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The pistol and the seimetar,

n my maiden flower and pride
me tn share the tasks of war:
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They slew him—and my virgin years
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» the Grecian maiden,s vow.

hed the lute in better day=
[ led in dance the joyous band;
Ab! they may move to mirthlul lays

hose hards can touch a lover’s hand.
march of hosts that haste to meet

ms gayer than the dance L
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me,

lute’s sweet tones are not so sweet

As the fierce shout of victory!

THE MILLINER’S BILL.

swax lichts Mumined a Fifth Avenue hall,
the erinalines whirled in the mazy Lall,
e persons of fashion were blithe and zay,

g the hours of rest away.

! bolield with boyish pride
ful dress of his stylish bride;
*she, in her fine elothes, seemed to be

en of that splendid company.

Oh, the miliucr’s bill!
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'm w ary of satin,”’ soon ghe cried,
have a blue velvet, more full and wide;
| none of my bonnets suit my face—
gl order anethers of sweet puint lace,
th emerald flowers; and then, dear man,
1l iet me indulge in a tarletan:”
d old Bubbles cried, as his wife he eyed,

The dearest of women is my dear bride.

Oh, the milliner's bill!

Frencl cambric that mornin
day,

Aud wlie moire antique ere the week p

[ -2 A -

AWay,
The richest and newest of stuffs to be got
- sckhead’s wife bonght, and ha grudged
them not,
vears flew, and the bills at last
“ilarrived at a figure extremely vast.

¥

't <! when Bubbles beheld the sum, he eriod,
an old fool, Gone by a spendthrift bride.”
. Oh, the milliner's bill!

"
e g "'r:"‘

A document long was discovered there—
“illiner’s bill of that lady fair.

fiy
¥ much cash, it was confessed,

‘ beeny Tot 16 her lord from the banking chest,

by which it the public did;

®’s display proved his fortune’s tombh.

O, the milimer's bill!
[ —
—

: 12" A Monument s to be erected to the
o20w Fathers at Plymouth ; to cost from
0,000 to §400,000. Tt will be built of
:'}"“f-ﬂ 153 Teet high, 80 feet at the base,
r,",h Siting figures from 38 to 70 feet high.
: Iu'iu:‘;’ be Lcompleted in twelve years from
o be 1836. Thirty-six thousand dollars
shus ¢a subscribed, principally in Massa-

15, The society for building the monu-

Bent have .
wi. 2ve purchased all the estates immedi-
*‘F lrr.u

Y for the
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R AND SEVENTY-FIVE CTS. |

e eveen silk the next | would take place then, but every 1

assed |

“mgth broke a bank, that had long kept hid |

n the crash came, vain humbug’s doom, | him
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Service had commenced in the neat liitle
sanctuary, which the inhabitants of Harlem
had consecrated to the service of God. The
minister had read the psalms and scripture
lessnps, and bad repeated the first line of the
opening hymn. The eyes of the peeple were
fixed intently upon him, for he was not only
a sound and eloquent preacher, but he was a
 fine locking one too, and thus cnchanted not
' ouly the attention of the true, but the false
worshippers. The house was very sull —the

‘THE WIDOW’

| the only sounds that throbbed on the balmy
' golden air, which the midsummer’s Sabbath
| morn bad breathed into that holy place.

The first syllable on the second line was
trembling on his lips, when a rustle at the
door, and the entrance of two persons, a lady
and a gentleman, dissolved the charm. In
a moment eveiy eye turned from the pulpit
to the broad aisle, and watched with more
than ordinary interest the progress of the
couple. A most searching ordeal were they
subjected to, and when fairly and quietly
seated in the first pew, immediately in front
' of the pulpit, what 4 nudging of elbows there
'1 was—ay, aud how many whispers, too.

In vain the sound, the good, the eloguent,
the handsome Mr, B. sought again to steal
the attention of his hearers. They had no

C., and widow U.'s young geutlemanly and
dashing attendant.

How she had cheated them. Iladn’tshe
said she dida't feel as though she could ever
wear anything but mourning?  And in spite
of these protestations, hadn’'t she come out
all at once, dressed in white, ard walked into
the ehurch in broad daylizht, leaning on the
! arm of a young geatleman,
Yes, indeed she had.

She weould

as they were, and to the last how many wit-
| nesses bhad been subpocned! She was actu-
ally dressed in white, with open corsage, dis-
| playing an eclaborately wrought chimtrite,
| drapery-sleeves  trimmed with the richest
Mechlin lzce, under-sleeves of the same ex-
pensive materizl, with a white lace hat with
orange buds and flowers, with kid gloves and
light gaiters —such was the deseription every
lady had om her tongue, to repeat over as
soon as the service was ended.

And the gentleman—he was dressed in
style, dido’t he wear white pants of the la-
test pattern, and a white vest, and a coat of
“gatin finish’™” and white kids, ton; and

he gaze of*en and lovingly on the fair feat-
urcs bestae bim ?

Ah, yes, he did =0, and there was no far-
ther room to doubt. Widow C. had cheated
them., She had won a bhean, laid aside ber
! mourning, pnat on a bridal attire and was
going to be married in church. Tut who the

difficult to solve,

Service procceded. The choir sung and
the minister proyed and preached —the peo-
ple wondered when the ceremony would take
slace.
| Butto their utter astonishment they were
| left to wonder.

For when the bevedietion was pronouneed,
Widow C. and the strange geutleman walked
with the rest of the congregation guictly out

elear, melancholly tones of the preacher werd”

didn’t he sport a massive chain, and didu't |
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and there not only wept as she parted from | sewing and knitting by any circle of ladie
| was by those composing this socie

him, but actually embraced and kissed him !

*What! in broad day light!’ exclaimed
grandma W. ¢ Well, if I ever heard or seen
the like on't.”

Little Nell, the old lady’s youngest grand-
child, wondered to herself if it was any worse
in broad day light than at other times. Per-
baps you will wonder, too  We did at least.

There was a large attendance that after-
noon at the weckly meeting of the village
sewing sociely. Kvery body went that pos-
sibly couid leave home. And what a chatter-
ing there was when the bustling of assem-
bling was over. There was but oue topie,
but
beau—for the getleman wmust be her bean—
or at least ought to be. -

Every body had something to tell, some-
thing to wonder at. But suddenly every
magic tonguc was hushed ; an universal stroke
of palsy scemed to have fallen ou the group
as, lookirg up, they perceived the very lady
about whom they were conversing so eagerly,
standing in the doorway.

* (iood afternoor, ladies,” said she in her
usual quiet way; * I am glad to see go large
and happy a gathering. 1t is a beautiful day
for our meeting.’

Anund then she proceeded to the table and
helped herself to a block of pateh-work, in-
quiring for the sewing silk, which having re-
ccived, she sat down in the only vacant chair,

and commenced bemmiug a red bird with a |

| yellow wing on a very green twig which lat-

have |
lead guilty to all these charges : ;
piead guiity to all these charges, grave Ones |

y : | ter had already been hemm'd on to a square
eyes, no thoughts for any body else but widow | J n

that was all-engrossing—the widow's |

|
|
|

picce of white cloth, aud the whole when |

completed was desigzned to form the twenticth
part of a bed-spread. She scemed all en-
gr*.‘wi;:d with the bird’s bill and spnkc to no
one. KEvery body wondered if she had Leard
what they were saying when she came inj
but her placid countenance soon reasured the
most fearful, and every one longed to com-
mence a personal attack,

Old grandmother W. was the firsl to ven-
ture.
delicately, and in so roundabout a way that
the lady would not suspeet her of curiosity.
So she began by praising Mrs C.’s dress.

*Why, it's really a beauty. Where did
you get it ¥

‘I boncht it.”

‘IHere ? inquired the old lady.

* No.’

* Where then 7

¢ In the city, last spring.’

h. you did, did you? DBut I thonght
you was never going to dress in any thing
but black again?

All serutenized the lady’r face in search of

| a blush, but it eontinued as usual while she

beau was, znd from whenee he came. it was |

| of the church. When they reached the pave- |

went, he offered her his arm very graccfully,
and she placed her hand very confidently on
the beautiful coat sleeve, as they passed on

VWhat a moreing that was in Harlem !—
What a world of eonjectures, surmiscs, in-
quiries and doub!s rolled over and over in
the brains of not only gessiping ladies, but
sober, matter of fact gentlemen. The like
{ of such a thing Lad never oceurred in the
| annals of the village—there was something
| new usder the sun—a lady had a beau and
no body knew it.

Widow C. didn't your ears burn that day ?
| And we wonder they didn’t drop off; surely
i they must have been crisp and erimson.

The Rev. Mr. 13, pn!:tche"!.{ to a erowded
| house that afterncon ; no cowmpluunent to him,
| though. KEvery one was sure the wedding

ody was
| sadly disappointed; and if tongues had run
]ar. railroad speed before, they traveled then
‘ on eleetric wires. The minister might have
reached in Greek that day, and the scrmon
| would have been quite as edifying. But one
' subject occupied the village mind-—the wid-
! ow's beau.
It actually secmed, too, as though the lad
tricd to make all the talk she could. After
| tea, arm in arm with the strange gentleman
; she walked the whole length of the village,
| and away out into the country, and never re-
{ turned until the moon was high.
|+« A nice looking dress I guess she had,”
| drawled out grandma W., as she listened to
i' the story of the handsome widow's wander-
-I ings. ‘I'm glad I hain’t got to wash it, all
| drabbled up with dew, as it must have been;
| but I don’t 'spose she thought or cared a
| word about it, she’s so carried away with
| But I'll give her a piece of my mind
the first time [ have a chanece : see if I don't.

But the good old dame began to fear she

would never have the desired chance. She
| hurried through her washing on Mouday,
| and hobbled over to the widow’s as soon as
possible, but the door was locked, and one of
the npeighbors said Mrs. C. and the gentle-
man went off in a carriage, nobody knew
where very early in the morning. * Yes, and
never got home until nine o'clock in the
evening.” Look out widow your charaeter is

Hlagg oo Wonument, embracing ten acrcsi
W sog ‘owmanding a fine view of the har- |
Ul the locality of the toek. :

!

on the carpet,
If she knew it, appareutly she didn’t care,

ud the veritable rock, and also a | for the next day she went sailing with her

beau, and the vext day rambled with him off
to the woodlawn, and the next forenoon went
with him in a earriages to the railroad station

' answered—'1 did think and say so coce, but | 1D : - UERE i
| quiem, ond the Algonquin nalicn became his

I have finally altered my mind.’

‘You have, ¢h! W hat made you?

*Oh, I had good reasons.’

Here the hearers and lookers-on winked
and looked very expressive at each other

‘But did you not spoil your beautiful white
dress the other night, wearing it away up to
the burying ground 7'

‘I did not wear it.’

Here was a damper for the old lady. She
Lad such a long lecture to read on extrava-
gance, end she determiued to do it, too, when,
unfortunatcly for her eloquent strain, Mrs
C.'s dress hung up in her wardrobe all the
titne, and she had worn an old black silk.

After a while the old lady tock a fresh start.
She wouik not be balked again.
find out all about that beau before she went
home, ‘that she would.” She began by say-

ing—*Your company went away this moruing, |

dido’t he?’

‘He did.’

‘He did not stay very long, did he?

‘Notso leng as | wished him to stay,” was
the raply. Aund now the ladies did look at
each other. It was as good as confessing.

*‘When did he come?’

‘Saturday evening.’

‘Were you looking for him?

‘I had been expecting him for a fortnight
or more.

‘Why, do tell if you had then, and yom
uever told on’t either. Iiad he any business
in the place?

‘He had,” replied the widow.

“What was it? This was rather more di-
rect and blunt than the old lady had meant
to put, and she forthwith apologised.

But the widow interrupted her saying—'0,
I'd as lief you'd know as not; he came to sce
me.’

0, widow C , your good name Jdid go down
then. Be careful what you say mext, or
you'll have only a remnant of character left

to go home with, and remnants go very cheap. |

Te did. did. he? and heo dido’t come for who are as innoccnt of labor as a fine lady;
"y L - |

nothing else, then,  But was you glad to see
him?' queried the old lady.

‘Indeed T was. It wasone of the happiest
moments of my existence.’

*Well, well,” said the old lady, hardly know-
ing how to frame the wuext question; ‘well,
well he is a very good looking man any way.’

‘I thiok =0, too, and he's notonly good
looking, but he’s Jood heartcd—one of the
best men I ever knew,’ observed the widow.

‘You don’t say so! DBut he is rich?

‘Worth a hundred thousand or so,” said
the lady earnrstly.

‘Why, dutell if heis  Why, you will live
like a lady, won’t you? But what is his
pame? inquired the old lady, whose curiosity
was uow raised to a high piteh,

‘Henry Macon.’

‘Macon! Macon! was, wasn’t that that your
name before you was married?

‘It was.’

“Then he's a conncxion, is he?’

‘He is.”

‘Da tell—who he is then. Not a cousin I
hope. I never did think much of a marriage

between cousins.’
‘He is not my cousin.’
‘He isn't? Not your cousin
connexion is he? Do tell now?
“ He vs my youngest brother!’

o

-

But what

She would |

She mcant to do up the matter very |

! nne of the chiefs

| tedious journcy,

| quainted,’

it
v, for the
next fiftcen minutes. Not a word was uttered
nor an eye raiscd. Had the latter been done,
and the roguish and expressive glances seen
which passed between Mrs. C. and the minis-
ter, who, uncbserved, had stood on the thresh-
old as a silent spectator and a curious hearer,
perbaps—mind you, we ouly cay perkaps—
they might bave guessed more correctly the
namo, character, stauding and profession of
the widow’s bean.

=
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Discovery of Illirois.

In 1673, James Marquette, with
Frenchmen as compaunions, and two Indians
for guidss, set out from Canada; and after o
reacbied the great ““Father
of Waters,” ou which they embarked ¢ with
a joy that could nol be expressed,” and hoist-
ing the sails of their bark canoes floated down
the majestic river, *‘over broad, clear sand
bars,” and glided past islets swelling from its
bosom with tufis of massive thicknoess, be-
tween the broad plains of Illinois and lowa,
all gerlanded with majestic forestr aud check-
ered groves. Aftcr descening the Missis-
sippt for about sixty leagues, they discovered
an Indian trail, and unhesitatingly left their
canocs to follow it. After walking some six
miles, they ecame to an Indian village, whenee
four men advaunced to meet them, offering the
pipe of peace, their calumets **brilliant with
many colored plumes,” and speakiog to them
in lnnguage which Marquetto understood: —
“Weare in lllinois;” that is **we are mean.”
How beautiful is tho sun, Ob Frenchimen,
when thou comest to us! our village awails
thee: thou shalt enter iu peace all dwellings.”
After staying with that bhospitalble people for
a while Jamea Marquette and bis esmparions
further descended the Mississippt river. uatil
they were satisfied of its flowing into the Gulf
of Mexico, when they returned, and reaching
the 35th degree of north latituge. entered the
Tllinois river and followed it to its sovurce.
The trive of Illinois [ndians, which occapied
its banks, invited Marquctte toremain and re-
side among them. But expressing a desire
to cont’nue his travels, he was conduected by
and several warriora to Chi-
cago, in the wicinity of which place kq
mained to preach the gospel to the Miar
whilst Liz companions returncdto (Qn
announce the discoveries. Two years after-
wards, he entered the river in the State of
Michigan, called by his nawe, and erected on
its banks arude zltar, said mass after e rites
of the Catholic church; and being left alone at
his own request, he knelt down by ifs side,
and offering to the Mightiest, sol

five

1¢e0

solemin thanks
and supplications, fell asleep to wake no more.
The light brerze frem the lake sizghed his re-

mMOUuruers.

Authors turn Themselves Inside out.

“Sir Edward DBulwer Lytton says in
of Lis recent novels, that ithors are
only people with whom the public are ac-
or words to that eflect. Certaiuly
it is not any casy thing for one who wriles
much, provided writings are widely read, *o
conceal bimself from public knowledg is
guize himse!l as he may, every book he pub-
lishes is in some degrce an autobiography.
Nay, his very cflorts at concealment, reveal
traiis of character which frankness itself
would mot have disclosed. 1lis intellectual
parts are manifest by the very nature of his
vocation, and his woral sfatus, whatever he
way think to the contrary, canmot well be
hid, even if he endeavor to hide it, which
few authors take the pains to do throughout
their entire writings. Not less than other
men, suthors may be known by their ‘works.’
Whoever talks largely, wbether in print or
verbal speech, talks himself out at last, aund
the world sees him as he is  Undoeubtedly a
clever writer may now and then, if he will,
contradict his own taste, habits, or even prin-
ciples. Charles Sprague, who praised the
‘Spanish weed’ so prettily (in bis poem of
‘Curiosity,”) is innocent of its use, and was
merely exercising his imagination, as poets
have done before. There have been drink-
ing songs by bards bibulous only of Souch-
ong or Hyson ; love songs by poets who were
never in love; sea songs by land-lubbers who
get their inspiration from braudy, and found
their subject in a horse-pond ; hunting songs
by men who never saw .a fox outside of a
menagerie ; war-songs by sentimental young
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ladies who faint at the sizht of bloud, and
‘ cannot bear a gun ;' ?Ih'l'u'_l songs by pro-
fane scamps, who ncither sing nor say the
church service; mad songs by the most se-
rene of quictists; work songs by lazy fellows

baby songs by old maids and barren wives;
home songs by eld bachelors whose homes
are in the cock-loft of the tavern ; and songs
of the country by Cockneys who don’t know
clover from daundelions Such things may be
done for once, but rarely well, and never with
that fine fidelity to nature which gives per-
manent life to a work of art, whether in paint-
ing or poetry. It still comes to pass in the
long run, that the aathor appears as he is—
truthful or mendacious, a lover or a hater of
men ; a respeeter or a contemner of women ;
a man of chaste or of unchaste imagination;
sincerc or affected ; honest or unscrupulous ;
tender-hearted or cruel ; amiable or churlish ;
high-minded or pusillanimous. Nor can the
nature of his theme preveat this self-revela-
tion. A religious polemic may show =21l the
passions of the cock-pit: a philosopher may
display worse vices than those which he re-
prehends; a philanthropist may disclose the
malignity of an assassin ; and a satirist, as it
almost always happeus, may reveal a nature
at once gentle, loving, compassionate and
ma.gnaniluous."

27 The gallant localizer of the Troy
Times desciibes ** blasted hopes” to be—

«t Marryifig a woman with the expectation
of getting $30,000, and when the union is
consummated to be presented with a bill for

If ever there was & rapid progress made io | her last year's board.”

L
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How to Write Well.

ok:

gives us a bit of wisdom on that subje

*“ Speed 1n composition is a questionable
advantage. Poetic history records two names
which may represent the rapid and the
thoughtful pen—Lopez de Vega and Milton,
We sec one pouring out verses more rapidly
than a secretary could write them ; the other
buildiug up, in the watches of the dark, &
few wajestio lines. On leaviog his treasures
to be casily compressed into asingle volume—

six quartos. Oue gainiug fiftcen pounds—
the cther a hundred thousand ducats. Oune
sitt:ng at the door of bis house, when the
sum shone, in & cosrse coat of gray cloth,
and visited ouly by a focw learned men frow
foreign ecountries—the other followed Uy
crowds wherever he appeared, while even the
children shouted after him with delight. It
is only
the fame and houor of the Spaniard and the
Eunglishman bava been changed.
ished a comedy 1}

He who
nearly fini ﬂ b
lies motionless i3

ciore breakfast,
noW gmall niche of
monuwental biography ; and he who, leng
choosing, began late, 13 walking ap apd down
in hia singing robes, wnd with laaeel roand
lis head, in the cities of many lands— Za¥l

BTy

Ty

biz home and his wolcome in cvery devout
beart, and upon every learned tongue of the
Christicz world.”

But z2¢ what another Ligh authority says
of

£hakspeare’s pen ard Milton's:—

¢ Milton's deseriptions of natural objects

ara rich, elaborate, and finished —Shak:-

peare’s are spoutanevus, Witkout losing sight
of tha morning freshnoss snd exquisits bean-
ty of his miuor pocms, be i3 sarpassed evean
i3 this respect by Sholispeare; bul so are all
other uniuspired & Milten leaves bis
own hizh inpresson overy!! L3 touchea—
Shakspeare that of uviversal

Milton is theo Sabbeth only—Slekspeare all
the days of the week. Shakspeare is the full
and many-voiced orchestra—D>Milton ouly one

T
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Bumsnity.—
“ J

instrioment ; but it is tie organ—the most
perfect, the grondcest, the loftiest of all in-
struments. The ene is the neblcst of rivers
—the otber the ali epcirelivz and limilless
ocean. In Slakspesve there is the infinitude
af :‘::l.!‘il'l'! ";l:'i:l il -:-i-;:g n "- « 111:} L&Hu}.-—-
Skakspeare’s universal geuins is alowe in the
world ; =0 is the suatained grandevrs of Mil-

ton's lofty flight—the high aim, preparation,
and Jearmug—thie originality, stately dignity,
and power of his mighty muse—these being
all concentratel and exeried in ore given di-
rection. The oue, taking sueljcet and treats
meut intn aceovnt, is the greatest dramatie
poct, ane the other ths greatest epic poet, the
world las ever produced.”
——
Irish Peazantry.

A gentleman who heas tra
Ireland, says the pative nil
peasants to each other ¥y o
have frequently seon them take of their hats,
and salute cavh other great civilily. —
The exoressious of these poor fellows, upen
mecting one another, iz full of corliality.—
One of them, in Dublin, met a boy after his
own heart, who, in the sincerity of his zeal,
exclaimed : Patrick ! myseli's glad toses vou,
for in troth I wish you well “ By my soul,
[ know i, said the other, “ bLat you have
buat the bLalf of it”"—that iz the plcasure of
meeting was divided. If ycu 25k a common
fellow in the streets of Dublin, which is the
way to such a place, he will take off his hat.
and, if ha does ot know it, he will take care
not to tell you so; (for nothing is more pain-
ful than to bo thought ignorant,) he will
cither direet you by an appeal to his imagina-
tion, which is ever ready, or he will say, “* 1
shall find it out for your honor immediately ;"
and away he flics into some shop far informa-
tion, which he is Lappy to Le the bearer of
without any hope of reward.

Among the mortuary peculiarities of the
Irish, their love for pesthumous honors is
worthy of remark. An elderly man, whom
a much esteemed clergyman attended in the
last stage of existenee, met his death with
fortitude, but expresses his grief that his dis-
solution should take place at a time when the
employments of spring would prevent his fu-
neral from being numeronsly attended. This
is a general national trait; and a grievous
impreeation, in the Irish language is, ** May
your burial be forsaken!” They have another
very figurative maledistion—** May the grass
grow green before your door I
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B At a convention of the clergymen, not
long since, it was proposed by one
members, after they had d
should eutertain the company with some re-
marks. Among the rest, one drew vpon bis
faney, and related a dream. In his dream
he went to heaven, and he desceribed the
golden streets, the river of life, ete. As he
coneluded. one of the divines, who was some-
what noted for his penuricusuess and money-
saving habits, stepped up to the narrator and
inquired jocosely:

“Well, did you ece anything of me in
your dream?”
“Yes, I did”
*‘Indeed! what was I deing?”
“*You was on your knees.”
“Praying, was I7”
**No—scraping up the gold!”

Heanise os Born Sipes.—A father ask-
ed a lazy son what made him lie in bed so
long?
ing counsel every morning. Industry ad-
vises me to get up; Sloth, to he still; and
so they give twenly reasons for and against.
[t is wy part to hear what is said on both
sides ; and by the time the case is over, dia-
ner is ready ”
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Alabama like the
Beeauso cno end

A& Why is the map of
barrel of soldiers musket?

khas s Lay on ¢ (beycuot )

It is an important question for our young i
writers to write well, and a late reviewer |

the other to be spread abundantly over forty-

sirce the sarth has fallen ou both that |

3 of the !
ined, that each !

‘Y am busied,” said he, **in hear- |

From the Boston Journal, January» 23,
Anecdote of Rufus Choate.

A curious mischance happened to Mr.
Choate on Wedpesday, in the trial of his In-
surance cause, with Geo. S. Hilliard on the
other side. He had been arguing with una-
sual vehemence and labor that the other side
didn’t dare ask their witnesses about the
stowing and arrangement of vessels loaded
with grain, as respects scaworthivess —al-
though they made a great show of asking
them about vessels generally, “‘Name one
witness,” he thundered out over the head of
Mr. Hilliard, the opposite counsel, ‘‘name
one, I should like to hear of one to whom
they ask the question as to grain laden ves-
1s.” Mr Hilliard quietly said, “‘Captain

testified in answer to inguiry upon that
very noint.” ‘‘Twpossible,” said Mr. Choate,
] carcfully collated my notes of evidence
last night, and I know thereisn’tone.” After

B¢

this tricf but emphatic denial, he was rush-
ing cu in the ficry tide of his usual lighe-
ning-like style of advocacy, when he was

stopped Ly Mr. Hilliard's quictly appealing
to the court, as to the truthk of his haviug
named oue witness who swore directly in the
tecth of what Mr. Choate was saying. The
advocate stopped in wid-career, evidently im-
;2ricpt as & racer curbed, to hear the Judge,
who, turniog to bhis mioutes, read in plain
language the statement of the witness, as ex-
pressing the closest and most deliberate opin-
ion, expressly with regard to grain vessels.
] A goneral titter began to prevail, and ¢ what
th2 speakcr conld say wvow,” was the univer-
I | feeling ; pausing & wmowment, and giving
that peculiarly solemn oxpression of face
which those who are fawiliar with him so
weil Tecornize, the great advocate broke the
silence by the simple question, twice repeat-
¢d, as if the Judge, but zeally to the jury,
docs that witness say Aow wiany grain ves-
sels hia experience embraces—how many, is
the important point. I am arguing that the
expericnce of persons experienced chigfly in
gra:n scls is not and dare not be asked by
».”  And saying this with great
and without a wuscle of his rigid
features changicg, he turned the attention of
Le jury and rapidly rushing into aznother
art of argum it was found that he had
Lera and the minds of the auditors off
from the desperately bad break in the link of
his argument, before they bad time to decide
whether it really was true that Mr. Choate
Lad fallea into a Blunder not more over-
whelming thaa it was langhable. Aoy body
clse after such a proceeding aud flourish of
trumpets, to have been o floored, would have
been utterly extinguished by the unanimous
mirth of Bench and Bar. It is due, howe-
ver, to Mr. Choate to say, that he very
rarely makes a trip or is so put to his trumps
to recover himself,
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Where the Plaster was.

A certain doctor (rather a modest young
man by the way) wase recently called in to see
a lady who had been taken suddenly ill. The
found the application of a mustard plaster ne-
ceszary. and accordingly went to werk and
made one, and laid it carefully by to prepare
the lady for its applica‘ien. KEverything was
ready and the doctor sought the plaster; but,
strange to say, it had disappeared. The doe-
tor and the megro nurse searched high and
low, in every probable place for the missing
plaster but in vain; it was gone, no one could
tell where, The nurse had not seen it sinca
the doctor laid it on the chkair, There wasno
other alternative but to go to work and make
another, which was accordingly doue. Daut
still the question would present itself to all
—what had become of that plaster?
cumstances of its havingz been spirited away
begau to tell unfavorably upon the sick lady’s
nervous sensibility; but the doector conld not
help it; be could not explainu the mystery.
The doctor in a deep brown study prepared
to leave, and stood up befure the fire to warm
himself before encountering the cold withoue.
Through the force of vulgar habits, he paited
his coat tails behind, when the nurse, display-
ing about four inches of ivory, said:

“T foun de plaster, massa doctor.”

“Where?” eagerly asked the doctor, “*where
15 1t?”

“You got it ahind,”
ning.

The doctor clapped his hands beliied. and
there it was sticking fast to the seat of hia
breeches, where he sat down on it when it was
i laying on the chair. This was too much for
the modest doctor. Ie seized his hat and
bolted; nor could he be prevailed on to visit
the lady during her sickness.

-

K7 *As 1 was going,” said an Irishman,
*‘over Westminster bridge the other dry, I
| met Pat Herwins Herwins, *‘says I how
arc youl’

“ Pretty well T thank you, Doneley,” gays
he.}

Says I, “*That's not my name.”

“Jaith, no more is my name JIlerwins,”
says he.

“So we looked at each other, and fzith it
turned out to be neither of wus”
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Drying Coxsoration —** I shall be happy,”
said an expiring husband to Lis wife, who
was weeping most dutifully by the bedside,
¢ if you will only promise not to marry that
object of unceasing jealousy, your ecousin
Charles.” ** Make yourself quite easy, love,”
said the expectant widow, ** [ am engaged
to his Lrother.”
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Brinarens.—In former tupes, it was a
maxim that a youngz woman should not get
' married until she had spun berself a set of
. body and table linen. From this custom, all
unmarried women were termed spinsters—an
| appellation they still retain in England in all

deeds and legal proccedings.
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|  pea.“*Boy, where does this road go to?"—
: T doan’t think it goes anywhere. T alwaj
| sees um here every morning.”




