SATIRE AND PERSONAL GOSSIP

' Tha vilé'taste for datira and personal gossip w:ll not
“pn erudicated, 1 suppose, while ﬁ:a cloments of curi-
.ouity and malice remain in homun notore ; but a8 a
“fushion ofJneraturc ; T think it is pusmg away ; atall
“events it is not my furte. ~ Long expcrience of what
io called ¢ the world,”” of the folly, daplicity, shal-
‘Jowness, selfishness, which meet us at every turn, soon
unsettlea onr youthful creed.  If it only led to the know-
Jedgo of good and evil, it were well ; if it only taught us
1w despise the illusions and retire from the pleasare of
the worid, it would be bester.  But it destroyaour belief—
it dims our perception of all abstract truth, virtue and hap-
pincss 5 it taris life into a jest, and a very dull one too.
It makes us inditferent to beauty, and incredulous of good-
nesd 3B teaches us to consider self as the centre on
which all actions turn, and to which all motives are to be
yeferred.  While we are yet young, and the passions,
powers and feelings, in their full aclivity, create fo us a
world within, we cunnot look fairly on the world without;
all things tien are good.  \When first we throw ourselves
forth, and weet burrs and briars on every side, whichstick
in our very hearts ; and fuir tempting fruits which tumn to
bitter ashes in the taste, then we excluim with impatience,
that a!l things are evil. Butat length cunes the calm hour
when they who lock beyoud the superficies of things begin
to discern their true bearinga; when the-perceptive of evil,
or sorrow, o sin, brings also the perception of some opposite
zaod, which awakens our indulgence, or the knowledge of
the cause which excites our pity. Thusit is with me. 1can
swile, nay, I can laugh still, to see folly, vanity, absurdity,
meanncas, exposed by scornful wit, nnd depicted by others,
in fictious light aud brilliant.  But these very things, when
. I eucoanter the realily, ruther make me sad than merry,
and take away all the iaclination, if 1 had the power, to
" lold them up to derision.  Your professed satirists always
scod me to think upon tie apposite sentiment in Shakspeare,
on ** the mischievous foul win of chiding sin.”’ 1 yemem-
ber once hearing a poemn of Barry Cornwall’s (he read it
to me) about @ strunge-winged ereature that, having the
linermeants of a man, yst preyed oo a man, and afterwards
coming to a stream to drink, anl beholdiug his own fuce
therciu, and discoveriug that he had made his proy of a
croatare like himself, pined away with repentance. So
should those do, who having mnude themselves wischie-
vous wirth out of the sius and sorrowa of others, remem-
“poring their own humanity, and seeing withia themselves
the same lincaments—so should they grieve and pine away,
solf-punished. I abhor tie spirit of ridicule, I dread 1it,
and 1 duspise it. 1 abhor it, because it is in direct contra-
diction to the mind and seriots spirit of christiaunity ; 1
fear it, becanse we find that in cvery state of society in
“which it bas prc\'uilod as a fashion, and has given the tone
to the maane literature, it has marked the moral
degradation and spproaching destruction of that eociety ;
and [ deapise it because it is the usual resource of the
shallow and the basec mind, and, when wielded by the
strongeat hand with the purest intentions, an inefficiznt
means of good. The spirit of satire, reversing the spirit
of mcrey which is twice blessed, seems to me twice ac-
eursed ! evil in those who induige it—evil to those who
_are the vbjects of . —AMrs. Jameson.
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LADIES IN AMERICA.

‘8o much more haa natarally been observed by travellers

" of Americgn manners in stages and steam-boats than in pri-
" vate houses, that all has been said, over and aver again,
; that the subject descrves. I unsed only testify that1 do
. not think the Americans eat faster than other -peopls, on
' the whole. ‘The celerity at hotel-tables is remarkable ;
bt 8o it i3 in stage-coach travollers in England, who are

_allowed ten minutes or a quarter of an hour for dining.

'ln private houses, I was never aware of being hurried.
The cheerful, unintermitting civility of all gentlemenw tra-

vellurx, throughout the -country, is very striking to 3

.ntmxger. The degree of consideration shown to women
: i8y in My opinion, greater than-is rational, or good for ei-
“therparty-; ‘bus the:mauners.of an American stage-coach

uught aﬁ'ord a valuabl'a leason nnd example 10 Jmmy clas—
ses of Europeans who. have a. high opinion of .thexr own
civiliztioh. I do mot think it rational or fair. 1hat every
gentleman, whether old or young, sick or well, ‘weary or
untired, should, as a matter of course, yleld up the best,z

places in the stage 1o any ludy passenger.. . do not think’

it rational or fair that five -gentlemen should -ride on the prodigisns memory,:
?

holding on, aud ro resting-place for the feet—for some; J
hours of a July duy in Virginia, that a young lady, who was-

top of. the coach—where there is no accommodatmn for hke an attorney’s plgetm Moles, atd hbeth.een owp hes
o =73

slightly delicate, might have room to lay up her feet, and

change her posture as she pleased. It is obvioas that, ir"
sbe was not strong enough to travel on commen terms in
the stage, her ﬁumly should have travelled in an extra, or
staid behind, or done any thimg rather than allow five per-
sons to risk their health and sacrifice their comfort for the
sake of one. Whatever may be the good moral effects of
sach sell-renunciation on the tempers of the gentlemen,
the custom is very in jurious to ladies. Their travelling
wapners are any thing but amiable. While on a journey,
women who appear well enough in their homes, present all
the churacteristics of spoiled children. Sereaming and
trembling at the apprchension of danger are not uncom-
mon ; Lot there is something far worse in the cool selfish-
ness with which they accept the hest of every thing, at
any sacrifice .o others, and usaally, in the south and west,

without a word or look of acknowledgment. They are as
like spoiled children when the gentlemen are not present
to be sacrificed to them, in the inn parlqur, while waiting
for meals or the stage, and in the cabin of a steam-boat.

I gever saw any mauner so repulsive as that of many Ame-
ritan ladies on board stecam-boats. They look as if they
supposed you tean to injure them, till you show to the
contrary. ‘The suspicious side glance, or the full stare, the
cold, immovable observation, the bristling self-defence the
momeut you come near, the cool pushing to get the best
places, every thing said and done without the least trace
of trust or cheerfulness, these are the disagreeable conse-
quences of the ladies Yeing petied and humoured- as they
are. The New England ladies, who are compelled by
their superior numbers todepend less upon the care of
others, are fur happier and pleasanter companions in a
journey than those of the rest of the country.—Afiss
Martineau.

G00D TALKERS

No man sinece Sheridan has actually been agood conver-
ser. A mere man of anecdote may be amusing, but he is
nota good couverser, he is a walking jest-book, an edition
of Joe Millur in coat and breeches; a reciter of scraps out
of Dryden or Pope, with now and then a stanza {rom Byron
tu show that he has not grown too old for the rising genera-
tion, is not a good converser, but a walking commonplace
book, a mutilated copy of ¢ the elegant extracts.” A re-
peater of the remiuiscences of the last century who plagues
the table still with newspaper paragraphs, new fifty
years ago, assames a superiority for having lived in the
days of the*departed great, thongh he lived no more con-
nected with them thun a rat in one of their stables: the
man who rises in his'chair, and .settles all questions by,
Sir, I saw Mr. Fox, nay, saw him frequently; he was
a short man, with around stomach and a large head; I
heard himn speak, sir, and I sball never hear such elo-
quence again, though the one-half of his speech was lost
in his own sputtering, and the other half in tiie applause
of the hounse.””  This reminiscent iancta cood converser,
but a walking warnpike, through which the great and the
little pass alike, and leave nothing but halfpenny tickets

bohind. But incomparably the most alarming of the whole:

tribs, the bore par cxcellence; is the acadeuwic, whose
life, between the college and the cburchyard, seems to be
‘one great gulf, the world a nobentity, ahd no image in his.
mind but the absurditiés of some head of a° cullege, dead,
&ec, fifty years ago, and as obscure in his Jife as ever he
wa-xndumgmve. Ths quoter of Horace, to- prove that
a venison-pasty is not 2 plum-pudding; deliberately talking.
Anistotle over his gherry, and'io his morents of confidence’
mpmhuja the i . balf dozen lmes of tho tlmd, this man as |8
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not a good cnnverser, {b)m a,publ# num.ance., pﬁqgought to |

he. sx;,mgmshed by petition tp the twow ;_:" of xbe
gislature; he isa ﬁy reafof Inlly a G l?i, cwt:é ed

w:th the . auto"raphs ‘oﬂ booby schdlarshlp ‘
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therefore mot a good one.
¢ with prod)gmﬁs quothtlom;,, nbkdwﬁ

Citations from Dryden, an&‘ﬁiigotten fracmenté of"‘ tﬂe
burgh Review, wasamong the most: mnocentrandimsolﬁa-j
ble men of his time. Sir ’W‘alt‘er Seott wiis -cléver ‘itval
things, and therefore in’ eonversanon. . All his reco1lectwﬁ‘§
were Scottish, and .though amusmg and chamcte,r;snc,
Englishmen w were but slawly broug'ht to gwe up}theu'. sodh
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kénzies of Auld Reekie. Yet thiere : was -a perpetuaT am-
mation about Sir Walter, a readiness ‘to be hdppy, ands
make everybody else happy; an absence of all ‘discoves= ”
able sense of self, and akind ¢f conversational gondwx!l tii
all round the table, that made him always: pleasing. Hc
had the true conversational temper. No: aﬂ‘ectat.op of
supenonty, no barshness of remark, no sevemy in l li
ing at mien or times, no occasional sullenness He" was
always inthe vein, and never w:thout some pleasant anees
dote, justofthe right lepgth, and just odd enough to avnuse.
It is a thousand pities that fu the latter- years of his ‘life:he
did not write his recollections. It would have been oxr[e
of the most amnusing pieces of nature and eccenmcny in
the world. But he was no wit, His p‘easanmes were of
the memory, and except by the quaintness. whith seems
to be impressed on the Scottish idioni, and the dry !zumour,
which seems equally nauonal be seldom ““ set t;;e table
in a roar.’ R :
The Marquis Wellesley world be a good converser, ex-
cept for the misfortune of his having gone to Et_(,'m'.v "Fhe
‘¢ fifih form’” rises before him as the Weird Sistors befare
Macbeth. Tt perpetually molests, ystiﬁés’, and mastery
him. He quotes all through his Wu!kmg houra T he
drops asleep, which he does of late, in' the best. _comy
pan,, he siides from a discussion on Pengord pieinto a
sarcasm from Juvenal, or an episode from- Silins Xtalicus. .
His walking hours are rendered unhappy to himself 55@
mankind by alternate citations from Martial and the « Ma-
rattah war.”* 'But, of all men, living or dead, Sheridan
was the best converser. Poor Richard! poor, indeed!
thy life was an old ‘“aimanack,”’ a catalogue of sunrises
and sunsets, fasty and feasts, aod all not worth a pen_nf'
when the year was done. * *» He was the wit
of wits after all; -and the departing genius of conversation,
crushing together the bones and brains of all the con-
versationists before or since, ought to build a monumeu.t
of them over the spot where this pleasant and unbappy,
powerful and feeble, brilliantand extinguished lummarj
of the table, the Cominons, and the stage, is wedded to
the worm. °¢ Sheridan, too, had his . conversational faults.
Nemo omnibus horis.’> Which, being interpreted, is
no one can be always telling the best stories, and saying
the most sparkling thinga in theworld. He was uneveh.
He was eitherall cloud or all sunsh'ne. Buat from the
cloud sometimes shot a flash that was more brilliant than
al! sunshine.—~-[From the shrewd and entertammg Worid
we live in,~— Blackwood’s Magazine.
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Farrurvil ErLoquencE.—The eloquence of't'lié; pﬁi--
pit shone conspicuously in the introdaction ofa sermon hy
the celebrated Massillon before Louis XIV. kmg of Frarice,
from the words of the Redeemer, Matt. v.. 4; ¢ Blasgéd
are they thet mourn.’’ The preacher: beﬂan--—“lf the woﬂd
addressed your majesty from this plnce, the:world woiid
not say, Blessed are they that méarn: *THe world world
say, ¢ Blessed is the prince who has never féught, bat ‘to
conquer; who has filled the universe mth bis: na,me. who,
through the whole course of a:long: “and flourishing reige,
enjoys in splendour all that men admlre—extent-“f' S~

quest, the esteem of his enemies, the loyé of his’ ‘lﬁénp €
the.wisdom 6f his Jaws:* But, sire, o: lﬁmagaif :the
gospel is not the lnngnage of tbe qud. _ L
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