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and would have the contingent advan'age of knocking up for 
a week or two the boys employed in blowing, as the chances 
are. they would have enough to do.

Manifesting in this, as in several other matters, very 
gloomy ideas as to the use and abuse of anything and every, 
thing, the tin abominations—we could nt say tuixu, here, be
cause it occurred as you see twicu in the preceding line—hav
ing been so to speak, ad >pted as a civic institution, we 
straightway set to work to make them available for something 
else. By an easy and natural process of logic, it at once ap
peared that they were admirably adapted for heralding those 
underground explosions which enliven the city, at intervals 
of about five minutes, all the year round, and which we fancy 
have some mysterious connection with gas or drainage or 
queer things of that sort. We suppose that, when used in 
connection with these subterranean works, they ars intended 
to warn people otF, but why they should be expected to at- 
tra t in the case of newspapers, and to distract—wc moan to 
repel—in the case of mines we don't quite see. The conse
quences are obvious : if you do make a raid after a newspa
per, it is about even betting, that deceived by this Will o’ 
the wisp scream,—if we may be allowed to call it so—you 
find yourself prostrate at the bottom of a ditch, knocked 
down by a cruising piece of rock, or elevated twenty feet in 
the air : all being nice things in their way no doubt, but a 
little too much associated with bruises, to he pleasant.

Do please, good city fathers, make some laws, say that the 
tin things must be put sway or keep them to use when you 
dig up the streets, and please don't do that so often, because 
it makes our boots so dirty, and we have to wear such nasty 
great rubbers, and wc know you will do it to please us, you 
are such dear old things. And remember we ask it for your 
sakes too ; it i-n't nice to see staid old gentlemen—the dear 
old ducks—jumping about like v< nerablc kangaroos w hen 
they arc gometime» s'arltd by those horrid horn»,—(there 
we've said it for once.)

THE SEER, nr Leigh IIust. Z. S. Hall.
The two handsomely got up v oluraes before us deserve more than ! 

a cursory examination at our hands, and wv can recommend “ The 
Seer” no less to those who read for instru timi, than to those who 
wish to while away a dreary hour. It is impossible to remain long in 
bad spirits with Mr. Leigh Hunt as a companion. We rise from a 
perusal of his works with a determination to magnify the virtues 
rather than the vices of our neighltours, and to regard the world in 
general with a kindly rather than a censorious eye. This is indeed 
the one end and object of Mr. Leigh Hunt, in the volumes under 
consideration. He says, in his preface,—"the more wv look at any 
thing in this lieautiful and abundant world, with a desire to lie 
pleased with it, the more shall we lie rewarded by the loving Spirit 
of the universe with discoveries that await only the desire,"—and 
this spirit breathes throughout his pages, from first to last.

“ The Seer," embodies a number of essays formerly published 
in various periodicals, but now offered to the public in a collected 
form. The subjects considered are of every possible kind—grave, 
gav, humorous, fictional, poetical and common-place. Mr. Hunt'd 
intimate acquaintance with poetry of all ages, and his keen appre
ciation of dramatic authors, arc facts so widely known, that any 
allusion to them would be superfluous. With poetry and the 
drama, he is perhaps better acquainted than any writer of his time, 
and his style of writing is graceful and sprightly. lie is always in 
a good humor, and he imparts this charming characteristic to his 
readers—at least for a time. We shall, however, be able to give 
our readers a better idea of the merits of “ The Seer,—or 
Common-places Refreshed," by quoting a few passages from these 
charming volumes. In an essay on “ Pleasure," Mr. Hunt re-

“ Man has not yet learned to enjoy the world he lives in: no. nor 
the hundred-thousand-millionth part of it; and we would lain he p 
him to render it productive of stili greater joy, or to dcliglt or

comfort hitusclf in his task as he proceeds. We would make ad
versity hopeful, prosperity sympathetic ; all kinder, richer, and 
hippier. And wv have some right to assist in the endeavor: for 

I them is scarcely u joy or sorrow, within the experience of our 
Ivilow-cre iturr*. whi< h wv liavv not tastvd ; and the bvlivf in the 
good and lieautiful has never torsakva us. It has liven medicine to 
us in si kness, riches in poverty, and the best part of all that ever 
delighted tis in health and success."

Such philosophy is serene in its perfect truth, and wc recom
mend it strongly to those who arc ever wady to quarrel with the 
world, instead of making the most of it as at present constituted.

In an article on “ Windows," and the beautifying of house ex
teriors, wv find the Ibihiwing sensible reflections :—

“ Xoliody despises a vine in front of a house ; for vines are po
lite, and the grapes seldom gcssl enough to be of any use. Well : 
use, we grant, is not the ouiv thing ; but surely we have a right to 
think ourselves unhigolvd ;o it, when it teaches its to despise 
beauty. In Italy, where the drink is not commun, (ivople have a 
great respect for beer, and would rather see a drapery of hops at 
the front of a house than vine leaves. Ilojw are like vines; yet 
who thinks of adorning his house villi them in England ? No: they 
remind us of the ale-house instead of Nature and her beauties ; 
and therefore they are ‘ vulgar.' But is it not we who are vulgar 
in thinking of the ale-house, when Nature and her beauties are the 
greater idea."

The following advice, as to how to molt the beet of a bad day, is 
just now entitled to careful considération

“ Think of something ntperior to it ; make it yield entertaining 
and useful reflections, as the rain itself brings out tie flowers.
• * • Very high-bred ladies would be startled to learn that they 
are doing a very vulgar thing (and hurling their tempers to lioot), 
when they stand at a window peevishly objecting to the rain, with 
such phrases as * Dear me, how tiresome !' My lady's maid is not 
a bit less (Milite, when she vows and ‘ purtvsts' that it is ‘quite con- 
trary,'—as if Heaven had sent it on purjiose to thwart her ladyship 
and her waiting-woman ! By complaint we dwindle and subject 
ourselves, make ourselves little minded, and the slaves of circum
stances. By rising alxne an evil, we set it at a distance from us, 
render it a small object, and live in a nobler air,"

Mr. Hunt's graceful pen dro|w the following remarks upon snuff-

“ There is one thing that puzzles us in the history ef the Indian 
weed and its pulverization : and that i*. how lovers and ladies ever 
came to take snuff. • • • • Fancy two lovers in the tune ot ljucen 
Anne, or Louis the Fifteenth, each with snuff-box in hand, who 
have just come to an explanation, and who in the hurry ot their 
spirits, have unthinkingly taken a pin. h, just at the insiant when 
the gentleman is going to salute the lips ot his mistress ! He dove 
so, finds his lionvi-t love as frankly returned, and is in the act of 
bringing out the words, ‘ Charming creature !* when a sneeze over
takes him !—

' Cha-vlia-rha-ehamiing creature !*
What a visitation ! A sneeze ! O Venue ! w here is such a thing 
in thy list? The lady, on her side, is under the like maloftra]*» 
influences, and is obliged to divide one of the sweetest ot all bashful 
and loving speeches with the shock of the sneeze respondent—

• O Richard ! Sho-sho-slio-eboulit jou think ill of uie lor this?' 
Imagine it.”

We are inclined to agree with Mr. Hunt in his fondness for 
church bells, “ except when the bell tolls tor a funeral, which cus
tom, by the way, is a nuisance, and ought to be abolished, if only 
out of consideration for the sick and sorrowful."

Mr. Hunt, in an article headed “ A («eiitlimau Saint," thus al
ludes to the author of the “ Meditations" :—

“ We like to see a human living develop all the humanities of 
which he is capable,—those ot outward as well as inward elegance 
not excepted. * * • shaping the movements of the ton menés! and 
most superficial parts of life to the unaffected elegant e of the sj.iiit 
within. • • * * When a man exhibits lliis natuic, as 8t. Francis 
de Sales did, and exhibits it, loo in the sha|-c ot a mortified saint in 
the llomish Church, n lone lodger, a velibaiory,entering into eveiy 
body else'» wishes and feelings but denying l.inoell sc me ot il.u 
most previous to a living so constituted, we feel pioud for the sake 
ot the exhibition of humanity ; proud because we belong to a spe
cies which wc are utterly unable to illustrate so in our own 
persons ; proud ami happy mid hoiivfu1, lhat if one human living 
ran do so much, thousands, nay all, by like opportunities, and a 
like loving breeding, may ultimately do ; not indeed the same, but 
enough,—enough tor themselves, and enough for the like exalted 
natures, too, who have the luck to live in such times."

Such is a sample of the generous, warm-hearted liberality, of our 
author, when handling a serious matter. He is quite as much at 
home in matters purely comical, as the following witty translation 
of an Italian wit proves. The subject is “ Snuff,” and as such 
should lisva been noticed liefore : but Mr. Hunt's humour suffers 
nothing by “harking back”


