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knuvfflge of human. natur.11 Taking out a peue.
Rde- heéut off a splinter from a stick of firewood,

AU bWaaé'ing himself on one leg of his chair, by the
-right foot, coinmenced his favorite amuse-

x" f-whitlino,, whieh he geneyally pursued in si-
lérite.ý. ffleèd it appeared to have be-come with Imm

àà _Mlmpensible accompanimerit of reflection. He
M'ilis abstracted manner until he had. manufac-
ture nto delicate shavings the whole of hiz raw ma-

têtiet, %,iÉèn hévery deliberately resunwd a position
-of more ease and security, by resting bis chair on two
legs'instead of one, and putting both his feet on the
rnifiltel picce. Thlen, lighting his cigar, he said in bis

usual quiet inanner, there's a plaguy sight of trath in
them are old proverbs. They are distilled. facts steam-

ed down to an essence. They are like portable soup,
an ainazin deal of matter in a small compàss. They
are what 1 valy most, experience. Father used to say
Fd'às lives have an old homespun self tanght doctor as
are a Professor in the College at Philadelphia or New
York to attend me ; for what they do know, they know
by experience, and not by books; and experience is

every tbing, its hearin and geein and tryîn, and arter
that a feller must be a born fool if he dont know. That's
the beauty of old proverbs ; they are as true as a

plùm line, and as shoft and siWeet as sugar candý.
Now when yeu come to èee all about this Country

youh:fli2d the truth of thât me one-" a mani that hcw
too 'au i ' in the fire, ùr p1dguy apt to gét sôme
)eM bWMt.

Do you reco'llètt that are treè 1'tihov0d yoù t'O PaiTg-

boro','i' was all coveýed with b.,àck knob3, like a wâ:ýt
rubbed with ëàusfic. Well, -the Plwn tmès Imd the same


