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JEamilton and Vicinity, in 1833. :

We give below a synopsis of the Trade,

those concerned, than the mere hope of patronage.

hundred and twenly dwelling houses and 1

Public Buildings.
Court House, Can. Wes. Chapel,

8. Green, & Co.
E. & J. Ritchie,

Presbyterian Church, Epis. Meth. do.
: Taverns.

Plumer Burley’s, =~ William Dailey’s,

Geo. Carey’s, J. Bradley’s, =
" Geo. Davis’, John Bradley’s.:

J. Boyes, : -

' Stores.

" C. Ferrie & Co. Mr. Phelan,

J. Young, J. Durand,

R. Prentiss, - . J. Stinson & Co.

T. Brown & Co. J. Roleston,

C. B. Duncan & Co.
M. Cheeney,

S. Mills, Herdware, T. Ison, Hardware.

Downs, Cameron & Ferguson,

F. Leonard.

Watch-Malkers.

T. Baker,

- Edward Magill.

Sadaiexs,

E. Alfred,

D. Allison,

&ec. of this village, more for the benefit of
Hamilton contains about one
pwards of one thousand inhabitanls.”

Merchant Tailors.

M’Curdy & Co. - H. Wittmer,
W. Clark,, . T, Hartnell,
Cabinet Makers.
H. Clay, : . John Snook,
H. Clark, “W. Scobell,

. Boot and Shoe Malkers.
D. Dewey, J. Sproule,
Mr.Fish, W. Kelsey.

Bakers.
Matthew Bailey, M. M’Arthur.
«  Newspapers.

Western Mercury, Free Press, Canadian
Wesleyan, and Garland. ‘ -
1 Druggist, J. Winer. . L
1Tin end Sheet Iron Manufactory, Ed.
Jackson & Co. -
1 Hatter, C. J. Plumb..
8 Milleneries, Miss Price, Misses Parson’s

and Miss Duncan. .



“T0 RAISE THE GENIUS AND TO MEND THE HEART.”

VOLs, Xs

PORPULAR PALWB.

THE FORSAKEN GIRL,
“They parted—as all lovers part—
) 8he with her wronged ond broken heart j—
But he, rojoicing he is free.
Gonnds like the coptive from his chain ;
And wilfully believing she
Huth found her liverty again.”—L, B. Landon.

If there is any act which deserves deeper
and bitter condemnation, it is that of trifling
with the inestimable gifts of woman’s affec-
tion. The female heart may be compared to
a delicate harp, over which the breathings of
early affection wandev, until each tender
chord is awakened to tones of ineffable siweet-
ness. It isthe musicof thesoul which is thus
called forth—a music sweeter thau the fall of
fountains, or the songs of Houri’s, in the Mos-
jem’s paradise. “But wo for the delicate fash-
joning of that harp if a change pass over the
love which first called forth its hidden harmo-
nies. Let neglect and cold unkindness sweep
over its delicate strings, and they will break,
one after another—slowly perhaps—but sure-
ly.  Unvisited and unrequited by the light of
love, the eoul-like melody will be hushed in
the stricken bosom, like the mysterious har-
mony of the Egyptian statue, before the com-
ing of the sunrise. -

have been wandering among the graves—
the lonely and solemn graves. 1 love at times
todoso, I feel 2 melancholy not unallied to
pleasure, i0 communing with the resting place
of those who have gone before me—to go forth
alone among the tombstones, rising from eve-
ry grassy nnduolation like ghostly sentinels of
the departed. And when I kneel above the
narrow mansion of one whom I[.have known
and loved in life, [ feel a strange assurance
that the spirit of the. sleeper is near me—a
viewless and ministering angel. It is a beau-
tiful philosophy, which has found its way un-
sought for and mysteriously into the silence
of my heart, and if it be only a dream, the un-
real Imagery of fancy, I pray God that I may
never awaken from the beautiful delusion.

I have been this evening, by the grave of
Tinily. 1t hasa plain white tombstone, half
‘hidden by flowers, and you may read its
mournful epitaph in the clear moon-light,
which falls upon it like the smile of an angel,
through an openingin the drooping branches.
Emily was a beautiful girl—the fairest of our
villnge maidens.” I think I see her now, as
she lonked when the loved one—the idol of
her affections, was near her, with his smile of
conscious triumph and exultinglove. She had
then.seen but eighteen summers, and her
whole being seemed woven of the dream of
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her first passion. ‘The object of her love was
a proud and wayward being—whose haughty
spirit never relaxed from its habitual sterne
ness, save when he found himselfin the pres-
ence of a young and beautiful creature, who
had trusted her all on the “ venture of her
vow,” and who had loved him with the confi-
ding earnestness of a pure and devoted heart.
Nature had deprived him of the advantages of
outward grace and beauty; and it was the a-
biding consciousness of this, which gave to
his interconrse with society a -character of
pride and siernness. IHe felt himselfin some
degree removed from his fellow men by the
partial fashioning of nature; and he scorned
toseek a neaver aflinity.  His mind was of an
exalted bearing, and prodigal of beauty, The
flowers of pociry were in his imagination,a
perpetual blossomings and it was to his intel-

Jectual beauty that Ewily kuelt down—bear-

ing to the altar of her Idol, the fair flowers of
her affection—even asihe dark cyed daugh-
ters of the ancient Ghekers spread out their
offerings from the gardens of the east, upon the
altar of the sun.

There is a surpassing strength in a love
like that of Emily’s—it hag nothing gross, nor
low, nor earthly in its yearhings—it has its
source in the deeper fountains of the human
heart—and is such as the redeemed and sane-
tified from earth might feel for ene another,
in the fair land of spirits, Alas! that such
love should be unrequited—or turned back in
coolness upon the crushed heart of its giv-

er!

They parted—Emily and her lover<-but
not before they had vowed eternal constancy
to each other.” The one vetired to thequiet of
her home--to dream over again the scenes of
her early passion--to count with unitirng ea«
zerness the hours of separation--and to weep
over the long interval of “ hope deferred.”—
The.other wentout with a strong heart to
mingle with the world—girded with pride
aud impelled forward by ambition. He found
the world cool, and callous, and selfish; and
his own spirit insensibly took the hue of those
around him. He shut his eyesupon the past
—it was too pure and mildly beauitiful for the
sterner gaze of his manhood, He forgot the
passion of his'boyhood—all beautiful and ho-
ly as it was—he turned not back to the youn
and Jovely and devoted girl, who had poure
out to him in the confiding earvestness of wo-
man’s confidence, the wealth of hér affection.
He came not back to fulfil the vow which: hé
had plighted. :

Slowly and painfully the knowlédgeof her
Jover’s infidelity came over thesensitive heart
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of Emily. She sought for a time o shut out
the horrible suspicion from her mind—she
half donbted the evidence of her own senses—
she conld not believe that ke was a traitor—
for her own memory had treasured every lo-
ken of his affection—every impassioned word
and every endearing simile of his tenderness.
Butthe truth came at last, the doubtful spectre
which had long haunted er, and from which
she turned away, as if it were a sin to” look
upon it, now staod before her—a dredful and
unescapable vision of reality. ‘Fhere was
one burst of passionate tears—the overflow of
that fountain of affliction which quenches the
lust ray of hope in the desolate bosom,—und
she was calm—for the struggle was over, and
she gazed steadily and with the awful confi-
dence o one whose hopes are not on earth, up-
on the dark valley of death,whose shadow was
aiready arvound her.

It was a beautiful evening in summer, that
Isaw her for the last time. The sun was
just setting behind a long lincofblue and un
dulating hills, touching their tall summits
with a radiance ike the halo- that encircles
the dazzling brow of an angel—and all sature
had put onthe rich garniture of greenncss
and blossom. _As Iapproached the quict and
secluded dwelling of the once happy LBmily—
1 found the door of the little parlor thrown o-
pen ; and afemale voice of a sweelness, which
could hardly be said to belong to earth, stole
out upon the soft summer air. It wus like
the breathing of an /Eolian luté to the gen-
test visitation a of zephyr.  Involuntarily 1
paused to lislen, and thescwords—1I shallnev-
er forget themm—came upon my ears like the
low and melancholy music which we some-
times hear in dreams :—

Oh—no—I! do wol fear to die,
Far Lope and Fuith arz bold ;
And life is bat n weariness—
Aund carth is streangely cold—
In view of Deatiy’s pale solinule
My epivit hath not monrveld—
T'is kinder thnn forgotien Jove,
Oc friendship unveturncd!

-And 1 canld pass the shadowed land
In raptare all the witile—
If one who now is far away
Were near me with his smile. |
Jiscemn a dreary thing 1o d'e
Forgotten und alotic~
Unheeded by our deavest Jove—
Tae swiles und tears of one!
Ob* plont my grave with pleasant flowers,
‘I'lie falrest of the faic— .
The very lowers be loved 1o twine
At twilight in iy haiv—
Perchinnce he yet imay viail themn,
And ghed above wy bier
The lioliest dew of fUnerul flowerg—
¢ Allection’s kindiy wear!”

It was the voice of Bmily—it was lier lnet | M,

song. She wasleaning on herhandas I en-
tered the apartmneni—her thin white hand

resting on her forehead. She rose and: wel-1}

comed me with a melancholy swmile. Tt play-
ed over her features for a moment, flushing
ber cheek with a slight and sudden glow—

the wanness and mournful beauty of the dy-
ing. It has beensaid that Death is always
terrible to look upon. But to the stricken
Emily, the presence of the destroyer was like
the ministration of an angel of light and hali-
ness. She was passing off to the land of spir-
its like the melting of a sunset cloud into the
blue of heaven—siealing from existence like
the last strain of ocean music when it dies a-
way slowly and sweetly uwpon the moonlit
waters, - .

A few days after, I stood by the grave of
Emily. ‘The villagers had gathered togeth-
er, one and all, to pay the last tribute of res-
pect and affection to the lovely sleeper. They
mourned her loss with a deep and sincere la-
mentation-—they marvelled that one so young
and so beloved shonld yield hersélf up to mel-
ancholy, and perish in the spring timeof her
existence. DBut they knew not the hidden ar-
rowwhich had rankled in her bosom—the
slow and secret withering of her heart. She

complaining quietude of one, who felt that
there are woes which may not ask for sympa-
thy—afflictions, which like the canker con-
cealed in the heart of some fair blossom, are
discovered only by the unlimely decay of
their victim. :

WOMAN’S HEROISM.

Unh , pass not by
The bravery uof woman ; trist we good Sir Knighs,
1t hears us godd record in olden decds

Of chivulry, and even benms as glorious

As woman’s lave "—Decker.

It is delightful to record instances of the
glory in which the most lovely objeets of the
creation have distinguished themselves, so as
(o render them equal to the much, though un-
justly, vaunted superority of man. Confess-
ing, however, that woman. appearsin the most
beautiful, because delicate light, in her domes-
tic character 5 still we are pleased at finding
her, occasionally, emerging from those ten-
der duties, (o assert her rights to the rewards
of heroisin, Wehave, therefore, the agreea-
ble task of mingling with our sketehes of wo-
man in her more subdued character, a record
of woman's valor, nothing less than the insti-
tlion of a female order of Knighthood !
which was crealed by Don Raymond, the Jast
Earl of Barcelona, (who, by a marriage with
Petronilla, only daughter and heiress of Ro-
mino, the monk king, mnited that principality
to the kingdom of Arragon,) who, in the year
1149, gained the city of Tortosa from’ tho

00rs,

In the course of the ensuing winter, howev-
er, the Moors, having recraited their army,
aid siege again to the place ; for a length of
time the inhabitants bore the siege firmly, and
with the utmost and uncomprising bravery,

e lod

but having suffered extreme privations, they

and then passed away, leavilg in its stead,

had borne the calamity in silence—in the un- -
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applied to Don Raymond for relief; ‘the latter | ged by his wings.

however, having experienced very ill success
himself, was unable to saccor the city,~—when
every hope having vanished, it was proposed
to yield it to the Moors.  Upon hearing this
cowardly project, the females of the city in-

stantly offered themselves to defend 1he place,

and having attired thewmselves in the habits of
their husbands and brothers, they made a res-
olute sally uponthe Moors, and with sach he-
roism-that they compelled their enemies fo
raise the siege, and returned trinmphant to the
¢ity ! So resolutely did they fight, what the
Mooars fled in dismay, and made no farther at-
tempt upon Tortosa. .

Raymond was delighted by the report of
the hravery of those intrepid females, and,
entering the city for-the express purpose, he
rewarded them by the grant of several privi-
leges and immunities. Moreover, to perpetu
ate their memory, he instituted an order of
knighthood, somewhat resembling a military
order, into which none but those brave ladies
who had succeeded in preserving the city,
were admitted. The badge of the order re-
sembled a (riar’s capouche, of a crimson col-
or, and sharp at the top ; it was worn upon
the head dress. He also ordained, that at all
public meetings the women- should have the
precedence of the men; that they should be
exempt from all taxes, and that all the appa-
rel and jewels left by their husbands (whatev-
er might be the value of them, ) should bhe law-
fully their own. These privizeges, with ma-
ny others, they long enjoyed, and were uni-
versally honored and esieemed.

At the present eventful period, we have al-
8o a bright exemple of the heroism of woman,
and in one of the noblest eauses, too, that has
ever inspired the sympathy of human nature.
The poor Poles were assisted in their brave
attempts to redeem themsclves from Ruscian
thraldom, by their females, and the name of
Plater, the lady who led the female troops,
will descend to posterity, associated with the

records of the noble, tho’ unsuccessful, strug-

gle of the Poles.

: GENIUS.
« Genius,” said the most celcbrated among
the oriental. magi, *was born afar from his
arental home, with wings, but without hands,
in a thick and interminable forest.” The ap-
ologue is intended to exhibit his uiter destitu-
tion, eoupled with an ambition which is forev-
errestless. He is from his home—an exile;
without hands, he is unequal to the task of
providing for himself, in the struggle of his
fellow-men. Inthe forest, without a guide, he
is in perpetnal bewilderment ; and the sole ob-
jeet of his aim and endeavor, is the glory of
that blue sphere which he dlscqvers in l.he
brief opening of the treesabove him. Hisin-
spiration and his native home are alike ima-

The philosopher contin-
ues : “his sole endeavor is to extricate himsell
from the labyrinth in which he is involved,
and regain the dwellling for which his fate had
designed him, and which smiles down so at-
tractively vpon him. Without hands, every
branch and vine forms an insurmountable im-
pediment, and all in vain does his feet seck
out a beaten pathway. The only means left
him is to leap up into thesky, and thus attain
the fair prospect which his' inward spirit
prompts him to claim and consider his own.
But ithe boughs are so intimately intertwined
above, that all his cflorts are fruitless, and he
is always beaten back : after a short life of
protracted struggle for his frcedom and en-
largement, hesinksdown despondingly upon
the earth which denied him a home, bul wil-
lingly furnishes a grave.” Then, “as thesage
purues his picture, comes autumn,” whom he
describes as “ a gentle and melancholy mat-
ron, with a sadly sweet sorrow, who bending
the branches closcly above, and strewing the
'sere leaves over him, performs for him the
offices which all other hands have withheld.
In course of years, men, mortificd by sclfre-
buke, gathier about the frail shelter, and build
one of stone in its place ; but, methinks,” con-
tinued the sage, “the flowers and leaves had
been the more fitting memorial, since they tell
of a bloom and beauty which were tnrivalled,
a shrinking spirit; which the storms crushed,
and of an odor which survives, and even hal-
lows decay.” New-York Mirror.

» KEsq. Brazenface, who we have stated to be
notorious for abusing witnesses, was one day
examining a man, before the court, respecting
some corn, and as usual, insulicd him with a
thousand questions irrelevant to the case,when
the following dialogue ensued.

Esq. B. What do you know respecling
this corn 2

itness. I helped plant it and sow it sir,

Esq. B. Whatelse?

Fit. When it was ripe, I helped gather it
into the barn, helped husk it, and carried some
of it to mill to be ground. -

Esq.B. (In an angrytone,) Then what
did you do with the husks?

Wit, T gave some of them-to my horse,
some to my cow, some to my logs,and if you
had been there, you should have your share
of them.

A general burst of Jaughter was heard all
round the court-house, and Esq. Brazenface
sat down in mortification and chagrin.

Natural I-/;ference.—Cnrran wasg once osk-
ed what an Irish gentleman, just arrived in
Ingland, could mean by perpetually putting
out his tongue. ~ “I suppo=e,” replied the wit,
with great gravily, “ he’strying to cateh the
English accent.” :
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Original. before his shrinking eyes—coolly goading and
TO ———r — edging him on to the perpetration of villany

1 met thes firat amid the crowtd,
When my hoiart was gay und ree

Twas there | pleg'd the siteat vow,
Of fove und constancy,

'Mid scenes so gay und bright,
‘Time wmnessured quickly flew;
Nor cuus’d one sad reflestion,
With serrow’s tear our path tostrew.

This dream atlast is chbing,
“‘Fhis wild delusion of the heart;
For the voice of wayward fate decreed
It wise that we should purt.

The dreaded hour is past—
Our Jast farcwell is ta’en ;
Oh, yes! it was owr last adicy,
Never to meel agoiy,
York, Dece. 1832,

THE WAGGONER.
CONTINUED.

The baronet walked about, frequently stop-

ping, evidently indecp agitating thooght; and

* at length sat down exhaustedly i his chair
insilence. e closed his eyes with his hands,
and looked that moment as wreiched a man
asbreathed.

“How am I to kunow, sir, that you are not,
after all, a common swindjer—-have come

* here with this trumped up swuff for the basest
of purposes 9° inquired the baronet,” with a
scowl of mingled pride and despair.

“By going to the parish of Girlstone, and
for yoursell comparing my copies, which I
will, once more, Sir William,” continued Ox-
leigh, with stinging emphasis, *cause .to be

" put into your hands to-morvow, with the or-
iginal registers and certificates; and il you
proveme wrong—thatI have deceived yau
mn any thing—haud me over at once. to the
pillory, transportation or death

“Y will, sir! replicd the baronet, with a
searching look at Oxleigh; who resumed-—-
“Sir Willian, I am a Jawyer, and a ealeula-
ting one. I have looked well to the end of
what Iam doing. Permit me, therefore, to
say, tlial my arrangements wiil not allow of
delay. You must choose your alternative—
beggary,'or baronetey with £30,000 a year!
And again, Sir William,” continved Oxleigh,
drawling out his words slowly, “ there are al-
wayswhat we lawyers call MESNE PROFITS {0
be accounted for! ‘What will become of you?’

_The baronet shuddered. The bare possi-
bility, the distant contingencey of such a thing,
was frightful, To be not enly shorn of his ti-
tle, income, and standing in society, but have
to disgorge one, two or even three hundred
thousand pounds to his supplanter! Fearful
thoughts and prospects=-bloomy schemes be-

.gan to gleam before the disturbed intelleets
of Sir. William Gwynne. What an awful
change had a few minutes only,” wronght in
him, his situation, his prospects! Here was
alow fellow, a scoundrel, swindling pettifog-
ger, bearding and bullying him in bis own
house, flashing ruin, disgrace and starvation

MIA.B.T.

and cruclty, and requiring, doubtless,.a partic-
pation inthe profits!  These naddening tho'ts
kept him long silent. i o

“ Are you, permit me to enguire, thinking
of what 1 have said, Sir William #? .
# [ am thinking you are too great a villain
to live, sir; and that I had better knock you on
the head and so rid the world of such a rul-
fian!” replicd the baronet, with a desperate
air. :

“Suppose you did, Sir William; a law-
yer like an eel, ishard of dying. 1 have made
such arvangements, as, even were you to suc-
ceed in killing me on the spot, here this night,
and which would not possibly be without dan-
ger,” glancing from his pistol to Sir William
—“it would do you no good, but rather ruin
you at once in every way, with no possibility
ofescape. 1told you I had culeulated, Sir
William—-"

% Oh !—your terms, sir 17 gasped the baro-
net, interrupting Oxleigh, as though he felt his
fate pressing en him. :

“ Why, I don’t know, exactly whether I
could name them at a momeny’s warning. It
is, I presume, superfluous te say, that I must
be paid well for any service that I may ren-
der you. Nay, may I not name any terms
I choose! 1Is it not I who am to dictate ?

“Whatare yourterms, siv 7 repenied the
baronet, with an air of consternation at the
tone which Oxleigh spoke: “ whatever they
are name them at once. Don’t hesitate, sir.—
Y ou know, of course that you are a seoundrel ;
but circomstances have made you safe, and
protected you from a fury that would have an-
nihilated you,” gasped the baronet, stamping
his foot upon the floor. “ Nume your terms
at once. ‘I'hey may be so exhorbitant and
monsirous that I may determine at all risks to
refuse them, and dely you, devil out of hellas_
you are” .

“ Well, Sir William, it is of course for your-
self 1o know your own interests. Let me,
however, request you, Sir William, .to bear in
mind what siiall courtesy you have this eve-
ning deserved at my hands, Fwould have
treated you with the pity due to misfortune.”

“Oh, God! oh, God! that I must bear all
this?? groaned the baronet, - compressing his
arms upon his breast.  Oxleigh smiled. -

“I have little further 10 add to what I have
said, Sir William, unless you are disposed to
come to terms. It will be a terrible thing for
you ifI leave your house to-night without
something like a very definite understanding
with you. I will be straight forward with
you, Sir William, and in a word or two tell
you that to secure my secreey and co-opera-
tion in concealing the fact of this young Fow-

ler’s existence,~—sending him abroad aud keep-
ing him there ; you musi convey to me the fee
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“of a certain estate of yours, in the neighbor-

hood of the house where 1 live, worth, as I
reckon it, £2000 per annum; and further,
must cause it to be believed by the world
that I have been a bona fide purchaser of it.”

‘T'he baronet bithislips butevinced nosymp-
toms, of astonishment or anger ; “well, Sir,”
said he, moodily, ¢ I suppose I must consider
your proposal.” .

“ But allow me, Sir William, do you con-
sider it unreasonable, supposing you to have
ascertained the truth of my representations 7

“ Cestainly, sir, you might have been more
extravagant,” repli=d the bavonet, glooily,
and with a reluctant nir.

“But further, Sir William, this must be
done with no tll grace—no airs of condescen-
sion! It must be'done as between gentle-
men ! continued the attorney; you and I
must hereafter know each other, and associ-
ate together as equals®—the baronet’s blood
Loiled, and his eye flashed—* we must be in-
timate, and I shall expect the honor of your
good word, and introduction to your friends
of the country generally.” As Oxleigh said
this, the tears of agony were severil times
nearly forcing themselves from Sir William.
He rose from his chair, exclaiming in a low
tone, “I--1 cannot think that all this is

-real.”

“ Will you allow me to remind youthat pen,
“ink, and paper arebefore you, Str William,
and will you favor me with your written
promise to convey to e the property in ques-
tion ?”

“Jt will be lime enough 1o think of that,
sir, to-morrow after we shall have inspected
the parish register.”

“Exeuse me, Sir William, but, with sub-
-mission, we can do it now conditionally.—
Nothing like written accuracy on such ocea-
sions as these.”

& Well, sir, exclaimed the baronet, with a
profound sigh: and flinging himself down in
his ehair, he seized pen and paper and-wiote,
pretty nearly to the dictation of the attor-

ney:

4 Sir William Gwynne, buro’t of Gwynue
Hall, Shropshire, engages to convey 1o Job
Oxleigh Esq. of Oxleigh, in the same county,
the fee simple of a certain estate of the said
Sir William Gwynne, situate in the same
county, and known by the name of *The
Sheaves,” now of a rental of £2000 per an-
num, provided the said Job Oxleigh shall
prove the truth of his representations, and
-make good the undertakings specified by him
to me, this 15th of October, 1760. And, as
the said estate entailed upon me, I herchy en-
gage to suffer a recovery of (he same, in or-
der to et off the entail, for the purpose of al-
ienating such portion thereof as is above spe-
cified. William Gwynrne, Gwyune Hall, 15th
_-Oclober, 1760.” :

Mr. Oxleigh carefully read this agreement
over, folded it up, put it into his pocket-book,
and expressed himself satisfied with it. *“Now,
Sir William,» said he, in an altered tone,
“we understand oncanother, and may there-
fove proceed to business.” “Mr, Oxleigh—
Mr. Oxleigh, not gnite so fast, Sir! [ have not
yetascertained the truth of your extraordina-
ry representations ; ill which is done,- I will
not stir one step in the proceedings. I ex-
peet in the courseof to-morrow, tobe shown
the martiage, baptismal, and burial registers,
and to be putinto possession of the name and
residence of the young man we have heen
speaking of,  And you will allow me, Sir, to
take this opportunity of telling you. two
things ; that if I should find myself, afier ull,
deceived by you by my God, I will. get you
hanged ; or, if that cannot be done by law, I
will shoot you through the head. And I beg
secondly, that you will not-talk so much like
my equal—in such strain of familiarity with
me.  Sir, I will not bear such freedom. - It
chokes me to hear the tone of your specch to
me, Weshall never be friends so long as you
forget that Tam a gentleman and a baronet,
and you--but no maiter, Sir, it is against_my
natare to endure libertics of any kind.” The
baronet said all this sternly and bitterly, and
drew himself up to his full height as he con-
cluded. The attorney was abashed by the
flashing eye and proud bearing of the b.to iet,
and stammered something indistinctly about
the respect  certainly due to misfortune.”

“Sir, youratiention a moment,” said the
baronel, abruptly, seeing Oxleigh rising as if
togo; “tell me what is to be done in this
matter, supposing all toprove true that youw
have said. How is this young man. to be
found 2 how is he to be got securely rid of 2
inquired the baronet, anxiously. “ Why, Sir
William, I sce no other safe and sure way
than--kidnappjng him inthe night--blindfol-
ded—his army bound--and in that. fashion
convey him yfs)road. We could soon get him
to the Changiel.,” ’

“And who is to do all this? Must we
have more depositories of our seeret?’ -
quired the baronet, with a bitter smile, echo-
ing the cxpression a short time before used by
Oxleigh ; “Do you pretend to say that your
ownhands ave sufficient for this eruel—this
horrid work 27« No Sir William ; nor yet
are yours sufficient, even with mine: but we
‘must neither of us, therefore, be idle. e
must hire-at least two desperaie fellows, and
pay them well—stop up their mouths with
bank notes ; and, besides, there is no need for
themto be entrusted with the reason of what
they are doing ; we can easily give them any
story we like,” '

“Tt is a frightful business! Here the devil
has. taught you how to make a villain in a mo-
ment out of a man who, but an hour ago,
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might have believed his soul to be full of hon-
or and nobility ! Iam undone! I am fit for
- hell, for even listening to you!?

“ el i¢ is easily remedied ; I can tell you
a way of preserving spotless hanor—?

“What do you mean, Sir?’ inquired the
baroncet, abruptly. ‘

“By simply giving uwp your all,—surren-
dering your title and estate to a~—waggoner—
a common waggouner,~—making up to him two
or three hundred thousand pounds-—and ear-
ning your ownbread for the rest of your life.——
That, vow, Sir William, would certainly be
noble! 'The baronet groaned. ¢ e are all
the creatuves of circumstances, Sir William, ;
we must all yield to fate?’ “ Patter your
nonsense elsewhere, Sir 2 replied the baronet
angrily ; “I want no devil’s preaching here /?

“I wonder, Sir William,” retorted Ox-
leigh, thoroughly nettled by the Jofty bear-
ing of the baronet, and the contemptuous tone
in which he addressed him, “ you can so easily
furget that I, who am really and in fact your
master, yet consent to become your friend—
your a&viser! Have I notbeen moderate in
my demands? what if Thad demanded half
your fortune?”? .

“ And how do I know but you will hereafier ¢
Let me advise you, Mr. Oxicigh, not o irri-
tate a desperate man; for 1 now tell you, that
if you, were to increase your demands on me
above whatis already, perhaps, 100 easily con-
celed, I would certainly take your life 1

“Str William—T had better be frank with
you, as I said before—I never thought I sho’d
be free from danger, though *nothing ven-
ture, nothing have ; or that my life would be
otherwise than in perpetnal jeopardy, ond so
I willtell you atonce what arrangements I
have made to provide for my own sceurity, I
have drawn up a full statement of the matters
which [ have mentioned to you this eve-
ning, sealed it up and placed it in the handsof
my London agent, with explicit directions for
him to open it, when he hears of my death,
either naturally or violently, for atleast nine
years to come ; so that not enly wauld it do

ou no good 10 take away my life, Sir Wil-

iam, but it would immediately ruin you.”

“ Ah! well, here then, is an end of our bar-
gain. Give me up the paper I have put into
your hands! I will not treat with you on
such terms ! said thebaronet, his face blanch-
ed to a whiter hue than before,

“You cannot help yourself, 8t» William \»
replied the attorney, calmly. ~*Only be pleas-

" ¢d to reflect, and you will yourself see that
you eannot.” * * *

“Mr. Oxleigh,” said the baronet, suddenly,
“I have been thinking of this matter. Sup-
posing all to be as you say, and it should
prove necessary to send this man out of the
country, there is surely, there can certainly
be, no need for my appeaaance or meddling

in the business? I need not personally have
aband init! Cahnot Ileave itall to you,
Mr. Oxleigh, and your assistants ?”

“Then, Sir William, what secarity would
youhave? How would you know that I had
really performed my promise to you? ‘That
I had not played you false? Besides, Sir
William, this is a dangerous, a very black bu-
singss—a perilous, a deadly job; and X can-
not consent o bear it upon my own shoulders
—to stand alone in it.  You must help me,
Sir William—must work as hard and risk as
much as J.  Our hands must both assist in
removing this obnovious person!—I am a
man of my word, Siv William {—I cannot
foregnthis! 'To be equally safe, we must be
equally guilty, Sir William! equally com-
mitted to cach other :

“ Pray, Sir, what did you say this young
man’s name was : ’

“William Fowler Gwynne,; but he goes
by the name of William Fowler only.”?

“Poeshe know .that he bears the name of
Gwynne, Sir? Has he any inkling of what
you have now been telling me?”

“ No more than the dead !”?

“ What is he now 2

“Jam not quite sure, Sir William. He is
poor and ignorant; a carter, I believe, or
waggoner ; but Ishall know more by to-mor-
row.”

“Till to-morrow, then, Sir, we must part,”
said the baronet. * Be here to-morrow at
nine, and we will say more on the subject.
Good evening, Sir.” .

“Good evening, Sir William ; goodevening.
I shall be with youat nine to-morrow; and
hope we shall then bo betier friends. Good
evening, Sir William,” and Oxleigh presump-
tuously tendered his hand to the baronet, who
reluctantly laid his eold fingers—-the flesh
creeping the while with disgust; in those of
Oxleigh; and in a moment or two he was left
alone. He sat back in his ample arm-chair,
for nearly two hours, in stupified silence,
He was to have written three or four impor-
tantelection letters, and one to his intended
wife that evening; but being now unequal to
the task, he thrust his table from him, rung
for candles, and went to bed, sayiong to hié val-
et that he was ill. It need hardly be said that
he passed a fearful night ; several times being
on the point of leaping out of bed, and cam-
mitting suicide. True to his time, the villain
Oxleigh made his appearance at the Hall as
the elock was siriking nine. The baronet met
him with a fevered brow and bloodshot eyes;
and in half an hour’s time, both of them had
stepped in the carriage, which Sir William had
ordered to be in readiness. They drove ra-
pidly into Somerset-shire, and the baronet re-
turned thunderstruck with what he had seen ;
ample and indubitable corroboration of all Ox-
leigh had told him overnight; a ruined and a
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blighied man. It was long before herecover-
ed the stunning efiects of the disclosure. He
gradually became passive in the bands of Ox-
Jeigh, . ‘Fhe servantsat the Hall, and the bar-
onet’s fricnds, equally wondered what could
be the reason of Oxleigh’s perpetual presence
at the Hall, To Ue Continued.

TERE QABLARD:
HIAMILTON, SATURDAY, JANUARY 5, 183%,

T'he New- Year.~Gentle Reader! the wheels of time
have swiftly hurried another year to a close! Whea we
take a retrospective glance of the past, we tremblo fur the
futiwe! Many that partook of the festivitics at the birth of
Eightcen Hundred and Thirty. Three, will, cre ithas follow-
ed il predecessor, pass froin time into eterpity.! o, who
snstaing us from day to day, “is no respecter of persons.~+
Tl ricl: the paor, the high the low, the lord and beggar,
oll find the same resting place.  How drue then, that “ihe
days of man are fow and full of trouble.””” Insiead of ree
joicing at the future, let us mourn over the past-~the grave
of some departed feiend ! Consider, reader! and

Counl o’er the ties Ie’s broken—
Count o’er each perish’d token.

The Canadian Magazine.—We undevstand that M,
K:bbald, n gentloman every way qualified, will issue the
first number of 2 monthly work under this title, carly in
this month. Not possessing a prospectus, we are unprepar-
cd to give it a further notice. Ehould Mr. Sibbald favor us
with acopy, we will anatomize it.  Mr. Colin Forrie is an
agent for this vicinity,

The Canadian literary Magazine.-We gave notice in our
Just number, that a “ young gentleman” was about to is.
sucto the world guch a thing. We have since lcarned that
the editor isa lod, recently from England, and more re-
cently from this village,~~a inaster Keat.  The fivst nam-
Ver is in embryo.

The Rochester Gem.—~We bave received the firsl num-
‘ber of volume5. We have had occasion to speak of this
work before, but we are right surc the present number ex-
ceeds any previous one ; and it containg, by way of embel-
lishment, a correct view of the Yunkee Capitol. The Gom
hing many valueble correspandonts. We by no means wish
to insinvate that its editor is incapable of ‘*acting cditor
and correspondent.” His remarks, generally, are charae-
teristic of the heart, from whence they flow.  As a speci-
men, we give the following extract from his addrcss to the
patrons of the Gem, at the close of 1832:

“Patrons snd frieods! Another year isclostogupon ns—
anew one isopening,  Tine is 1'ke the resiless and des-
truetive voleuno; ever heaving up the poar disquict spirits
that cluster upon its verge—ever bursting intoeternity with
its victims, ug if to fill iis shoreless portals!  Euch yoar it
changes its cognomnen, as i€ to notcl in _cacl century the
eventfu) periods in 1he whole worhl! Rut we all have a
work to do, cach for himgelf. 1t is well, occasionally to
turn our uttention to the mighty machinery of the Universe,
and as we atlempt to contemnplate that whicl we cun illy
undorstan:l, centye our thoughisin ndoration upon the Greut
Author, But weshould nt stand and idly gaze away our
precious hours until our saud is spent—ie should learn
wisdom (rom the past, to profit us in the foture.

Patrons—you who had but ane yeav langer to live inthe
commencement of 1882, are now about closing yonr ea-
reer! Do you know which of you it may be? You who
hiad ten 1o live at that time, have now onc less.  These lit-
tle sands, afas! how fast they full!—yet Ilcath has been
busy through cvery second. He hos taken his millions
within the prst yenr, and yet his march is on.  Time con-
not outgtrip him—Na, he makes time help hin on in his
dreadfal work. But death is the door-way to Eternity! are
weo any of us preparod to cnler 1

ADDRESS’
TO THE PATRONS OF TAE GARLAND,

As whisparing low the passing breeze
Iis wild hurp tunes umia the trees,

Singing the (lecting year to rost:
It breathies \he Will of ihat Wise Power,
By whose command eseh passing hour

And year is onward press'd.

Therc's some will gigh and drop a tear,
O’er by-gone scenes of grief

Wihiile othérs happicr will uppear,
‘Whase bosoms find relief.

We, grateful for onr Patrons proise,
Aml for their gew'rous aid;

Give thanks to those whose sunny
The Ganvaxe's leaves display’d :

Wethank them, thatour rising sun

Through them, is summit soon will win,

To hail the Genius of our youth,
Aad being to light its lafeat fire,
Arvay’d in wisdinn, 1aste and truth—
Has been our sule desire.

Oh heppy land, in which we livet
Our fate, fair Canunda, and thing
fo link'd, we must together thrive,

Or sink beneath u common shrine,

The star of knowledge is our guide,
With it aur tace begun ;

Throngh friends and foes, whate’er betide,
‘Thus fur its course has run.

Now, ominous auother ycar
Coines smiling on the world ;

Expectant hope and futnre fear,
Our fancy has unfurl'd.

Its tale iz hidden from the eye,
And from the scan of all but One—
‘Who sitting on Ilis throne on high,
Doth future evenis plan. C

And if the Gartano's frogrance, still
Should win each fair-one’s care,
Well still exert our ntmost skill,
‘To charm the witching foir.

AN hail, New.Year! welcome agaln |

rays

Bring pleasure in thy train; ”
Health, peace and happiness 1o cheer
Ench coming day, throughout the year,

And goothe the throe of pain. C.M D.

Hamilton, January 1, 1833,

To Correspondents—We have the satiefaction of Inying
boforc our readers the productions of several * highly tal
ented” individuals. $Such un acquisition, we think, spooka
volumes in our favor, We have, however, a number who
arz possessed of so little genitus, that we sholl be * under
the necessity of consigning them over to Morpheus.” If
“che girl Tlove,” Is recognized by a “ Youth,” he must be
Llezsied with a keener conception than was Astra. e re-
mindsug of Norcistus, a very beautiful youth, who, folling
in love with his own shadow in water, pined away iato a
daffodil. His “7To Miss,” did miss—~the columns of the
CGarland.

“*Qeres,” is any thing but the goddess of poetry, We
shall deem it an act of justice if she styles herself tha god-
desa of ngriculture.

There is a slight modalily existing between the * Mid.
night 8cene,” and good sense.

“ A Student,” will accept our thanks for his “adicu to
antumn.”  We hope to hear irom him again,

Can our Lockport correspondent inform us of the etymon
of the* Conster ¥ 1t is on file for a second reading.

Adventure, cvidonly by o young Englishman, des:ribing
a peailous tour, is reecived.  The quotations are very ime
perfects and ehiould we attempt a revisal, we fear the con.

1 Wedi n peculiar qual in his style,
worthy a further trinl.  “Wy a quelque those do gracieux
dans ce tablean,” We solicit a continiance. e

Friendship ie u good essay. Itshall have o p!ace.‘

Wa return our sincere thanks to the writer, for our Ad.
Aress, Also, for his hind feclings towards us.
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Original.
. LOVE IN TIIE ARMY
Afizhting old soldier fel) wmadly
Intove with a fliring coguelto,
‘Who pester'd her lovera most sadly—
Like wice in the claws of a cat.
At times she Wwas plessant and funny,
But soon without reason gol vox'd;
This mowent far sweeter thon honey,
Move-bitler than eloes the next. -

ler form was a pérfect Madona,
As sculptor e’er chisel’d from stone;
Tler vaice far ekcell’d & Clemana,
For music;and -sweetness of tone.
Her lips were like Poming red clierrieg— -
Iler colorSiberii’s snows ; .
Her foot was as neat as a rnlry’s,
Hor cheeks far out-crimson®d the rose.

Iler lavers, spe))-bound by her magic,
Whin'd, fretied and wheedled in vain,

*Till the wise.oncs declar'd something tragle,
Would flow {rom her tickle disduin,

She canter'd all day en a pony,
Or saunter’d the'stréets upund down ;

A flittiug with cach’Macaroni,
And dandified spoony in town.

The soldier long strove to unfetter
His heart-strings, but finding it vain,
Rcsolved! to indite n war-letter,
To cach of the dandified train.
Less skifled with the quill thau the rapier, -
And having spoil'd'many a pen
+ And neat litsio eheet of gilt papor,
He verbally challeng’d hiis inen.

To meet him, prepared with a swivel
A shot for the fair-one to take;
But fghting they veckon'd wacivil,
So gave.up their claims (ot hissake.
‘The sollicr a fove-tale in verses,
Address'd to the fair-one.in rhymo ;
The tongne of tradition relienses,
Their:tenor (os follows) sublime

¢ Have mercy hright mirror of beanty!
Campassion ! pray thou wiltlake,

On him who would-count it his duty,
To lay down-his life for thy sake.

Pve danc’d in the Spanish Bblero,
With Freachmen in ull parts of Spain;

Ten places besides Talavera,

re thousands lay dead on the plain.

#To raise my sad heart above zero—

That thirty below it doth stand ;
Accept of the hand of a hero,

Yours, ever love, SAMSON SIIARPORAND,”
e waited threo weeks for an answer,

And like an old soldier-he swore,
On hearing a puppet-show dancer,

Bhe fled with twelve minutes befere.

. JEREMY LOVESICX,

Orlginal.
. ‘THE GIRL I LOVE.
Thy last sweet looks cling to wny heart
o flimly, time can never mgve .
Them thenee, and oft my teas will start,
Till wo shall meet ngain, my love.

My heart sincore for thee was fram’d
Iy 1ind from thee dolh never rove,
For months of thee each night I drcam'd
With all the ecstacy of love,

‘There’s none on earth so gnad, so fuir—
None that can chorm likethee, my love
Thy winning amile and modestair,
Strange mogic wrought on e, my love,
‘Then say the gentle word Lwish,
And hie to church with me, iy love—
'l kiss away the malden blugh
‘Then on thy chiock will be, my love.
) TWhen thou say’st yes, life’s future hours,
*' Will sweetly speed away iy love ;
‘We'll poss the thorns and'culi the flowers,
That ehanee flings in our way, my love.
Barton, Dee, 1832, YOUTH.

Orginal. .
LINES ON EVENING.

‘When the sun no more is seen,

. Brightlv glowingin the west;

‘When misty clonds o’ereast the sky,
And all has sunk to rest. -

‘When nought is henrd but the southcrn hreeze,
Gontly passing by ;

Then softest strains of musicseem,
In tho wind’s wild notcs to sigh.

Whon the silont streom is stealing,
‘I'hrough some sweetly shaded grove ;

And cich gentle wave scems siriving,
Not tv wake Lhe peace ubove.

+ 8uch is the evoning’s Llissful hour,
As atimo for rest ’twas given ;
A time to lift our henrts in prayer,
Up to the throne of Heaven,
York, Dec. 1832,

M.A.B.T.

Original.
MILD AUTUMN ADIEU!

Mild autumn adiew! from thy flowers

‘Lhieir frogrance aud beauly have flown,
Tathe Mussulivan’s over-green bowers,

‘Where wiater’s chill blast is unknown,
Through thegroves of the Iarem they steal,

To the Minaret dome and Kicsk,
Sultsna’s with sweets Lo regale

And the Infidel hiordes of the Mosque,

Sweot autumn ! alf fled Is thy froit
‘Ihit tempted like gold on thetree ;
And the winged musician is mute,
That hymn’d his last anthem to thee
Fav, fur from the bonghs of the lime,
Where thy dirge-note he mournfully sung—
He hath flown toa sunnier clime,
Where the vines with rich clusters avo hang.

Allscattered around are thy leaves,

‘To moulder upon the cold ground—
The blast o'er them dolefully grieves,

With & wailing and sorroivful sound.
ONl Winter all hoary with yeurs,

Drives on with his chiming sleigh-bell;
Al) nature in mourning appears,

As ho tolleth thy fancral knell..

. Dack vapors o'cr shadow he aky,

As they rush thraugh the dim atmosphere ;
Ever changing thelr forms as they fly,

What a steange geoup of phantoms is there.
Through the key-lole and lattice, the breeze

Is chonling a canzonet shrill— N
Loud wail the bare bouzhs of the trees,

While the snow gathers deep on euch hill,

Grim Winter with frowns on his face,
Comes wrap'd in his maotle of suow;
INisupproach at the enves you may trace,
Wiiere hisicicles silently grow.
Cold Wiater, oh speed thee away,
‘That Spring her greon Jeaves may unfold,
And Sumimer, her offepring, um:(v
In ctneralds spangledt with gold. A STUDENT.
York Callege, Dee. 1832,

Hellidorus says, “ Women area compound
of trees ; the tender hearted of weeping wil-
low, the stubborn of knotted oak,and old maids
of crab tree ™

Gratitude.—A celebrated advocate heing
1 on the point of death, made his will, and be-
queathed-all his wealth to idiots and lanatics.
On being asked the reason, he replied that he
wished to return his riches to those from whom
he had drawn them.
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T0 THE MEMORY OFSIR WALTER SCOTT.
.. . ByRobert.Gilfllan.
( Minstrel sleeps!—the charm is o'er,
he bow] beside the fount is broken,
we shall hear the harp no more ’
‘hose tones to every land hath.spoken!

Minstrel sleeps !—and common clay
aims only what is common now ;
eye hath lost its kindling ray,

d darkness sits upon his brow!

Minstrel sleeps !—the spell is past,

is Spirit its last flight hath taken ;
magic-wand is broken atlast

}hose touch all things to life conld waken!

Minstrel sleeps !—the glory’s fled,

e soul’s is returned back to the giver,
all that e’er could die is dead
[ him whose name shall live for ever!

Minstrel sleeps !—and Genius mourns
tears of woe, and sighs of sorrow;
hough each day his song returns,

e Minstrel’s voice, it knows no sorrow!

Minstrel sleeps! and Death, oh ! thou
t Jaid the mighty with the slain—

mantle fallen, is folded now,

d who may it unfold again?

he Horned Owl.—Itis during the pla-
erenity ofa beautiful summer night
the current of the water moves si-
along, reflecting {rom the smoothe
ce. the silver radience of the moon,
hence all else of animated nature
sunk in repose, that the great horn-
1, one of the Nimrods of the feather-
bes of our forest, may be sailing
y and rapidly on, intent on the des-
on of the objects designed to form
d. The lone steersman on the
nding boat observes the nocturnal
r gliding on extended pinionsacross
ver, sailing over one hill and then
er, or suddenly sweeping down-
, and again rising in the air like a
s shadow, now distinctly seen, and
mingling with the sombre shades of
rrounding woods, fading into obscu-
The bark has now floated to some
ce, and is opposite the newly clear-
ch of ground ; the result of a qua-
rst attempt ot cnltivation, in a place
shaded by the trees of the forest.

¢ moon shone brightly on his hut,
ht fence, the newly planted orchard,
tree; “which spared by the axe,

as a roosting place for the scanty

stock of poultry which the néw . comer

“has procured frem some -neighbor. . A-

mong them rests a turkey-hen; covering

| ber offspring with extended wings, The

great owl, with eyes as keen as “those of
a falcon, is now seen hovering abové the
place. He hasalready espied the quar-
ry, andsiis sailing in wide circles medita-
ting his Plan of attack. ~ The turkey-hen,
which at another time might be sound
asleep, is now, however so intent on_ the
care of her young brood, that she rises, on
het legs and piwrs so Joudly, as she opens
her wings and spreads her tail, that she
rouses her neighbours, the hens;»togéther
with their protector. .

The cacklings which they at first. emit
soon become a general - clamour., - The
squatter hears the uproar, and on his feet
in an instant, rifle in hand ; the priming’
examined he gently pushes open-his half

| closed door, and peeps out cautiously, to

ascertain the cause by which “his ‘repose
had been disturbed. Hée observes the
murderous owl just alight on the ‘dead
branch of a tall tree, when, raising his’
never failing rifle, he takes aim, touches
the trigger, and the next instant seés the
foe falling dead to the ground. The bird
is unworthy his farther attention, and is
left a prey to some prowling opossom or
other carniverous quadruped. Again all
around is tranquility. In -this manner
falls many a great -owl on our frontiers,
where the species abound. o

The Pole and Parisian.—The follow-'
ing narrative is going the rounds of  the,
French papers :— o

*Ten years ago, M. Joseph Strasze-
wich, a young Luthuanian enjoying a
large fortune, made a visit of pleasure to
Paris, and lodged at the hoetel des Bains,
in the rue St, Thomas duLouvre. One )
morning, as he was on the point of going
out to keep an appointment, a young man
of interesting appearance, in a state of
great agitation, came into his apartment,
and said—“Youare a Pole: I have ser-
ved with your brave countrymen under
Napoleon: I know they never réfuséd to”
render a service when' it was in their
power. With this confidence I came to
tell you, that I am suffering from an us-
expected loss. Ihave immediate need




" of a sum of money, (which he named.)—

" T'o ‘you this is a trifle ; 1o me me it will
rescue my wife and children from des-
pair.” The sum, though not considera-
blo, was too much to give to a man who
had no clainis, and who did not even
‘mention his name. M. de. Straszewich
hesitated a moment; but the next human-
ity overcame prudence, and he: placed it
in the hand of the supplicant. I{Jpon the
recent insurrection in Poland, M. de
Straszewitch took uparmsin the cause
ofhis country. This being lost, his es:
tate was confiscated, and himself again
in Paris, asa refugee. A few daysagoa
genileman entered his lodgings, and as-
ked him if he recollected his person,—
M. Straszewich answered him in the ne-
gative, and the visitor then declared
‘himself to be the person whom he had
formerly saved (rom ruin, and said, Tho’
you may have forgotten tnat act of be-
nevolence, I have not. Ik=ow your mis-
fortunes, and am come to repay the mon-
ey 0 kindly advanced, with interest;”
at the same time placing upon the tablea
sum amounting to about double that which
Had been so generously advanced. The
visitor then declared that he was M.
L——, at the head of a comwmercial house
at Bordeanx, in great proaperity, which
he owed intirely to M. Straszewich, M.
L—— then urged his benefactor to come
‘and visit his family, who would receive
him with open arms. M. Straszewich
accepted the original sum advanced, but
refused the interest, declaring that he
could not make up his mind to derive a-
ny profit frommoney laid out under these
circumstances. He expressed bis ac-
knowledgementfor the invitation to Bor-
deaux, butdeclined it, resolved to main-
tain hisindependence.

VHit GENESEE FARMER and Gordener’s

Journal, published by L. Tucker & Co. Rochester, N,
¥.—N. Gnodsel), Editor.

119 leuding objecthas been and will be, to impert

that information, tending in the groutest degrec to the im-

rovement of tho Agriculture, LHorticulture, and Domestic
conomy of the country.

23" The firat volumo can be supplicd to all now subseri-
bérs und bonnd in a neat mannor, jor such o8 desireit. In
soliciting the patronage of the public, and cspecially of
Air-cnnuml'r_nd Horticultural Socicties, the publishers
avk aid no furtier than an intelligent farming public may
think they dosorve,

Oundilioins.—1te Parmor I8 printed every Saturdey, ina
quarto form, on fine papor and fair type, with a title page
and index mukin‘g 416 pagos a year, at 32 50, payablo in ¥
monthg, or §2, i paid i advance, :

The Shrine, -
_VOLUME SECOND, .

N the first day of January next, wii
0 be issued thz first num{er o;“a]:
second Volume of The Shrine,—condy,
ted by a number of Undergiaduates 3,
Amherst College. This publication yj
be issued regularly ever month, six nyp,
bers forming a volume of at least ty
hundred octave pagesof original mate,
The Editors'will say nothing of the mey.
its' of the first volume :—they refer thog
who take an interest in literary periodie,
als, to the numbers already published,
and to the notices which appear in iy
public prints. .

Terms.~—One Dollar for the Volume;
~~to be paid alwaysinadvance. Perso
procuring five subseribers, and- forwar]
ing five Dollars, will be entitled to a vo)
ume free of charge. '

N. B, Thework will beenlarged, m
otherwise improved, if the subscription
list shall warrant such an increase of e
pense. Itis requested that subscriben
names be sent by the first of Decem
next,

Soap & Candle Manufactory
HE Subscriber begs to inform
public that he has commenced sh
ahove business in the town of Hamilto
where he intends to carry it on in alli
various branches.

The highest price will at all times
paidin cash, for Tallow and Soap Greas
Persons wishing to purchase SOAP a
CANDLES, either by Box or Retail,a
requested o call at the Stores of Coli
Ferrie & Co. in Hamilion, Brantford an
Waterloo, where they will find a goo
supply, and at the lowest Market pri

THOMAS ORR.

Hamilton, 20th Nov. 1832. Swl

B‘OR SALE—Tifty acres of Land, on
-~ Norih end of Lot no. 35, 2d Concessi
i the township of Westminster, within th
miles and a halfof London Court House,
watered, and good improvements on il ®
good chance for payment will be given
giving good security. For particulars, &
quire of James Jackson, who lives on i
premises, or at this Office, or of Samuel €
nell, near Dundas. Dec. 22, 183

‘HOB PRINTING done at the office of

ALTRED, Saddle and Harness ?

g the _Ggr!and. :

v

S4s ker, Hamilton, Uggp, )



