CANADA TEMPERANOE ABVOQATE.

The Old Hill
(From the Enickerbocker Magasine.)

Dow’t you remember, Lilly Dear,
Tha mill by the old hill side,

Where we uad to o in the summer time,
Angd watch the foamy tide;

And tons the leavas of the fragrant beech,
On its breast so emooth and bright,

Whera thoy floated away like emeralds,
1o & fiood of golden light 2

And the miller, Jove, with his sloucy cap,
And oyes of mildest gray,

Plodding about his dusty work,

. Singing the live long day !

Znd tho coat that hung on the rusty nail,
With many a motley pateh,

Ans the rude old door, with its broken sill,
And the string, and the wooden leivh !

And the water wheal with its giant arms,
Dashing the beaded spray,

And the weeds it pulled from the sand below,
Avd toszed in scorn away,

And the.cleepers, Lilly, witu moss o'ergrown
Liko sentinsls stood in pride,

‘Branking the waves, where the-chinks of time,
Wera made in the old mill’s side ?

Tilly the mill is torn away,
And the factory derk and high,
Loomslike a tower and puffy its smoke,
Qver the clear blue sky ;
And the stream is turned away abovo,
And the bed of the river bare,
And the beech is withored, bough and trunk,
And stands like a spectre there.

And the miller, Lilly, is dead and gone,
He aleeps in the vale below ;

1 zaw his stono in winter time,
Under a drift of snow :

Bot now tho willow is green again,
And the wind ia eoft and etll:

1 stnd you a sprig to remind you, love,
Cf bim and the dear old mill.

The Avaricious Man.

Avgrios; the most hateful and wolfish of all the hard
dispsositions of selfishness, has its own peculiar caprices
crotchets. Indeed, the inpenuities of its mean-
ness defy all the calculations of reason, and fairly touch
tko-miraculous in subtlsty. Thus, Foote,in one of his
&;ggp,, in attempting to express the microscopic nig-
zazdlingss of & master of his acquaintance, said that
b5 serily: believed that the fellow would take the beam
ent.of-his own eye, if he thought he could sell it for tim-
bar!, .Soubtlegs, the source of the misantbropic miser’s
t&sron covetousness and parsimony is the fear thattor-
hige that, however well things go now, he nay,)
at-gome-timo or another, becomea beggar ;= that
@we horror of pavesty,” aceording to Charles Lamb, by
Rieh @ mss, ot content with keeping want from the
%@{ arm's Jength, places it, by piling woalth upan

vzl », 8% @ sublime distazce, Well, after saving and
&‘é;%p .geraping and stealing, freezing snd starving,
Gurmudgeen, the skeleion, comes face to face with
SRqtper gx‘iefeloa, Death, and with feshless form and

¥ tronie grin, he huddies bim away, and he is remem-
Bered only by those he has cheated. But, here is his
3 3§?—lhia pexverse sharpness does not desert
%,“ qrén in his Jast houzs.  Scrouge, for instance, is
®easiad ta be dying. It issaid that in his will ho has.
) ’g&rgaxhiug foa charitable society, and the Secre-
o, being & clergyman, happens to stepin to

think,” says Scrouge, divining his purpose, and a ma.
licious sparkle twinkles in"his cloving oye,  You

jehink,” says Scrouge, * that I shan’t stand it a great

while? The doctor says so I know ; but 1 shall ; yet
if you will take that bequest now, at = discount of tdn
per cont.,, I will payit!” * Done,” says the Socretary;
“ done,” says Scrouge, anid dies ;—dies, consistent dnd
triumphant, with a discount on his lipsinstead ofa
prayer !

Intemperance.
(From the National Temperance Organ.)

There is for me no joy on earth,
Intemperance reels my brain,

i carse the hour that gave mo birth,
And guaff the ¢up again.

The bird #  wroudly o’er my head,
1t wast.wo ir. the tree,

i hear the straios, but joy haa fed,
Forlo! I amnot free.

1 watch the slent, mourmaring stream,
The freedum in the wave,

The sun fits o'er ita. sportive beama,
I turn and sigh—a slave.

Then when the billow dashes by,
T wigh I'q signed before,

For freedom, oh ! that jeyous cry
Re.cchoss to the shore.

Oh ! whut has all my anguish made ¢
This cloak—why must { wear?

This sickning bloomn—say will 1t fade,
Intemperance stamped there.

The peor man gave one bitter groan,
Then knelt before the shrine ;

Intemperanco caught the wreiched moan,
And geve his sparling wine.

But, oh ! there’s One that rules above,
That heart, methinks, he knows ;

And he will goze with pitying love
Upon the drunkard’s wocs.

Now, friends of Goshen, come and sign,
Enlarge this glorious bang,

‘The tempter witl his charms-resign,
Ob ! drive bird from our Jard.

Vo joyfal notes, swell on the breeze,
Whilo temperance hovers o'er

Ang fill the air with straing I'ke these,
Our Joved oneg, drink no moroe. ~

Intempersnce go, and no’cr agein
Thou'lt mar our peaceful howe ;
Extend thy dire, tyranic reign
In roaims to us unknown.

Intemperancs go, while anthems sweet
Shall qaell each rimng sigh,

And lo ! we'll smg, while loved ono’s mect,
Thy funeral dirge——-good bye,

Goshen. E HowLme=

Hobby HMongers.

But-the b bby monger is & particular bore. Thiz
ecceatricity has nothing plezsant about it ; try it, and
you will find it to be a dismal joke. Self-convincsd of
the value of his ides, self-cheated of its practicability,
he is determined to make you help him convert hie
great thought into n great fact. Why, it is 2 sew
mode of levying “ black mail,” because the easisst
way to escape from the teasing pesrsecution of *
tongue is to give him your purse. His success, hue~
evar, genorates & whole brood of blockheads, who ia»

<Lk

i, end to see how things are going on. “ ¥ou

-

stantly instil hobbyism ii. » inetitutions, and fdod &3



