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Thus our hero began his voyage, snd hav-
ing a fair wind _he soon saw the green banks
and black cliffs of his native land sink iutoan
ideal shadow, while his ship like a white-bo-
somed swau, flew over the fleeey wave aud
kissed the pendent clouds, in ber majestic ca-
reer. . Roland was much affected with the
whole scene. On the shore stood hundreds
of little children, and poor people, whom his

* charitable hand had wrested from misery and
starvation, and who blessed him as far as tiey
could see him. '"Fhis, thought Roland to him-
self, puis me in mind of the career of man
in thislife. Wesee our infancy sink like
yonder land in the ocean of time, through
whose dizzy vista our memories intensely
strain ou the wild waves of youthful enthusi-
asm, tossed to and fro by the novelty of life
and the passions and fancies of our hearts,
we advance in hastiness and imaginary
pleasures to manhood. Then comes a calm
—a dead calm, and we look in-vain for the
rufiled billows of our youtl. Wesee thut we
have attaided nothing—all our hopes have
fled ; our heedless haste is checked, and we
gaze on the waters of life, regretiing what is
past, and fearing what is to come. Ab, ideal

. worldly happiness thou ?itlering and unsub-
stantial shadow of a phrenzied hope; we

gmsF at thee as at a bubble, when you burst

and leave us in depressed inanity and where
we commenced our course. Retrace yonr
steps saith the Almighty, become a second
child, sanctioned by my spirit, and set your
eyes and soul on that “LI‘;ich liveth to eternity,
even the Messial’s church. We will leave

~ Roland again until we find him in the Medi-
terranean sea.

Whilst he was standing musing on the
deck, the Captain came to hitn and told him
very seriously, that there was evidently a
great huricane coming on, and that it would
overtake them in less than half an hour. Ro-
land turned round to the south east, whither
the Captain pointed, and as ha was a sailor,
mmediately seen the indication pointea out,

an itimense purple mountain of clouds lay
stretehed in frightful expanse across the hori-

-| zon, which the lightning frequently lit- up like

burnished gold. 'Fhic sun grew dim and sil-
very, and the calm water began to heave
backward and forward in violent trouble ; the.
solemn and deep bellowing of the sea asteand-
ed the ear; the sea gulls were confused and
hovered round the vessel, and the fish which
before were flirting the silver and golden tide
o the water’s edge, gradually disappeared ;
the sun grew dorker still, und all the crew
flew to prepare for the storm ; the sca rolled
higher, and groaned quicker and deeper ; 1he
air was in a sudden baze of light, and the .
Llack elouds wrapped the sky in their dismal
folds; the thunders roared louder, and the big
spleshing rain commixed with the ocean’s
froth Lo deluge the ship with water; all were
called to the pumps.  Thus it lasted for ten
minutes, when a ery that the vessel was sink-
ing resounded every where; dozens of men
rushed over board, and for a while the” glare
of the lightning, the thunder peals, with the
waves running mounlains high, allowed them
scarcely time to breathe, or see whether they
werte sinking or swimming. At length the
sea grew quieter, and they were enabled to
hoist a boat oul, into which as Many aseould
get, jmnped, and indeed the only individual
left behind was Roland, who fell upon this
determination rather than take the place of
another who might be saved.  ‘T'hus he clung,
as he thought, to the sinking vessel. The boat
had not gone far before she swamped and all
that were in her perished. - Roland saw it and
sighed deeply. vI‘he ship, however, in which
he was, still floated, although almiost filled
with water. . In an hout’s lime, all was near-
1y calm again; thesun shone brightly and
the frothy bosom of the Mediterranean heav-
ed to and (o, in silent murmuring ; not a ves-
tigeof the ship’s crew could be seen, except
pieces of cloths and wood here and there......
Roland had given up all hopes of ever sceing
Iand again, and expected to sink with the first
pnff of wind, and had resigned himself to his
Redeemer and his God. S
"Thue passed an hour, when to hissurprise, .
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- a gmall ship appeared mauking towards him,"

with its sails fluttering in the breeze, like the’
‘This proved to be an Af-
riean-bound vessel, and was making for the’
He made a sig-!

ocean-bird’s wing.

coast of Algiers and Tunis.
nal to them, which they immediately saw and;
picked him up. Some of them were Turks:
and could talk bruken Eoglish; the others!
were Moors,  Felearned that they had comei
from the coast of {1aly, and were conveying:
a cargo of grain and fruits, to the port of the
castle of the great Prince Algamba Astalpha,
which they expected to reach that night,

Thus providentially was Roland rescued
from a watery tomb, when all the restof the
cr w were sunk in the deep.  He could save
nothing but his trunk of clothes and papers;
and had not been long in the litile ship before
the breeze sprong up strounger, and he saw no
more of the scene of death in the sea,  If he
had remained an hour longer on the wreek,
he (90 would have slept in the dark bosom of
the deep, and the swift dolphin would have
gambolled over his body. Indulging in such
thoughts as these, Roland fel) upon his kuees
and worsaipped his merciful Maker., [Te saw
the hand of Providenee evidently displayed in
thus saving himso sighally out of a crew of
three hundred men whao were in elernity.—
The God of Enoch and Noah reigus forever
in his power! ‘Fhat night the vessel reached
its destined port, and thus we shall leave the
tale until the morning dawns again. Roland
didnot quit the vessel, but being fatigued slept
in her all night.  ‘I'he morning sun had risen
in mellow redness above the tops of trees,
and had lit up the black cliffs of the distant
Atlas mount with golden hues, ere Mr.
Upton arose to eall to mind the horvors of the
previous day. He madea fervent prayer to
that Almighty Avm which had so trinmphant-
1y rescued him from an untimely fate. ‘i'he
duik watersof the Mediterranean were still and
the crimson east threw its purple splendor
over its breathless expanse.  The melancholy
sea bird sereamed in the distance, or skimn-
med with his white wings the water’s tremu-
lous level. Roland went upon laud and as-
cended a-nzighboring hill, from which he had
a fine view of the sea and verdant landscape.
T'he city of Constantine between Algiers and
“Funis appeared a few miles distant, with its
mosques and palaces resplendent with golden
Tight. One of these buildings was movecon-
spicuous than the rest, from its situation-on a
hill and from its beantiful decoration of mar-
ble out works, gardens and stately trees, Ro-
Jand’s guide informed himthat it was the castle
of the Prince of Algamba Astalpha a banished
Turkish nobleman and Governor of the place
and Province, which,by his good governmem
he had rendered prosperous and rich.

e recollected the name, and.had no doubt

but that this same man was the futher of hig

swect smiling Almyra, from the description
the old man, bis guide, gave him, . But how
to make himsel( known or get acquainted with
him, ke knew not, for he was aware of theim.
periousness and pride of these great Turks,
However, he deterinined to visit his castle, and
for this purpose returned to his vessel, dress-
ed himself in the best manner, and did not
forgel to put on the beautifully flowered coat
which his faiv captive had given him. He
then got the Captain of the vessello introduce
him to the Governor, which he prowmised to
do that day about noon. 1Roland and the
Captain, with some of the Governor’s officers
set out for the palace. Asthey approached
this stately building, by the orders of the un-
der Governor, they iere conducted to the
presence of the Prince by black soldiers, rich-
ty drezsed in white gilt, with gold and silver,
and with scarlet Turbons on their heads.—
Roland thought to himself, surely I must be
deceived ; can the forlorn deserted nymph,
Almyra, have such a futher as the owner of
these beautifel gardens and forest? The aiv -
was fragrant with a multiplicity of {ruit trees,
and all around was luxurianze of foliage.— -
The bees were humming among the lofty
headsof the tamarind, the lime, the pome-
granate, and the pine apple, whose wreathy
clustess of yellow golden crimson, and snowy
hlossoms, were tossed gently in the aromatic.
breezes that blew from Spaiu over the sea.—
PEvery thirg had the appearance of Paradise,
The most beautiful song birds, and others,
with rainbow plum: ge, weve flitting in rapidi-
ty among the woods and flowers, 'The hazel
eyed gazell, and the tame antclopes,like lambs
skipped and pranced about aimong the luxu-
riont shrubbery, and grass. Ifundreds of
splendidly accoutred servants and eunuchs
were busy, or ranged in order for the first
commands of their master. Such*was the
palace of the rich Prince Astalpha, All these
things (although if any thing on earth could
be so, ihey must have been) were in the tho’t-
ful and christian heart of Roland, litle 2dmir-
ed or wondered at. He knew they were trau-
sitory & evanescent as the evening bow of the
east, The better part of his soul was already
in an uncorruptible light ; yea, even the eter-
nal brightnessof God, He was conducted in-
to a fine lofty roomn, whose ornamented roof,
rvich carpets, silk hangings and windows of
sparkling glass, were truly dazzling. - On silk
cushions the noble Astalpha sat, with some of
his servants.  His seat was raised above the
floor, and every thing about him was grand
and oriental, but not fantastical. In one hard
le held an Arabic book ; in the other a Turk-
ish pipe, which he had a few minutes before,
been using, As Roland appreached him he
bent his knee, and Astalpha in return raised
his silken turban and wished him peace. As-
talpha’s appearance was very interesting; he



pirde

pil

ROLAND UPTON.

163

’

{ wisdom about his face, and hisactions were
“kind and even patriarchal.  He had a deep
black cye, a loud sonorous voice, and man-
ners that wouald ensure reverence and love, as
they did with all who approached bim., Af-
ter Roland had reeited his sorrowful story
and asked protection for the time, Astalpha,
who had listened patiendy, surveved him with
curious gaze, and his deep black eye fairly
pierced through him. ¢ Young stranger,” says
he, “you greatly excite my curiosity, as well
- a8 my syinpathy; be seated on youder cush-
ion, T will tell you part of my history, which,
perhaps will make you to dissipate my anx-
jety. It is now six years since I'was banish-
ed” from my native city, Constantinople, by
the Sultan Mahmoud. I have since, thanks
be to our greal Prophet, prospered where you
now see e, in riches and the love of a people,
who were before oppressed. Providence has
not in vain clothed you with that beautilul
garment you now wear; my heart too truly
tells me it was made by the fingers of her—my
once-loved child. Oh! my Almyra! Isee
thy finger-work there! O, my last consola-
tion—my lost lamb ! I would give all T have
to regain theg —.”

The tears rolled down the grey beard of
th e venerable old man, and his face sunk on
his bosom. Roland would have consoled him,
but he was fearful lest it would be thought
presumptuoas. -

- “T have,” resumed Astalpha, © an exaet pat-
tern of that flowered garment, made by the
fingers of my daughter, who was wresied in
tyranny from my bosom, by a woman’s an-
ger. She gave me it when I took my fare-

-well leave of her, and pressed her soft rosy
white form to my aching heart. She told me
to remember her by it, as she bathed my feet
in tears of filial love.  Tell me, young siran-
ger, how came you by it, and when.”

It is unnecessary leve to repeat what has
already been told the rescue of Almyra from
deatli, by Roland. He told the whole story to
the noble Astalpha, amid the mutual sighs of
both. “ Go,” says Astalpha Algamba “ bring
her to ine and I will give you all I have, my
_friend ; may the blessed prophet speed you.....

.You have saved her from death ; I will make
her your wife, and you shall live with me ;—
haste my friend, haste. To-morrow morning
you shall sail for her.”

Thus ended the scene. Roland drank eof-
fee with the Prince and his consort—for he
did not adhere to the seraglio system. He had
but one wife, the mother of Almyra. She was
a beautiful woman, and looked much like her
Jovely danghter; tall and graceful with beau-
tiful ‘eyes and expressive. countenance; but
years had made her fade. These two noble
‘persons seemed already like parents to Ro-
‘Fahd, and his heart rejciced at the thought of

{hs nearly grey. There was a dignified air

letting them see their long-lost daughter.....

 Early on the following morning, a ship having

been got ready by the governor’s command,

Roland set sail [to tell the good news to

the diamond-eyed fair one, after taking an af-

fecting adieu and swearing by the Prophet

Mahonet, as tl:ey wished him todo, since they

were Mahometaus, that he would surely re-

turn as soon as possible with their daughter.

Thus we leave our story until Roland again ,
arrives in England, which he did safely, * *

* * * * * * *®

Roland from what bappened to him on this
voyage was more sirongly convinced than ev-
er that there is a God, by whose Providence
weall live and breathe, [le saw the evident
display of bis Maker’s power in guiding him,
whither he wished to go, and in rescuing him
from so many dangers.  His consceience told
him there were fuvors that must not be over-
looked in prosperity. e daily prayed more
o his Maker, for thut strength and faith which
alone can render a mortal man above sublu-
nary-vanities and visionary dreams of earthly
ambition. Were the world to continne for
hundreds of ages 10 come, it would continue
in the same darkness as to the light of God,
in which it now physiecally is. 'T'here is an
itnpassable veil of mystery between God and
man which haman learning as vaisly attempts
to fathom, as does darkness to beeome light.
The only wedium throngh which we can
know Gud on earth is thiough that of the
christian grace and faith in our Savior Jesus
Christ. " ‘I'his'is a trmth at which infidelity
sneers and human learning scofls.  But the
time will be as certainly as we live, when this
shall be kuown in a future state of intellectu-
al being.  The providenve of the Almighty
which blind men theoeretically profess to own,
but practically declare to be fulse, as they do
the power of christian regencration, by a con-
siderate and dispassionate observer can be
seen and felt less or more in our daily walks.
Roland was thus strongly i:npressed with this
truth, and he rejoiced in his heart in his God
and [iedecmer, whilst his soul on wings of di-
vine love and ecstacy soared far above the
decaying bubbles of this nether world ; he lov-
cd to live and breathe in God his Crealor.

He had only went as far as Gibraltar in the
African galley, from which place he sailed in
an Bnglish vessel and arrived as I bave said,
at his home, 1is heart was [ull of joy at the
idea of telling his beloved Almyra the good
news of his discovery. [t would be useless
for me to attempt a description of the glad-
some meeting of this youthful pair; and a8
the pathetic Scottish bard beautifully says—

“Oh happy Jove! wherelove like thig is found?
Oh) heart-fult Joys' and blies bayond compare.”
T0 BE OO.N’I‘IND}-:D.

Cato pleaded four hundred cases, and gain-
d them all. .
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Origtnal.
. CONSTANCY REWARDED. .
“Who would not envy the possessor of that
. delightful dwelling ?” said Horatio Mortimer,
a young student, to his téacher, Mr, R—,
pointing at the same time to a beautiful white
cottage, alinost enveloped in willowsand pop-
lars, as they were taking a ride one fine morn-
ing in the latter part of May. It was sur-
rounded by a beautiful green, interspersed
with flowers, while at a litlle distance flowel
o strcam, clear as crystal, cooling the breeze
that played along its surfuce. Jt was, indeed,

- a spot, on which nature and art had been
lavish in-thelr decorations ; and the birds as
il connoisseurs in taste and beauty, scemed to
have selected its peaceful groves for their hol-
iday sports; as they were skipping about in
them by hundreds, and pouring forth thcir
blithest notes, with all the gaicty inspired by
the season. “They indeed possess an envia-
Dble sitnation,” said he, “and onjoy happiness
in a'manncr, by which, few, very few are re-
warded ; and as their history may be interes-
ting to you, ¥ will relate it.”

“ Awmong my old sehno!-fe}lows was a young
gentleman by the name of Russell L
one who of all olhers f ever met, pussessed the
most remurkable faculty of attaching the
hearts of his companions to himsell, Toward
me he always professed r0 mueh esterm, that
I felt in his welfare all the interest of a broth-
er.  He made me the eomfident of an attach-
ment he had formed fora young lady, whose
rank and fortune scemed to place her beyond,
very far beyond his reach; but what to me
seemed more wufoitunate, was the evidence I

- soon perceived of the flame being reciprocal,
and the parents of Belinda very hostile to its
progress ; thelast was to have been anticipa-
ted, but in the first I thought [ saw very carly
the deep drawn lines of arief, which in reality
werce soon traced npon the sequel.  The vi-
gi'ant parents of Belinda, finding it in vain to
stop theadvances of an attachmentwhich they
were determined not to countenance, by the
mere dint of paternal authority, resorted to
means more crael indeed, and at the same
time more effcctual.  "The advances of a vich
foreigner were encournged and a day fixed for
the mavraige of Belinda, without once consult-
ing her wishes on the subjeet ; and when she
remonsirated, “ My conmmand,” said the -fa-
ther, it is your duty 10 abey.”

‘The measuves taken were too decisive and
prompt to allow them an opportunity of
avoiding the blow intended 10 sever them for-
ever ; and in despair, Russell left the coun-
try & went to South America .Lef: to her un-
happy fate, Belinda’s spirits were just able to
bear the sickening ceremony which had uni-
ted her to one, she from her heart distiked.....
SShe wae taken from the altar to her chamber,
where, far three weeks her lifo was despaired

we

of ; but she recovered finally, and when her _
health was so far restored as to permit the first
addresses of her husband, she frankly told
him that, although the laws of the country
had placed her in his power, her heart was
not hers to give. :

The foreigner heard her with attention.....
“ Belinda,” said he, “Xam not so young as to
be the fool of passion ; I got some thousand
pounds by you—keep your heart and wel-
come.” His conduct showed that he did not
disguise his true sentiments; but ihe sitnation
of the innocent sufferer was truly deplorable.
Her fathér’s enmity, herhusband’s uiter neg-
lect,—for he treated her as a perfect stranger;
was the fruit of her conduct. In the midst of
a splendid establishment she was a perfect re-
cluse, almust unnnticed and forgotten. Buta
tew months passed in this situation, before a
traveller from the West Indies brought her in-
telligence of the death of Russell, in South
Awmerica where he had fallen, according to
the account in storming an inland fortress,
having followed the enterprising but unfor-
tanate Mficanda.  Belinda received the unwel-
come intelligence with a calmness that was
astonishing to those who knew the peculiar
circumstances in which she was placed, but
she aloné was able to unravel the mystery.

“1tis not,” she used to say, “in stapid forget-
fulness that I lull my cares to rest. The
locket and hair poor ﬁussc]l gave me, I yet
wear, and think with a .swelling heart
ou the delightful hours we have spent togeth-
er. But thei T recollect that he is gone,
and often think while gazing on the stars that
light up the boundless solitude of the deep
bosomed heavens, perhbaps from one of those
eclestialislands helooks down upon thejworld,
and wonders, while he beholds the little space
of time that divides us, that a tear should wet,
the cheek of his Belinda, or one impatient
sigh be wafted upon the breeze that is hurry-
ing her onward to that celestial place, and
these are but the dawning of a more reful-
gent streamn of light that flows perpetually
into my heart. Led on by such reflections lo
the clear confines of heaven, I feel the sweet
influeiice as it were of the air { breathe; and
from the proud elevation of the immortal
mind, the world with all its foolish gaieties
has dwindled into ntter contempt.” i

Dot after a long-period of tria), a rapid suec-
cession of events changed the Ssituation of
Belinda. Her parents and her husband sue-
cessively died, and she wasleft a widowed
orphan, yet in her youth, at the early age of
nineteen. The fortunes of two families des- -
cended (o her--her husband’s and her father's,
Yet there was another circumstance that shed
a dazzling lustre over the sequel of her story;
the report of Llie death of Russell proved to be
unfounded—Nhe returned. Their meeting was
too cloquent for words to describe, and after
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their young fortuncs had been tinctured with
all that is romantic in fiction, their lives were
crowned at lagt with all that is delighful in
love, spotless in innocence, and hallowed in
religion. “And my young friend,” continu-
ed he, “ there can be a moral taken. from this
simple narration, which may possibly prove
iustructing 3 that is—that wealth sometimes
conduces 1o happiness, is undeniable ; but that.
it is more frequently the source of disquietude
and care, is equally true. Upon the tempera-
ment of the mind much depends.  Would
you seek the abode of content, go not to the
lordly mansions of the grent; seek it not in
the parade of ostentatious pride, (or asan old
friendonceremarked, © there’s many anaching
heart rides in a gilded carriage.” But go to
the peaceful cottager, who,with the-little com-
petency afforded by industry, feels himself
contented—his is the pearl of price.”

Unenvied as he is, he can boast a richer in-
heritance than Alexander of Maccdon—the
perpetval sunshine of health and happiness.

i - DONNA JULIA.

Original.
INDUSTRY’S REWARD.

There appears 1o be a fatal tendency in man
to indolence and slothfulness, the reward of
which is sure to be unhappiness. It may be
asked then,is misery the desire of men and ani-
mals? All will say certainly not, but on the
contrary, pleasure is their chicf aim.  Why
do they then cling to that which will alter-
nately lead them into misery? The reason
is this: there is an evil proncness in natural
man to error. Heembraces indolence becanse
it is productive of momentary pleasure, and
sees not the viper-sting that lurks Leneath its
inviting mantle; he sees not the gulf of vice
and its enticing-whirlpool of ervor and gives
way to the depravity of his heart and sinks
to her embrace, whase scorpion touch is sure
to come. The God who made us hasnot on-
1y made us wonderful in body, but fearful in
mind; He has commanded us by our very
natures to be industrtous, and has said your
earthly happiness shall depend upon it.  All
creation is activity; our earth flies on the
wings of swiftness, at the rate of sixty-eight
thousand miles a minute, and turns on her cir-
cumference of twenty-four thousand miles in
twenty-four hours, The sun,a million-times
greater than our globe, revolves with hisim-

mense round of fire and brightness, on its ax- !

is in twenty-five days; aud all the planciary
system buzz in grand harmony around him;
the green forest waves it balmy arms and
flowery face in activity an emblem of youth,
In the summer it is crowned with fruit and
seed, and in the autumn its yellow maintle
drops off to revive again with the same activ-
ity. Our Creator denounces aloud, through
his worksaail indolence 5 His glorious Son, our
Redcemer bade his apostles work. Satan, e-

vil's ¢hampion, delights to draw us into this
vortex of ruin; the mind of man is never so
cheerful and strong or his body. so healthy
and blooming, as when he is industrious; he
sees the works of his Maker in activity, and
fie delights to join in with them in doilia good,
what ajoyful ,thought it i3 to think we are u-
niting our feeble aid in vnison with his Al-
mighty arm? yes, with God, whom we will
see hereafter asour judge. How can the .in-
dolent and slothful stand in his presence ? Do
not the lilies of the field and the daisies of tho
hill scent the evening brecze,-and the song-
sters sing his praises? ow can you, Chman!
remain in idleness ?

Tt is folly to suppose a man sho is born poor
must need be so always.  Nothing is impos-
sible o perscverance and industry ; mount-
ains-sink before them, where mole-hills would
sel indolence aghast. The persevering indus-
try of Buonaparte had like to have enslaved
Euvrope. The indusiry of Newioun gave him-
the wings of an angel, whereby be fathomed
and unveiled immensity of space. See Lord

-Broughsm and Mr. Hume for examples; sce

Franklin, the printer’s boy, and then the phi-
losopher, and Statesman. ) X

I was travelling not long since on the road,.
and fell in with a wan who gave a short and
glowing account of what industry and prn-
dence are capable of doing. He told me when
he came to Upper Canada, three years and
better ago, he and his family, a wifeand three
or four children, had but thirty dollars to be-
gin the world with. He built a temporary
housc of logs, and boards, and bark, in the
midst of winter, through whose chinks the in-
clemency of the weather found its way. Ho
bought himself a farm uvucleared, "and other
neeessaries which caused him to go into debt
{o the extent of fifteen hundred dollars; for
hie had neither cattle nor farming utensils, and
but a pair. of horses, with which he conveyed
himself to this Province.  Ile now-says he is
the owner of six hundred acres of land, three
hundred of which are cleared ; he has 'good'
buildings on his lands, a hundred sheep, fifty
head of cattle, a dozen- cows, thirty or forty
swine, employs a dozen hired men, owes a-
bout eight hundred dollars, and has several
thousands owing to him; all this he has gotas
an honest man, and he is a truly pious follow-
er of the Lord. Happy is ihe man who can
live so in the Savior Jesus Chirist. Many per-
sons would wish to frighten men from the idea
of being industrious, and truly religious too,
but their sneers and reasoning only show their
worldly wisdom——their vain attempts to frus-
trate the true christian’s way of life. The
ways of the world and the ways of Christ
cannot. be reconciled, I grent; for as well
could light be darkness or deathJife; but to
be his follower does not prevent us from flour-
ishing by our hand’sindustry. The christion
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can walk on earth with his heart in heaven
and his eyeson earth.. His hand can dogood
to others and himself, and he can go in tri-
umph to his Father on high. C.M.D.

- Merelira Hint:—We hope our patrons who
are in arréars, will “ tuke the hint® intended
in our copying the following pithy article—
if they do, and act upon it to our satisfaction,
we shall not be constrained 10 speak plainer.

- We “takeour pen in hand,” as our good

old grandfathers used to say in writing to

their sweethearts, to indite 2 small chapter on

MONEY. IVsa fruitful subject; inasmuch.

as it is the governing principle (if we may
be allowed the expression,) of mankind, and
axis of human ambition. Money is a good
thing—a bad thing—a kind servant—a bad
master—a thief in the temple of virtue—a
ministering. spirit to the needy—a villian in
disguise—and, withal, a sad rake. What o-
Eens the fair arms of the young, lovely, and

lushing girl to the embrace of the old, the
infirm, and the ugly ? Monecy. What builds
up a fool in the opinion of the world ? Mon-
ey. What causes old ladies to Jook kindly
upon the advances of a young man to a
‘daughter? Money. What brings compli-
mentary remarks from the old, and humble
acknowledgements from the young? Money.
What causes men to struggle for ofice 2—
Money. What is the eviterion of right and
wrong ? Money. . What is the cause of the
wrangling, struggling, cheating, brow-beat-
ing, shufiling, and bowing, so prevalent a-
mong mankind? Money. Whatin fact is the
great standard of human affection? Money.
What makes the Printer struggle in the wire
‘of politics ? Money. ‘What leads the editor
to0 inform the public of these facts? Money.
What do we_require at the hands of our
readers? MONLY. H3% Do you take, sir?
You are the very man we wish to hear from.
~Vermont Palriot.

Turkish Cannon.—In our ships and in
our batteries we seldom use a heavier gun
than a 42 pounder. No man of war carries
any cannon of a larger calibre ; but the Turks
make use, on land, of even eight hundred
pounders. When Sir J. Duckworth passed
the Dardanelles 10 attack Constantivople, in
1807, his fleet was dreadfully shattered by
those immense shot. The Royal George, of
110 guns, was nearly sank by only one shot,

which carried away her cut water; another

cut the mainmast of the Windsor Castle near-
1y in two; a shot knocked two ports of the
Thunderer into one ; the Repulse, 74, had her
wheel shot away and 24 men killed and
wounded by a single shot, nor was the ship
saved but by tie wost wonderful exertion.
One of these guns was cast in brass in the
reign of Amurath ; the difficulty of charging
it would not allow its_being charged more

 flect of dn enemy.

than once ; but as a Pacha once said, that sin~
gle discharge would desiroy alinost a whole .
The Baron de Tott, to .-
the.great terror of the Turks-resolved to fire
this gum. ‘Fhe shot weighed 1,1001bs. and he
Joaded it with 330.lhs, of powder: he says,
» 1 fell a shock Like an earthquake, at the dis-
tance of eight hundred fathoms. "I saw the

“ball divided into three pieces, and these frag-

ments of a rock crossed the strait and rebound-
ed on the mountain® The heaviest shot
which struck our ships was of granite, and
weighed 800 lbs.and was two feet two inches
diameter. One of these huge shot stove. in
the whele larbeard bow of the Active ;and
having thus crushed this immense mass of
solid timber, the shot volled aft and brought
up abreast the main hatchway, the crew
standing aghast at the singular spectacle.—
United Service Journal. .

Retrogarde Movement.—An experienced
school teacher of our acquaintance, lately told
us the foilowing story. The boY whois the
subject of it, deserves credit for his wit, if not
for his punctuality. He had one winter
morning, when the ground was cased in ice,
reached the schoolroom at rather a late hour,
whercupon Dominie inguired of him ¢ why
so tardy ¢ Because, sir,” said he, *I lost
two steps backward, where I gained one for-
ward.” “Indeed! and if you slipped in that
menner, how- did you gect here atall—
% Why, sir, I turned and went the other way!”

Virtue.—* There is but one pursuit in_life
which is in the power of all 10 fullow and all
to attain. . It is subject to nodisappointinents,
since e that preserves makes every difficulty
and advancenent, and every contest a victo.
ry. Sincerely-to aspire after virtue, isto gain
her,-and zealously to labor after her wages, is
to veceive them. 'Those that seek her carly,
will find her before it is too late; her reward
also is with her, and she will come quickly,
for the heart of a good inan is a littie heaven
commencing on earth, where the Deity sits
enthroned with unrivalled influence. -

The Rev. Dr, C , of Massachusetts,
once gave a very characteristic rebuke to a
certzin lady belonging to his flock, who was
a little move nice than wise. She was in the
habit, as many-other nice people ave, of com-
plaining whenever any body entered .her
house, of its being dirty, and not fit to beseen,
and all that, when she knew well enough it
was in the most perfect order. She might
perhaps be fishing for a compliment ; but those
who angle for perch, sometimes catch a crab,

Hearing some person knock one day, and
pereeiving by a glance through the window,
that it was the Rev. Dr., she cried out, “come
in, if you can get in on account of the dirt.”

“Pll try and wade through,” said the par-
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son, as he opened the door, and .deliberately

ralked across the room, lifting his (eet very
7 high, like one travelling in' mud. The uice
lady blushed aud fidgeted ; but unever again
hinted a syllableto the Doctor-about her house
being dirty. . :

Muttons Raby.~The Boston Commercial
Gazette velates a laughable unecdote of Am-
blavd, the Frenchwman in whose house the
Duke of Oileans boarded while in Boston.—
Amblard was a tailor. Faving made a -pair
of pantaloons {or a Mr. Lawb, but forgetiing
the name of his custorcer, he went itito the
market, and taking hold of a leg of mutton,
inquired of the butcher, “ Vat you call dis?’
“Thet is mutton.” “fHa mutton is it! Vell
vat do you call de moutow’s baby?” The
butcher answered, “lamb.”? ¢ Oui! exclain-
ed the Frenchman, “dat is him; Mousicur
Lamb is de ver man vat {or I make de panta-
loon I? :

The seven wonders of the world were late-
1y exhibited at Washington - City, in a new
museun of natural curiosities.

Ist. A widow at the age of G0 refused an
offer of marriage.

2d. A dandy with ouly five cravats oun his
neck. . -

3il. A contented old maid.

4th. A lawyer who refused to be feed.

5th. A moderate doctor’s bill,

6th, A tailor that was never known to cab-
bage.

7th. Congressmen that wished to adjourn
the session, when there was money in the
{reasury. .

Siice exhibiting the above, a printer has ar-
rived in this city, who has been paid all but—
Sour thousand dollars.

Carrick.—In a pamphilet written by doc-
tor, afterwards Siv Johu flill, of botanical me-
mory, and published in 17539, the doctor as-
serts, that in the words virtue, stirring, §c.
Carrick pronounced the letter ¢ like the letter
u. Thisdrew from David the following epi-
grammatic reply, addressed to Dr. Hill:,

1€ i be'irue, as you say, that I've injured a letter,
TNl change my notes soan, and, § hope, for (he better,
Mauy thajast righits of letters, us well as of men,
Herealter bo fixed by the (ongue and the pen;

Mot devontly [ wish they way both have their dae,
Aud that T muy be never wistaken for T%

Cutting Mistake.—A Frenchman, on land-
ing at Dover, went into a barber’s shop to be
shaved. The poot man’s clieeks were so much
collapsed, that the barber was under the ne-
cossity of thrusting his fingers into his cus-
tomor's mouth (o assist the operation. “O,
mon Dicy, mon Dicu!” exclaimed the French-
man, while the barber was dashing away,
“me be cut.? “Confound your thin lantern
jaws,” replied Strop, “1 have cut my fingers
through your check !

Swearing.—Swearing is void of all ‘plea
It is not the native offspring of the soul, not
interwoven with the texture of the body, noe
any way aliied to our frame. - For asa ‘great
man (Tillotson) expressses it, ¢ though some
men pour out oaths asif they were

constitution.”  But it is a custom, picked. up’
by low and paliry spirits, who have no sense
of honor, no regard to decency ; but are for-
ced to substitute some rhapsody of - nonsense
to supply the vacancy of good sense. Heuce

the sitliness of the practice can only be equal- -

led Ly the silliness ¢f those who adopt it.

Military Pridr.~<A (2.mer was clected to
a corporalship in a militia company. His wile,
after discoursing with him some upon the ad-
vantage which his family would derive from
the exaltation, inquired in a doubting tune—
“ Husband, will it be proper to let our chil-
dren play with the neighbor’s now 27 |

TRRBCANADIALN @ARTLAT D
TIAMILTON, SATURDAY, JUNES 22, 1827, )

Through carclessness a few ervors occurred in our last -

anmber and were not discovored antil tvo luto to remedy.
We publisl the errata eutive, as_the best methad of ex-
pressing ourdesive, ‘The greatsimilarity ofcertain words,
oftcn eruses uch hard feeling, towurd' ¢ the printer.*!
As we do not cotsider outself vbove acknowledging an er+
vor, when poruted out by a friend in o (riendly way, we
wish ourveaders, for the benefit of the author of ¢ Ruland
Upten,*™ to read on p. 146, 2d col., 3d line from top, ‘the
tiveliness, curiasity nad volubility of the French, &c ia-
stead of “‘Tlie loveliness, curiuvsily and nobility of the
Freueh, &o. -

T'he Noxelist's Mugazine~Accompanying the Lady's
Book for June, we received a prospectus for this novel
work. The fallowlng extract wilt digclase thic feasures of
the Magazine uiore (ully than we can find langiago to ;(—
“Che principul object of the Novelist's Magozine is ¢o fue-
nish u choice gelcction of approved novels, in such a forw,
and upon such teras, as uwiay make them generully desira.
ble and generably attainable.  For this purpose, the besg
works, bollv of * the present end past, are chosen, and
reprinted in a way which, while it enables us to furnish a
large amount fur a cheup rate, cornbines also elegunce and
excellence of hanicil e i “I'he M ine being
printed on « large sheet, with double ‘columng of small
type, contains in cach semi-monthly number of forty-cight
pages, a8 much as two ovdinary sized duocdecimo vol-
umes. ¢ The terms are §3 per annum, payable in ad-
vaace—and 21l letlers must be addressed, post puid, to C.
Alexander & Co. .

“ Number one, valume ten of the Rural Repository, fmpros
vad and eulay; as been veceived at tbis ofiice.  Altho*
tlio preseat apprarance is vory respeclable, we canuot re.
co;
long years, Fricud Stoddard has our thrtce-repeated good

°| wislies.
The May and June numbers of the Shrine are before us:

They ave both very interesting.

Ta Correspondents.—Paul Pry docs discredit to the an-
thar of sotnc of the bost poetical picces that have uppeared
in the Gavluud.  Itis void of fecling and sentinentund the
incasure is objectionable.  Qur young friend needs 20 oce
casional caution, und as he has herctofore received them
in kindncss, we trust he will this, and allow itto opciate
us wemcan it should, to his advaatage,

The pocm signed Nira, undoubtedly is intonded for set-
ire and wit, but the terin nonscase, better becomas it

Our ocersional visiter, The Recluse, hug seat us a tals,
which will, if possible, be inserted in our next.

A number of communications have beco receited thad
wo lavonotread. They will receive attcution -

] e-natural, -
yet no man was ever born with a swearing

ize the least resemblance of our old companion for @ ..

3
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ORIGINAL POETRY.

MOTIONS AND: ADVANCE OF A COLONIAL AGE,
" Young William was a comaly lad, a foriner’s son was hos
o _cbe:‘ri“dlllm ‘hearts of Mam ond Dund, they lov’d him
tenderly ; ) X
And kindly for him did provide n suit of butternut,
A stately horse for him to rido, Iest ho should go on fvot.
Yqung William boing twonty-ouo upon the fourth of Aoy,
The futher bought his loying son o farm upon-that day,
And Willjam he a wooing weng, to love he was inclin’d,
Cupid soon a maiden scnt congonial to his mind;
Bhe every virtuo did possess that docorutes n wifo,
His Jove for-hor I can’t oxpress, ahe loved him as har lifo 5
. ‘The young mon came delighted with hosoms (ull of giee,
Will haviog first invited them to his social boo ; -
Some \(\'r?)t to chop, and some {o plan, with axes, square
and lino, .
And some to scoro and hew bogan, armark the fallen pine;
_ Somo with voites loud and long, did halloo wo o, haa, gee,
And more bad arms stout and strong, with handspikes
. these agreo 3 R .
But;vhiskoy having run its race, and countless legions by
t slain, . . :
Its ovil, win and soro dig racn, Will could not boar again.

With talk, with work and jesting, oach most willing wasto |

- show

His friendship in ottending, theleader's he, he, he; (snn.

Then the clowds wero getting pendant towisrds ths setting

And ojects sa resplendant I loved to gaze upon ;

Tho building being completed, all sotting on tho ground,
- Each with on (if) repeated a sp2ech X turned round,

‘The sun had left our horison, and (ell below its plain,

Their sablo nativo color the clouds resumcGagasn;

‘The horn sounded homeo to call, the gentle folks 10 dine,

They had their tools coilected all, then formed in a lino;

Well loadoed was tho table with solid food aud pics,

‘They talked while they wero able, knew well Lo ogotizo;

In order and sobricty they many yeara had seen,

But pleasure and society they soldom cver seen.

Alas! they had no teacher fo (ar back in the woad,

‘I'bere seldom wont a preacher into thieir neighborhood

But afier twelve or fificen years their circumstanco im- |.

pro

ved, -
Tho teacher's"and the preacher's fears were very well |

removed; -
The Iog—hous«': was supplanted by ono of framo and brick,
No kind of mills thioy wanted, they had them on the creek ;
Apd now Wilt hus assumed the oflice of o dad),
And well has be improved the stock which first o ind.
I Jcave lum now in plenty, and castawa? my pan,
Wihien his son is ono and twonty T may (ake it up again.
Dublin, Jane- 1833, T. J.

THE BROKEN VOW.
This Yock of ‘hoir I'1} praisc it deaT,
Long as thoso pulse shall beat,’
‘Until thevital epark of life,
€Lall (rom this broast retroat.

1 ask'd her for o token
Of thoe vows we plightcd thors,
Aud sbo gave mo for that token,
This lock of-golden hair.

Sho gaveit in bor goodness,
As a tokon of tho past ;

Tl hold i to my bosom
Long as this lifo shall last.

Sho gaveit in the morn of hops,
In youths clastic joy ;
Tlor feolinga were then buoyant,
. As an headstrong tboughtless boy.

Tako this lock of golden hair,
Aud koep it for my sake,

Until the judgment tramp of God
Sounds, tieo yodoad, awako.

1 blame hor not, I chido ler nat,
For the sorrow sho hath given;

Andif wo moot no Tore on earth,
O moy wo meet in heaven.

1 never will forget hor,
‘Though another charms her hoart ;
I nover will forget her,
Though Sortuno bids us part.

Althiough she has forgotfon mo,
Forgot the vows slie swore; .-
Yet X evor shall.remembor hor,
Till timo sball bono moro.-
Flome. Grand Rivor Tract, }
Jane 1et, 1833,

'

THE RECLUSE.

RELIGION.
This is a charm that soothes the breast,
When pierced by keen despair;
Can pbrenzy’s potent arm arrest,
And ull it horrors dave.

The sceptred monarch little knows,
With all his pomp and slate, -
The blissful spring that (rom it flows,

‘Thuugh seidom 1o the great.
In fickle Fashion’s gliitering train,
'Chis charm can no’er resido; |
The pert, concelted, trifling, vain,
1ts beauties oft d.ride.
It cheers the martyr at the steljo—~
It yluds his closing oyes, |
And shaws hiin he shall soon awake
To mnansions ia the skics.
Religion is (e blessed charm
To fatlen mortals given ;
Thetyrant Death it can disarm,
And waft the soul to Heaven, DONNA JULIA.

THE LOVER'S SONG.

"My fair ono, my foir one, gpring is. a coming,
And the birds their gweet jubiles are humming ;

‘Then let us walk forth in the grove,

Naturo enticing in lovely array, :
Opens her charms to the soft sunny day,

Al calle us my fair ono to love,

MMy fair oa0, my fair onc, the skies aro a smiling,
And zcphyr'r soft voic e, harsh Boroas veviling,

Then como lot us smile and be glad;

Why sboukl palo sadicss o’erpowver us iclow,
When crention rejeicint bids all our hearts dow ;

.Th.n let us be mirthful not sad.

Flowory capp'd spring in hef gayest attire,
With love laughing oyes our bosoms dotlfire ;

My fair ono wo'll joy with ber too,

At tho cve of the day when Sob’s ginking beam,
Casts over the landscape his last golden gleam,

Ny fair ono \vo'll_{'oy,funy woo, R
Sweot damsol my fair ono, thou ciblom of spring,
‘I'bou s potless aud puro Ict devotiop o'er wing

Thy thoughts to the Giver of these;

In Him \vo“jl ajoico and oach roiso our voice,
And hope after this to inlierit that bliss, b
G. M. D.

.. Proclaim'd by bis mighty decrees.
Hamilton, 4th April, 1338:

. LUVE, ~
Some bonutics have the power
By one bright triwinphant glanee,
With mystic spolls to bind the soul
e painful, pleasing trance. .
With no lwllight in thoir passion,
‘Phey veer from bluze to gloom,
From black despair to eestacy,
Malaria * to pexfume.
But some have not the power
‘To stamp the god of love:
At one bold stroke upon the heart,
With a Jook scoms from above.
But Jike the painter’s pencilling,
Their's is the work of time,
‘Which after various eflorts,
Makes the portrait glow sublime.
‘With many a grace and tender glance,
And many & nameless chavin X
They cast Liiose spells uronad the heart,
That time cannot disarm.
" Love like this is lusting,
And as pure as vestal fives ;
While the thrill of sudden passion
Like the meteors glare expires.
Being founded in esteem,
It stil) brighter beaing with years ;
And when those hearts it warms are cold,
It glows beyond the sphexes. NEWBURN.

* A pestilential Italian vapor.
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