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Righ over thoss of heroas bold,
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Asd wreatbed ¥ round [wilk glory.
@od Mams tho child—ay, be Bip blews
~ Tmat noble solf dentnl.
bore him to the share,
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thelr bright and traaquil home,
 Bom, dlre,and that dear molber,
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Ok 11711 tofl you of & follow,
 Of a follow ! have seen,

Who is nelther waite or yellow,
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Thea his same fonn eharming,
Foe I ealy common *“ BHL;"

- And be wishes me 1o wed bim !
Hat 1 hadrly thiak 1 will !

He has 1old mo of & collage,
Of a sotlag e *moung the trees,
And don"t you fink the gawhey
Tumbled down wpown his knoes !
Whiie e learsihe crosture wasted
, Were encagh 10 lurn & mlll;
And be degged me 10 scoept him,
- Buil hardlythisk 1 willl
Oh 1 be whispered of devotion.
9f davoiiona pur and deop,
Bul it seemed so veryellly,
. "Phal T nenrly fell asieap !
+ Aud bethinks it would be pleamut,
As we journeyed dowa the hill,
. Te ge hand-in-hand together,
Batl handly think 14 will !

h hore last night Lo a0 mo,
he made 00 long & say,
 I'began 1o Wisk the dlockhesd
+ Baver mean\ o go way.
A48 T learned 10 hate him,
And I know I'hate him silll;
Yotk ¢ urges mae tohive him,
But T handly think | will !
I am sure 1 wouldn"t chooes him,
wory duee ls In 11y
‘inhq;.n refuse bim
‘Thathe eould notlive a minule;
 And you Euow he blessed Dible
Plalaly says, we “masa’t ki1,"
So I've thoughi the maller over,
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Aad faey all admire who stare !

; will pass ia bistory's page
m'lm-hunp.
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and loft it
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Awd 11 well that Whay refvaln;
oo biter dose would vox them so,
Thay would nerer kise again.

Aepo@modmas on poer woman's Ilps

Wolkave o Mas amang serseives,
Asw potlon.”

|ask a favor—a great favor—do, for my

| foelings, ho possessed easy and agreeable

| tlemen in the drawing-rcom—a groupe

| equal variety of countenance and deport-

armﬂd thiareply,

3: antmimg 510!!

CHARLES STANLEY.
PR —————

On a clear frosty momning in the begin-~
‘| ving of January, a few yearsago, a young
couple might have been scen walking at
a brisk pace through the long, namow sub-
urban town of Be——, Thore was an air
of neatness and good taste about their
dress; they conversed with animation,
tones of mirth often mingling with words
of kindly affection; they were on the way
to the house of a friend to join a dinner

“Doar Charles,” said the young wife—
for such she was—*do not be angry il 1

sake, be eareful what you take to-day—
I'mean, of any thing intoxicating. Re-
member, dear, what took place the last
time we dined out, and pray forgive my
reminding yon. Ido so, not in reproach,
butin purest love.”

“Say nor more,” replied Charles, “I
shall drink chiefly water with my dinner,
and only so much wine after it as you
shall not be able to disapprove.”

Charles meant what he said; he felt
that at their last visit be had taken a step
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ha took, and she could not collect her
thoughts.

For amoment Elizabeth was the obser-
ved of all observers. Ladies in their af-
ter-dinner talk, however, do not dwell ve-

ry long on any one theme. The new
stitch in crochet, the leather work, the last
Paris fashion, gossipof deaths, births, and
marriages, a little scandal, and a little reo-
ligion, with the passing events of the
time—subjects ds these filled up the short
interval which to Elizabeth appeared in-
interminably long and tedious, till the or-
der was given to announce coffee to the
gentlemen below.,

The true wife will fully enterinto Eliz-
abeth’s feelings as one gentleman after
another entered—some cool and compos-
ed as when they sat down to breakfast;
others cheerful and full of merriment;
here and there one—few and far between
in the present day, I am happy to think
—aunsteady in their step, with deadened
eyes gazing on vacancy, and words utter-
ed thickly and without meaning; and now
comes the one in whom she was most in-
tevested. And, alas! how did he enter ?
Blundering up to where Elizabeth sat he
threw himsell heavily on the sofa beside
her, and, nearly upsetting her coffee, be-
gan joking, not in his usual refined and
delicate manner, but coarsely; and, rough-
ly handling her gloves and reticule, and as
if regardless of the presence of others, he

or two beyond the line of moderation,
which had grieved his wife and made him |
asbamed of himself; and now ho duter-l
mined that he would show Elizabeth
that it was only a slip, not a link in the
chain of habit' Charles wished to do
well; but he had no decision of character
-—no firmness of purpose. Fond of intel-
ligent companious, and wel! able to con-
contribute his full share to any kind of
conversation which was on the fapis, he
was o goneral favorite. With warm
manners; and when among associates to‘
his taste, he soon became excited, and
would talk and sip his wine much faster
than he was awareof. The young couple |
smiled affectionately on each other as they |
arrived at their friend's house, and
Charles’s kind pressure of her hand and
his look, conveying an assurance of good
intentions, set the wife’'s mind at ease.

A waiting-maid conducted the visitors
upstairs, Elizabeth joining the ladies, who
were putting finishing thouched to their
dress, while Mr. Charles Stanley was an- |
pounced and introduced to a circle of gen-

displaying varied taste in eostume, and
bqut. All, however, manifested groat
suavity of manner, and smiles and small
talk provailed around, The ladies soon
jolned them, to b speodily conducted to |
the dining apartment, which was well ar-
ranged, the table being also set out with
every clegant conveuience. Lamps shed
a soft luster over avery part of the well-
warmed room; falry-like lights and shad-
ows, rainbow-tinted, glanced from chande-
liers upon the smowy damask of the cloth;
and glass and silver, of beautiful work-
manship, vied with ice and frost in mim-
io forms upon classically-shaped vossels
for various uses. Substantially viumdul.
sent forth “epicurean frankincense,” accel-
erating the arrangoment of “that groat dis-
pute of courts and cabinents, the choice
of places”—warm, snug quarters for eld-
erly and delicate ladies, suitable compan.
ions for the young, and an Mcomplhhed*
carver to assist the hostess in her oncrous
task at the head of the table.

“As iron sharpeneth iron, so doth the
face of amanthat of his friend.” A so-
cial party doubtles the enjoyment of our
meal, and if digestion wails on appetite,
the effect is complete. On the presont
occasion cheerfulness and good humor

round, and did its duty; tongues were un-

locked; the reserve of the ladies gave
way; topic after topie was introduced,

and discussed with more or less wit and
varied skill by the gentlemen. Charles
bocame interested; his romarks displayed
shrewedness; he argued with force and
perspicuity, drawing to himself the notice
of afow congonial spirits, A debate was
commenced and sustained with ability,
the, glass taking its round rapidly.

The mild eyo of Elizabeth every now
and then met that of her husband: but
with a smile he gave a little shake of the
head, so light ns tobe unobserved by an-
other, but plainly indicating to Elizabeth
thusmuch, “No, you need not foar; for 1
am on my guard.” Alas! Charles decoiv-
od himself—ho was not so fully on his
guard as he thought he was, Animated
in his friendly dispute, he met his antago-
nist with convincing proofs, and, foeling
his advantage, thrust home, one argument
after another till his victory was scknow!.
edged. Glowing with cou juest, the bhero

“"Yof the hour, he langhed and chatted tei-

umphantly over his wine ull the ladies

| 7080 10 loave the room, Already his eye

had become flery ln expression; his words
were louder aud more volublathan the oc-
easion roquired. Foar awoke in the hoeart
of Elisabeth. Oue imploring look, in
| which an almost agonized cotreaty might
bo read, passed to him from her glisten-
ing ayes as she, with the other ladies, left
for the drawing-room
Glad was she to change the air of the
now heated ent for cool and quiet,
Ladies 'flocked 1o the tollet-glass to re.
‘adjust thelr curlsand arrange their orua.
ments; spocifics were extolled for expun-
ging the stains of port wine, and econom.
| lerecipes for the revival of superannuated
| silks and sating. The young wife had no
ear for all this; she bathed her throbbing
| tamples, and the air revived hor siuking
| beart. She had sst watching Charlos, us
{ f future weal or woe hungon the course

played all kinds of dull and witless
tricks, bringing upon himself the laughter
of some, and from others sneers and dis-
dain. Charles, however, was equally re-

1gsu‘dlaa!la of all this, as of the imploring

looks, the sighs, and efforts to check him,
of his best friend,

“Why, how foolish you are, Lmy,”
said he, in a choking whisper, audible in
every part of the room, “I have taken”
—hare hicup interupted him—*“nothing
—a mero nothing, since you left the—
dining-table.”

“Pray do not talk,"” said his wife, whis-
pering so that he only might hear her;
“let us get home soon; and, dear Charles,
pray be silent while we remain.”

“Well,” he again muttered, in surly
tones and with a constant hiccup, “well, I
can ouly say you never were more distur-
bed—I mean, deceived—in your life.”

“Hush, pray hush!" said she, very softly.

“O! well,if you choose to be cross and

siliy,” he roared out, “I shan’t think of
going home. So, now thon,” folding his

arms and leaning back.

Elizabeth attempted no reply. Shere-
membered the torrent of abuse, and the
cruel speeches heaped upon her after the
last dinner party. She felt that to speak
or reason with Charles sober, was to ap-
peal to a clear-headed, thinking man, of
noble dispositson and kind heart; but to
reason with Charles tipsy, was quite a dif-
ferent affair. It was Charles no longer; a
changeling, an evil spirit had entered that
form, and was dwelling there. He half
spilled, half drank a cup or two of coffee;
and secing others depart, he in surly mood
commanded his wifo to “get her things
on."

Glad of the summons, she locked out
on the dreary winter night, The fine clear
frost had given way to dense fog; clonds
of gray and offensive vapor dimmed the
gas-lights, and clothed every thing in chil-
ling moisture. Fow wore passing in the
strects, except the police, with their sha-
ded lanterns; and now and then suburb-
an omnibuses, of the localities around,
came hurrying through on their journey
to London, the horses’ breath smoking,
and the steam of their bodies enveloping
them amid the fog,

What a convenience are these convey-
ences! thought poor Lizzy, as at the lamp-
post she propped up her husband to hail
the driver, trusting to bo shortly safe at
home, Down stepped the conductor at

reigned; light, exhilerating wine passed | hor summons, and was about to offer his
‘ obsequious services, when, with a stagger-

ing lunge, Charles discovered but too un.
mistakably his state of intoxication.

“Grenv's drunk, marm; can’s let him in-
to the "bus on no account," said the con-
ductor,

Elizabeth began to entreat, and would
have paid double fare for each; but be-
fore she could utter her request, the
“bus,” with its thoughtless guide, was
rollingonward, Had Charles been sober
and the night fine, the walk home would
not have occupled twenty minutes; but
under present ciroumstances the distance
roso before poor Elizabeth like a pilgrim-
age. Little wassaid, except now and then
mnalmost unintelligible word or two—
somotimes of abuse, sometimes of un-
meaning joke. It was hard work to keep
Charles upon his feet; strength often fail-
od, and at last, tripping over a stone, the
welght of Lis body brought him and his
poor wife to the ground. BShe was un-
hurt, and rose instantly, but found it im.
possible to raise him, What should she
do ?

At last & policeman made his appear-
ance, She immodiately begged his help,

and promised a feo if he would convey

the gentleman home. He shot back the
| shado of his dark lantern, and with char-
nctoristic taciturnity proceeded to raise and
half carry Charles along the muddy
streots and past lamp after lamp, each of
which displayed the battered hatand daub-
od coat of the misguided huaband., Long
and wearlsome were the steps which
brought the three to their destination,—
Charles was nassisted up stairs amid the
wondering looks and inquiries of his do-
mestics, whose cunning glances gave note
that they fully understood the excuse
Elizaboth offered of {llness !

Lelt aloue, the unhappy wife now turn-
ed the key upon all the world, and gased
on her husband with unutterable anguish
of spirit.  “Charles dearest Charlos ! she

began—and tears dropped like rain upon

his heated brows—“my own Charles can
you listen to me?”

A sneer of bitter contempt, a half-utter-
ed oath, and avolley of inarticulate abuse
followed, terminating in the deep, leaden
sleep of thedrunkard. It was useless to
say a word, She rendered his position
safe, removed from his neck a beautiful
silk stock which her own hands had pat
together, wrapping him warmly, laid her-
solf down beside him to consider her
best plan of acting.

Morning found her awake, after a tronb-
led sleep with disturbed dreams. She sat
down aloneto the breakfast-table, and
Charle’s vacant chair stood opposite.

“I must do my duty,” said she, “how-
ever hemay be wrong; I must not, as his
wife, reproach or taunt him; and though
in his mistaken moments he talks likg a
madman, I must recollect that it is not
my Charles; it is the enemy which has
crept into his head to steal away his brain,
that pours out curses aud abuse. His
mind is deluded, and I must forgive his
false views as I would _those of the in-
sane, Meantime I will set myself steadi-
ly to try and allure him back again to the
path of peace.”

Then she returned to where that inani-
mate mass of humanity lay, bound in the
chains of drunkenness. At Jlength he
awoke. She was instantly at his side,
but not with sulky looks or passionate
rebukes. Ah !what an object of pity is
the last evening’s drunkard, when next
day’s repentance comes! Ill in body,
and with a fearful collapse of spirit, pangs
strike like arrows through his conscience.
He would fuin sleep again, and forever,
but it can not be. He halfl remembers
the past words of unkindness spoken by
hime——words too, alas ! which he can not
recall, give what he would to do so.

Unimportant as our faults appear before-
hand, or pleasant as they seem to us in
the act of commission, when econscience
calls us to its bar, we review them as
through a magnifying glass; every min-
ute circumstance then stands out clearly;
every secret of the heart is brought from

lstreet, a sudden gust lifted for an instant
her starved frame from the pathway, and
hurled her like a dead leal across the
road. Recovering hersell, she staggered,
and, stemming the boisterous gale, plow-
ed her way onward to the glaring erimson
light of achemist’s shop, which she en-
tered, and begged to be trusted for another
bottle of medicine.

A demur ensued: the smart, genteel
youth at the counter had “no right to send
out his master's goods without payment.”

"For the love of mercy, sir, do not de-
ny me,” pleaded_asoft and tuneful voice.
“Iam promised a shilling to-morrow, aund
indeed I will bring it the very moment 1
have it. Could you see my husband’s
agony, when he has noneof this sedative
to take, you would not deny me.”

These were wordsof truth; the youth
was human, and could no longer withhold
her roquest. He replied that he would
| trust her, even though heshould have to
make good her failure.

The haggard face assumed a look of
gratitude; and again she is makinrg her
way through the storm. Let us follow.—
Pad, pad, pad, her foot-steps are heards
down a miry staircase, dismal as a coal-pit
and leading to a large cellar, divided into
sections by coarse unplained boards. She
opens a door and enters one of the divi-
sions.

Propped in one corner of this dreary
vault lay a man on whom death’s un-
mistakable mark was set. An iuch of
caudle was lighted at the handful of ex-
hausted cinders in the grate; the medi-
cine was poured into a cup and swallow-
ed with avidity, The effort was to much;
a fearful coevulsion followed. The worn-
ont nurse gazed breathlessly in terrible
\suspense. No—not quite gone; the strug-
| gling energy of the living principle held
on, faintly but tenaciously.

“Lizzy,” whispered the dying man—
for the glass had done its work—it was
Charles Stanley and his wife—“Lizzy,
raise my head.”

Tendorly, as she would bave handled
a new-born infant, she adjusted the pile of

Stlet Miscellany

f———
Plerce Pungent’s Peanuts—iHoops.

Little did Pierce Pungent think, when
he trundled his hoop sixty years ago, that
he was playing with the petticosts of a
futare generation!—We bhad certainly
heard our aunt Pearl say that the fashion-
able ladies of her youth had certain whale-
bone expanders, but we maintain that the
genuine hoop has never been in active op-
eration before now!

Boys, in olden time, spoke in a spirit of
prophecy, when they cried, .

Come with a hoop,
And come with s eall,

in your
Or come neolat alll

Perbhaps the hooping cough may have
been named after some fair one, whose
damp hoops, being made of green wood,
disagreed with her, and gave hera cold!—
How beautifully also has nature provided
a variety of woods to suit that diversfied
scx, the female! Weeping willows for
widows! Oak for sailors’ wives! Hicko-
r; for strong-minded women! Resewood
for belles! Pine for damsels! Crab-tree
hoops for old maids! And so on! especial-
ly bamboo for those dear maids who bam-
boo-zle us out of our bachelordom, and
make us pay for the operation!

We were deep in the cogitation of the
hoop mystery, when we accidentally met
with an old friend, who is a member of
the family. It was John Hoope, that cap-
ital Democrat. We brought him sudden-
ly to his senses by asking him what he
thought of hoops?

“A most respectable family,” he replies;
“T belong to it

Putting the question in a plainer way,
he asked us into his little office, where he
sits throned on piles of gold, like Fisher,
the pirate of M. Sippy. He reminds me
of Longfellow's verse:

Jo:n“l;:'pu was in hisoffice,

While the Iulu wmo{ Broadway,
Asswoel ma yellow honeyl

When we wero seated, he thus com-
menced:
“My dear Pungent, the origin of hoops

its dark recess. rogs and straw which supplied the place
Elizabeth had no occasion to recount |of a pillow, and putting her lean arm un-
her husband’s faults; like « lion roused | der, supported the head, locking earnestly
from sleep, the inward monitor stood now | for symptoms of revival,

ready to vent its rage upon the defense- T “Lizzy,” be gasped out, in the thicken-
less victim, His wife’s Christian spirit ingtones of the dying, “O that I could
was his most severe accuser, and in un- ! call back the past ! not for myself—for
conbrollable angulsh of mind he turned | you—to couvince you bow I now abhor
this way and that to scek relief; but there myself; but 'tis too late—too late.—
was no physicim no balm in Gilead, | When the power was mine I trifled—I
sought, by poor, unhappy Charles. Had | refused to struggle with my foe, till the
he sought the aid of God's Holy Spirit| time came when I could not do so. Ihad
in fervent prayer, the evil habit might|put an iron chain about me. When I look
have been broken; but, alas! he did not | at this horrible state of things—this place
doso. He rose, left his room, wandered | —when Ilook on you—what you were—
out of doors to get rid of his W‘l‘(lt@h&d";wh“ you are-—and on what is close be.

ness; and, ah ! that I'should say s, here- | foro mo—how can I do any thing but sink,

glass, and argued thus in his own|degpair!” And hesobbed convulsively.

thoughts: “I will never again allow my- | In accents of soothing, she told him to
self to bo overcomo in the manner I have forgive himself; that she forgave him;
been. I am now really ill, depressed in ! |and that with God there might still be
body and mind. I will take only juouo found, on a true repentance, forgivencss
much as shall restore me to comfort, and | to the uttermost.

then I will have done with it forever”—| He could no longer speak, but with ef-
Ho was within sight of the poison palace fort tried to shake his head. Stupor came
—the gin-shop. Should he euter ?  Con- ‘on. Lizzy reached her Bible—read alit.
science said, No; but a delusive propnmi- tle-—pmud-—gln.nc«l at the bed—all was
ty pleaded strongly the motive; he only : still—the spark of life had fled !

wout to rolieve his bodily sufferings, and | Such were tho scenes of misery en-
to nerve himself to tell his wife how ful- gundor.d by, and such was the final re-
ly he folt the necessity of abstaining at | gult of ylelding to the allurements of
such parties from excitement, which led | #[he Cheerful Glass.”

on to all the rest. Tho present moment's
indulgence gained the victory; he entered
the bar, and the first fatal link was forged

in & chain which bound both body and
soul, though to Charles it scemed buat like '
casting over him » spider's thread. Mo,
took another cheerful glass. He folt :u
exhilarating influence, unhappy subjocts
fell into the background, fresh excuses
came to his remembrance with which to|
satisfy his angry conscience and his un.
complaining wife: true he had been fool-
ish, but it was at the social table; and the/
unkind words to Lizzy were, after all, on-
ly words. It was the liquor which spoke,
not him ; and he would now make all

S
s What did the Cluek Bay!
The clock upon the tower of n neigh-

boring church tolled forth slowly and sol-

emnly the knell of the departed hour.
As the last sound died away, Willie,

er's feet, lifted his head, and looking earn-
estly in her face, asked:
“Mother, what did the clock say™

od to say, gone—gone!”
“What, mother! what *s gone?’
“Another hour, my son.”
“What is an hour mother?

Ho folt greatly relieved, and wondered
that a little time ago he could have judged
himself so harshly.

On returning home, this pleasant
change in his mood raised the sunken
spirit of his wife. The evening fire was'
burning briskly, and, closing the shutters '
they sat down to their usual comforts; but!
the effects of the magic potion was fast
obbing off, and Charles thought that just
one glass, which Elizabeth would deem

| thinking?
“Where has it gone, mother?’

| receive with & smile of approbation?”

his task better than tea. 8o pleading his |
Injured stomach’s relief, another strong
goblet was despatched. Tho wife was
pleased to see the improvement in his|
manner, though something whispered to
her, “All this is unreal.”

Time is roquired to rivet the forco of | BoOR ™
habit; but by dogroes, from this fatal pe- “Poivg
riod, Charles whose early virtues had put | hi® reply.
forth such hopeful promise, bogan to give |
way 'to drunkonnoss, first in secrot, and | FAster.
then, alas ! openly. i

We must not weary the reader by de. | "Otes"”
tailing the numerous gradual stops by
which, not after act, scene after scone,
drama of real life was, after some fow!
years, brought toa close,

!hil] the master.

membered the sedative effects of the gink, sink, into the fathomless gulf of

''who was sitting on tho carpet at his moth-

“'ome,” said his mother, sadly, it seem-

“A white winged messenger from our
right, and tall her how grieved he was.— ' Father in Heaven, sent by him to inquire

{of you=—ofl mo, what we are doing? what
| we are saylng? what we are fooling and

“Back to him who sent it, bearing on
its wings, that were s0 pure and white
' when it came, a record of all thoughts,
“words, and deeds, whilo it was with us.”

“Were they all such as our Father could

Reader, what record are the hours, as
the first, might enable him to conclude lhey come and go, bearing up on high for

Taxixa Norgs.—"“Well, Cuffes,” said
a minister to his colored servant, “what
| where you doing in meoting this after-
massa? Taking notes,” was
“You taking notes ™ exclaimed the
“Sartin, mussa; all the gentlemen take

“Woll, lot me see them,” responded

Cuffes thereupon produced his sheet of
I have related | Paper,and his master found it scrawled

the opening page of the history;
cooding ones are of common ocourrence,

sad story.,

The wind whistled and howled; tho
day had closed; night was coming on/
with heavy clouds and darkness; driving

them oloser together over her high, thin
shoalders, sho shuffled through the slud
with eager haste. anglo

A single episode more and we close the

showers of sleety rain soaked tho flimsy |

lo, '
gt el By Syt ofrWlmu is & wateh ehain llka A rows

the sue- |lll over with all sorts of marks and lines,

| as though a dozen spiders, dipped in ink,
! had erawled over it.

{ minister, ne he looked at the notes.
“Woll,

ing i

dy?
Ans—When it is & blackguard,

“Why, this is all nonsense,” said the

massa,” rosponded cuffee, I
thought so all the time you was a preach-

is Jost in obscurity, nor is it possible to de-
cide, at this Iate day, whether woman stole
the hoop from the eask, or the cooperstole
the hoopfrom the women! Certainly, in
the dark ages, hoops were considered as
the natural pro of the washing-tubs,
barrels, puncheons, and every other spe-
cies of casks! Itis, however,a question,
whother ‘they don’t more effectually de-
fend a women than they do a [hogshead!"
Our handsome young cordwainer whom |
Beattie celebrated in his minstrel thus:
Now , Edwin Brockes, he was no vulgar bey ,&e,
assures us that he wishes hoopsin the cel-
lar ; indeed, anywhere except around a
young woman, thus usurping the privileg-

es of aloversarm! Butto the tale our
murmuring Brooks relatos:

“Left alone with a pretty girl, she asked |
for a kiss, Alas!the top of Latting's ob- '
servatory might as well have done it! I
could not get within kissing distance!e
She stood, surrounded by her fortifica- |
tions. No goose was over more firmly se-
cured in the middle of a gooseberry bush
than my fair friend, who, despite her wish
to aid me, stood like a Bebastopol with her
Malakoffs, Redans, outworks, and chevauz | bo
de friese! At last, the beautifal besieged,
in her natural desire to meet me hall way, |

ker and a Christian, she rolled about the
room like a barrel of lager bier that had
tumbled off its stand. As the old song
says:

I sent for a coopoer.

Al last to unhoo
Before she coul

Trundling a hoop down Broadway, with
a woman inside, is a vast improvement on
the old game of our childhood, One

nunl onherend. '

says it must have been raised like a barn,
Another, a lawyer, assures us that his
daughter's skeleton skirt is large enough
fora small law office. And then, how
fearfully made! Why, Mre. Hoope's
hoop is latticed, comered, stiffened and
jointed, like the frame of the Crystal Pal-
ace! T don't see what a woman ‘wants
with a husband, if hoops are her natural
protector, A girl is as safe in her hoops as
she isin a convent, She cannot be more
shut up from the world if she were in &
nunnery, Then, how are we to get along
in our thoroughfares with the women in
full possession? Francols Ravel has giv-
en up walking altogether. Ilelives onfly-
ing leaps. Councilman Wild pmticed
his famous summersault from Fremont to
Fillmore by jumping through his wife's
skirts,

other night at the Bowery theatre, that o |
dozen women in the fashionable costume,
marching along in file or column, would,
at a distance, look like a regiment, and o
battalion might easily retire and re-form
behind o ‘Belle of Broadway. And, just
fancy, observes Colonel Harper, how casi-
ly asmall detatchment might besmuggled
into an enemy’s town under a woman's
modern petticoat. What the wooden
horse was to Troy, one 'of these great
whalebone petticoats might be to some
modern beloagured city, As to a lover
hiding under & lady's skirt, it would be a
solitude for its vastness,

square milosa hundred fashionablo Iadies
would occupy, if they ever became squat-
tars,

Our architectural friend, Thomas, de-
clares that it is an improvement upon the
Egyptian Pyramids. We, ourselves, have
& niece whose clrcumference s rapldly ap-
proaching those of Babylon. The anclents

miles; that is now about equal to walking
onoe around a woman, We shall soon be

| compelled to have speaking trumpots to

lost her balance, and,as T am a Now Yor- |

man in speaking of his wife’s potticoat, |

It is a plce caloulation, how many

cousidorod n Sabbath day's journey three |

undying affoction, Walking arm in arm
is quite out of fashion, and we are coufi-
dentially informed that Genin, the colebra-
ted hatter, has turned his unrivaled geni-
us to the invention of an elongating anch-
or, or hook and eye, which will snable a

gohle gentleman to offer his ll'mhth-
¥

Stuck up Folks.

“I don’t like those people, they are wo
dreadfully stuck up,” was the remark we
overheard the other day, What are stuck-
up people ? thought we, and we have
been looking about to see if we could
find any.

Do you see thatyoung man over yon-
der, leaning up to the post at that hotel
piazza, twirling a shadow walking stick;
now and then coaxing the hair on his up-
per lip, and watching every lady that pas-
ses, not that he cares to see them, but is
anxious to know whether they observe
him, he belongs to the stack up folks.—
What is the occasion ! 'Well, he happens
to have a rich father, and foolish and vain
mother, who have taught him that he
isn’t common folks at all, and that poverty
is almost the same as vulgarity and mean-
ness, and #o he has become stuck-up; he
doesn't take pains to learn anything, for
he doesn’t feel the need of knowing any
more; he dares not work, for he was nev.
er roquired to, and he is so extensively
stuck-up that he hasn'tthe idea that he
willever come down; he doesn't know,
however.

There goes & young woman—Ilady she
calls her self—with the most condescend-
ing uir to no one in particular, and an all-
pervading consciousness that creation and
the rest of mankind are looking at and
admiring her; she has never earned the
salt she eats, knows a little, very little, of
& good many things, and nothing thorough-
|ly of anything, is most auxious lest she

jihoula be troubled to make a selection’

| out of fifty young men, all of whom are
 dying for her, she supposes; she is one
of thestuck up folks, and that is about
all she is,

The oldish gentleman over the way,
barricaded with a half-a-yard of shirt col-
lar, guarded with a gold-headed cane, with
& pompous patronizing air—do you see
him ? Well, be is one of those stuck-up

folks, too. It has been about ten years
luneo he got off his leather apron, and be-
| gan to speculate successfully in real es-

Thro are other folks of this class; some
'stuck up by having at some time beon con-
 stable, a jnstice of the peace, an alderman,
'and in various other ways they got stuck-
(up notions, They are notproud people,
| for they do not rise to dignity’of pride; they
| are not distinguished folks, for they have

I pot ability or character enough to make

| them so—thoy nre just what they appear
to be—"stuck up.” Lot them stick.— .

Pa Decs Tt
You, Tommie, my son, what's that you

'are saying.
La ! me, I just said, confound it.

| Why, my son, mother's astonished to

hear you talk so. That'snaughty.

Isays worser thinge than that some-

hmu. I just cusses right out like any.
dy. You know all men cusses!
l Ah, my son, gentleman do not cuss }—

Low, trifling men, curse, but gentlemen of

good manners and good sense don't.

|  Well, anyhow, my pa does it.

|  Run along to play Tommie, and be a
little man. Don't say such naoghty
things !

Enter Father—Pa, are you a geutle-
| man.

Yeos, my son, Itry to be one, but what
makes you ask such strange queéstions,
Toramie ? 'Who says otherwise ?

Nobody, sir, but T was thinking that
somebody telled me a story—you or me
one.

Thomas, what do you mean ?
| Tjest mean pa, that you cusses, and ma
'says gentlemen don't. And Iknow you
do, canse I heard you cuss the carriage
driver the other day, and I been a saying
| it ever since,

Peggy ! Peggy! come take this boy to
bed ?—Mobile THibune,

A Puzgusp Intsumax,~Mr. O'Flaherty
undertook to toll how many were at the
party. The two Crogans was one, myself
was two, Mike Finn was three, and-and-
who the mischief was four, counting his
fingers—the two Orogans wns one, Mike
Fion was two, mysell was three, and——be
dnd there was four of us; but St. Pat-
rick could’nt tell the name of the other.
| Now its mesell that have it; Mike Finn

Colonel McArdle assured Brougham tho was one, the two Crogans was two, mysell

| was three, and—and bo the ;powers, I
| | think there was three of us after all.

otr“boot lmu, Jim 1" said a young
fellow the other evening to an old soaker
who had ovidently taken a deop interest
in spiritual matters, and was still, with the
peculiar obstinacy of those in his condi-
tion, vociforating for another “wmile”—
“Look-a-here, old follow ! you'll wpoil
your constitution by this style of thing—
better hold up.”

“Constitution be blowed I'* said the old
follow, “I have broke that long ago ! —
Boen living on the by-Jaws this six
months !

“What are you doing with that lom-
ber?” eried a stenmboat captain to an Irish-
man who was staggering towarda the boat
beueath the weightof & huge plank just as
the bell was ringing for the last time,

“What am I doing—sure wasn't it
yersell as sald, all yo's as going ‘gota
board,’ and lan't this an illegant one, in-
intirely,” said the Hibemian, triumphant.
ly, amid the laughter of the spectators.—
The captain gave him his board and pass-

ago that trip.

make the dear girls hear our whispers of |

Fat Meat.

and edited with great ability:

“With young girls, fuuonwm
deters from eating fal raeat, which is re-
garded as a sign of grossness and waut of
delicacy; and many, batween the ages of | pensive
thirteen and twenty years, manifest the in- | bridegroom
jurious consequonces of this error. The
skin is flabby, eool, and blanched, and the
whole system appears exsanguineous: the
cheeks are sometimes fiushed with & tran- |-
sient, irritant, feverish heat, but there isa
persistent coldness of the hands and feet,
and rw heat of the body is

ient. The Iymphatic glands of the

irregular and fastidious; especisily in the
morning, food is taken reluctantly, or ut-

aggravatod by an excessive use of cold
water and other drinks. If, perchance,
the friends indulge in a hydroputhic mo-
nomania, the external use of water is bro't
in requisition, still more to lessen the vilsl
heat, depress the powers of life, and aid
in the full development of phthisia

“Most individuals who avoid fat meat
also use little of butter and oily gravies,
though many compensate for this want, in
part at least, by a freo use of these articles,
also milk, eggs, and various saccharine
substances, DBut they constitute but an
tmperfect substitule for fat meat, without
which, sooner or later, the body is almost
sure to show the cffect of deficient calorifi-
cation,

“That these striking facts are common-
ly unuoticed, the truth of which is ren-
dered evident by observation and i
s conclusive proof thas this subject hu
received little attention, Its importance

when it is considered that full one-fifth of
the human race is destroyed Ly phthisis.
To parents, whose children bave this
aversion to oily food—this fearful sign of
early dissolution—the subject is one of
the deepest intorast. It also deserves the
careful consideration of insurance 'com-
panies, of yonng pemons in making mat-
rimonial alliances, and certainly of physi-
cians, the professioual, public guardians of
human life and heaith. The presump-
tion will commonly hold wrue, that a per-
son who babitually avoids fat meat at the | self]
age of twenty-one, will die of phthisis
before forty-five.

“Bat the great impartance of oily food,
in relation to this disease, copsists in its
preventive efficacy. ‘In most cases of un-
equivocally developed phthisis, all cura-
tive plans of treatmoent fail, Prevention
is the great object ; to accomplish which,
Ifocl assured that aratioval plan of diet—
proper combination of nitrogen and calor-
io food-—may be employed .with the most
salutary effect. The siguificant fact that
the subjects of phthisis are, with a few
e those who avoid fat meat,
should be generally known. Young per-
sonsshould be fully warned against this
dangerous error.  The gay miss of eigh-
téan, whose countonance, to the pmactical
observer, clearly shows the want of calor-
ie nutriment, should be plainly told that if
this error of diet is continued, phthisis will
claim her as a victim beforg forty-five.”

e S —

Mistaking a Gentioman's Intene
tioms.

'‘Twas evening! Two ladies walkod to-
guther lonsurely over anarrow sidewalk,
and ever aud anon casting timid glances
behind, as if apprehending something un-
pleasant from that direction, One whis.
pered to the other, “Let’r call a police
manl"

This remark was heard by a gentleman
close at their heels, who politely voluntee-
red his services to call one.

“Impudent puppy!" sald one of tho Ja-
dies.

“Madam ? said the gentloman iuquir-
ingly.

“You are following us,” sald the lady
addressed.

“Excuse me,"” said thoe gentleman; “1
appreciate your error, and seo the cause of
it} being somowhat in a hurry, I have has-
toned my steps to pass you, but the nar
rowness of the sidewalk and the width!
of the prevailing fashion have combined
to place me at a disad vantage in your esti-
mation,”

The frankness and gentle bearing uftha
stranger promptly divsipated theso unplea-
saut impressions, and a collapse of two
skirts like twin figs in a dram, enabled the
gentleman so unjustly suspected to go on

i ——

OpsrinaTe CosToMER~" Are you an
0Odd Fellow ™

“No, sir; I have been married for a
wook,”

“T mean, doyou belong to the Order of
0dd Fellows.”

“No; 1 belong to the Ocder of arried
Mon,”

“Thunder! how dumb! Are you a Ma-
son?

“No; I'm & carpenter.”

Temperance ™

“Confound you, uo! I'm ason of Mr.
John Gosling.”

The querist went his way,

—_——— . i
0~ A teacher had been explainifg to
his class the pointsof the compass, and all
were dmwn up in front, towards the
North.
“Now, what's bafore you, John ™
“T'he north, sir.”
“And what's bohind you, Tommy ™
“My ooat tall, thir,” said Tommy, trying
at the same time o got a glimpee at that

part,

b Th following is from [the Scalpel, a
medical jounal published in New York, |

body become enlarged. The appetite is | .

terly refused. In short, the general age|
semblage of symptoms indicate a sorofu-|
lous coustitation. In most cases, there is|’
& morbid thirst, and the symptoms become | |

can hardly be doubted or over-estimated |

his way rejoicing~=N. ¥. Sunday Ledger. |

“Wome and worse! Are you a Son of
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If aman hes an asgry bull by the
whiich would be the best for kis |
safety—4o hold on,or letge?

wammmu.aﬁ .
el ir Boston, was ssked by a minister n

he felt any change ?

“Not a cent,” sald Jack.

(7 A westemn editor puts up on the
door of his sanctum—"Lady visitors are
requested to go to the devil when they
| wish to obtain an interview with the edi-
w.” .

(7 A Western editor wasts 1o know

carrying concealed weapons M..
dceuuvhomthbﬂhm

ots.

G4r-A printer setting up the sentence,
“wo are but a part of a stupsndous
whole,” by the mistake of a letter, made
it read, “we are but parts of a stupendons

A Ssane Lap.—*Come here, boy, and
tell me what the four seasons are.”

Young prodigy - itswen. “Pepper,
mustard, salt, and viveli; Yhem's what
mamma always sessor s with”

0 “1 don't cars +0 mvoh about the
bugs,” said Mr. Wormley *o the head of
v, " b i W i T b
Mﬁ-wbmnnﬁug’

(<7 “You had better sk for manners
than money,” said & finely dressed gen:
tieman to a beggar, who asked foralms.

“Iasked for what I thought you had
the most of,” was the reply of the mendi-
cant.

0“Pll toll you, sir,” said Mr. Porton
toan unfledged poet, “what I tink of
your poetical works, they will be sesd
when Shakspear'’s and Milton’s have been
foryotten,” (every eye was instantly turs.
od upon the speaker) “but not till thent*

0 A young lawyer who had paid his
court to a young lady without msuch d-
vancing, accused her one day of buing
sousible to the power of love. “Tt Gl.
not follow,” she replied “that I am not 10
be won by the powerof an attomey.” ' -

AxTress Wouex.—Men are not sbirmo-
ted by highly polished women, so much
as by truly natural and artless women-—
women sufficiently educated to speak'snd
write accurately, and sufficiently childish
not to despise common things,

r“Neighbor Jones” ssid a rigd
church member, “I have been informed
that you often drive your team, snd sven.
'zu-ﬂ-hhswlh-ﬂunbm'!

“True,” replied Jomes, “but then, on
theso occasions, I always whistle peslm
tunes," ;n-

=7"A lady, a disboliever in thesciencs,
ﬂdnwwﬂtﬁ )
of puzzling hiv.: v

“What kind of people are those 'l.
have destructivences and benevolencs
equally developed 7 e
| “Theso, madam, are those !lhﬂ
with kindness.”

(7~“Let me,” said Helarich Helne “be-
come an old man, still loving youth, inspite
of feebleness of years, sharing in its
imnumnpn lot my voies, tremble and
| weaken as it may, while the sense of the

words It utters remaing fresh with hope,
and unpalsiod with fear” *

A young Iady, returning late from the
opera, as it was rainiong, ordered the conch-
man to drive close to the sidewalk, but
was still unable to step across the gutter.

“T can lift yon over it" sald coachy.

“Oh, on',’ sald the sweet miss, “I sm 100
heavy.”

“Lor, miss,” repliod John, “Tam weed
to lifting barrels of suger."

(7~ “ Come hare, my lad,” said an st
tarpey, to aboy about nine yearsold. The
boy came, and asked what c.go was to be
tried next?

The lawyer answered: '

“A case betweon the people and the
devil; which do you think will be likely
to gain the action ™

The boy roplied:

3 | gnuhvﬂlhnmm“
~—the people has the most money, lnh
devil has the mout Iavwyem.”

Wmlﬂ!ﬂ."‘ﬁﬁﬂ
1 ask? said an imperialed, mustached

“blood” to a “Hoosier" on a Mississippl

stoamboat, wisc Liad beon watching him s

a cat ‘watches & mowse, hu.“

minutes.
-'lwul'-'uﬂdhuf-

the moment the viner spoke; “1

hod & mouth, and I was enly -

be sartain about it to nsk you to

Stranger, what'll you drink? or

mtbor fight? I doun't eare which, =y~

solf "
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