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matician and philosopher; Lafuntain, cele-|  Nearer to our own time, we have many fuu\v there are littde mimie by, shining
brated for Lis witty fablex; and Buffon, | authors whose fuculty told twice.  Sheri- Jike sitver, all over it. Ttk that this
the great naturalist, were all sdogulary ’ dan and Theodore Huok were fellows of shower was purposly sent to tunke Nature
deficiout in the powers of conversation.— { infinite jest; they could * sct a table in a"npprcciate herself, by taking a view of

Marinontel, the novelist, was so dull in
socicty thut a friend said of him, after an
interview: ‘1 wmust go and read bis
tales to recompense myself for the weari-
yess of Learing him.”

Asto Corucille, tho greatest dramatist
of Frauce, Lo was completely lost in soci-
ety—so ubsent and embarrassed that he
wrote of himself a witty couplet, impor-
ting that he was never intelligible but
through tle mouth of another. Wit on
paper scems to be something widely dif-
fevent from that play of words in conver-
sation, which, while it sparkics, dies; for

Charles 11, the witticst monarch that ever

sat on the Enzlish throne, was so charmed
with the humor of “ Hudibras”

a single steanger, stiff and dignified silence.

e was accustomed 1o suy there could be
00 real conversation but between two per-
sons, friends, and that it was then think.
ing aloud. Stecl, Swift, Pope, and Con-
greve—men possessiug literary and con-
versational powers of the highest order—
sllowed Lim 1o have becn a delightful
: wanong iutimates; and Young
writes of Tim that % ke wus rather mute
in eocicly on sowe oreaxions, bat when be

compar:

begra to be company ke was full of vi.

vacity, and wenton in a noble strain of

thought and language, sv as to chain the
attention of every ome to Lim.” QGold-
smith, on the cuuuur.v, as desacribed by
Lis contemporary writers, appeared in com-
pany to have wo xpatk of that genius
which shone forth so brightly in Lis works.
Ilis address was awkward, lis manwner
uncouth, bis language unpolished; he
hesitated in speaking, aud was always un-
happy if e oommvermation did not tarn
upon hinusclf.  Dr. Johmeon spoke of him
8 an inspirod idiot; yet tho great cesayist,
though delivering oraelcs 10 those around
Liwm in pompous phrases, which have been
happily described as spoken in the Joha-
aonesc tongue, was sot entitied to be called
agood converser.

that he
caused himself to be introduced in the
character of a private gentleman to But
ler, its author. The witty king found the
suthor a very dull companion, and was of
opinion, with many others, that so stupid
a fellow could never have written so clever
aboek. Addison, whose classical clegance
<f style has long been considered the best
wodel for young wsiters, was shy and
absent in socicty, preserving, even before

rour,” and Gl pages with pathos and wit
of ruch a quality that it mukes their
survivors think “we could have spaved
better men.”  Burns was famous for his
collogguial powers ; and Gult is anid to have
been as skilltful as the story-tellers of the
East in fixing the attention of his auditors
on his prolonged narrutions. Coleridge

unbroken monologues of two or three
hours’ duration to listencrs so enchanted
that,like Adun, whose ears were filled with
the cloquence of an archangel, they for-

change ;" but this was not couversation,

4 old man eloquent” with hopes of equal

good a listener as a thinker ; appreciated

ble might be thcir rank and pretentions,

ncath bim. He wade Liwself w0 thor-
oughly the companion of those with whom
he Lappencd to be, that they fongot, for

lected and wondered, when ali was ever,
that it wus Scott with whom they had
boen on such familiar terms, in whose
socicty they had felt 90 perfectly at ease,

SUMMER SHOWERS.

liquid sheets of silver, and then in crystal
jeta, as if trying the effect of their restora-
tive powers.upon Nature.. The red Jips
of our roses drink the cooling libation
with eagerncas; and those buds, which
bave been pouting upon their parent
stems 30 Jong, are now bursting forth into
such sweet smiles as only raschads cam
display when conzed into good humor by
sach a shower as this.

There israre poetry in the ooumtry
wnow, and * uawrition music,” ton. Down
in the valley, yonder, is the richest carpet
of wclvety greem that sou ever maw, and

4

was in the habit of pouring forth brilliant

got “all place—all scasons, and their
and few might venture to emulute that

success.  Washington Irving, in tho ac-
count he has given of his visit to Abbots-
ford, says of Sir Walter Soott that his
conversation was frank, hearty, pictur-
esque and dramatic. He vever talked for
effect and display, but from the flow of’
his spirits, the stores of his mewory, and
the vigor of his imagivation, He wasas
everything that others aaid, however hum-
and was quick to testify his perception of
any point in their discourse. No oune’s

ooncerus, wo oue’s thoughits and opinions,
00 one's tastes aud pleasures secmsed be-

a time, bis vast superiority, aud only recol-

Here they come! dasling down like

'her varicd charus in the aforesaid * look-
ing-glasees,” which are flung down in such
promiscunus confusion. The woods are
« delightful in their summer garb, and {
can hardiy bear to think of the coming
winter, when they will resnme those drab
surtouts, closely “buttoned up to the
chin.”

A beautiful panorams is exhibiting in
the West.  The sun smiled very pleasant-
ly upon his audience for & few moments,
and then, hlushing like a modest artist, as
he is, hastencd down behind the  distant
hills, and T can see nothing now but the
waving of his gorgeous scarf, as it sweeps
their brows. He has such odd ways of
coloring and framing his pictures! Very
original in style, though,—nouecan deny
that. Now sce those huge bules of cotton,
piled upon each other so carelussly. Thoee
waves of amber are trying 0 heave them
out of the way, for there conies a troop of
the brightest clouds—sermillion-tinted,
ruby, and the softest pink, with lacing of
zold. They socm like a bappy .band «f
children in holiday attire, with blue sashes
and bronged sandals. A mowent they
bow to us from the gorgeously decorated
stage, then gracefully retire, and a new
party glides into their places.  So swiRly
do these sccues pass before my eyes, that
I have time to note but few particulars.
The whole scems like fragments of a hea-
venly vision; and once I thought the
- shiring gates™ werve visible. )

What do I beboldnow ! A sober train
of drubgarmented clopds are walking
along the liotizon, and what are they
bearing away,—urus 7 Yo U They
press them to theis bearts, aud I kaow
that thosc urns contuin the ashes of all
that gorgeous pageant, which drew forth
my admiration just now. They are car-
rying them back to the artist, that be
may fan thew into ucw life to-morrow'’s
dawn, AP
Marshall, Mich., 1860.
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b 353 Dare to be singular, when you see
all around you to be wrong.

s Satire should not be iike 3 mw,
but like a sword—it should cut, aot man-

8“‘ -

A Lover's Convxpauvn.<~Why inlove
jJikem canal voat? Becaus it is an inter-
nal transpors,




