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The Closc of tho Year,
f:r clock strikes twelve—itis the knell of
gdlcparted vear—what busy thoughts crowd
@pou us, what strong cmotions swell the
% as slowly falls npon the listemng car the
dancholy sound! All now s still; as silent
‘ ¢ grave—as noiscless as the place of se-
jghres—all around and every living thing
. hushed in dread repose!—All, save the
ess invalid and the lone watcher at the
B! of pain, or some sad group of mourning
gds gathered beside the bed of death, to
gh, for thelast tine, the soul-thrilling glance
@ the eye of onelongand fondly loved, now
it is about to close forever upon terrestial
s—10 hear, for the last time, the sweetae-
of affection faintly murmured from lips
o to be closed in all the rigidity of death—
&aply some little band of pious devotees,
joined in holy prayer, have congregated
atch the meeting of the years—and some
ance who, reckless of these sad and so-
scenes, have laid their serious thoughts
¢ while bidding the old year adicu, and
i mirth and revelry do hail the infant year.
fare these all that now the midnight vigil
®? No—the pale student solitary sits and
es the midnight oil while poring o'er the
-of ages past—the gambler and the debaun-
amid the haunts of vice still linger, un-
ful of this most solemn hour, and all un-
ing too of the anxious ones that wait their
ng, and, while grief is tugging at their
Mt-sirings and wearing inch by inch their
.a:’gwa_v, watch the long and weary hours to
it their well-known step.  But time doth fail,
ﬁ‘rc thee-well, departed year fare-well! The
's and joyvs may ne'er return that have to
ud oblivion with thee gone down; yet, so
) hee a thing is Hopo new hopes, as ‘Alp
Alps do still arise,’ and, phanix-like, upon
eburicd hopes spring up, and so may other
our path illume.
u»pgga..'
cneatere, who spends its whole time
sing, gaming, praung and gadding, 1s a
& originally, indeed, of the rational make;
Bho has sunk itself beneath its rank, and
be considered at present as nearly on a
M with the monkey-species.—B. Constant.
. Eag 1o 1 I
e necessary qualities for society are—po-
iess, exempt from falsehood ; frankncss,
out rudeness; complaisance, freed from
ery ; and, ahove all, a heart naturally in-
d 10 benevelenea.
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“One woman is fair, vet T am well; another
is wise, yct I am wdll; another virtuous, yet
am well; but’ull all these grace s arc i one wo-
man, one woman shall not by in iy graces.”’

Muci Ado About Nuthing.

“Trevera man was cutout for an old hache-
lor, Doctor Whutherton was !

This had been reiterated by every individual
of woman kind in our village, until it was so
nearly realized, that there seemed but faint
proof of sagacity in the afiirmation, for the
gentleman presumed to be thus futed, arrived
unwedded at the age of thirty-four or thirty-
five, which, if not within the cpoch of old
bachelorhood, very few ladies under twenty,
will allow to be far from its linits.

< "“Why s0?” might have asked someonce not

so fully initiated into the mysteries of destiny 3
¢ the dector is handsome, ailable, amiable and
talented; why should he not have a wife 7
though modest, he is not too bashful to court
for one; though not rich, he is well able to
maintain one; and though a student, he has
domestic qualitics in abundance to enjoy the
saciety of a family. Strange that ke should
he doomed to live an old bachelor ¥’

“But he scems not to beable to makeup his
mind to marry;’ woald have been the answer
of one of oar gossips; “ there was a Miss Gray
from the city, who boarded a summer here in
town ;—an elegant looking girl—I never saw
a finer figurc on horseback; he gallanted her
time after time, and every body thought it
would have been a match, yet he allowed her
to return without cven popping the question.”

“And there was a Miss Brown, whom, it
was universally believed, he could not help fal-
ling in love with,” would have been the argu-
ment of a sccond : “a most exquisite singer 3
all our amateurs agreed that she united the
merits of all the prima donnas they had ever
heard ; he used to listen toher by the hour, yet
it all endcd in nothing.”

“And Mrs. Greene, a pretty young widow,”
—argument the third; “she would have suit-
ed him so well! she had him attending her for
months; every body thought more on account
of the doctor, than the diseasc; she had anies
fortune, too, yet he still remained uncaught.” |,

“ Ergo, because a handsome, affable, amia-
ble, talented man, of five-and-thirty, had not
met with a young lady who rode well, and
another who sung well, and a widow who was
pretty and rich, without finding a wife, he must
iive and die an old bachelor ! paticuce i



