
f

,

THE POST. Teims of Advextfsing.
WILL U3 EVERY WEDNESDAY. LEBANON POST. For 12 lines or less, 1st' hiferlitii, " -

At Lebanon, Sy., By 1 Ulu eacli subsequent insertion, - - - --Tie

For half column G months, $l f
ill. til. Jack- - " " 1.3 months, ... -

For whole column 0 months, - - - - IS
TERMS: Tug Post will be furnished UNION THE DEFENDER OF RIGHTS.

" " I'? months, .... ?3

THE PRESS THE SHIELD OF THE EQUAL
to subscribers at the following rates; A liberal deduction rniide for vearlv adver

tisements, tt hen the number of time for con
One year, in advance, 2 00 tinuing an advertisement is not uprcifierl, it will
If paid within six months, 2 50 VOL. 1. LEBANON, WEDNESDAY, MAY 12, 1852. NO. 2. cordii.l

be continued until ordered out a:u! clmrgid ac- -

At the end of the vear, 3 00 y.

3Joct'0 onuv.

LITTLE SUE.
Thou wcrt a lovely blooming flower,

E'eo to a siruiiper's virw;
Thine infant wavs had witching powrr.

Our darling tittle Sue.

A baby form is veiy (air,
With eyes of melting hlw;

but thine had beauties still more rare.
Ojjt cla.rk-eyc- iiule Jjue.

And passing from this wenrv Jife,
While yet its days were few,

Thou 'at passed from many a painful strife,
Our precious little Sue.

In Greenwood's shade, where tall trees wave,-
With sunlight glancing through

Their Irafy boughs, upon thy grave
Thou'rt sleeping, little Sue.

i

When e'er we call our lot ones or
Our memory, fond and true,

Will echo in our cars once moie
The name of Utile Sue.

A d hough the hot tears dim our eye.
Our faith entire and true,

Shows a fair home beyond the skies
Where dwells our little Sue- -

Com ran ui catctr.
For the Lebanon Post.

THE RAILROAD.

Perhaps since the first settlement of the
country, no question of equal importance
has been brought before the people of Ma-

rion county. Who is capable of telling us
all the benefits to be derived from it? I
fear there is not one among us competent
to the task.

The question now is; can we do without
a Railroad? and what arc we loosing an-

nually for the want of one? I will give
a few items we are paying to Louisville
$18,000 a year for killing and packing
hogs we are also paying S8000 a year
more for salt, than we need pay, on ac-

count of the expense of hauling in wag-
ons, Sx. we are paying a like sum for
sugar, coffee, iron, oVc, tfcc, amounting to
$34,000 in all. In addition to this, in the
article of corn, on every barrel sold the
farmer looses one dollar, putting the a- -

ruount of surplus corn in the county at 10,-00- 0

barrels, you find an annual loss of
&1 0,000 on this article. If you included
the smaller articles, such as fowls, eggs,
fruit and vegetables, all of which articles
at present amount to nothing, with cheap
freight, would annually amount to 810,000
more, making a saving of the round sum
of 850,000 or more annually. Is the sav-

ing of this large sum worth your attention,
or not? To talk about being opposed to
a railroad, is almost equal to being oppos-

ed to your mother earth's producing twen-

ty, fiftv, or an hundred fold the ground
produces, the p, ices are determined by the
market. The farmer who opposes a rail-

road, is a strange being and neither re-

gards his interests, convenience, happiness
or prosperity. His course degrades his
business, for he cannot compete with his
more enterprising fellow-citizen- who
have these great improvements. He very
naturally complains of hard times, whilst
speculators make fortunes on Ins la-

bors, leaving for his own family the lean
of his flocks, in a word, an economical sup-

port. Are the lords of the soil satisfied
with this condition of things? is this the
kind of reward you ask for your daily toil?
In Summer's heat, and Winter's cold, com-

mencing with the rising and ending with
the setting sun, you perform all the labor,
and the speculator enjoys the profit. Far-

mers awake to your true interests; make
yourselves a railroad; in a word, put your-
selves in a position to demand a fair price
for your products, and in doing so you bid
the speculators defiance.

A Fkiexd to Maisio:." C'ountt.

About 150 years ago the people in

England destroyed the turnpike gates be-

cause they were taxed in the shape of tolls;
now all the roads in England are turu-pike-

The price of agricultural products
are greatly increased where there are not
good roads. A man went on the Conti-

nent to see what stores of wheat t:ie peo-
ple had. In Germany and Poland the
price was almost doubled in some places
because of having to be conveyed a few
miles on very bad roads. He who finds
out the means of conveying persons or
goods from one place to another in half
the time in which they have been accus-
tomed to be conveyed, does the very same
thing as if he had brought the places one
half nearer.

London is watered by a ri er called
New River, which produces r 00 gallons
every second. 800,000 has- - s would be
required to carry the water supplied by
that a:tificial stream.

Russia in 1852 will celebi tie through-
out the vast expanse of her empire, the
completion of her thousandth year of na-

tional existence; which will be kept with
all the solemnity due to the importance
of the event. The Russian empire was
founded in 852; in which year the Rus-

sians made their appearance on the shores
of the Bosphorus as Warangiens.

What are "breaches of trust?" T

procured on tick, answers the Cor- -

Select STalcs.
From Surtains Magazine forMarcli.

EASY WARREN.
BY WM. T, COGGSir.UL author or

"OAKSHAAV.

Raymond Warren was a "nice" man
everybody's clever fellow, as I heard a
public man once rcmak, "a very extensive
office," with numerous duties, never dis-

charged. Raymond used to sit in a chimney--

corner late, very late on a winter's
night because he was too shiftless to get
ready for bed. But after a while, the lire
burned low the glow on the embers fad-

ed, and it grew cold in die chimney cor-
ner; then Raymond became chilly, and he
would sneak to rest, where his wife perhaps
had been for several hours endeavoring to
recover from the severe fatigue of a day's
work, into which had been crowded the
greater portion of her husband's legiti-

mate duties. Raymond owned a large farm
left him by his father. It was good land,
but the fences were not in repair, and ev-

erybody's cat tle roamed through the fields
and Ruvniond'3 crops were not sufficient
to yield the family a decent support. The
farm had once been well stocked, but for
want ol proper attention the cattle became

F - . .
poor the sheep were never tolded, even
in the most rigorous weather, and many
of them died. The wool was never prop-
erly sheared and washed, and when taken
to market, it would not bring the market
price. Had it not been for Raymond's
wife, who was a business woman, the fam
ily must often have suffered for the com
mon necessities of life. '

Raymond's chores were rarely attended
to by himself, but was a neighbor sick, no
man was more willing to work in his place.
He was relied upon as the man who would
always neglect his own interests to look
after those of somebody else. He could
never set himself at his own farm work,
but he was considered an excellent hand,
when, to oblige a neighbor, he took a job
in his field.

It was a bleak morning of mid-winte-

Raymond Warren's wife was in the barn
yard foddering the cattle Raymond was
in bed. The light of a brisk fire which
his wife had built shone directly in his face.
It awakened him the room was warm.
and Raymond was persuaded by ltd invit-
ing appearance to rise. He sat down by
the fire-plac- e in his shirt sleeves, and wait
ed for his wife to come and get him some
breakfast. As be warmed his feet he felt
that he had reason to congratulate him-
self on his happy situation, and he said to
himself

" 'Taint every man's got such a wife as
I have. Here she's made a good fire, and
I'll bet the chores are all done."

The chores were doue, and Raymond
had scarcely finished his soliloquy, when
the useful wife hastened to the fire place
to warm her hands which had become
thoroughly chilled by the cold handle of
the pitchfork, with which she had been
throwing hay and straw to the cattle.

It might be supposed that these occur-
rences took place early in the morning
not so. It was ten o'clock when Ray
mond Warren left his bed. His wife had
been sewing for two hours, before she pre-
pared her breakfast; then she urged Ray-
mond for an hour longer, to get up. He
mn.ii fair promises but left them all unful-
filled. She waited until it was nine o'clock
and then, knowing her husband's easy
habits, and ashamed to have the cattle
unfed at that hour of the day, she attend-
ed to their wants herself.

Raymond's first salutation to her as she
stood by the fire was,

"I wish I had some tea, Sally but nev -

er mind, you've put the things away a
little warm water, with a little milk and
sugar in it, will do just as well, and while
you're about it, you may get me a little
piece of bread; but just as you choose; no
matter about it anyhow, 'Taint every
man's got, such a woman for a wife." She
might have answered:

"It is not every woman that has such a
a husband."

But she knew such remarks would only
make bitter feelings, and though fatigued
with the violent exercise she had taken, she
went cheerfully and prepared her easy
good natured husband a cup of tea and a
slice of toast, and then asked him if he
would not cut her some wood.

"To be sure I will," was the response.
His breakfast was over, he took up his

axe, mounted the wood pile and cut half a
dozen sticks, when along came a neighbor
who wanted Raymond to accompany him
to a saw mill, about two miles distant, and
assist in loading upon a sled some boards,
which had been sawed for him of course
Raymond went, and his wife was compel-
led to cut wood enough to keep the house
warm until the following day.

Mrs. Warren was in appearence, a fee-

ble woman, but she had endured hardships
which would have destroyed the constitu-
tion of one more robust. Day after day
her strength failed her, yet she made no
complaint. Raymond saw that she grew
pale, and was often disturbed with fears
in regard to her, but he was too easy to
mention the subject, and the useful wife
became more and more feeble, until she
was seized with a violent cough. Ray

I wn one dav thoughtful enough to

speak to the village doctor as he passed
'their house with bis ponderous medicine
jport manteau under his arm, and the gen- -

tleman, who had some knowledge of Ray- -

mond's peculiar feelings, left the woman an
innocent tincture, and fort-bad- exposure
to the cold atmosphere under any circum-

stances, and aho declared that her com-

plaint was of a character very much ag
gravated by severe exercise.

For a few days Raymond remembered
the Doctor s counsel, and as he had res
pect for the physician, he obeyed him as
nearly as his constitutional feelings per-

mitted, but soon his wife was again oblig-
ed to chop wood and feed cattle, and tak-

ing a severe cold, she faded as would fade
:.hc- b'.imuier rose in a frigid climate.

When Raymond Warren's house waS

desolate and his hre-sid- e cheerless, he saw
,

what, had been his great error during the
two years of his married life, and he
mourned his wife deenlv. it must be said
in his favor, both as a" helpmate and a1!-- ' turned consolation to a cup of lea
companion. He rented his farm man-- j J"3 wife had deposited place.
aged to exist "easily" for one year; but he
was a domestic man he was not satisfied
with childless widower's solitary lot, und
he began to look about him for a second
helnmate. and companion. In a few
months he took to bis house a woman, who
be confidently felt would fill the place left
vacant by his first wife. Sadly was Ray
mond disappointed. A few weeks elaps-
ed and he fell into his old habits, with
complete abandon. Leaving his own work
in a neglected state, he worked diligently
one day to assist a neighbor in getting
wood to his house, and he returned to
home late at night, hungry and fatigued,
expecting that his wife would have ready
for his refreshment an inviting supper.
In this hope he had refused to take sup-
per with the neighbor whom he had as- -

sisted. Poor fellow! the kitchen, where
was to hare heen his excellent, snriner. at- - i

tender! hv a smilinn- - wife, was cold and un- -

occunied. No frugal hoard was there, and
Mrs. Warren was in bed. Raymond wa.
much astonished but was too good natur
ed to complain, and silently he ventured
to explore the cubboard for a crust on
which to satisfy the knawings of his appe-
tite. Not a crumb was there. It was
evident this his wife had designed that be
should go to bed supperless; and supper-les- s

tn had hp did go. grieving over his
hard lot. He had never before been so
badly treated, and he thought it indeed J

distressing, but yet his disappointment was
not sad enough to revolutionize his consti-
tutional good nature, and without a mutter
he fell sound asleep.

Raymond Warren did not hear chantic-
leer salute the morning, as it dawned after
the night of his grevious disappointment.
It was spring time, and the birds sang un-

der his window, but he heard them not;
yet he heard his wife who had risen before
the sun, call him

"Mr. Warren, here I've been for an hour
in the cold. The wood's all burned. It's
time I had some cut If you want anyi
breakfast, you had better get up."

Was Raymond dreaming? Was this a
voice of reproach, that came to him in his
sleep with recollections of the wife that
had gone before him to the Spirit Land?
Not so it was a voice from the wife that
dwelt with him in this sphere of existence
that came to remind him of duties not
discharged, upon the performance of which
depended the satisfaction of those desires
which had intruded visions of feasts upon
his hours of rest. All this he felt, still he
did not offer to leave his couch.

"Raymoud Warren," again said the
voice "you left me yesterday without wood
to help a neighbor get wood for his wife,
and went to bed last night without
yur supper. You'll not get a bite to eat
in this house, till you bring me wood to
cook with.

"There's plenty of chips," "said Ray-
mond, in palliation, rising on his elbow as
he spoke.

"Get up then, and bring them into the
the house," said the resolute wife. "I
did'nt know you when we were married,
but I know you now. I know what killed
your first wife. You want to make a slave
of me. I'll attend to my duties; but if
you don't do your chores, the cattle may-starv-

aiid you'd never get a bit to eat in
this house unless you take it uncooked, if
you don't cut wood yourself or get some-
body to do it for you."

Raymond started bolt upright, and it
was not many minutes before he was at the
wood pile. Diligently did he work until
he had cut an armful, which, like a dutiful
husband, for the first time in his life, he
carried into the kitchen.

His wife made no allusion to what had
passed between them, and Raymond, al-

though burning with curiosity to know-wher- e

she had learned what she had re-

vealed to him, dared not commence con-
versation in relation to it. The train of life
it might revive was fearful to the easy-man'-

s

mind. His breakfast over, forget-
ful of its lesson, careless Raymond wan-

dered away from home, his necessary mor-
ning labors unattended to, and his wood
pile unvisited. He returned home at noon,
strong in the faith that he should sit down
to a good dinner, because he was one of
those men who think that a wife should
give her husband a good dinner, whether
she has anything to cook or not. Mrs.
Warren had enough to cook, but nothing

to cook with; however, much to Raymond's
satisfaction, when he entered his house he
found the table spread, and he knew he
should soon be invited to take a seat near

for

and near his

his

It.
When the invitation came, he hastened

to his accustomed seat, lifted the cover
from a dish there was meat, but just as
it came from the butcher's. Raymond
was not a cannibal; he looked at his wife
inquiringly, she appeared to be waiting
patiently to be served, lie lifted the cov
er of another dish; there were potatoes,
just as they had been dug from the earth,
All the dishes that usually contained vic-

tuals were covered. Raymond grew sus-
picious, and he lifted the covers hastily.
There w;s bread as it had come from the
tray; there "were turnips that bad never
been under the influence of fire; there

1.... 1 J i.. l i" tlu "ppies inuiusomeiy suceu iorsau.ee
nu mere were numerous other

but none of them could Raymond eat.

mere were-te- leaves noating in tne cup,
but the tea looked remarkably pale; never- -

theless, Raymond, by force of habit, blew
11 vigorously to prepare it lor his palate,
But when he put it to his lips, he found

'that he had wasted his breath; for the
wattr was as cold as when it came from
the spring.

Raymond was not a hasty man. He
pushed back his chair deliberately, and
thought aloud.

"In the name of Heaven what does this
mean?"

Mrs. Warren whose countenance during
the scene had worn a sober aspect, now
smiled pleasantly, and answered:

"The victuals were all on the stove at
the usual time." ,,

"It's strange they were not cooked,"
said Raymond

"Not at all," replied Mrs. Warren,
"there was no wood to cook them with."

In an instant easy Warren then saw-

what a moral there was in his novel din-

ner; and with a keen appetite, he went to
work on the wood pile. He took his din-

ner and supper together that da-- , and he
remembered that Mrs. Warren said:

"Now, Mr. Raymond, whenever you
leave me without wood, you must eat vic

tuals that have been cooked on a cold j

stove."
Many women would have stormed and

scolded, but Mrs. Warren knew there wa

i better way to correct her easy husband's
carelessness or shiftness, as the reader
pleases.

One day there was no flour in the house,
and Raymond was about to go with some
neighbors to a town meeting, when his
w ife hid his best coat and reminded him
of the empty flour barrel. Another day
his corn was to be gathered, when a neigh-

bor desired him to assist him with his hor-

ses and wagon. It was a neighbor who
often received favors but seldom rendered
them; yet easy Warren could not refuse
him. Eat when he went to hitch his hor-

ses before his wagon, he found one of the
wheels missing. Of course the neighbor
was disappointed. In the afternoon, when
Raymond expressed a wish to draw his
corn his wife told him where he could find
the lost wagon wheel. J

Thus was easy Warren's household man-

aged, until he began to realize practically
what the error of his life had been: War-

ren's farm looks much better than it did
some years ago.

Mrs. Warren never interferred . with
Raymond's business except when he neg-

lected it, and then she never found fault
or scolded, but took occasion to show his
neglect to him in a manner which impres-

sed him with his injustice to his own inter-

ests.

Raymond's cattle are well cared for,
and were in good order. When his fences
were down, if he did not replace them his
wife employed a neighbor to make the ne-

cessary repairs. His wife took the papers
and read; she knew the st ite of the mar-

ket; and to oblige her, Raymond had his
grain in market when the price was high-

est. Some people said,
"Easy Worren is a d hus-

band."
But he knew better; and he often boast-

ed that his wife was more of a "business
man,' than he was.

They had lived together peaceably some
years when, one day, Raymond was in a
good humor, thinking over his prosperous
condition, and he told his wife, "Ln a
woman's-right- s man of the true grit.
They may say you wear the breeches if
they please; I'm satisfied to have you do
the thinking for our firm. And now I see
what a fool I have been I must make up
for my early shiftlessness.

He did make up for early shiftlessness;
and under his judicious wife's training, he
became industrious, instead of easy War-

ren.
Mrs. W. had the correct idea of wo-

man's lights and woman's wrongs. We
commend her management to those who
have "easy husbauds," especially do we
commend it to those unfortunate women
who have earned for themselves the

title of "Scolds."

Urm a drvnken luiubi

THE BISHOP AND TH3 BIRDS.
A bishop, who had for his arms two

fieldfares, with the motto, "Arc not two
sparrows sold for a farthing?" thus ex-

plains the matter to an intimate friend:
"Fifty or sixty years ago. a little boy

resided at the village near Dillingen, on
the banks of the danub . His parents
were poor, and r!r.:ost as soon as the boy
could walk, he was sent into the woods to
pick up some sticks for fuel. When he
grew older, his father taught him to pick
the juniper berries, and cany them to a

neighboring distiller, who wanted them
for making Hollands. Dav by day the

ipoor'boy went to his task, andonhis road
,11 1 Ine passed uv tne open windows ot t he-

village school, where he saw the school
master teaching a number of bovs, of a
bout the same age as himself. He looked
at. these boys with feelings of envy, so ear-
nestly did he long to be among them. He-wa-

quite aware it was in vain to ask his
father to send him to school, for he knew
that his parents had no money to pay the
schoolmaster; and he often passed the
whole day thinking, whilst he gathered
the juniper berries, what bo could possi-
bly do to please the schoolmaster, in the
hope of getting some lessons. One day.
when he was walking sadly along, he saw-tw-

of the boys belonging to the school
trying to set a bird trap; and he asked one
what it was for. The boy told him that
the schoolmaster was very fond of field-
fares, and that they were setting the trap
to catch some. This delighted the poor
boy, for he recollected that he had often
seen a great number these birds in the
juniper wood, where they came to eat the
berries, and he had no doubt but he could
catch some.

"The next day the little boy borrowed
an old basket of his mother, and w hen he
went to the wood he had the great delight
to catch two lielulares. tie put them in
the basket, and tying an old handher-chie- f

over it, he took them to the school-

master's house. Just as he arrived at the
door, he saw the two little boys who had
been setting the trap, and with alarm he
asked them if they had caught any birds.
They answered in the negative; and the
boy, his heart beating with joy, gained
admitatiee into the schoolmaster's pres
ence, tn a lew words he told now tie
had seen the boys setting the trap, and

jlow ) ll:u eaught the birds to bring
jtheni as a present to the master.

"A present, my good boy!' cried the
schoolmaster: "you do not look as if you
could afford to make presents. Tell me
your price, and I will pay it to you, and
thank you besides."

"I would rather git e them to you, sir,
if you please," said the boy. .

"The schoolmaster looked at the bo-- ,

who stood before him with bare head and
feet, and ragged trousers that reached
only half way dow n his naked legs.

"You are a very singular boy," said
he; "but if you will not take money, you
must tell me w hat I can do for you, as I
cannot accept your present without doing
something for it in return. there any-
thing I can do for you?"

"O, yes," said the boy with delight,
"you can do for me what I should like
better than anything else."

"What is that?" asked the schoolmaster
smiling.

"Teach me to read," cried the boy fall-

ing on his k'lees. "O, dear, kind sir,
teach me to read."

"The schoolmaster complied. The boy
came to him at his leisure hours, and
learned so rapidly that the schoolmaster
recommended turn to a noble nan residing
in the neighborhood. This gentleman,
who was as noble in mind as in birth,
patronized the poor boy, and sent him to
school at Ratisbon. The boy profited by
his opportunities; and when he rose, as
he soon did, to wealth and honors, he
adopted the two fieldfares as his arms.

"What do you mean?" cried the bish-

op's friend.
"I mean," returned the bishop, with a

smile, "that the poor boy was myself."

THE DAWN OF SPRING.
The following description of the Dawn

of Spring, deals in familiar images, and
will, perhaps strike no one by its original-
ity. But it breathes the fresh life of na-

ture with such inborn sympathy, that it
hr.s all the effect of gazing on the land-

scape with our own eyes:
"I love to trace the break of Spring,

step by step; I love even those long rain-

storms that sap the fortresses of the lin-

gering Winter, that melt, the snows up-

on the hills, and swell the mountain
brooks; that make the pools heave up
their cerements of ice, and hurry down

the crashing fragments into the waste of

ocean.
I love the gentle thaws that you can

trace, day by day, by the stained snow-

banks, shrinking from the grass; and by

the gentle drip of the cottage-eves- . I

love to search out the sunny slopes by a

southern wall, where the reflected sun

does double duty to the earth, nd where

the frail anemone, or the faint blush of the

arbutus, in the midst of the bleak March

ntmosnhere. will touch your heart like a

id"

Mrs Swisshelm declares that "the coiljhope of Heaven, in a field of graves!

of an anaconda would make a better gir-- 1 Later come those soft smoky days, when

die for a young woman's waist than the the patches of winter grain show green

of

of

Is

the last snow-drift- reduced to shrunken
skeletons, of ice, lie upon the slope of
northern hills, leaking away their life.

Then the grass at your door grotvs'mto
the color of grain, and tile'
buds upon the lilacs swell, and burst.-Th-

peaches bloom upon the wall, and the'
plums wear bodices of white. The spark-
ling oriole picks strings for his hammock
on the sycamore, and the sparrows twit-
ter in pairs. The old elms throw duwrf
their dingy flower:-- , and color their spraV
with green; and the brooks, where you-thro-

your worm or the minnow, float
down w hole fleets of the crimson blossoms-o- f

the maple. Finally, the oak:r step into
the opening quadrille of Spring, with gar-
ish tufts of a modest vvH.sre,- which, bv
and by, will be long and glossy leaves.
The dog-woo- d pitches his- broad, while;'
tent, in the edge of the fores!.; the dilndc--lio-

lie along the hillocks, like stars ill1

a sky of green; and the wild chcrrr
growing in all the hedge rows, without
ether culture than God's, lifts up to Him,,
thankfully, its tremulous w hite fingers.

Amid all this, come the rich rain of
Spring. The affections of a boy grow up
with tears to water them; and the year
blooms with flutveis. But the clouds
hover over an April sky, timidly likir
shadows upon innocence. The showers
come gently, and drops bright l&s ir
many tears of joy.

The rain of Winter is cold, and it conic-i-

bitter scuds that blind you; but the rain
of April steals upon yon coyly, half reluc-

tantly, yet lovingly like the steps of u
bride to the A liar.

It does not gather like the storm-cloud- s

of Winter, gray and heavy along the hor-
izon, and creep wilH subtle and insensible-approache-

(like age) to the very zenith;:
but there are a score of white-winge- d

swimmers afloat, that your eye has chased,-a-

vou lay fatigued with the delicious lan-

guor of an April sun; nor have you
scarce noticed that a little bevy of thos!
floating clouds had grouped together fit

company. But presently, you see
across the fields, the dark grey streaks-stretchin-

like lines of mists, from the-gree-

bosom of the valley, to the spot of
sky where the company of clouds is loit-

ering; and with an easy shifting of the
helm, the fleet of sw immers come drifting
over you, and drop their burden into the
dancing pools, and make the flowers glis-
ten, and the eaves drip with their crystal"
bounty.

The cattle linger btill. cropping, the new-com-

grass; and childhood laughs joy-
ously at the warm rain; or under the
cottage roof, catches with eager ear, the'
patter of its fall. Dream Life.

The Four Master Spirits.
Happening to cast my eyes over the port-

raits in a gallery of paintings, I remarked1
that they w ere so arranged as to give four
personages Alexander, Hanibal, C;esar
and Buonaparte the most conspicuous
places. I had seen the same before; but
never did a similar train of reflection arise
in my bosom, as when my mind now has-

tily glanced over their several histories..
Alexander, having climbed the dizzy'

heights of ambition, and with his temples
bound with the chaplets dippped in tin;
blood of countless nations, looked down
upon a conquered world, and wept that
there was not another to conquer, set a
city on fire, and died in a disgraceful scene
of debauch.

Hanibal, after having, to the astonish-
ment and consternation of Rome, passed
the Alps, and having put to flight the ar-

mies of this "mistress," and stripped three
bushels of gold rings from the ringers of
her slaughtered knights, and made her
very foundation quake returned to his
country, to be degraded, to be driven in
exile, and to die at last by poison, admin-
istered by his own hand, unlamented, and
unwept, in a foreign dime.

Cajs.ar, after having taken eight hun-

dred cities, and dyed his garments in tint
blood of his fellow-me- n after having pur-
sued to death the only rival he had on
earth was assassinated by those he con-

sidered his nearest friends, and at the very
point in which he had gained the highest
object of his ambition.

Buonaparte, whose mandate kings and
priests obeyed, after having filled the
earth with the terror of his name after
having deluged Europe, with tears and
blood, and clothed the world in sackcloth
closed his days in lonely banishment, al-

most exiled from the world; yet where he
could sometimes see his country's bannner
waving over the deep, but which would
not, or could not, bring him aid.

Thus, those four men, who from the
peculiar situations of their portraits seem-

ed to stand as representatives of all those
whom the world calls "great," those four
w ho made the earth tremble to its centre

severally died one by intoxication,
the second by suicide, the third by assas-

sination, and the last in lonely exile.
Ilotv vain is thiigreatness of this world!

How fearful is the gift of genius, if it be
abused! Who, that is now living, would

not rather die the death of the humble,
righteous man, than that of Alexander, or
Hannibal, or Caesar, or Buonaparte?

The iuhabitan' oi England consume

three rime? ini ui"-- r oi


