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walkingabout, and great men have been known who couldnotthink unless whenlying down.

A shrewdobserver, watchfulof the foiblesof those withwhomhe comes incontact,is oftenenabledto tripup themental processesotan opponent by throwing some slight material obstacle in hisway. The failure of Cannon, under Cox's whimsical requisitionthat he should keep his hands in his pockets, is an admirableinstance of this,andmayhereafter be quotedwithScott'sstory ofoneof the tricksof his boyhood. Inhis classat schoolhehad wonhis way upward with greabrapidity until he reached the secondplace,but there he stuck. The boy at the headnever foiledoreven faltered in answering a question, and day after day Scottwatched for an opportunity toget above him, butno opportunitycame. Hestudiedthe situationwith great anxietyand tested theweakness of his rival's character to nopurpose. Theboyat theheadcouldnobbe tempted to relaxhis vigilant industry. At lastScott noticed a peculiar habit of thelad. When a questionwasput tohim he invariably took hold of one of the buttons inthebreast of hw jacket and began to finger it. Scottconceivedtheexistence of somesubtle connectiou between this button and hisrival's self-possessionandreadiness,andsecretlycut thebuttonoffNextday, when the first questionin the lesson wasput to theboyat theheadof the class,he felt for the re-assuringbutton, founditmissing, got amazed and faltered. His faculties lost; touch andtune, andhe failed toanswer. The youngplotter wentabovehim,and watchedwith complacencythe courseof his victim ashe wentdown to the foot, losing place after place. Mr. Cannon shouldstudy this storyof the boy and bis button, and lay its lesson toheart.

" SWEET AUBURN" AS IT IS TO-DAY.
The site of the "DesertedVillage"is on the road fromAthlone to■Bauymahon,aboutsix miles from the former town; and as cropsot new "Auburns" aie springing up aroundinall directions,itisnecessary to mention the poet's name in order to be set on theproper .track to "Goldsmith's Auburns," as the Westmeathpeasantrycallit. ... Ata little distancefromthe entranceto iiissoy,andat the sameside of the roac1,is the verypoolalludedto ty Goldsmith, and thenoisy geesearenow as evergabbling overit,andonitsmarginasIpassed. Itis borderedby afew stuntedhawthorn bushes, having upon them a strange impress of old.Uveragainst it isa ruinous cottage, the residence ofa"

wretchedmatron whose taleof her own happier years assuredlymerits asympathetic listener:
She only left,ofall theharmless train,Thesad historian of thepensive plain.The fields nearher cottage were,uptoarecentperiod,covered withadeepemboweringwood;butall this hasbeencut away,andnowonly the discolored stumps remain, as if toheighten the apparentdesolateness of the scene. Ascending an incline,whichcertainlydeserves not the name "hill," we come to the cross of the "ThreeJolly Pigeons," wherethe ruins of the alehousemaybeseen; alsothesycamoreonwhichthe signboard of that little inn used tobesoinvitingly hungin years that are over. Here, too, at theop-posite side ofthe road, growsalater representativeof that famoushawthorn bush, which, though no fragment of itnow remainswhere those enviable oldpeople wouldso often sit andchat, andwherethose artlessloves were toldby-rustic lovetsof long a°-o, yet

Didß tair tobloominfancy's garden for ever. To the right,alittleott the road, leading north west, are the hoary roofless wallsof the once « busy mill." Mostof the wheelhas beentakenaway,
aoubtless by visitors, each scrapbeing insomesort asafadedpalmbranch from one of "the Delphian vales, the Palestines, theMeccas of the mind." The old nether millstone alone is likely toendure for a while beneath the ceaseless agencies of change anddecay.—From'Belgravia.'

FESTIVAL OF THE CROWNING OF OUR LADY OFLOURDES.
But surpassing all this, whata spectaclein the evening,-whenallof a sudden we hear, as if impelled by an immense voice,whichcontains ahundred thousand others, theshout ofwhichthePyre-neess returns the echo: "VivaPius IX.,Pontiff-Kino-!HailMary!Hailthe Immaculate Conception!

"
Ateachrestof thetouching

allocution addressedtous by theRev.FatherRoux, theseacclam£tions arisea,nd increase, ashout of universal faith thrownto tneworld,which will experienceitsbenefits. Thenday stilldecliningfrom every side, and as by a signal,lights are seen emerging
From abovethe terrace which borders the crypt one followswiththe eyes this movement,the undulationof which is everyminutemultiplyingand quickeniug. Sooncollectedtogether,in frontofthe grotto,inan immense luminous sheet which quietly rollsitswaves, they reappear on every side, clinging to the mountainslopes, following the roads and winding path, continuallyrising
andrising, while fresh lines of pilgrims comingfromthechurch orfrom the city meetthe pilgrims whoare going tothe church or tothe city, marking thus their line of march by endless strings oflight. °

At the same time fires are lighted on the summit of themountains. Faroff aheight detachesitself like animmense Cal-varyof fire. Lower down the Benedictine convent shows on itsfrontagea monstrance fire, and loweryet the Carmelites'conventappears, with its immense frontage illuminated,in thecentreofwhich is a prodigious star, shedding on all sides itsbright light.Towards the city all thebuildings which overlookthe valley arealike resplendent,and the gaze,resting on the fagade,perceivesitfromits base tothe steepleas if entirely in flame. Allof asudden
reports resound, and luminous sheaves revolve themselves intomyriads||of stars, glitter for a secondinall the colorsof the rain-bow, and ascend to the clouds. They are fireworks, which fromthe sides of themountain thunderand shine forth their lights inhonor of the Virgin. Atthe acclamationsof the crowd,alastde-tonation is heard;hundredsof starsdart at once into the air, andat the topmost summit is seen appearingingigantic letters theluminous inscription:"Vive Notre Dame deLourdes."Yes,hailourLady ofLourdes! Itisthe crythat comes fromall hearts when torest the eyes, after the bright light of the fire-works, they turnon the processionof thepilgrims, whicharealwaysmoving upanddown with their torches, tostopbeforethegrotto,and leave there alast prayer.

Pastmidnight they are yetj there, and the rising dawn,mustcome,if wemay so speak,to replace this illuminationwhichdoesnot end.
Andit is not all, for at themoment when1am writingit is thesecond day which begins,;with'a new affluence of pilgrims whoarrived this morning from everypart,to assist at thegrandcere-mony of the coronation. Already themusiciansaresounding theirtrumpets, the bells arepealing forth with all theirmight,and theprocession is moving. Most happy those who in this immensethrong willbe able tohear theBishop ofPoitiers,whois theoratorof this greatday. Atleastwill allbeable towitnessMgr. theapos-tolic Nuncio crowning, in the name of his Holiness, the statue ofthe miraculous Virginwhichwillbedepositedin thebasilica. Ah!the festivitiesof the worldare verylight andseem, tobe empty,inspiteofall their solemnity,in oppositiontothesefeasts,themajesty

of whichelevatethe soul, and leave in the heart somanyandsodeep remembrances.
—
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PECULIARITIES OF SPEAKERS AND WRITERS.
The New York 'World' tells a story of a scene during a recentdebate inCongress under the operation of the one hourrule, whichwellillustrates some of the peculiaritiesof speakers. S. S. Cox liadthe floor,but consented to yield it to Mr.Cannonon condition thatMr. Cannon wouldspeak with his hands in his pockets,professing tobe annoyed with Mr.Cannon's habit of emphasising his remarks byporntintj his forefingeratthe person to whomhe was replying. TheWorld' relates the sequence as follows:

—
The hapless Cannonaccepted thecondition, spoke a few wordsinthe attitudeof a schoolboy lookingfor hie lo3talley inhis pantaloonpockets, forgot himself, pointed a threatening index finger at Cox,andsat down amidthelaughter of theHouse,as quiet asadischargedculvenn. The scene wasan intensely ridiculous one, andin feigning

tobeafraid of Cannon's finger,andmakinghim speak with his hands
inhis pockets,Mr. flox testedveryneatly the force of merephysicalhabits over mentalprocesses. We wonder if he himselfcould deliverone of his elaboratepieces of burlesqueeloquence,if he were obligedto stand m his tracks during the operation. What wouldEugeneHale be able to do in the way of serving the nation by windandtongue it he had to speak with his coat unbuttoned? CouldPrye
bend so vigorously to an argument if somebody were to thrust ashingle up under his waistcoat ? Would Thurmanbe so great with-out his red handkerchief? Could John Sherman contrive to findwords to excuseso glibly the financial aberrationsof his party if behad not Morton's crutch to play with? And could Geo. FrisberHoar expressanidea if he were restrictedto twenty smilesa minutein the operation?

It is curioushowthese little tricks of habitinfluencepeople;andonly veryrarelydo we see a speaker who is so completely anartistthathe has got rid of every awkward personalpeculiarity. Demos-thenes is said to have cured himself of a propensity to shrug hisshoulders by suspending a sword with the point directly over theshoulder most prone to offend. HadJohnTanBurenadoptedthesameplan, would his sarcasms have been so effective withoutthatgentle andalmost imperceptible lifting of the shoulders with whichhe so oftenintroducedthem? Sewardwasgreatona platform whereWehadroom to paradeup and down like a gander, but we arein-Smed to think that he would have lost all sequence of ideas ifmounted on top of a barrel. One man is self possessedandreadywhenhe has his arms crossed onhis breast. Anotherwhenhe hashis hands claspedunder his coat-tails. Palmerston,unlike Congress-man Cannon,wasat his best withhis hands inhis breeches-pockets
i.«m

u?i.ln8V'hocan talk s0 lon° as tlxeycanhaveah*t tohold, whileothersbecome boobies without an umbrella oracane.v£» "T *?*"*** inJus discourse and naturalinhis carriage solong ashehasbu watch-chain to handle. The otherbecomes anidiotifhe loses the ringwhichhe is inthehaMt of twistingaioundhis finger whilehe speaks. ARoman Senator,accustomed to feelhis right arm perfectly free andhis left confined to the foldsofhistoga wouMprobablyfailinexplaininghis voteif cladinaswallow
Even inwriting thesame strangepowerofmore physicalhabitm?i?' °!f *elebl?ted au*hor could only composeinacloseroom; themind ofanother required open windowsand widepros-pect. Scott wrotehis novels beforebreakfast. Schiller wrotehisplays lateatnight, withabottle of wine athiselbow. Popetrans-lated the « Iliad on scraps ofpaper. Othet men couldnot write?WIK?*? y hadab°?k

I
to reCord {t' We haveheard saidthat Miltons muse was voiceless except from theautumnalto theAernalequinox. Some minds only workwell whentheir ownera are

Those persons whoare interested inthe careof horses woulddo
well tostudy the list of useful medicines supplied for the cureof all
the diseases to which those quadrupedsare liable, by Mr. Slesinger,V.S. Thesemedicaments haveobtainedthepatronageof a largenumberof gentlemen well qualified to judgeof their valuableproperties, and
are widely asserted to be inestimable. Amongst their many good
qualitiesmay be reckoned that ofretaining their strength for years,so
that a stock of themmaybe laidin for service incaseof need withoutfear of theirbecomingimpairedby the elapseof time.
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