; ' ; Drigitn of Poptiiar Phiases.
b i g : [Globe:Deinocrat.]
' Dead as a Herring.—This phrase
may betraced to the fact that the
herring is an extremely. delicate
(fish., Whenever it is taken out
| of the water,even though itseems
to have no hurt, it gives a squeak
and immediately expires; though
it be thrown instantly back into
s : the water it never recovers.
Gone Where the Woobine Twin-
: eth—It is very common in the
New England States to see the
\trough, or “spout,” which leads
the water from the eaves, entwin-
ed in the - iclaspers of the
woodbine. J5 Fisk, Jr,
gave the above phrase in answer
| to a question concerning a certain .
(sum of money. He wished to
" convey the idea that it had gone
up the spout.

| * Let Slip the Dogs of War.—In

Shakespeare’s play, Julius Cesar,
| Act IIL., scene 1, twenty-five lines
from the end, occurs the above
expression. Anthony is soliloguiz-
| ing as to the outcome of the murd-
er of Cemsar’s spirit * % %
' shall in these confines * * *
| cry ‘havoe,” and let ship the dogs
of war.”

Hobson's -Choice.—Tobias Hob-
son was the first man in England
who let out hackney horses.
| When a man came for a horse he
| was led into the stable where
| there was a great. choice, but he
| obliged him to take the horse
which stood next to the stable
door, so that every customer was
* alike well served, according to his
| chance.  Hence it became a

proverb, when what ought to be
| your election was forced upon
you, to say “Hobson’s Choice.”

| By the Skin of My Teeth—Is

* found in Job, xix., 20: “My bone
' cleaveth to my skin @and to my

" flosh; and I am escaped with the
| skin of my teeth.”

\  To Point a Moral, etc.—

- | He left a name af which the world grew pale,
~ To point a moral or adorn a tale— .
- written by Samuel Johnson, in
| speaking of Charles XII, of Swe-

| don, in “The Vanity of Human
| Wishes.” =

\  The Style is the Man.—This fa-
. mous saw is generally quoted as
- one of Buffon’s; but it appears

| that the words thus attributed to
‘| Buffon are not Buffon’s at all, but
| a perversion of one of his phra-
1 ses, which occurs in his “Disserta-
~ ! tion sur le Style.” His words are,
 «Le style est de I'homme,” and
" not “Le style, c'est 'homme.”
| Don'tCrowd the Mourners.—"This
\expression originated with one of
he Mier prisoners in Mexico. The
aptured Texans overpowered
their guard at Rancho Salado and
escaped, but were afterwards capt-
' ured and compelled to draw lots.
A number of beans were placed
in a hat, every tenth beanberng
a black one. ~The man who drew
| 2 black bean was to. be executed
next mormmng. One of the un-
fortunates,who had already drawn
o black bean, was jostled accident-
ally by a fellow captive, who was
crowding up to try his luck. The
jostled party, whose fate was al-
ready sealed, laughingly remark-
ed: “Go slow; don’t crowd the

mourners, boys.”
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“% Ths Pen Mightier than the

" Sword.—Bulwer’s famous saying,
{'which he puts into the mouth of
| Richelieu, that “the pen is might-
ier than the sword,” is not origi-
nal, at least not in the idea. A
number of letters written by
Oliver Cromwell have recently
been found among the family pa-
pers of the descendant of one of
his captains, with the device of a
sword crossing a pen upon them,
and the legend, *“Ten to one the
feather beats the iron.”

Though lost to Sight to. Memory
Dear—This line has frequently
been quoted, and in almost every
instance itis added that its author-
ship is unknown. A correspond-
ent, in an issue of the St.. Louis
L-Gllobe, of 1873, asserts that an au-
thor named Ruthven Jenkyns
wrote the following in 1701, and
published it in the Greenwich
Magazine :

Sweet heart, good bye! the fluttering sail
Is spread to waft me far from thee;
And soon before the fav’ring gale

My ship shall bound upon the sea.
Perchance, all desolate and forlorn,

These eyes shall miss thee many a year,
But unforgotten every charm,

Though lost to sight, to mem'ry dear.

Sweet heart, good bye! one last embrace,
0, cruel fate, true souls to sever;
. Yetin this heart’s most saered place,
{ Thou, thou alone shall dwell foreyer!
And still shall recollection trace
In fancy's mirror ever near,
Tach smile, each tear that from that {ace,
Though lost to sight, to mem'ry dear.

Whom the Gods Love die Young.
—Quoted by Byron in his Don
Juan, canto 6th, 212; but the an-
cient author is Accius Plautius
Marcus, the greatest of Roman
comic poets. He was born in
Umbria about 254 B. C. His his-
history is profoundly obscure,
and, according to Cicero, he died
184 B. C. Twenty of his come-
| dies are still extant, out of the
| twenty-one enumerated by Vacco,
and are scarcely less popular
among the moderns than - they
| were during his lifetime. :
Hetempers the Wind to the Shorn
| Lamb—This passage originally
!| occurs in Sterne’s Sentimental
| Journey, in the touching episode
|| of Poor Maria and her goat, near
\| Moulins, France.
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AUNT DINAH VISITS THE CIRGUS.

Now, twhm’sa you doin’, Ca’line, an’ whar’s you bin
0-day? :

You hqbu‘;‘c seed de ’nadgery, mor heard de music
play?

. B Well, disis aH I’s gotto say: you gholy missed asight!

An’y to tell you what I seed to-day,  (w ke I
yow what I8 = would take m
baf de nlant, ; ?
}»seed (1(3 Jion an’ }?0 tggger an’ de anycondy, too,
Sides, -de awful-iookin ’poitymouse an’ ugly kon-
Zaroo;
g,ut de emartis obde animiles T foun’in all de gang,
Bs I wolked amcngst de cafes, was de funny rang-
er-tang—
in’ on a hor'l an’ a chawin’ on a eake,
lde niggers sayin’ how. e *sembled Pay-
ake—
i 1 a- mighty schemey weay ¢’
z up his eye
l Al} hangin’ down hiz under jaw aa’ sightin’ ot de

*Cause he 1

squinchin’

sky.

well, Iy"ows he rudder got me wid his mfanish sort
0’ Wayy :

An’ htero’s de sort o' talkin’dat I'’knows he meant
O =ay.

“Well, ole ’ooman, how-de-doo, marm, an’ what you
thinks ¢’ me? :

I trabbles on de s'eepin’ car, an’ gits my eatin? free;

I habs de flnes’ vitties jes eb’rywhir 1 goss,

An’ nebher babs no frouble a-paichin’ up my cloes;

Now, wouldn’t you like to shif’ yourseif, jes like de
tadpoles do,

An’ s%xm:?t’x”e off de nigger skin, den’ be a moukey,
00|

Now dat’s what he was thinkin’, 'case I seed it in
his Tace.

Dur’s & heap o' schemin’, €a’line, in dis
monkey race!

{ For.I b’lebes dat he kin~ falk a8 well as me or you,

| An’ 1knowshe's gota heap o’ sense and edleatios,

08,
But de little- feller’s heap too keen tolet de people
know:

wave
An’ dey
d

J. A, MACON,

*

UNCLE IKE'S SOLILOQUY.
' mos comin'y Isaac, you Bad bes® Be stirrin’
An' make _yo‘ preperations fo' de snowW is on de
Warmﬂgggg) will be neadin’, an’ you’s got no wood at
You g;lx:ter hiteh dem oxen up en’ jus' begin to
Kase wh;{n‘ﬂi de win' {s howln’ an’ de snow begin to

BY,
Do darky huos de fire jus’ as close u'he in @it
You bettel" gtep out lively. now; don t mindih’ ob de

lag ‘
Dem steers; dey wallt 80 pizen slow, apd C'ris’mus

comin’ go fas’s
O'ris’mus ain’c so joily in dese 'mancipationt days,
um de old plautation

Now eberything Is altered £

ways.

(Gt up dar, Brandy! what you 'hout, You mean,
ontdacious toad?

You mity peart "bout iaggin’ back, for Ball to pull de

load.
Lord! how 1t all come back to me about de good ole i
un
e used to bab wid mars'r, whin de yearly work \l
was.done,
Der alius was soms frolicla’ or nudder gw:hxe on
'Mong dorkies same a8 While folks jus’ as sho’ a8

you {s korn. ;
when de corn was gathered up f'vm every

Fus'
flcid an’ pateh ’
Do niggers all would ‘semble to enjoy &8 shuckin

mateh. -
One wouid play de banjo while de balance all would

siog, I :
An' {okes an’ corn be fiyin’ 'bout aroun de jotly

ng. \
Den mars'r’ come out smflin’ wid de bottie in bis
Yol

20!
An’ ealt up all de darkiesfor to gib'em each a

am.

An’ den de shuckin’ supper! farly sels my mouf a
waterin'— i ;

(Whoa, Baill glt np, kase ef youdon't I'se apt to do
some s'gughterin’. ;
Quit hangin’ ont yer tongue, you fool, an’ notica
whar your walkin’;

Ges Brandz! haw 1 tell you,
whea 1 talkin’?)

Den when de shuckin’s ober dar would cume ¢o
bogs to kill,

An® meat would bs 80 plenty eben dogs wounld glt
der flil,

Fifty, sixcy, eighty hogs o'@ WMars'c'd bave you mine,
Do niggers eab de grease unt'well faces furly shiln.
("Ti3 pow'iul lonesome in dese woods, &n’ Iain’s

can’t you hear we

none too bod. S .
My han’s Is all bus frozen scramdiu bout hers i
S COid.
Day’s ri Brandy, step along, s-switchin’ of yo’
aily e
Keop up 08t gait, and maybe you will obertagg a
snafi.)

when C'rig'raus uged to come HOW gad
We Was, an’ proud
An' how we'c tarf an’

3
oller, too, an’ BinE 80

oud.

An® dea on ¢'ris'mus mornin’, when de pight bezun
to 1,

Wo'd siesi ap to de big bouse for to kaich ala

“C'rig'mus 218" 7

An’ darowou d ve do presents for de people Jarge a1

srtell, :

An’ doube rations for de waek for el

Warm gloves, an’ Caps, an’ comforisrs
for e mens

st

Da women ey gob dresses, hoods, an' ap’ons, you
depen’;

Candy for de chillun, T00, pa’ den ois
{ake i

Pe women to de t0'-roow for to gib deir €rig’'mus
caye,

i’ de suwar for to make us ul
¢ an’ flaky goodnoss, or o I

siring de banjoup an'feas an’ d

1,
A’ all iho boys an’ gals would shout &a’
hab der iiing. :
Wa'd visit 'moni de peighbors almas

A-fiddiin’ an’ Qun(:in' plum unt'sell do broad

Hahi. 4
C'rig’mus ain’f 1ike O'rls'mus now, de Hmes is 2o

dry .
Au’ things 18 &1l 8o Gii'ent that iv's At (0
ery.
Ds nigeers got 82 'ligious dab dey der’sent
jokes A e
An’ I’spee de good O'e banjo’s oil ob demdis 103" ok

brore. 7
Day fea:'d dey’il git turned ont de church for sbery
w4t ol fu,
An egben dowil,

ones. :
(Git up dar, oxenl Hear mel Does you want mafor

to Treeze?
A cottin® here 'pon top de wood, my chin wpon mY

de hymns dey siog is awfui dismsl

nee:
What scrh o sorey flgger wouid I cul does you sup-

poss . 2
A strustin’ inte “Eingdom come” In dess ver Daichy
To"s?

clo’s
Would de blessed angels notico ma ‘oot Jea fo siar
au’ think e
Dat sholy dut nigger wasde famous i Hek?"")
M, G Mo C

here !

d hab him in Ge cotionspatch at fAiffy cents a |

003
An’ Iradder spec’s be understands deshublle an’ de &

7 Cause he'd hab to git his libbin’ ina mighty diffant®

[f«‘o.r the Courler-Journal. |
MUTANDA,

Change—bitter change!l - No day so fair
Bus lurid storms may 8weep iis sky;
No sunny. golden tress of hair
But turns to silver bye and bye.

No meadow, soft with livine greer,
Bat winte'r's touch makes bare t.pd browng
No brow that glows with laughter’s sheen
But wears at 1ast SOITOW'S CrOWI,

Noanerry, ripplitig, limpid sirean),
But mergos in Some mzjbid rlyer;

No bappy, care-free. ¢hildhood’s dream
But {ate’s dark tide enguifs forever.

No gun so bright but twilight's hour
Brings warning that its race is runj

No leye £0 true but some fell power
Es(ranges souls that ssem as one.

AN, happy-thrice the patient heart
T'hat weekly waits life’s duties done—~
Coatent to knaw change halh DO part
In that fair day that needs no sun.
’ ROSE GERANIUM. =
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