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From the Princeton ﬁ?hig.
I" Tax BacHELOR.

While some in lively strainsrelate,

The pleasures of the married state;

Bhall bachelors unsing remain,

A ridiculed thotgh harmless train?
" A scribbler's name 1 covet not

This hour admired, the ncxt forgot ;

And ureless, thrown neglected by,

In dusty heaps his labours lie ;

I only wish, devoid of pride,

hatever fate,
My Song await, !
To sing my happy fireside,

No helplees infant’s hated squalls,
Are ever heard within my walls;
Nor does a scolding headstrong wife,
Disturb the quiet of my life.
Lord of my house, I sit at ease,
And smcke my pipe whene'er I please}
Whilet thou, poor man, to womaa tied,
By cradle’s toys
And rentless bovs,
Seest occupied thy fireside.

There are, who obstinate and vain,
Exult in bonds, and hug the chain ;
Let these the sweels of Wedlock boast,
And toil to *¢ to gild a rotten post.”
See—Crito, needy and forlorn,
In sackeloth curse his bridal morn;
Blest with a fashionable bride,

He's forced to roam,

Or teased at home;
And ne'er enjoys his fireside,

Let others tell the joys of love,
But keep me from them, powers above}
Prererve me from that plague of life,
A forward and expentive wife.
But lest my choice should wrongly fall
E’en let me have no wife at all;
But a1ill ‘tn gentle peace eallied,
‘With emiles survey
Each new born day,
And srill enjoy my fireride.
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SONG OF THE AMERICAN GIRL.

Our hearts are with our native land,
Our song is for her glory ;

Her warrior's wreath is in our hand,
Our lips breathe out her story.

Her lofty hills and valleys green
Are smiling bright before us;

And like a rainbow sign is secen

. Her proud flag waving o'er us,

And there are smiles upon our lips
For those who meet their foemen,

For glory's star knows no eclipse
When smiled upon by woman.

For those who brave the mighty deep,
And scorn and.threat of danger,

We've amiles to cheer—and tears to weep
For every ocean ranger.

Our hearts are with our native land,
Our song is for her freedom ;

Our prayers are for the gallant band
Who strikes where honor’ll lead *em.

We love the taintless air we breathe,
‘T'is freedoms endless power,

We'll twine for him a fadeless wreath
Who scorns a tyrant’s power.

TIB! tell of France’s beauties rare,
f s¢[taly’s” proud daughters ;

Of Scotland's lagses—England’s fair,
And nymphs of Shannon's waters;
We heed nnt all their boasted charmis,
Though lords around them hover;
Our glory was in Freedom’s arms, e

A freeman-for a lover.
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MISCELLANEOUS.
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Fiuvia the Paterson Intelligencer.

Tz SPECTRE Masg,—A TaLE OF THE LAXE
orF Como.

Tt was a still and cloudlees night—not = breath
stirred the leaves on the high trees that surrounded
the great villa of the Count, Minotti, on the Lake
of Como, when two figures were seen to emerge
from a private door that led into the garden sur-
rounding the house, and descend the stone steps to
a little boat, in the stern of which sat a figure muf-
fled in a coarse cloak.—Perceiving their approach,
theé man who occupied the poat, immediately arose
and assisted the cavalier and his companion, a female
of etately from and features, of great beauty, to des.
cend, which they did in silence; and ent‘ered the
boat, which ' pushed oft—There

was immediately
was no moon to add beauty and effect to the scene,
but the heavens were studded with stars and the
clear blue lake reflected their more intencely blue
rave, whilst the lights from the windows of the
diferent dwellings that skirted the Ell(:ﬂ'EE. were
roflected in long lines of gold, and the distant bark
of the watch dogs alone broke the stiliness of night.
Not a word was epoken by either party, until the
boat reached the middle of the lake, when the lady
1l white hand on the shoulder of the

id her sma :
1‘.::33“:' and looked earnestly in his face for some

minutes. :
«{Dearest Vicenzo,' ®aid she ‘why g0 moody and

thoughtful ; Yon evening star shines as brightly as
on that night you wooed and won my poor heart,
but,’ ehe continued mournfully, ‘you are changed,
aye, changed—and now scarcely vouchsafe a word.’

«Ves.’ replied he who was thus addressed, as he
cast from his shoulders the cloak in which he was
thus muffled. ‘I have worde for thiné ear to-night
which may not be leasing—~Mariana, thou hast out
lived my love. Hast thou no prayer ready? for
here 1 shall absolve myself from tt.e vow my folly

ee.’

ma':lll‘?uzhlady stared wildly at her hueband, for he was
no leee, and attempted to clasp him round the

peck.
‘})ear,

v bt dreadiul

dear lord,’ she said in au;;plicatin% accents,
deed dost thou meditate ! Think, ob,

ced!
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LIBE:RIA

in mercy think what you would do! Have I offend-
Have I said or done any thing 10—
‘Peace !’ muttered her stern and cruel partner,
forcibly remaving her arms—‘peace, I say, and pray.
for thy soul, for thou hast not ten minules to
live !’
The lady fell on her knees, before her merciless
lord, and in a frantic manner besought him to have
ity, but the frend had steeled his heart, and he
Earﬂhly bade her to preparc for death; when the
teae of his vietim suddenly changed, and no lon-
ger a suppliant, she vehemently upbraided him for
his cruelty.
Vicenzo !* said she, as her dark eye flashed

wrathfully, ‘I am in thy power, but my friends wiil

avenge me! Iask not for life, for 1 know thy
purpose is deadly; but dread the vengeance of my
family, who will demand me at thy hands/

'I'he Count deigning no other reply than a low
and iparticulate malediction, made sign to his at-
tendant, who immediately rising, eeized the lady by
the arm.

¢[url her into the lake, Jacopo, said Minotti;
and the words had scarcely paesed his lipg, when
their victim, forced in epite of her struggles, over
the side of the boat, fell with a faint shriek and a
heavy splash into the water ; but she almost imine-
diately rose to the surface, and the count geizing an
oar, endeavored to stun her by a blow on the lLead.
The stroke was ill-directed, and missed the coun-
tese, who, seizing the oar with botk hands, support-
ed herself, and thus addressed her cruel husband ;

‘Vicenzo Minotti, thy days are numbered.—God
shall judge you for this deed ; I summon you to ap-

pear before his tribunal ere the moon is out *
Her husband instanuly directed lis attendant to

return to his villa. Rumors never touched the
breast of Minotti, who was as subtle as Lie wae re-
vengeful and cruel, and he spread it abroad that his

wite had eloped from him, and the tale was believed..

for he had previously circulated stories of her infi.
delity.

T?:ree weeks and more had passed, when a no.
bleman on the other side of the lake, gave a splendid
fete, to which many were invited, and among the
rest the count Minotti was the gayest of the gay
throng. During the evening he had aitentively re-

garded a lady of exquisite beauty, and he now en- |

deavored to enter into conversation ‘with the object
of his admirations, but the lady was coy, and replied
to all the fond things he addressed to her with a
provoking coldners, and Minotti more than once felt
hie wrath almost master order. If he handed tlie
beautiful mask an ice, she modestly excused her-
self and the count in vain begged that ehe would
partake of eome slight refreshment without which
she could not possible support life through the eve.
ning.. The room was brilliantly illuminated by innu-
merable lamps, that mocked the stars above them,
and dance and sprightly conversation were not lack-
ing.

g"Deareat lady, said he, excuse a little gentle force,
and let me remove that envious vizor from your
lovely face.’

His companion made no rep'y, and Minotti con-
struing her silence as an assent, piayfully raised
the mask from the lady’s face—but oh, horror!
what did he behold t—the pale countenance of his
murdered wife, who regarded him with a look. so
fearful that his very blood was chilled, and his knees
beut under hime. |

‘Vicenzo!’ said the spectre, laying her cold. clam-
my kand on his, and looking hin earnestly in the
face, “behold thy wife!”

The count heard no more—he recoiled from the .

apparition, and with a gasp fell eenseless to the
ground. i :
ny in a deathlike state, from which, though attend.-
er his genses until morning, when he begged those
who attended him to send for a conferscr, to whoin
he unfolded what haud occurred : but the remem-
brance of the scenes in which he had been an actor
operated so strongly on his ghattered nervee, that

fit after fit succeeded, and ere the evening bell |

rung, the guilty soul of Vicenzo had fled for ever.
So far goes common rumor; but the sister-hoog
of a neighbor ng convent know the sequel of the

story. The wife whom her lawless husband would
have hﬂiruynd to doath woe not Pnnnittnd lay l:rnvi-

dence thus to perish. _

Buoyed up by her clothing, and argisted by the
oar, which by the trepidation of those who infended
her murder was left in her posseesion, she floated a
long hour, aliving death, upon the bosom of the
deep, still, blue lake, :

The barge of the nobleman at whose villa the
fete took place, rescued the lady as her strength
was just exhausted, and the rest the reader knows.
It only remains to state that the lady shocked with
the world, betook herself to the seclusion of a con.
vent ; and it was not thought advisable to dieabuse
the minds of the peasants of the idea of a supernatu-
ral vision for o horrible a crime. Her rescue and
subsequent residence were therefore carefully con-
cealed. |
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SHORT PATENT SERMON.
4

I have sclected the words of my text for this occa-
sion :

Alas ! how soon the heart forgets

Its deepest, wildest pain;
The tear an hour the eyclids wets.
And all is joy again;

Still rushes on the tide of men,

As though the past had never been.
My hearere—Man's heart is a slate upon which
is written, with the pencil of memory, the record of
ast events ; but the sponge of time scon obliterates
the whole, and no traces are left to tell of their oc-
currence, save here and there, perhaps; a ecratch
of former grief or woe. Well, iy friends, it is all
for the best that the wave of oblivion should o fre-
quently wash our by-gone ills from the shore of
recollection into the dead sea of forgetfulness. It is
happy for us, that, after having eaten the oysters of
pleasures, we are not obliged to lug about with us
forever the shells of care, or burden our memories
with the load of troubles we incurred in obtaining

them.—It is surprising, mevertheless, how soon the

o
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- potent,
soen wears off from his heart in spite of the care

- slide from time to eternity, what do we do?
. shed a few formal tears over his mortal
" deposite hitn in his narrow heome—echovel on the
- gravel, and ge about our business Aye, we even
- run over his grave to pick up pennies, and care no
" more for the sacredness of the dust on which
. tread than a cat does for a carpet.

. had never bheen.!

" they interest themselves no further.

' forget the woes with which we are visited.

He wae discovered by some of the compa- |

HERALD.

heart forgets its miseries. A cloud drags ite gloomy
shadow over the sunny landscape, but it leaves no
stain behind, a person treads upon our corns—we
dance a Spanish fandango for a few moments, in-
dulge in half a dozen gratuitous grunts, groans and
curses, and go our way, as though no colligion of
“human understandings” had occurred. And so,
my dear friends, it is with the human heart. To-
day it is harrowed up with pain and trouble, and to-
morrow it is as smooth and placid as a pan of un-
skimmed milk.. It will not always cling to the re-
collection of the past while the cares of the present
and the hopes of the future conjunctively oppose,
no more than a musquito will pergist in Lis san-
guinary purpose while the finger of death is press-
ing hard upon him. |

My friends—In order to see how scon the heart
forozets its moeat poignant griefs, you have only to
observe a thing or two as you journey through life.
For instance a man—after a blissfully tedious aud
excruciatingly delightful courtship—enters into a
matrimunizﬁ partnership, with a young, beautiful
and affectionate creature of the fancy sex. Sud-
denly death stalis into their blooming bower of
love, and upsets all their connubial arrangements
by committing adultery with the lovely object of
thé husband’s affection, and bearing her forever
from his sight in his icy, marrowless arms, or, in
other words, she dies—yeg, dies like the flqwer of
the field, cropped by the mower’s seythe. The fond
husband pours out his sorrow in flooding tears upon
her new made grave, and eceks no comfort this
side of the threehold of heaven, Lite to him hath
no pleasure ; for he has been robbed of that which
he thinks can never be replaced by any substitute
the earth can aftord in the shape of feminine worth.
le deposites his love in the urn that-contains her
ashes—wanders rad and dsconsolate along the
gloomy vale of widowhood, and reeolves never to
marry till soul weds soul at the altar of the Omni-
But, iny friends, this thick coat of mirery

he takes to have it remain. It won’t stick any how
it can be fixed. His bitter grief lessens to pensive
sorrow—his gorrow, to sad regret—his regret to
pﬂrtl:ll_ forgetiulness ;3 and soon you behold him
revelling again in hymenial eweets, as happy as a

hawk at a hen roost, aud as gay and as cheerful as

| though he had never experienced any conjuga!
- burstification.

My friends—=when a friend accidentally tukera
Why,

rematns,

we
The ever roll-
ing tide of men still rushes on as though the past
When a poor fellow.-beins falls
from the car of existence, a few merely luok back
for mere idle curiosity, to behold the damage, but
It. 4 Ell!‘ll]ﬂ ot
gadness come over the heart for the moment, it is

' soon dispelled bv a change of scene, location. or
. clrecumstances,

" his mad career is onward, which Le ivstincuve'y

The beckoning word for man in

obeys even though it lead him as straight a3 a
chalk line to the dewil.

My dear friends—"There is no doubt but it is a
great blessing that our hearts are «o disposed to
. Chil-
dren are ever forgetting and are always hapypy.
They wash away all griefby a single buret of
tears j and then laugh to dry up the spatterings.

Care, disappointment and egorrow only draw tamnt
lines upon the surtace of their hearts which are

. easy obliterated ; but they are graven on the hearts
ed by the most skilful physician, he did not recov- . ‘
" to death. 'T'he old cannot so enmly forget the ills

of the aged ; and the furrows sometimes deepen in-

as the young, becauvse in their declining age, when
both the physical and intellectual faculties begin to

' farl, ideal troubles will present thenireives as fast
. as those that are rubbed out with the rag of furgel-

fulnesa. Buat O, my dear friends! amid all your
hearts’ forgettingg, don’t forzet that you are all
made out of one kind of stuflthat your duties are
all the samce—that all belong to one great fuily—

and that you are in duty hound to aid & protect one

another, till you emigrate to another and a bhetter

world, where every one must look out for Limsell.
So mote it be !

REFLFCTIONS.

“Tlere is a tear for all who die.””

It is one of the most beautiful features in the
regulations that govern mankind, that they are
bound together, by a common brotherhood, a gym-
pathy of sentiment, which pervades the hubital’e
giobe, and unites in feelings, the antipodes ol the
flower earth. Death is the cominon eneny of man,
& his doines can starcely be told of without awaken-
ing an emotion in his bosoin whi€h though it may
remain but a brief period, aflords ample proof that
"there is a tear for all who die,”

The grim wmonster reigns despotic over the mor-
tality of created nature and claims animal life as his
birth rizht. In his goings forth fromn kingdom to
kingdom, he treads upon the rnultitudes, and myriads
fall beneath his potent arm; place and cucumstan.
ces he knows not, condition he respects not, but
like a universal destroyer, strides on and orn, sweep-
ine before him the high and the low, the rich and
the poor, the happy and the wretched : the grave is
his mighty garner, into which he gathers “iruits of
life” & as long as earth shall be peopled so long
shall his ravages continue. Men come upon the
stage of being, live their “little hour,” and fall, to be
seen no more among their fellows, and hopeless in-
tdleed would be their condition, and miserable in the
extreme, did they not enjoy the belief that memory
would retain the knowledge of their existence, and in
another and better world cause a happy recognition
and the continuance of friendship formed in thie.

The hope we enjoy of heaven and eternal happi-
nesr, is of more value to the thinking wind, than all
the transient pleasure, this vain and perishing world
can afford. Mental enjoyments are such as become
our exalted nature, and assimilate our happiness of

celestial beings ; compared with thesc sensual plea-
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sures dwindle into utter insignificance and seein fit
only for the “brutes that perish ”—The brief inter-
val, for 8o it may be called, of our existence that is
passed upon earth is too fleeting to merit an undue
proportion of our care and attention, and our *highest
aim should be to secure a place in the bright world
of endless peace, when called to give up ‘to death
this suffering clay.”

. We are creatures of sympathy, the sorrow that
wrings a brother’s bosom, linds a piace in our own;
we rejoice when they weep, and in our minds expe-
rience the pleasurc or paing of the body which are
copfined to the individual ; they may be distributed
aMong many, and the same cause, a single circume
stance, may give pain to hundieds and their sufier-
ines may be similar in every respect, and go univer-
gsal is the compact of human fellowship that no
individual of the great family of mankind can perish
without having some to weep his fall, and in this
thing we see carried out the design of the Creator of
a'l things, without w hose knowledge a ’sp.rrowca: «
not fall,” in forming his creatures intoa comnion
brotherhood that they might serve him upon earth
and together praise him forever in heaven.

There is a tear for all iwho die.—~The savage that
exults in the destruction of an enemy, has also a
tear for the misfortune of a friend, and we can hard.
ly conceive of a being so isolated from gociety, ag
that some one will not feel sad - when he  leaves
them and the world forever and drop a tear uporn
his fall. A few years since a very wicked gai'or,
and he was one of the most abandoned of men, died
in the town of Gosport.—'I'his man was hated by
the crew with whom he sailed, and these men gen-
erally have the strongest attachment for each other,
and it is reasonable that they should for their arso-
ciation in places far away from home where there
were none but themeelves to exchance with them
the feelines and affections of friendship and it is of
rare occenrrence that one of those men is despired by
his messmates. The man we rpeak of was taken
sick on his passage from the Mediterranean and
died immediately after the arrival of the ship at
Gorport.  He was buried with but little ceremony,
but the crew could not allow his body to be depor
ted in the eaith without witnessing the scene and
moistening the eod that covered him with the'r
tears ;" scarcely one of them but wept, and they
continued serious for hours after they returred o
the ship. The captain, who perhaps feit as deeyly
as any of themn asked why thev were o ead, when
they ought to 1ejoice a* 1 eing rid of so deeperate and
dishonorable a ship mate, “Captain” replied one,
who was but the mouthpicece of the whole, for they
felt alike, “Captain, e was one of ug, he meesed
with ug, antd though he rohbed us, and abused ue,
and did every thing to us he conld that was evil yet
we cannot help feeling for him and we are compell-
ed to shed a few tears for his memory.”

Without syvmpatl.y—nife would not ke worth hav.
ing and it i8 thir that gives tears to the memery of
the departed.—That which constitutes our greatest
haeninoee Nt o mnaen toe i
dead ; and whi'e our tears are fallivg upon the coid
form of the Joved, oy we stand in the bitrerness of
feeling beeide the lowliest,. it is consoling to us to
know that we may meet them again and be united
forcver,

i anyl ll_ LNy
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The product of labor is the only real  Wealll—-
Acricultore is the foundation of wealth. The rea
rendera hier tribute; but the earth presents o skii
and industry richer and infinite’y varied contribi.
tions.  Money i yor wealth, It is only the repre.
sentative of wealth,  Money is coveted Leeatse it
can command laber: but of what use would it be, if
labor would not be c¢omanded.  What wou'd gt
avail to possese all the riches of Potosi, if thereby we
could not acquire the prodoeets ol Acricultnre 1
What are manufactores concerned in but these pro.
duets? What freights the barls of commerce in
their liquid flight, threading every channel and
“"IIitEIHHE m'ery ]le'., Lut ”IL‘ fl!‘nll”t',lp] Ol ;];:-r:r”'_
ture ' Whence does the government derive 174
revenues put from the fruits of sgricuiture ! Wlhit
constitutes the wealth of the country but her cotton,
I:emp, RUcar, rice, tobacco, woal, wheat, beetd i
pork., Agriculture only can be conridered the cre.
tor of wealth., I'he merchant, the sailor, the var ous
artisans and tradesmen perform their part in making
the produet of agricubiure wore valuable 3 in tran<.
porting them ¢o that the advantages of climate are.
equalized, and in a condition lor use ; but agriculs
ture alone produces. Like the leader of Israel, she
eirikes the rock, the waters flow, and a famishing
people are satisfied.  She supplies, she feeds, she
quickens all.  Agriculture is tlic cowmardimg .
terest of the eountry, with which no single interest
of a recular nature combined, can be brought into
competition.
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AMERICAN FEMALE CHARACTER —Mr, Buck-
ingham, (says the Philadelphia Inquirer,) ex-
presses his opin cry that although the Anierican
women make the most faithful wives and niest
correct members of scciety, they do net love
with the same intepsity as the women of Europe,
and would not be ready to make such sacrafices
for the object of their affections  Mr. B. was
not long enough among us to ascerfain the truth
in this particulor. He was moreover, a masried
man, somewhat advanced in life, end rather
home!ly—and therefore had no chance of test
ing personally, the devotion of American women
in love matters. In this particular,they are une
surpassed in the world.  Our history is replete
with instances of womanly devotion, that, in the
times of the Greeks and the Romans, woauld
have been eulogized by the poets and orators
of those days, in strains ‘of undying verse and
eloquence. But Mr. Buckingham admits thal
the American women are the most beantiful of
all civilizzd nations, and he must therefore be
let off mildly.

e e

VErY TRUE.—No man who loves his family fails %
take a newspaper, says the Richmond Compiler.




