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(POR THE LITERARY TRANSCAIFE)
OF SORROW AND OF LOVEw

* Those twin geni
o chasten ~od who purify our L carte.—Byeon.*

Thas cheek o cheek, and heart to beart,
Our arms 5o fondly intert wining,
Flove to sit and walch the stars,
As now they beam so calmly shiunng.

And yonder, love, thy natal star
That looketh down so brightly now,
M sends its loncly ray afar,
To kiss thy cheek, and bathe thy hrow.

But fo! a cloud hath dimmed its ray,

4y yethath not quenchied it tight,
ow passed away,
th doubly brght,

And such is Live, for sorron’s path
May cast its shadow o'er the
But deep within afteetion glows

Beyond gffliction’s stern controul §

And when the il hath passed away,
Nor fear, nor doubt, can darken more,
Forth bursts the »t unclouded b,
Far, far, more iervid than before,

And such is life—a mixture wise
OF grief and joy within the br ast,
While sorrow s cup is decply driined,
To leod to joy a sweeter zest,

Bince G od is good, his ends must be, =
And if thro’ misery’s path we're deivim,
*Tis but 10 bid us rightly prize,
The home of rest that waits in Heaven,

Darnax.

THE LAST BACHELOR.

It was on New Year’s Eve in 1530, that
welve youn 5 professional men sat round the
e of a club room at supper. The cloth had
n removed, and notuing was left on the ta-
but an ex) black bottle, and a sin-

thin, spirituelle-looking glass to each
am’h«-r. They had drunk up to the best Bur-
und
The old clock srtuck eleven, and the lust
our of the year was bailed with an uproarions
welcome,

“ A bumper, gentlemen,” said Harry St
ohn, the ¢ sad dog® of the cleb, % brim your

kers, my friends, and let every man he
nder the table when the ghost of the old
ear passes over,”

“ Noy no I timidly remonstrated Einest
warlay, apale graduate just from the Uni-

Ly, who sat modestly at the bottom of the
ey 4 no ! itis a sad hour, and rot a merry
Cork the bottle until after twelve !
(We have lost 100 many hours of the year to
ow away the last ! let us be rational until
L@ clock strikes, at least, and then drink if
r‘lwlll. Formy pait, I never pass these
evocalle periods withoat a chill at iy
. Come, St. John, indulge me this
time | Push back the bottle P The dark
eyes of the handsome student flashed as he
Iooked around, and the wild spirits of the club
were sobered for a moment—only !

o Ivice,” said Fred FEsperel, a
{ﬂng physician, breaking the silence, % but,
ike my owvn pills, to be taken at discretion.
Sink moralizing, Isay. There are times and
places enough when we must be grave. 0! La-
;I‘I Fill your glass, and trump philoso-

4 Smother me, but you're all wrong,” hic-
d the dandy who was always sentimen-
his cups, Gourlay, taere, (1 am shock-
your atrocious cravat, by the way, Er-

edat

aest,)  Gourlay is nearer to il—but—he
smacks of hus station ; no preachi g—let us
be (pass the bottle, Tom !) sober. Send for a

¢ Champague’—and when the clock
strikes tw-twelve (those cursed olives make
me stutter) seal it up—solennly,—for the last
llnivhgm-mem{:e_r——wlnmll , 1 dosay”
@ What’s there 1 thundered Tom Corliss,
Corliss, whom till the thisd bo ttle, had not

strongly suspected of being in love, * who
vould drink st ? not Iy faith ! what !'sit down
when eleven such fellows ¢ slept without their
pillows’ to duink ¢ It an old taste ot yours, my
dear maccaions ¥ It would be much better to
travestie that whim, and scal @ botile of vie
negar for the lust bachelor,

dne proposition was received «ith a univer-
salshout of appiobation. The vinegar was
ordered, with pen, iuk wnd paper, Gourlay
wiole oul @ bondy by which every member
bound himsell to dink ity in case it fell to his
twton the night the last man save lumsell, was
married § and afber passing round the table,
it was lad aside, with its wregular sigatures,
unll twelve,  As the clock struck, the seal
was sel upon the vottley and alter a some what
thoughtlul bumpery charged W bis keeping,

. . . . . .

Tt was on the last night of 1550, that a sia-
gle gentleman sat down alone at the club ta-
Ule i Main rweeety with a dusty oltle and a
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ORIGINAL POETRY. spokena word, and from such symptoms wasy M. B,~Never marty & woman of talents.” , difference, What if T were toariied ! I should

Ha!hat ¢ happy—very happy I  Hum-
bug, my dear Harry, Your wile is w blue,
s virulent as verdegris, and you the most
unbappy of Benedicts, S much for yowr
crowing,  We’ll see anvther 3

Tom, § pity thee. Thou poor, flauneis
wrapped, forsaken, fidgetty bachelor ! drink
thy vinegar and grow amiable ! Here am |,
blessed as Abrabam. My wife is the most in-
nocent-—(that’s her fault by the way)—the
most innocent creature that lives, She loves
me toa foolish degree. She has no opinton
but mine—no will of her own—(except such
as | give ey youw understand)—no faults,
and no promuent propensities. 1 am as happy
as I can espect in thus sad world. Marry,
Loy warry slie world must be peopled.”

Thine ever, "RED,

N, Bo= Don't marry a womun that is re.
warkable for her simplicity

Feavy not theey Fied kspetel ! Thy wife
is a fooly and thy children, egregious minnies,

single glass betore him,  ‘Fhe i was beats
g vivleully against the windows, and ina

pause of the gust, as he sal wilh his lunu.i"u“”‘-

tirust deeply o his pockets, the solemn

every one ! Tuou wouldst give the whele

| bunci of their carroty heads for thy libesty

Onee more
Towy iy lad, get married 1 % Matrimony,”

tones of the old clock, striking eleven, teached | YOU Bnow,  is like deremial’s ligs—the good

his ears  He startedy and scizing tue bottle, |
teld it ap to the lignt, with & eontraction of

the mascles of his tace, and a shulder of dis- |
gust quite incompichensivle *o the solitary
servant who waited his pleasarer.

“ You may leave the room, Wiliiam,™ said
be , asthe door closed, he drew from his |
pocket a smoky, tin aned manuscript, and |
a number of ietters, and threw themn mpa- !
tiently o the table,  Atter sitinga mowment, |
and ghtening lus cout about b i the mwan- |
ner of one wha screws up his resolvion with |
some difficulty, he filled his glass rom the
bottle and drunk it with @ sudden and hystes
tical gulp.

“ Bah ! it cuts like
Lam—tnhe lust bac
ten years ago, this night.  How fresh it is in |
my mind ! Ten years since | put the seal |
bottle with my own haud! Jts

How distiuctly I remeinber those |
ally Benedicts ‘wio are loughing
tyseated around ths very table, |
at my proposition ! All married |
St John, und Fred ksperel, and little Gour- |
lay, end to-night, last of all, O’Lavender has
got before me with Lis cursed alaciity. And
| & n—its useless to deny it—1the o
| Tom Corliss—that am s selty inm; na-
ture as a ** milk dict I I—that could fall in |
love, any time in my life, from mere propin-
quity ! I—that never saw a bright eye, nor
touched 4 delicate finger, nor heard a treble
voice without making |
owner! I, Tom Coiliss—an old bachelor!
Was it for this | complimented one foi het
beauty and unother for her wit 7 Was it for
this I'played shadow three nights suce
ly to vne, and haunted the pleasant home of
another for months, until 1 became pale as a
ghost, and lean as Shakspeare’s “ slippered |
pentaloon ‘

|
|

|
And so here |
1 little thought it

vachelor

“ Was it fr this,” 1 say, ¢ that I have
danced with time-out-of-mind  wall-flowers,
and puckered my wits into birth-days’ rhymes,
and played gioomsman monthly and semi-
monthly, st an unknown expense for new
kerseymeres and bridal ser snades 7 Oh, Tom
Corliss ! Tom Corliss ! thou hast beaten the
bush for every body, but hast caught no bird l
for thyself !

And so—they hav!h’.h wrilten me a let-
ter as they promised tme see 1 —

Dear ’l)um —How is the vinegar 7 I think ‘
I see you with the bottle before you? Who |
wouh"hur dreamed that you would drink it? |
Poor Tom, | am married as you know, and
my childrensing ¢ we are seven,” Tam very
happy—very, my wife—(you know her)—is
a woman of education, and knows every thing.
I can’t say but sue knows too much. Her
learning nza pester me, uow and then—I con-
fess that if | were to marry again, it would
be a woman that didn't read Greek ; Fare-
well, Tom. Marry and be virtuous.

Yours, Hinny,

| down, as 5

love presently to its |

are very goo V—(the rest of tue quotation is
wapt.y My wileis the prettiest woman in the
city, (1 wish sl - was’nt by the way 1) My
house is dhe rasort of all the goy tellows about

town.  Fin quite the thing (my wife is, that
is to say) cvery where. 1 am excessively
happy —excessively— assure yourself of that.

grow thin, they say--but that’s age. And
ve lost my habit of laughing--but that’s
propery as Vin vestiyman,  On the =lole
jwwever, i tolerably contented, and | think
{ shall hive yet ten years—it my wile settles
e willy you know. God-bless you,
Tom, How is the winegar ? Well=-marry ?
nind thate

Yours always, .

N, B wow Putmarry abeauty if | were
youy Tom,

Poor Geuly ! His wife’s a belley, and he’s

lous as blue Beatd—dying absclotely of

i 1% cating Wimup by inches Hang

the letters ! they make me melancholy, One

more awnd Pl thiow the boding thing into the

litee -

My Sweet Tom—1 Lope the g
wised thee & new weasand,
impioves, doubtless, by
satisfactiony too, that it

Is have pro-
The vinegar
It must be a
ctar of your own
inge Here am I-=the happiest dog that is
coupled. My wife (I tock waining from
Goutlay) is ot run after by @ pack of puppies.
She’s not hundsome, heaven knows-—{1 wish
she were a trifle preltier) but she's as good
sDorcas. Al ! Lhow we walk and talk, even-

ings. (| prefer that time, as 1 can imagine
her pretty, when 1 don’t see her, you know
Tom.] And how we sitin the dim light of the
parlor, goze at cach other’s just percepti-

Tom !

1e and sight !—Ah,
be blessed—as [ amn !
Youts truly, Purt,

P. S.—Marry a wowan that isat least
pretty, Tow.

The gods fortid that 1 should marry one
like yours, Phil ! Sle is enough to make
one’s face ache ! And so you are all discon-

onc’s wife is too smart, another's too

marry and

tented
simple another’s too pretty, and another’s too
plain.  And what wight not mine have been,
!md 1 too, been irreparably a lushand !

Well, l am an old bachelor. 1 didn’t think
it though, till wesr. How Lurd it is to be-
lieve one's self past any thing in this world !
Andis it my loty with all my peculiar filness
for matrimony— with all my dieams of wo-
man, my rowances, my aspirations after hap-
piness—-it is my lot to be laid on the shelf,
after all,  Am 140 be shunned by sixteen as a
bore—to be pointed at by school boys as an
% old bachelor”—{shocking title !]-~to be in-
vited to superannuated tea-drinkings--to be
quizzed with soliciti tions for foundling hospi-
tals—to be asked of my rheumatism, and pes
tered for snuff, anl recommended to warm-
chairs ! Heaven pity we !

have to pay for a whole house iustead of a
part—te  teed Heaven knows how

ll‘vdlvy
mouths instead of one- e up wy who'e
bed for a balf or quarter—1to dine at another’ ]

hour and not at my own=~tp adopt another
triendships, and submiting o 4n to Ler please

uie==40 give up my nap cter dinner for a

romp with the cluid=-t0 turn my libraty into

anurscryy andmy quiet fireside into a Babel §

to call on my wile’s cronies, and humor my

wife's palate at the eapense 0! my own vrontes

and palate. * But there's domestic s elicity !

says the imp at my cliow, “and interchange

of seutiment, and sweet reliance, and the res-

pectability of a man with ity, and duty 1
10 the state, and perp tuation of nane, and

comfort, aid attenien, and love,”  Clinees,

mere chances—prizes in a lottery -+ 1, aad
whole life the price of a ticket,

And why st live single then, What !
should 1 Lave then, which I cannot have now, A
Company at my twvle ¢ 1esn have it when
L like—and what » besty such as 1 like. Pere ,1'
sonal attention 2 Hall a wife’s spending ,b‘
money will purchase the most assiduous. }
Love? What need heve 1of that 7 or how 1
long does it last whea it is compulsory ! 1Is
there a treasure in my beart that will ‘canker J
ifitis not spent ¥ Have | afiections that will yi2
gnaw like hunger if they are not fed 7 Mot \
Llove and be loved to be hoppy ? 1 though it
soonce. 1tsasecict however, 1 loved ! byt -
the heart’s treasute was unestecmed, its af- %3
fections unpriz y one whom, alove all ™
others,l cared should value and estecm them,

And then 3 crushed them. It cost a stiong i
effort, and a twelve month’s tine to aceom- bt

ioh 4+ owss done § and

the pure
fountains of strong and Loly feeling were seaie

and became dust-——dry, paiched
the scorching sands of the Syrien ¢

how @ single word cou'd eveu now revive “
tnem, and like the prophet’s 1od on Horel's
sterile rock, cause them sgain o gush forth,

in all the strengh, the fulness and the living
beauty of depuited yems ! But I dream.

Can there be no real happiness withonut the f'
union

wediock brings—the identity of hope
eates in the proud, stermy spirit

* heart of woman

1 iy it nay be [
il ook into it the fusttime | feel n etaphy.
sicals The last night of 1840 hus not con e

el
Inrunesce.— The following tiick to rai i
a good bottle of iree gratis for noth W
is the ¢ cap sheaf™ of a'l the picees of inipu- i
dence we bave hoand of lately, In the pre-
sent instance a gentee! looki oaler entered t
a store in this city, where e knew they had g
a splendid article i the shape of wine, snd

at a time when he knew the mastr had cone
o dinner and nolody out w snall Loy left in
attendance.  Entering with wll the impor-
tanee of a regular wholesale dealer, our loafer
commenced with,

¢ Is Mr—in 1"

¢ No, sir--he’s just stepped out—gone to
dinner, sir.”

¢ What tin.c do you expeet him back, boy ?

% Not short of wn hour sir; it generally
takes him about an hour to eat his dinner.”

*¢ Not under en hour?  Well, I'm told My,

~=-5 has a fine specimen of old Madcira
He told me to call and taste it, but as be is"nt
in and Um in somcthing of a hurry, 1 wish
iuu would bring out a bottle as a sample and
W see what it is.,”

“ Yes sir,” said the little boy, who imme-
diately brougiit forth a bottle of pure o'd stuff
itself—The loafer took the wine, held it up
to sce its qualily, and color, drew the cor
took a small sip, smacked his lips, and in-

]

* you any ice 1 t
3 we never keep any.?

“ Never mind, it's about cool enongh.
Any thing in the shape of crackers sud cheese
about ¥ They help to get a correct idea of
the wine.” i

“ Nothing of the kind, sir,” i

@ All the rame thing—1 believe I had some

But not so fasl. What is fhe predigions

in my pocket. 1 always cprry them with me



