, which it scemed ob-
vious were going on inside the cffin.

Y ou may possibly imagine there was some con-
sternation in that meeting-house about that time.
Well, there was nething else for a few minutes.
At least half of the congregation broke for the

when the Rev. Mr. Lee descended from the pul-

pit, and in a loud voice ordered the coffin to be |

speedily opened, which was done, when it was
found that Wat, who was not only alive and
Kicking, but was struggling manfully to free
himself from his—to him—mysterious confine-
ment. The blood was flowing freely from his
mouth and nose, but in a very few minutes he
was able to speak. He was carried to the house

o . . . | y ; B R
ney is paid, the self~duped customer walks off hur- | of Abram Palterson, Esq., about two hundred

yards from the church, and a physician sent for,
who remained with him until the next morning,
when he was able to walk about the room.

e a1 i .

It is said that Tom Corwin, as he is familiarly
called, was once trying a case in which he was
opposed to the late Mr. Wirt, when the latter
tried a somewhat novel mode of discrediting

the evidence ‘of Mr. Corwin’s chief witness, ou |

whose accuracy and discrimination everything
turned, by showing that he was a person of as-
tonishing credulity.
Wirt—*‘llave you read Robinson Crusoe ?"’
Witness—**Yes.”
Wirt—**Do vou believe it all 27
Witness—“Well, yes, Squire, I don’t know but
what I do.” '
The same answer was reinrned as to Gulliver's
Travels, and several other works of fiction, Cor-

' book from that conflagration.

, ; ' we look
ran with him fromythere to |
o the ctroteh the S L A0 L | .
1 W1 el 1;-_':; reteh, Lien F‘_—-‘Ll“.l' him off _1‘-“1 'to take the clement Titus for our model asg to
home at 2 kiiling pace in 1.50—thus showing |

that he hiad not only speed, but could hang c¢n |

e ——
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Incitement to Noble Deceds.

a photograph of the
famous and venerable as present-
ing among the the processional spoils our only
probable portraiture of the Golden Candlestick.
It reminds me of a saying of this Roman empe-
ror which has become proverbial. On a certain
evening, when he looked back over the long
 hours, he remembered no good action, .and ex-
claimed, ‘I have lost a day !”’ or more briefiv in
Latin, perdidi diam. According to some repérts,
it was the absence of any beneficent action that he
regretted ; and thus the saying has been under-
stood by most.

This was certainly a beautiful trait in a hea-
then, a Roman emperor, and one whom we have
to compare with bloody tyrants, such as preced-
ed and followed himm. But perhaps too much has
Ueen made of the benevolence of Titus; and per-
haps we have allowed a sentence, happily word-
ded and proceeding from one in imperial purple,
to eclipse the greater and more diffused excel-
Eencigs which the Christian religion has intro-

uced. |

It was something, indeed, for a sovereign of

-absolute power, innumerable subjects, and bund-
 less means to pass twelve hours without one act
of beneficence. We naturally inquire why he
might not have made ten thousand persens happy :
it would have taken less than aday. On the other
| hand, one act of clemeney, charity or: compas-
sion has its glory, even though the only one in
the aforesaid term. A day thus signalized is
brighter than certain days of Nero and Domitian.
' And In this view Titus Vespasianus justly la-
mented the day as lost which could not show this
single bright redeeming spot. It was not a day,
creta nolandus, to be “‘marked with a white
stone.”’ -

In the dominions of the emperor there was, at
that very time, a class of people not clad in pur-
ple or fine linen, and often confounded with the
despised Jews. They were widely spread and
had rules touching this very point. They have
not yet ceased to exist nor to practice according
to these rules. They used to exhort one another
thus: ““To do good and to communicate, forget
not.”” They were, indeed, a peculiar people,
| ‘‘zealous of good works.”” They went go far as

to adopt the maxim, ‘“All things whatsoever ye
would that men should do to you, do ye even so
to them.”’

Let us do justice to Titus, the ‘‘delight of hu-
man kind.”” He was mild and comparatively

There hangs before me

|
|
:
|
i

forbearing in Judea, and seemed to use harshness

i with reluctance.

'ing Jews rather than pollute their temple, and

'looked with admiration and pity on the holy pile

He offered terms to the resist-

when it was stormed by his batteries and burn-
ing up. He allowed Josephus to save the sacred
Hence it is that
to the Arch of Titus, at Rome, with a
easure of complacency. But we arenot willing

spending a day.
To pass a wholg day without an endeavor to
make one happier is indeed to lose a day; it is

«readful, it is heathenish; and a heathen empe-

ror may rebuke us. Yet the Christian standard
'of a Christian day to reckon its acts of benefi-
;ecnre at a unit. God has given a wider

- rule, and Providence opens more numerous op-

| portunities. If good acts were confined to
'what in the world’'s estcem are great acts
only a few could do them, and only once in
‘awhile. DBut the business which Mrs. Hannah
Moore was said to-take for her life’s task—faire

| des heureuz, to make others-bappy—is e -business
at which every man, woman, and child may
work in every place, every day, and every hour
of the day. A stone cutter or a joiner mightsay
with truth of a given day, “‘I bave lost it, for I
have let it go without one stroke from my chisel ;’
but we would not frame a rule conversely, and

| mi'%:h}in one stroke of the chisel as a noticeable

{ amar, ' tes?

.~ We err by omitting cheap acts of beneficence
in our daily walk and among our hourly com-
panionship. The web of a merciful life is made
‘up of these slender threads. This is a secret of-
tener learnt by woman than by man.

The husband is used to a wholesale business.
By the utterance of a few syllables on ’Change
| he finds himself richer by thousands. He writes
ten letters on a ship of paper, and goes home
heavier by a complete fortune. He has done a
day’s work. He can make a long interval. So
in his charities ; he takes a tithe of the tithe of
half his nett income and builds an orphan house.
His soul is refreshsd ; he has done a great work.

The wife sits at home. She is employed in a
series of continually rcpeated acts, any one of
which is almost inappreciable.® Her steps are
many, up and down flights of stairs. . Her sphere
of housewifery comprises multiform particulars.
She layeth her hands to the spindle, and her
bands hold the distaff. Who can keep the tally
of all those quick passes of her nimble needle?
Her aggregate of human activity is the sum of
'small increments. She acquires a habit of think-.
ing that innumerable littles will in time amount
 to something great. She generalizes her law and
gives it a moral turn, holding that a thousand
minute kindnesses go for something in the -sum
total of Lenefaction. - If slie cannot rear an asy-
lum, she can wipe away a tear. If her lord
 comes home to dinner weary and pettish, after-

some exhausting deed of love, she can bear his
glance with a meek and quiet spirit, which he.
will remember by-and-by. ‘“In her tonge is the
law of kindness.”” Great men may learn philo-
sophy from good women. QOur days would be
sad indeed if every one was lgst which did not
contain some signal actionm, -fit _to be written
down in the book of Chronicles or honored by a
presentation of plate with letters and- dinner
speeches. It is n remarkable point in theawards
of the judgment-day that those who are to enter
into the joy of their Lord seem never to have kept
any diary of their good works, or digested any
statistical table of their visits, or held any anni-
versories whereon to ennumerate their works of
mercy. ‘“‘Lord, when saw we thee an hungered
or athirst?"’  Yet they had not lost their days.
God rememblers what they forget, even to the
minutest good deed. ‘
“¢Tis a little thing =~
To give a cup of water; yet its dexught
Of cool refreshment, drain’d by fever’d lips,
May give a shotk of pleasure to the frame
More exquisite than when nectarean juice
Renews the life of joy in happiest hours.
It is 2 little thing to epeak a phrase
Of corumon comiort whieh by daily use

: : : ‘‘Ball dresses for the spring and summer are
ble and extraordinary. A certain gentleman,  there was scarcely a comet which had not several | composed of the lichtest materials. Madame

who was so deaf that the roar of the cannon of  independent discoverers. Since the comet-medals Fauvet, 4 lue du Menars, is preparing charming
the Invalides was no more to him than the ordi-| have been withdrawn, the annuvl average of dis- | funcies for the festivities of the W hitsuntide weck.

: B : .80 _ ] | nary shutting of a door, having tried nearly all | coveries has sensibly diminished, and it may not | There are robes of tulle and gauze striped with
I was forced to say Yes—not very graciously, | flower springing up aceidentally within the con-| remedies, went with his ear-trumpt to his physi- be out of place here to suggest to our American | silver, having three, four or five skirts. Tunics
I fear ; and he ushered them in accordingly. _ |finesof a gn_go ;- another has contributed to our lcmn and said to bim, “Well, doctor, must I give. princes, what indced was urced before the|of white tulle, zebraed with velvet. In silks,

The first was a spare, eager-looking man, with | modern European literature the most touching, up all hope of a cure?”’ - ““American Association for the Advancement of ! the large watered patterns are prefered, either
keen, quivering nostrils,- and a brow furrowed

ostril the most humanizing, the most- philosophical of ! “There may vet be one method of curing you,”” | Science’’ last summer, that a renewal of these | plain or with colored boquets; silks of light col-
with thought and expressive of immense defer- answered the doctor, ‘‘but it is a very violent |
mination of character. The a

. ' prize-medals in this country might be of signal
AT  apearance of the
second was still more remarkable.

Has almost lest its sense ; yetontheear

- glishmen,’ ’’ I muttered to myself, quoting page sure, . In this manner, an ingenious French
nineteen of the ‘‘Sentimental Journey.”’ | wri“é:i'& has' elaborated a Lhmmigg volume on no L
show them up??’ = 2 {-his room ; and from so simple an incident as a |

- win all the while fidgetting and getting hot.— : X
Presently Mr. Wirt, consideriag the man entirely Of Lim who thought to die unmourn’d *twill fall
Like choicest music.” s

 flattened out, resigned him with a bland smile. | T B Y e
| nslﬂra:l lh?::nltnitimd he had only one question to £ Wesine s Rl ooy Georgia negro was riding
Mr. Corwmm—‘Have you read Wirt's life of | a mule along, and came to a brldge,"w_hen the
Patrick Henry ?*’ mlﬂe stopped. e
IWI'?E{’ES—&YES.” I’Il_b&t )'0':1 a q}larter,” said “!.Rﬂ'k', $ I. 11 make
Cerwin—‘Do yoa believe it all ? you go ober dis bridge,’”’ and with that struck
ors with flounces, others*of striped or sprigged Witness—*“Why, no, Squire, I can’t go that,? | the mule over the ears, which made him nod his
| patterns. These dresses are trimmmed in the apron- L e Con R EOMIALT haad suddenly. “You take de bet den,” said
style, or up the sides, with lace, ruches, bows of | How 10 JUMP OFF THE ‘CARS.—Unless you in- the negro, and contrived to get -thg ‘stubbora’
riband or flowers. For young ladies, tarlatans | tend suicide don’t jump from the cars when in | mule over the bridge. ‘I won dat quarter,any-
and plain silks, crape or tulle with two skirts, | motion; but if you think you must, and wont how, ” said Jack. | BEE R i3
having a broad satin riband put on the edge of | be persuaded to behave like a sensible man, this| ‘‘But how will you get. your money,” said a
each like a hem, are the most appropriate. The | is probably the way to do it : jump sidewise, as|man close by, unperceived. 2 e

skirts of all robes are made very full, and very | high as you can, and when in the air screw your | . To-morrow,’’ said Jack, ‘‘massa Eih’ 5‘101' |
take de quarter out.””

moral stories. - Thus, in his gayety and his gravi-
ty alike, in his treatment of minutize and his na- one.” - service to American astronomy.

. 1 could not| tural temperament, I find myself irresistably re-| *No matter. What is it?” . The comets already discovered are unquestion-
remove my eyes from his face, and yet I could | minded of the French style whenever I opena! “You only chance of a cure is to go the opera | ably but a very small part of the swarm which
scarcely have told yon what it was that so at-| volume of Sterne. Do you follow me?” | and hear Il Trovatore.” - are flitting like great celestial musquitoes round !

- me. His forehead was broad and high; | ‘‘Perfectly,’” replied-the philosopher; ‘and I| The patient recoiled in terror. ' the sun,
his mouth open and eloquent; his hair black, | admit the justice. f your remarks, Ile has alli “If you refuse,”’ said the physician, ‘you are! While modern observations have thus estab-
glossy, and falling in smooth pendulous masses he,go]augt}, &5 W ;;.'ip__‘__j-_a,!!:the' seriousness of the | a lost man.”’  lished the gregarious habits of these long-tailed
almost to his shounlders. His eyebrows were pro- | French character—that § ' The victim was silent for a moment, but then | monsters, the minutest observations and the ex-
actest calculations have failed to detect the slight-

minent 4nd bushy, and the eyes beneath them ‘the first as well a5 the he murmured, in broken accents, *“Very well ; be
s it so. I shall go and hear 1! Trovatore; but will | est disturbing effect from them in the motions of
the planets, though the comets themselves have

animated by a living radiance, alternately dreamy | *If the French have a fault, Monsicur le Comte,’
and ' you not go with me, my dear doctor? Do not:
suffered great disturbances. ™

and tender, wild and energetic. 1 have Esince 1 the chaptmm pasport, ‘it is that .
beard them compared to ‘‘the rolling of a sea " 23 3 | leave me for a second, for something dread-' |
“Not the last| ful might happen.” ' The remarkable case of Lexell's comet deserves

ﬁﬂ_‘w_' - j-.i' ”
with darkened " and T can think of no| .The metapbysician smiled. _ X
words which better express their changefulness traveler,” ‘he said; ‘‘for in those notes thatl  ‘‘Be cglm,” was the answer, “I will go with  special mention. This comet passed in 1770 very
' T L T - made onmy latejoarne you."”l - ' near the earth, after having made a_similar ap-

and their depth. o : ny lat y through France and Italy, : : |
He entered last, but stepped before his friend, | I particalarly observed this exception to their| That evening the two friends went to the opera, | proach to Jupiter. Its orbit was determined and
t. The other its return predicted from observations then made

and stood looking at the portrat generally fluttering and thoughtless disposition. | and sat down together in the ochestra stalls.— The fulness above the elbow is what gives to | k or do _ ® L —————— e ——————
bowed aud npol:g‘ih&ed«tb mein a few brief hesi- | These last are the qualities that strike us most| The opera began. The physician watched his but it never came back, and-subsequent calcula- | sleeve the name of deret, from jts &%ﬁ;&"'}; ]({)?e igg:r?;c;f Wil ;I:ﬂe}dmi}l;; gﬁg‘:f;;g:o:sgh:& . Why is a watch dog larger at night than he is
€ating words for their intrusion. | by contrast to ourselves, and that come m ’ paticnt's face anxiously. The first act made no, tiens showed that its return was prevented by | the cap worn by the peasants of the Basque prov- | the convenience and comfort of  this method of 1D the morning? Because he is let ont at night
Presently the second comer turned round, and | into play in the intercourse of commou life; F“d.| impression : the second nome. At last, in the the action of Jupiter during a second and still | jpces. A deep flounce or cloche falls over the | getting off the cars.—Springfield Republican .and taken in in the morning. s By e SO
without'any previous recegnition of my presence, | therefore we are generally disposed 16 set them | third act there was a sound in the deaf man’s mnearer approach of .the comet, even within the top of the arm and covers the scant part of the 2 Hee e : | e - S S ST
said - | : - | =2 down as an altogether frivilous and superficial | head like a drum bursting—bang! The patient jovial circle of the old fellow’s retainers. The | sleeve.?? EREETE, Goop.—A little girl nine years old having at-| Why is a lady sweetest when she is just out of
- see that you two have been dining togeth- | people. It is a mistake which we ghall do well | jumped up and shouted with joy to his physician, | comet entirely changed its course aﬂ.er_ this inter- S R ———— - tended a'soiree, being asked by her mother, on ; bed in the morning? - Because she is a rose.
er. -Has the worthy p:reend been an agreeable | to correct on further acquaintance with them; or, | ““I can hear, my dear fellow ! T can hear !’ The! view, and was never recognized again, yet the| An advertisement says: ‘‘For sale, an excel- | returning, how she enjoyed herself, answered : —_——,e————
companion ?”* | | - if we persist in it, we smust call to our nid an ex- | physician took no notice of him. He had him- circum-jovial satellites kept steadily in their old | lent young horse; would suit any timid lady or | ““I am full of happiness. .I couldn’t be any | “/Capital punishment,” as the boy saidwhei"
The oddity of the address pleascd me. " traordinary degree of our pative blindness and self become deaf! courses, - gentleman with a long silver tail.”’ ~ happier, ynless I could grow.,”’ i the Schoolmistress seated him with the girls. =
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long behind ; double skirts are in great favor | legs up and bend the head forward you will |1ah to get corn, and I
both for evening and walking toilette. The new- | strike the ground ‘with that part of the body P e o ST A g

est sleeve is styled the derdf, the upper part sits | that is or should be cushioned: by nature for the | SIMPLICITY OF DrEss.—We have seen Hon. J.
very close to the shoulder; but becomes very | purpose, and you willroll sway from the train in | Q- Adams, years ago, on a summer Sunday, in
wide towards the elbow ; all the width is throwu | the manner of a wheel. Hands to avoid the |the long sessions, going to church at the Capitol
bebind, for the scam of the sleeve lies almost flat | scratches, had better be in the trousers’ pockets. | Wearing a linen roundabout. In the winter with
on the arm in front. The fullness ‘of the elbow | If you survive the operation yon will feel better, | yarn mits on knit by his wife.” This was an ez-
is gatheged mto a deep band, eight inches wide, | it is quite likely than if you had blundered off amgle_qf ‘republican simplicity and €conomy worthy
. whiich sits close to the.arm down to the wrist.— | without regard to the rules of science, and bre- | 9f tmitation. : Xl |
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