CHARACTER SKETCHES.

No, 9—-0UR PHILOSOPHBR.

Very ditferent from either of the two
last sketches 1s Gor Philosopher, While
on the one hand, here s nothing, he
deems, too good for'hlm, on the other,
nothing ever appears to come amiss.
When i{n luck hd will drink the best
Burgundy and smoke the most expen-
sive Havanus; wien out at clbows,
he 8 equally content with a pot of
beer and a pipe. So long us the sun
shines he basks in ft, and when the
rain descends, he whistles, in the dryest
shelter he can {ind, and \\iuits for fine
weather, His equanimity is apt to
be {rritating sometimes, for his
“laisez aller,” or letting things slide,
has a strong resemblance to want of
energy. But it i{s impossible to be
angry with him for long, he is so thor-
oughly goodtempered and agreeable.
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He cannot ulderstand a fretful dispo-
sition, and tells you with a smile, that
life is too short, to worry over trifles,
If you attempt to lecture him, for pre-
ferring his ease, to putting his should-
er to the wheel, he laughs ana retorts,
“Think you because you are virtuous,
there shall be no more cakes and ale ?
My dear fellow, T have quaffed cham-
pagne till it has positively palled up-
on me, and I assure you beer s far
more wholesome as well as pleasanter,”
And should the champagne come round
again he returns to §t with fresh gusto.
His feelings are not very deep, but they
are kindly, because {t is too much trou-

STHE: BNTIDOTE®
ble to quarrel with anyone. ‘What
you call absence of *vim,” ne wrms,

ddupt,hfg hiinself to efreumstunces, and

as we .8cec him as represented in our
artist’s illustration, 1lolling In his
bammock, zutfihg aw .y, with a *re.
fresher” within oach reach, we are
obliged to admit, that his philosophy,
albeit of the edrth curthy, 8 a com-
fortahle garment to travel through life
with., A touch of envy is mingled with
our contempt, for we feel, that Our
Philosopher escapes many of the mis-
erfes, from which nobler characters sut-
fer. He can never soar very high, but
nelther will he descend very low, end
80 we will wish him adieu, as he pur-
sues “‘the even tenor of his way,”
SPECTACLES,

As actually speaking there are opec
cles for lopg and short ranges, .soue
glasses beiay rose and others blue tint-
ed, so metaphorically, people gaze at
life aad its surroundings thr sugh their
own particular spectacles, We know
many, who look at everything from
a near point of view, and who are so
shurt sighted, that they fail to sce
anything beyoud their mental noses.
These are they, whose vision is so con-
fined, that they can take no interest
in anyone's affairs, except their own,
or those in iImmediate connection there-
with., When we meet these narrow-
yninded individuals, we invariably en-
deavor to give them a wide berth, as
they are always insufferably dull and
commonplace. The opposite to this
class are those who desire to view dis-
tant landscapes and bave their spec-
tacles to suit them accovdingly. They
avill discuss with enthusiasin a mission
to convert a nation of savages thous-
ands of miles away, but will complet-
ely overlook those needing help in their
own city or country. They are per-
haﬁs quite as great bores in their way
as the short-sighted persons are
{n theirs, for though it is pleasant
enough to he cerried to o far oft mount-
ain occasionally with mighty crags and
boulders, one does not want to live
there cltogether. Then there is the
sweet, gushing young thing, who sces
everything ‘“‘coleur de rose,’” through
her spectacles, Whose cyes. never wand-
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er from the darzzliag glare of the foot-
lights, and never, oh never, have been
behind the scenes, and looked upon the
ugly pain and patehes,  We eannat
be very severe with these glusses, for
have we not all worn them once before
our wisdom teeth were cut, nud do we
not remember the shock we experienc-
ed when the rose tinted spectacles fell
from our cyes? The illusion was plea-
santer than the rcality, and no enjoy-
ment was ever equal to our first pan-
tomime, Lustly we have the cynic
whose blue giglamps give a dismal color
tu all he gazes ati. He not only sees
the paint and the wrinkles, but fails
to note the kindly smile, which some-
times shines through both like the sun
piercing a cloud. But for those blue
spectacies he would sce that, though
“all is not gold that glitters,” there
is still some good in our world's thea-
tre, and that the clown laughing and
tumbling on the stage, may be caleu-
lating how much of his salary he can
save, to pay for a doctor to attend
his s{ck child at home. From all of
wlueh it would seem, that our meta-
phorical spectacles, only give partial,
or erroneous, views of life, and had
better be discarded, if we would take
o ovroad vista of the struggles, Jdail-
ares, ana triuunphs, of those around us.
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musIc.

We are favored with a number of choice
mugical pieccs from the well known pub-
lishers, afessrs. Charles Woolhouse & Co,
of Londop, England. The name of Wool-
house in London has been so long associs
ated with compositions of a hizh order "
tbat anything from the house calls for
little more than imere mention. The aim
of the firm seems to be to combine o
pure taste with degrees of difficulty read-
ily overzome by amatcurs or concert yer-
formers.

Among the pieces fur the pianolorte _is
“ The Brook ” (u study) by Walter Aleock,
a nppling little composition, not at all
diflicult, and with a beautiful melody run-
vy through it. The “ Saturday Review ”
correctly deseribes it as * ol superior qual-
ity, melodious and very well harmonised.”
—George St. George, oac of the most popu-
lar performers and composers of drawing-
room music for violin and piano and piano
wlone, during. the last few years and pt
present, iv London, would serm to be fas-
tening his hold more and more on the



