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patt s
nd the darkness
Falls from the wings of night,
As 3 feather is wafted downward
From an eagie in its flight.

The day is done

1 see the lights of the villags
Gleam through the rain and the mist
And a feeling nf sadness comwe ee’r me,
That my beart cannct resist.

A feeling of sadness and louuging
[hat is not akin to pain,

Sorrow oaly H
1ist resembles the rain.

Come redd to e some poem,

Some and beart felt lay.

T hat shall so

tLe this restless fecling,
Acnd banish the thoughs of day.

Not from the grand old matters,

Not from the bards savlime,

Fer, like strains of martial music,
rizhty thoughts suggest

1 endeavor;

jong ior rest.

e humbler poet,
bis Leart

ouds of summe-, .

wunderiul melodivs.

Such songs have power 1o guiet

ihe T

Aud come lix

{

{

i

That 10jows alier prayer. {

| large cities where multitudes of buman be-

Then read from the treasared volume
T

And iend to the rhyme of the poet, i
i

poem 0. tue cliolce,

Tle beauty of thy veoice.

And the night shall be filled with masic,
And the cares that infest the day
Shall iold ike the Arabs,

i)y stedl away.

And as 8

RIDING EN 4 SLEIGII.

a4 noisy lay;

e, how de

ol triendships,
As ary maiden way—

fiding in a sleigh!

Driver gets excited,
Tuinks he's ve
Snaps the whipe

Gives the nags a start,
Girls and gallauts mixing
In an awkward way;
Bless we, how delightful,

Ridiog iu & sicigh!

yet it is equally true that

{ empty minded fop. His

Round the corner rushiag
At a speed to rash,
Suddenly upsetting
With & boriid crash,
In a snow bed tumbled
All the lovers lay—
Ha, ha! bow delightful,
Riding in a sleigh!

Beavers sadly battered,
Bonuets all awry—

Some the girls a laugbing,
Others want to ory;

Careiess drivers swearing,
Says the deuce’s to pay;

Ne'er «“dump’d’’ load before
Riding in a sieight

Matters once more righted,
Jingling ou we go,

Through the wo ods and meadows,
Q’er the frosty snow,

Jingling, laughing, kissing,
All the merry way;

Bless me, isn’! pleasant,
Riding in & sleigh!

Guars A¥p Bearps.—Two young mise~
es, discussing the qualities of some young
gevtlemen, were overheard thus.

For the Inguirer and Chronicle.

THE RAMBLER.

_ The intellect of the wise is like glass ;
t admits the Light of Hegven, and reflects
if.—Hane. ;

To the reficetive wind the seasous in their
coutinual chang2 aiways bring to view the
wisdom of that glorious Bieng, who has so
wisely adapted the whole order of nature
to the physical, mental and moral wants of
wan: Winter comes on  with rough and
solemn aspect, but soon we are disposed
to welcome the music of his milghty voice,
and often, indeed, seem to forget ourselves
in admiration, while the cold blasts are
sweeping in wild confusion around us.

Sueh was the day on which 1 started out
to notice the ways of the world, aud thus
afford wyself some reereation. With no
little degree of enthusiasm, 1 felt that
wuch would depend upon a proper use of
wy tiwe, in order that I mightretara with
a miud well prepared for energetic action.
Without, however, troubling the reader
with a long account of the various iuci-
dents that occurred, 1 prefer confining my-
self cn the present ocession to a few
thoughts which were suggested to my mind
while on a visit to the Quaker City—Phil-
adelphia.

It is true, as Dr. Franklin once remark- 5
ed, that there are a great many things in
such # city that a wise man dors nof want:
there are many
reasons why a wise maa joves to walk lei-
sarely along the erowded streets of a large
city. 1 am voue of

those, however, who
are forever longing to shine in the gay at-

tire with which the majority of those who

! sides there is wothing but ruin and destrue-

wander along the prominent streects seem
to take so much delight—no, “God made
the country, man made the town.” Cain
st cily, and generally it would |

bailt the fi
scew as if Cain’s descendants were busily |
engaged in building cities; or rather it |

uld seem as it posterity at least some-

bat akin to iwm were making vp a lurge

W
“
P inhabitants.

roportien of the In such

ings are continnally going to and fic, the

! observing mind enjoys peculiar privileges

There |
be sees the empty headed, and still more

in the study of Luman character.

well oiled locks

iadicate how much more highly he vaiues
the peculiar “curl” than the proper digni-
ty of a nobie minded young man. Next
be notices the fiirt—for, by the way, they,
like the Scribes and Pharisees, may be seen |
at any time, about the coruers of the '
streets; and in all other promiuncat places.
Even now, while sitting quietly in my
sanclum, imagination seems to behold oue |
of the fair ones in the distance. |
¢ Mark her when she first appears,
Still distant, slowly moving with: her train;
Her rob

Like s¢

d tresses floating on the wind,

ht figure in a morning cloud.

:’st thou that smile rise from her part-
ing lips ?
Soft swelled her glowing eheek; her eyes |

samled too.”’

But T turn from such a sgene of non-!
sense aud vanity, which must. needs excite
pity and regrét.
er created to stoop so low; thy warm, beat-
ing heart should enable thee to exclaim, in |
sweetest accents,

Woman, thou wert nev-

«Nearer, dearer bands of love

Draw my soul in union

Tomy Father’s house above,

Thither all my hopes ascend,

There may all my labors end.”
Then shall thy nobie soul, beaming forth
celestial light, illumine this dark world
and then will thy eniiles, sweet as the
smiles of angel messengers, cheer the do-
mestic circle; then sball the happy day
come when the wiidarness shall biossomn
like the rose, and the solitary places re-
echo with the song of universal bappiness,

But 1 find I have dwelt too long ou mene-
!y incidental affairs. It was my intention
to confine myself more directly to a notice
of several painfings on exhibition in the
«dcademy of Fine Arts.” TFurst of all 1
will request the reader to contemplate

Dearn ox THE PaLe Horsk.

This world-renowned painting was execu-
ted by Benjamin West, and bas for its ob-
ject the representation of the vision of St.
John, Rev, VI, 1 to 12. On first behold-
ing this great efiort of human genius, the
mind is paturally overpewered, and for
soma time can scarcely realize the presence
of such a torrible seene. Indeed toa
mind somewhat disposed to melaucholy,
this overwhelming exhibition of destruc-
tion, would doubtless have an alarming ef-

No. 1—Well, I like Charley, but he’s
rather girlish; he hasn’t got the lcast
s beurd.

No. 2—¢I say Charley has got s beard,
but he shaves it off’

No. 1—No, be baia’t either, any more
than I have,’ :

No. 2—1 say he has too, sad I kuow it,
for it sticks my cheek.’

bit of;mf. The heavens on fire; the earth

fect. Imagive for a moment the dreadful

| melting with fervent heat; the sun blotted
from the heavens; the moon turned to
blood; the stars wandering in deep dark-
ness; the millions of buman beings on the
earth all panic stricken; then see far away

| lightning. on the supposed day of his mar-

| clouds are broken; the thunder and light-
| nings let loose, and the heavens “rolled to-

scatter far and wide, the resplendent beams
that pour forth from the Everlasting Throne.
See ¢“Death on the Pale Horse” coming!
The King of Terrors is represented with
the physiognomy of the dend, butat the
same time may be seen the inextingnishable
rage that fires with hellish strength every
muscle; and throws a kind of superhuman
charm over the terrible being. On Lis
head is placed a crown, and around hir body
flows the spacious robe.

{

In his right hand
he holds go sceptre, but with an outstreteh-
ed arm grasps the Serpent that first brought
death into the world and all our woe, and
with mercijess cruelty he sends forth his
fiery dartsin every direction. “Ilis Lorse
rushes forward with the universal wildoess
of a tempestuous element, breathing livid
pestilence, and rearig sud trampling with
the vehemence of an unbridled fury.” Be-
bind bim is seen an insidious demon bear-
ing the toreh of Discord, with a monstrous
progeuy of the reptile World,

« All prodigious things,
Abo ninable, unutterabile, and worse
Than fables yet have feigued, or fear con-
ceived,

i
i
Gorgons, and Hydras, and Climeras dir-.” |
These are the “Ministers of Hell,” who had |
“power given to them over the fourth part |
of the earth, to kiil with the sword, and |
with hunger, aud with disease, and with
the bessts of the earth.” Accordingly
man and all living things are thrown into
the wildest seene of confusion, and on all |
ticn.

“The powers of Hell foliow ‘on the
clouds beliind;” or rather, the powers of
Hell ecome bursting throngh the deep dark-
ness and clouds that seem to  envelop the
whole scene.  “An image of the devouring
mortality is seen in the sadden desth of |
a young mother and her infant son. She |
is supparted by ber hosbhand, who at the |
soibe time aetends his arms, as

it were, tx‘{
galioping of the Pale Horse.—
Her daughter, a beautifu! child, in a pa-!

L

stop the

thetic attitude, endeavors to sucenr her.—
The destruction by wild beasts is re;‘:c-!
seuted by a lion and a lioness rushing up-~ |
on a tamultuous group of men ou horse- |
back and on foot, who are endeavoriag, in
A wild |

§

tarn, to destroy their assaiiants.
bull is secn attacking the ecrowd bebind,

and tyssing a youth in the air. The furi- |

ous animal is himself assailed by the dogs

In the clouds an eagle and heron areen- |

gaged in mortal cowbat; and on the fore- |

! oround a dove lamentiog over its dead mate |

Nezr the bull, but somewhat farther in the

pictare, a young man is struck dead by |
riage; bis brother is supporting bis lifeless
body. and a young female, his iatended
bride, gazing wildly upon bim. A rumber
of figures are secn in eonfusion, terror, aud |
astonishment at this awiul visitation. Over |
firmament is

their heads the rcot; the |

gether as a seroll.” The destruction by
Famineis represented by a saliow, emacia- |
ted man, with a wrinkled visage and hollow :
eyes, on his knees, endeavoring to dig up

sotoe wild roots with his long nails, to ap- |
pease tha ravenous cravings of namre.—f

Close to
this the destrnetion by Pestilence is figured f
by a woman with an expression of pain and

malady in ber wan countenauce and |
crouching attitude. The
War is represented by a figure in heimet |
and .armor, mounted on a red horse, with '
bis sword raised in the act of charging, and |
and the clouds of battle raising before |
him.”’

His empty cup lies beside him.

destruction by

1 have now briefly poticed one leading |
character in this painting. In my next pa- i
per, I will ask my readers to contemplate l
the second.

SIGMA.

Frevericx INsTITUTE, %

January, 1857.

Hoop ekirts, said old Roger to Miss Se-
raphima, as she was dressing to go out, are |
indicative of the extent of a lady’s ae-|
quaintanca. |

She playfully turned and demanded ln’;
explanation, calling him naughty man, for!
meddling with that which dida’t belong to |
bim. How does it indicate ber acquaimt-
ance, sir?

Why, said he, pulling down his white
waistcoat and looking pleasantly at her
voluminous habit, it indicates that she has
a large cirele about her.

Seraphima went out with a smile, like
“he month of Juae.

A distingoished writer says —There is
but one passage in the Bible where the
girls are commanded to kiss the men, and
that is the golden rule, “Whatsoever ye
would that men should do uato you, do ye
even 5o unto {hem,”

ith‘lorion light of heaven begiuniog to

! way into his bands: I was st the bezio- '

! apd it was not merely a natursl “eariosity

! Taylor? he asked; fand added, cn re-

| at once recognized each particular

(From the N Y. Tribune.
A Letter fromn Bayard Taylor.

AN HOUR WITH HUMBOLDT.

Beruiw, Nov. 25, 1856.

1 came to Berlin, not to visit its muse-
ums and gaileries, its magnificent street of
lindens, its operas and theatersy bor to
mingle in the gay life of its strests and
saloons, but for the sake of seeing and
speaking with the world’s greatest living
man— Alexander von Huwbloldt.

At present, with bis great age ‘and his
universal renown, regarded as a throped
monarch in the world of sciemiee, his
friends have been obliged, per-foree, to
protect him from the exhaustive bomage
of bis thousands of subjects, and, for bis
own sake, make difficult the way§ of ace
cess to him. The friend and fam@ﬁnr com-
pauion of the King, be may be uh@, cqual-
13, to hold his owa court, with the privil-
age, however, of at any time breaking
through the formalities which only self-
dofense has rendered necessargh  Svwe
of my works, I knew, had foued their

]
ning of a journey which would Probably |
lexd me through regions which this feet
ind traversed and his gesins illstrated,

which attracted me toward him. X follow-
ed the advice of scwe German  fricuds,
and made use of no mediatory imfaence,
but simply dispatchegd a note to him, sta-
ting wy name and object, and asking for
au interview.

Three days afterward 1 reccived through
the city post a repiy in bis own hand, sta-
ting that, altbough he was sufferiog from
acold which had fallowed his: removal |
from Potsdam to the eapital; would |

willingly receive me, and appoi 1o
clock to-day for the visit. 1 was pune-
tual to the minute, and reached [his resi-
denes in the Oranicaburges-st as the
ciock strack.  While in Berlin¥he Jives |

with Lis servaat, Saifert) whose " on< |

Iv 1 found on the door. It was 'a plain

twe story bouse, with a dull piax front

{ most to restiessness.

utterly at the first glanee, and you feel that
be will trust you, if you are worthy of it.—
1 bad approached hin with a natural feel-
ing of revereuce, but in five wivutes I
found that I loved him, and cenld talk
with him as freely as with a friend of my
own age. Ilis nose, mouth and chin have
the heavy Teutonic character, whose gea-
uine type always expresses an honest sim-
plicity and directness.

I was most surprised by the youthfal
character of his face. 1 knew that be had
been frequently iadisposed during the
present ycar, aud had been told that he
was beginning to show the marks of his
extreme age; but I should not have sus-
pected bim of being over seventy-five.—
His wrickles are few and small, and Lis
skin has a smoothoess and delicacy rare-
ly seea in old men. Ilis hais, although
snow-white, is still abundamt, his. step
slow bat firay, and his wanner active al-
He sleeps but four
tiours out of the twenty-foar, reads and
replies to his daily raia of letters, and suf-
fers nosingle occurrence of the least inter-
est in 2ny part of the world to escape his
attention. I couid not perceive that Lis
mewory, the first mental faculty to show
decay, is at all impaired. He talks rap-
idly, with the greatest apparent ease, never
hLesitating for a word, whethsr in Eaglish
or German, and, in fact, seemed to be
unconscious which langasge he was using,
as he changed five orsix times in the
course of conversation. He did not
remain in liis chair wore than ten minutes
at a time, frequently getting up and walk-
ing abont the roowm, now and then pointing
to u picture or opening a book to illusteate
sowe rewark.

He began by referring to my Winter
journey iuto Lapland  “Whay do you
choose the Winter?” he asked: “Your ex-
perience will be very interesting, itis true,
but will you not soffer from the severe
e0id?”  “That remains to be seen,” ]

answeved. %I bavetried all climates cx-

| vept the Aretiz. without the least injury.
{ Tae last twe years of my travels were

checriog sign,”’ be said, “and an omen of
good for your country, that more than half
a million of men supported by their votes a
man of Fremont’s character and achieve-
ments.” With regard to Buchanan, he
said: ¢] had cccasion to speak of his Os-
tend Manifesto not long since in = letter
which bas been published, and I could not
eharacterize its spirit by any milder torm
than sapize.” He also apoke of our au-
thors, sud inguired particularly after
Washington Irving, whom he bad ouce
seen. Itold him I had the fortune to
know Mr. Irving, and had seen him not
long before leaving New York. ¢lle must
be at least fifty years old,” said Humbeldt.
«He is seventy,” | answered, but as yonng
«Ah!” said he, ¢“I have lived
solong that I have almost lost the con-
sciousness of time. I belong to the age of
Jefferson and Gallatin, and T heard of
Washiugton’s death while travelling in
South America.”

Humboldt's recolicetions of the Altai
Mountaios naturally led bim to speak of
the Andes. *:You have travelled in Mexi-
e, said ke, *do you not agree with me in

as ever.”

the opinion that the fivest wountains in the
world are those single cones of perpetual
snow rising out of the splendid vegetation
of the tiopies? The Himalayas. although
loftier, ean searcely make an equal impres-
sion; they lie further to the morth, without
the belt of tropical growths, and their sides
are dreary and sterile in comparison.—
You remember Orizaba,” continued be,
here is an engraving from a rough sketeh
of mine. 1 hope you wili find it correct.”
He rose aud took down the illustrated fo-
lio which aceompanied the last edition of
bis Minor Writings, turned over the leaves
and recalied, at each plate, some reminis-
cence of his Awerican travel. ©I stii]
think,” be remarked as he closed the book,
“tlet Chimborazo is the grandest mountain
in’ the worlp.”

I bave repeated but the smallest portion
of his ccnversation, which flowed_on in 2q
{ uninterrupted stream of the richest know_
| ledge. On recalliug it to my mind, after

: : . |spent i pieal tri { leaving, s sarpri 9
and inhabited, like wost of the bouses io | SPent in iropicai countries, and now 1! leaving, I was sarprised to find how greata

German cities, by two or three families.— |
2 |
The bell-wire over Seifert’s name came

from the second I pulied: the |

{

story.
heavy porte cochere opened itself, and I

| mounted the steps until I reached a second |

bell-pull, over a plate wscribed, ““Alexan- 5
der von Humubolde.” ‘
A stout, square faced man of about fifty, |
recognized as Seifert, |
“Are yon Herr|

whom I at onee

opened the door for me.

ceiving my reply: «His Excellency is
He us
into a room filled with stuffed birds and
other subjects of natural history; then in-
to a large library, which apparently con-
tained the gifts of authors, artists, and men
1 walked between two long
tables heaped with sumptuous folios, to
the further doer, whick opened iuto the
study. Those who have scen the admir-
able anlored lithograph of Hildebrand’s
pictare, kuow precisely how the room |
looks. There was the plain table, the |
writingedesk covered with letters and |
manuscripts, the little green sofa, and the ,
saine maps and pictures on the drab-col- |
The picture has been so long
hanging in my own room at bome, that I|
ob- |

rad
ere. e

ready to reeeive you.”

Of seience.

ored walls.

|
|

ject.

Seifert weot to an inner dvor, announ- {
ced my name, and Buwmboldt imwmediately |
appeared. He came up te me with a
heartiness and cordiality which made me
feel that I was in the presence of a friend,
gave we his hand, aud inquired whether
we should couverse in English or Ger-
man. “Your letter,” said he, “was that |
of a German, and you must certainly |
speak the language familiarly; but I am
also in the constant babit of using KEng-
lish.” He insisted upon my taking one
end of the green sofa, observing that ke
rarely sat upon it bimself, then drew up a
plaiu cane-bottomed chair aud seated him-
self beside it, asking me to speak a litile
louder than usual, ashis hearing was notas
acute as formerly.

As 1 looked at the majestic old man, the
lineof Tennyson, describmg Wellington,
came into my miod : “Oh, good geey head,
which all men know.” The first impres-
sion made by Humboldt's face is that of a
broad and genial humanity. Iiis massive
brow, heavy with the gathering wisdom of
nearly a century, bends forward and over-
hangs bis breast, like a ripe eat of corn,
but as you look below it, s pair of elear
blue eyes, almost as bright aud steady asa
child’s, meet your own. In those eyes
you read that trust in man, that immortal
youth of the heart, which makes the
snows of eighty-seven Winters lie so

wish to have the stroungest possible con-
trast.” “That is quite pateral,” be re-

marked, “and 1 cau understand kow your |

object in travel must lead you to seek
sach contrasts; but you must possess a
remarkable healtby orgavization.” “You

donbtless know, from your own experi-

ence,” 1 said, *that nothing preserves a|

man’s vitality like travel.” “Very true,”

he answered, “if it does not kill at the

years ic South Amweriea and the West | questbn itself suggesting some reminiseence |
| Indies, 1 passed tircugh the midst of black | oF sope thought which ke bad evident '
i pieasuie in expressing. I sat or walked, |

vowit and yellow fever untonched.
1 spoke of my projected visit to Russia,

ghiz steppes, he said, were very monoto-

nawber of subjects be bad tonched upen,
and bow wuch he had said, or seewed to
Lave said—for he has the rare faculty of
placing a subject in the clearest and wiost
vivid light by a few luminous words—coxn-
cerning each. He thought, as he talked.
withioet effort. I should compare his brain
to the Fountain of Vaucluse—a still, deep
and jranquil poul, without a ripple on its
Surface, but creatinga river by its over-

i outset. For wy part, 1 keep my bealth | flow.  He acked me many questions, but
every where, like yourself. Dauring ﬁvcidid tot always wait for an answer, the |

| followihg hiz movenmuts, an eager listener,

! and wmy desire to traverse the Russian Tar- { and spaking in alternate English and G”'Q
| tar provivees of Ceatral Asia. The Kir- | man, il the time which he bad granted | ie .y iglue the laws. Clinton take ber

| to me hud expired. Seifert at length reap-

bead-work, in a gilt frame. <This’ he said,
¢is the work of a Kirghiz princess, who pre-
sented it to His Kxcellency when we were
on our journey to Siberia.” You accom-
panied His excellency then?’ T asked. Yes
£aid he; ‘we were there in 29 Seifert is
justly proud of having shared for thirty or
forty yesrs the fortanes of his master.—
There was a ring, and a servant came in to
announce a visitor. “Al, the Prince Ypsil.
anti,’ said be: “don’t let bim in; dow’t let a
siogle soul in; I must go end dress His Ex-
cellency.  Sir, excuse me—yours, mest re-
| specifully,” and therewith be bowed himself
out. As I descended to the street, I pass-
ed Prince Ypsilacti on the stairs.

MRS. KELLY IS ASKED FOR HER
NAME.

Among the arrests made recently, was
that of Mr. Kelly. for intoxication. Mers.
Kelly is a talkative little body, aud shoeck-
ingiy given to ome idea. We give her ex~
ainination:

“What is your name?

‘As dacint a woman as ever the sun shond
opon. [D’ve lived in Albany twelve years
coming next michelmas—I kuow it by the
token, that the Sunday before, we wakcd
(" Neil.”

¢What is your pame?

in the State. If you think I'm lying call
on Mrs. Manning—a divil a uvicer woman
than Mrs. Mauning iver flirted a Louse eloth
or peeled a pratie.”

‘Stop that rigmarole aod givé me your
name.’ :

‘Stop what! my rigmarcle? Apd what's
my rigmaroles done that you should throw
slurs on a dacint woman? Would ye take
advantage of my wakeness, ye gay heeded
ould coon, ye?' s .-‘

‘Will you give me your name¥

Me what? [res

“Your pame.’ svy &) tem i %

*And perbaps yousthinke’# not got one.
Bedad, I've as  good srame as iver came
till Ameriky, and Fro ot ashamed “of #1.7

“Will you give it.to me?’ s

‘I see. yom 4 the divil first! I'd not
bewean the ieliey’s to that degree as to
tell vees I'm one of ’em.’

Then your nime is Keliy?

:And who slathered that out? Show me
the blaciguard and I'l) dust bis coat witha
poker.’

“Never mind ail thar.
were found intoxicated.”

‘And who paid for the row?
you ouid viiyan.

‘It watters ot who paid for the rum.—
i You drank it, and then committod s breach

Mra. Kelly, you

Not yon,

| of the peace, for doing which I sentence
you to jail for ten days.’

‘Aud dare you seud a Kelly to jail for
taking a little wake gin to get the wind
from Ler beart?

«Certainly, a Kelly or any other pereon,

-2l
L

r - 3 - ~ S - s -
Bous; ﬁf_‘y wiles gave you the I"““"’v‘)f a | peared |and “"d - lmf”, S a.:l Clinton undertook to do so, but got so
thousand, but the people were exceedingly | onee reipectful®and familiar, «It is time, ; entangled with Mrs. Keily's legs, that the

interesting.
would bave no difficulty in passing through

If I desired to go there, l‘

and I tok my leave.
“You have traveled much, and seen

i peir fell down stairs, breaking officer Clin-
| ton’s wateh, koee-pan and suspenders. Mrs.

hi 1 < t F x 1d - - - . . -
them to the Chiuese froutier; but thesouth- | many réns,” said Humboldt, as be gave | Kelly is now in o jail, but threatens to

best repay me. The scenery among the

Altai Movntaing was very grand. From

i his winlow iu one of the Siberian towns, he

had connted eleven peaks covered with
eternal spow. The Kirghizes, he added,

| were among the few races whose habits had | Pitt, Napleon, Josephine, the Marchals of

remained unchanged for thousands of years
and they had the remarkable veculiurity of
combining a monastic with a monadic life.
Tuey were partly Buddbist and partly Mas-
sleman, and their monkish sects followed
the different clans in their wanderings, care
rying on their devotions in the encamp-

! ments, inside of a sacred eircle marked out

by spears. He bad seen their ceremonies,
and was struck with their resemblance te
those of the Catholie church.

Among the objects in hisstudy was a liv-
ing chameleon, in a box with a glass lid.—
The anioml, which was about six inches
long, was lazily dozing oua bed of sand,
with a big blue fiy, the unconscions provis-
ion for bis dinner, perched upon his back.
“He bas just been sen't to me from Swyr-
12a,” said Huwbolt; “he is very listlessand

ued in  his per.” Jast then
the chameleon opeaed one of his long ta-
bular eyes, and looked up atus. ©A pe-
culiarity of this animal,’’ he continued, “is
its power of looking in different directions
at the same time. He can turn one eye
towsrd heaven, while the otber inspects the
earth. There are many clergymen who
bave the same power.”

After showing me some of Hildebrand's
watercolor drawings, be returned to his seat
and began to converse about American af-
fairs, with which be seemed to be entirely
familiar. He spoke with great admiration
of Col. Fremont, whose defeat he profound-

lightly upon his head. You trust him

ly regretted. “Batit is at least a most

more.” [Not a ruin,’ I could rot help re-
plying, but a pyramid.” For I pressed the
band wikh had touched those of Frederick
the Grat, of Foster, the companios of
Capt. Qok, of Klopstoek and {ichiller, of

the Empre, Jefferson, Hamilton, Wieland:
Herder, Goetlie, Cuvier La Piace. Gay,
Lussae, Jeethoven, Walter Scott—ia short
of everrigreat man whom Europe has pro-
| duced #r three quarters of acentury. 1
% looked nto the eyes which had not caly
| seen tis liviog bistory of the world pass |
| by, seek after scene, till the actor retired

{ - ]
| vinces of Siberi i n:* : i . ' .
{ ern provinces of Siberia, he thought, would | we his hnd again: *now you have seenone | . " . e 0o il wilyan’s’ skin, the

first time she weets Lim with 2 mop bLand-
dle.

A Sroosrrr ofF “Prycs.”—Hoxe
Truras, BY A HoMme-Speaxive Privoso-
PHER.—As sure as there happens to be
cold meat or a poor shabby dinuer of scraps
and make-ups, so sure is the husband to
take some one home to dinner with him.

No child ever makes a noise; and as for
babies,;it is 2 well-known faet that every
blessed buby that ever was born was the
“quietest little thing in the world.”

| one by e, to retarn no more. but kad be-
| beld th cataract of Atures and the forests |

zon an Popocatapetl, the Altaian Alps ot !
| Siberia the Tartar steppes aad the Caspi-
| an Sea, Sucha splendid circle of experi-
ence wii befits a life of such generous de-
votion ) science. I bhave never seen so|
| sublimau example of old age—ecrowned |
with iwerishable success, full of the rip-;
est wijlom, chiecered and sweetened by the
noblestattributes of the heart. A ruin,
indeed! No; a human temple, perfect as
the Pajheron.

As; as passing out through the cabi-
net of jatural History, Seifert’s voice ar-
restedie. I beg your pardon, 8ir,” said
Le, ‘* do you know what this is?’ point-|
ing tothe autlers of a Rocky Mountuin
elk. Of course I do,” said I, *:1 have
helpel to eat many of them.” He then
pointl out the other specimens, and took
we i the library to show ms sowe draw.
ings by his son-in-law, Muhlhausan, who
bad scompanied Lieut. Whipple iv his ex-
pidion to the Rocky Meuataivs. He al-

It is rare indeed thut you can get two
mother.io-laws to agree upon any domestio
matter, more especially upon any ftreat-

of the lassiqaiare, Chimborazo, the Ama- | ment convested with the rearing of chil-

dren.

Ope thing is indisputable;—servants
take care generally to answer the mother-
in-law’s bell the first time it is rung.

The kitehen chimney only catches fire on
festive occasions, and no cook ever thinks
of having 2 nervons fit, such as necessitates
ber being carried up stsirs in a state of in-
sensibility, but on sowe grand solemnity,
when you have distinguished eompauy to
dinner.

As the mothers grow older so the danght-
ers grow younger; for if the motler is only
thirty-two it would be absard and coutra-
dietory to give out that her growa up
doughters were mwore than fifteen or eigh-
teen at the utmost.

From the want of this simple masago-
ment, ridiculovs eases have been known, in
which the mother, by deductiog one, or
more, off her age every year and neglecting

fol beauties, has at length arrived to ba of

Qwﬂtuqelm specimen of

i
i

the same age as ber diughtors. . .

‘Me character is #3 good as any woman’s 3

to make the same deduction with her youth- . .
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