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To the Readers of the Glarland.
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-WaEi. we issued our.first number. we had many doubts, asto the course we ought

to pursue. Many of our readers are already aware that the Garland .was not the

C e

first to make the frial. " Already hadgits two predecessors sunk into the shades of -
obscurity, never to glimmer again, hgfore we entertained the slightest idea of makitig *

-the third trial. We well knew that in commencing a publication of this kind and in -
the manuer we did, that many woulde the rebufls we should meet, and that it would

‘be a long time before the public become fully convinced of our intentions. This in
view, we issued our first number without the consolation of seeing the name of o

single individual on our list, and distributed them {hrough the country to sucb, as we

then thought, would be willing to manifest their good wishes towards sustaining us,

by ordering it continued. It is thé custom; (and whatis a-custom is as good asa':

law) for the printer, after paying a penny on it, to send his paper to whom he pleas-

cs; and a8 much the custom among men, on the receipt of any paper, to return it,

if they do not wish to have it cotinued : . This is a privilege that every person hasa

right to enjoy. But it is one much abused. For within a few day past, after re- -
ceiving four; five, and six numbers, some gentlemen have putus:to the expense of
paying postage on their letters, merely to imform us that they .« wish to have our- bill
presented for payment, and the Garland discontinued ;” when the- usual method ' .
would have been' preferable and much to our advantage, as these numbers ‘are ren- :

dered-useless to them, besides they are a lossto us.  What can be the motives of -
such men, is to us a mystery ; unless it is to subject us to as much cost as possible:

It is true, that at the commencement we solicited the patronage and influence ofall
. who had a desire to see us go on our way rejoicing, and by so doing we have made

a valuable discovery. Much good will has been manifested by many, from unex-

. pected sources, which has stimulated us to a constant increase of exertion to render

our paper interesting, and hasin no small degree tended to reward -us for that “exer~

tion by swelling our list of patrons.  To them, we acknowledge ourselves in a great
measure indebted, for tl:e unexampled success with which our efforts have becn
- crowned; and tosup‘pose us otherwise than grateful to such persons, would be ac-
cusing us of & want of that feeling, which we are certain we possess. None but the
- penury-pinched miser would ever think of discournging 2 plan calculated to benefit
his fellowsin general, by every low autifice in his power. ’

»

Many objections have been made to the Garland on aceon

' Y ntof its small size.— .
It.was commenced on a sheet of such dimensions as we were prepared to maintian -

for one year. At the end of the first volume, it was our original intention to increase -

the number of pagés to sixteen, should the patronage at that period promise as ‘faiv

~a8 necessary to defray the extra expense.. The size corresponds with the terms.—

. After paying the postage, and other incidental expenses, very little will be ieft us for

- our labor. . But we shall be content if we succeed in gaining the object we had in- -

view, viz:—TO RAISE THE GENIUS—TO MEND THE HEART, AND
.GAIN THE CONF IDNCE OF THE PUBLIC.

Several communications were received 100 late for inger=
tion in this number ; they shall appear as soon as ouyr lime
its will allow. Our thanks te ¢ Spectator,” and C. M. D.



THE GARLAND.

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

voI‘.I.
POPYLAR PARIBS.

. . Original,
REWARD OF VIRTUE.

There is something so intrinsically estima-
ble in a virtuous course of cotiduct in life, a-
part from the praise ever thrown in bright-
ness around it by the lightof religion, that
let it exist where it will, the nature ef man
seems to'stamp an' indelible worth upon it,
and the mysterious hand of Providence in-the
course of time, to exalt and reward its pos-
sessor. Itismotto inspired rcligion that we
are indebted for this unerring estimation of
virtne among all nations of men: jtis held up
as thetrinmphant rival of vice and sin, -and
the valued idol of nations who despise the
Christian and Jawish religion, as well as by
those who never have heard of their existence.
Although I professedly believe the savage,
whose mind is vacant and void of thoughtful
reflection, similar to the new-born babe’s, 10
have no just conception of goed and evil, or in-
nate sense of right. Stillall nations, by social
intercourse and civilization, smoothed in their
manners and given to reflection and thought,
never are exempt from a distingnishing-ap-
preciation of right and wrong, or vice an§ vir-
tue. So beautiful is virtue! So glorious are
the beams of her never-fading face! She, a-
long, is the best companion of the departing
soul upon the bed of death. Ile alone, can
die with smiles upon a frowning world, whose
conscience lells him with departing sweet-
ness, “I cameinto the world for a purpose,
which Providence thro’ reason, kindly learn-
ed me to perform. 1 have done my duty to
the world, to my fellow-men, and ecreated
things; and now, O death! where is thy bit-
terness! Iheed thee not! 1 smile npon my
fate, and let my soul return to the hands of
that Almighty Being and disposer of all things,
who first bade me smile in consciousness up-
on his adorable creation.” This is mere{;r
annexed as a prologue to the following story,
to give the reader an idea of the intention of
the author in writing the tale. It will always
be my plan 1o instil inio the minds of my read-
ers useful knowledge, rational morality, and
things of commeon sense. .

The.age of petty novelists and enchanting
romances, who awake the mind to every dis-
tressful feeling, and ruin by empty imagina-
tion, the ideas and coneeptions of life, of per-
sons who before touching their baneful witch-
craft, were rationaland just in their views of
things. I mean by no means to condemn all
the novels of the age ; for many of them may
be useful, particularly those of a modern date,
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which border more on common-sense and
morality, than the extraneous glittering and
bombast of older novelists. Sir Walter Scott,
the greatest novelist of modern times, although

in many of his novels he has mingled the his-

tory of many nations of Europe in the mid-
dle ages, which circumstance gdds, greatly to
their atherwise, inutility, would fiid ¢ould he
visit theavorld a century hencé, that posterity:
valued his imaginative pages as litile as our
moderns of fashionable taste on the contrary,
were assiduous in devouring their glittering
emptiness, he would then say, had he written
half a dozen booksof the knowledge of the
world—had he embodied all his studied char-
asters and ideas of man, in laying down which
many exultingly say he-so much excelled, in
one volume, the libravies of posterity still
would have glittered with their presence, and *
time could never efface their worth, *An an-
thor who writes for money, never need ¢ex-
pect the hands of* posterity to handle his ve<
nal scraps. :
But {0 return to my subject, there lived in
the neighborhood of one another, two cous-
ins; who, after marrying, had emigrated from
England to acertain partof America. They
were both persons of respectability and for-
tune, and'had always been on the most inti-
mate terms. In seliling, therefore, in a for-
eign land, they pitched upon quite adjacent
estates; in this way they livedhappily for ma-
ny years, hoping in young families and in-
creasing fortunes, a bountiful share of world-
1y happiuess. But, alas! such hopes are of-
ten 100 vain; an unforeseen event,—a malig-~
nant fever—cut off, in thebud of life and in -
the midst of prosl)erity, Mr, Clayton, his wife,
and ‘youngest child, a daughter, who were ali
buried in oneday. They left behind, to de-
plore their loss, (wo sons, George and Heury,
at the tender age of six and eight. The cous-
in of Mr. Claytlon, Mr. Walton, was made by
the deceased father, the guardjan and sole ex-
ecutor of his children and property, which
was large. It was the last and dearest duty
a friend could call another to accept and ful-
fl, and it was one which Mr. Walton cheer-
fully undertook and performed for many
years, with the strictest justice and impartial-
ity. He made thetwo young children a part
of his family and educated them as bis own
children. After years, however, are to reveal
a tale in which I hope a moral Jies. The read-
er will easily tell whetherany blame is to be
attached to the guardian or not. .
Some six years after the death-of Mr. Clay-
ton and his wife, Mr. Walton met with a seri-
ous loss in the death of Mrs, Walton, who di-
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THE ISOLATED MAN.

ed of a fall from a wagon. He had never had
but two children, one of which died very
young; the other, a daughter, was now in
her twelfth year, of whom the [ather was ex-
tremely fond, being his only child. Mr. Wal-
ton was a manof a very large fortune. He
kept George and Henry at school uutil one
was nineteen and the other seventeen. Ien-
ry, the youugest, was decidedly the brightest
of the two boys; and had, indeed, at school,
displayed promising hopes of future genius
and ulility. His lemper and disposition were
conciliating, wild, and passive. 1le had aro-
mantic and somewhat mclancholy turn with
him; still he was good-natured and playful.
George was the reverse ; he wasstern, haugh-
ty and passionate, envious and jealous. Tt
always had been his endeavor tooutdo Henry
in every thing at school, but his attempts were
always frustrated by the superior abilities and
modesty of Henry. He showed the same en-
vious disposition towards many of his school-
mates,

Itis often difiicult to distinguish beiween
envy and emulation : although in reality their
difference is as wide as virtne and vice,  As,
however, virtue is frequently led captive by
viee ; so does emulation, which is praisewor-
thy initsell, too ofien incline to envy and
malice. Some even imagine a commixture of
the two, envy and emulation, which are fre-
quently found thus joined, to be simply merit-
orious emulation alone. However, itis a false
interpretation of its qualities. ‘I'rue emula-
tion, Henry Clayton had; and he exerted it
over all his school-mates, often to their raun-
cor and disappointiment.  George on the con-
tray, envied the person, who to his sorrow,
had more abilities given him by nature than
himself. It was not science that he so much
eoveted, or knowledge ; but he wished to low-
erall but hiimsell and detract from their worth,
‘This envy towards enry, never ceased in
the breast of George, from the timne of leaving
school.

A year more, saw him more advanced in
life, and he never failed to try to lessen the
worth of Henry in the eyes of their guardian,
with whom Henry from many circumstanees,
had now become a particular fovorite, One
thing in particular gained this partiality, viz:
Henry’s aptitnde in composing poetry and
ballads, which greatly diverted the old man:
who had himself been something of a poet and
literary character throughiout life,  This, in
the heart of George, conld hardly be borne,
for he always coveted the first place in his
guardian’s esteem. From long acquaintance
und mutual friendship with the daughter of
their patron, these two brothers, srowing into
manhood would naturally be thought to have
formed some more interesied love for her,

“gincetheir marriage coyld not be stopped from

nearness of relationship, which was hardly re-
cognizable. )

Miss Margaret Walion, now in her fifteenth
vear, had been partial to George, which in’
boyhood he ofien boasted of to Henry, though
nothing to his sorrow, since Henry even at
this time, was not partial to Margaret; aitho’
her love for him had certainly of late increas-
ed, to the diappointment of George.

George Claylon, in personal appearance,
was snperior 10 his brother, which added
creatly to bis pride.  But Margaret Walton
was one of those estimable young women who
never allowéd her heart to be swayed but by
virtue, in the object of her affection. ‘Thus
with her George’s hopes -were by no means
encouraging. Henry devoted much of his
time to literary pursuits, being steady and
virtnous in his habits. George, like many
youths of his age, followed very different pur-
suits. His were, youtiful debauvchery and
immorality, which are too apt to lead to fu-
ture misery and regret. e daily had cause
to grow more jealous of Henry, and even
grew cold to his fair lover, Margarct, from
her changed affection.  Long had he ponder-
ed on some plot to ruin the prosperous hopes
of his bruther. He complaineed of him to bis
guardian, who was now well advanced in
years,and perhaps too credulous, for com-
mitting riots, privately, in the neighborhood.
He even wentso far as to enlice him out at
different times by false prowises, and left him
waiting behind, whilst he returned home to
his bed, where he would be seen by Mr. Wal-
ton, and the absence of Heary discovered.—
These tricks, however, were soon seen thro’
by Heovy, and as scon by Mr. Walton, &

George at last, withsome of his vicious com-
panions, determined to disguise himsclf in
Henry’s clothes, and to break into his guar-
dian’s house in the dead of night, with the -

tent of robbing it.
TO BE CONCLUDED N OUR NEXT.

The Isolated Man—T saw him slanding
by the grave of her he Joved, and as the last
turf was placed by the sexton, he covered his
face with his hands, and burst into tears. In
a motent he collected himselfand said

“Iam alone. This is the last, the only re-
Iative I had onearth. Six times have I been
childless and now the partner of my life is
placed by their side.  Would to God I were
sleeping there too,” Heturned to the weep-
ing spectators around, “ What haveIleft on
earth?  You can return 1o your homes, and
sitdown together with companions and child-
ren, but my house is desolate.  Iam detach-
ed from every thing on earth. Iamlikea
blighted tree in the midst of a désert

The wind howled on the plain—the slect
blew upon the newly-covered grave, They

tarned away,~and ‘T waiched this isolated:
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mourner, as he slowly walked to his desola-
ted mansion. The minister and one domes-
tic accompanied him. He sat down in his
solitnde. = He tasted not again the social en-
dearments of life, but lives like a solitary ex-
ile, who is forbidden to mingle with mortals,
and who expects not nor seeks any more good
in the land of the living,

God had a meaning, when he said “Itis
not good for man to be-alone.” He dwindles,
he droops. And his soul was made to mingle
with kindred souls—his tongueto interchange
those idcas which kindle a mutual altachment
which warm the heart, and qualify for more
eminent good ; and when all intercourse be-
tween man and wan is suspended. Tis then
he shows how vain to live, when he lives a-
lone, Female Advocate,

Grumbling.—Some people are ever grum-
‘bling. If thiey have not great troubles, they
have little ones to keep them freiling, and ma-
ny would say of them that they grumble
merely for pastime. A fretful disposition is
of no advautage—it only makes the possessor
and those connected with hiny miserable. The
better way-is always to look on the bright side
of things, for we shall meet with trouble e-
nough in the world, without turning out of
our way {o seek it. Grumbling makesa hard
job harder, sours the temper, unnecessarily
fatigues both body and mind, and never (acil-
itates business, Bamstable Journal.

Salary.—A respectable clergyman in the
neighbourhood of Boston, being at the resi-
dence of one of his wealthy and hospitable
pavishioners, made some complainis of the
pitiful sum allowed him for his labor, and
concluded by wishing il enlarged, that he
might be able comfortably to support and
bring up an increasing family. A colored
servant happening to come in at the moment,
and hearing something aboutsalary, aud fam-
ily, thought the minister was complaining of
the drought and scarcity of vegetables; and
running into the-garden, he conveyed to the
chaise'of the clergyman a large quantity of
celery, &e.  Alterthe worthy guest had gone
the negrocame in, and with a countenance
free fromn blushes, says “Massa, guess Mr.—
got salary enough uow, I eram his big empty
box full» - Tiaveller.

Irish Johnstone was asked by a linguist
what they called potatoesin Ireland. Faith,”
said Jack,“we never call them at all; we
Jetch them when we want them.”

Spreeing it.—1"wo Jonathans stepped into

a bar-room in this town, aud, calling for one
glass of rum, dranlk it between them. A long
cigar was then purchased, and cut intwo, and
_with enviable complacency the two buckslean-
ed back in their chairs, rolling out dense vol-

umes of lobaceo-smoke. At length one broke
silence with “I say Jo, whal d’ye ’spose
mother would think if she knew we were here
in Hamilton spreeing it 1?

The Soldier’s Wife.~* Who comes there?”?
said a seutinel to a person coming near his
post. “A friend,” softly said a timid.voice.—
“ Advance and give the parole.” The same
soft, timid voice, said, “Love.”? “Love,”said
the sentinel “i$ not the patole, and you cannet
pass.”  “Indeed, this is cruel indeed, not to
allow a sergéant’s wile Lo pass, in take, per-
hiaps, her Jast farewell, I beseech you tolet
me pass cre the morning’s battle takes place;
let me spend this night in his compavy, I
have travelled forty miles toseehim.”  “ Pass,
friend : all’s well.? It proved her last fare-
well,

Taking Newspapers.—“Do you take a
newspaper, neighbor 2’  “Yes? ¢ What
one,??  “Take! egad, why I take all that K
can lay my hands on "

Qriginal.
ACROSTIC TO CNIRISTIANA.
J=ould’st thon but love the youth who loves you true,
H—is constunt heart would bow that love tosue :
R—egard then, dearest maid, your humble swain
I—n pity prove his happiness again.
S—jnuere affection show, and kindly prove
T—0 hitn who dives for yon wilh constant Jove j=
1—f ta my passion {nu affection tend,
A—ly, blessed hour! these lines to you I send.
N—oother joys cun boastso rich a prize, -
A—s one sweet smile from thy soft beaming eves, B
“SPEGTATOR.”

Original,
LOVE.
How pure and gentle is the love,
In boy-hand’s days we fecl;
Time can’t those first impressions move,
That o’er our souls doth steal.

Az clings the wondbine to the tree,
More lirmly stil) with time ;

First love with its bright imogery,
Cliags fast to tmanheod’s prime,

Not like the flowret en the hill,
That fades beforo the blast ;
Noryet the zephyr veering still,

No gooner come than past.

. Tts Phantom honnts our yonihful hearts,
M And grows with time meore bright :
When absent Jong the tear-drop starts,
And many a sigh akes tlight.

For absence connot quench its powor,
Nor time allny its flame;

And when affliction’s round. uslow’r,
First love is still thesame.

A life to it keems bot a day—
It twines around the sond,
With sweet romantic witchery—

The end of time its goal. C.M.D,

“ Brehange7” With whatt Why, with tho Record of
Genius, a pretiy little paper published at Utica, N Y. by
Messrs, Everest & Corbitt.  Certainly, as Jong a8 Genius
is as prominent ng it is in No. 4.

. TF Wo much regret, that in order to give our usual va-
riety, we are so often compelicd to continue articles from
one number to aaother. ¢ Variety is the very SPICE of
life.”
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JTHE LAST CHARGE—THE WAGJONER

THE LAST CHARGE.

Jutaa, There are some Spanish airs
Which 1 have hnavd, do speak true pactry
Of music: such as burst (rom the full heart
1n the nutural shout of trimnph.

Ripziro. There is a rough war-song—

EaxL. Sing it, sing it!

Atsuch amowent even 1 could sing;
*Tis part of conversation.
Reeeiro.  Youshall have it,
S0XG6.
Now the last charge ¢
The sun goes down in blood,
Jut nol so red,
As the grassy bed,
Of the thousand Moars wha firmly stood
With subre und witl turge.

Charge ! charge once more!
The infidels must yield ;
Bravely they’ve fought,
Aud dearly bought
Shall be the trmmpled Sold,
Sodden with human gore.
Chayge, ehorge agnin i
What i5'it now wdie?
Conquer’d who'd live
And who'd not give
His ife for vicory,
A victory fur Spainl
Jutaa. Rttheills me.
Eant. Aye; the nir is bold and stirring,
And nakes the pulse of an old warriot beut |
With youthful quickness. . The R_e;fugce.

THE WAGGONER.
CONTINDED.

To cut matters short, Fowler, who was a
mixture of shrewdness and simplicity, was in
the end overpersuaded by his companion’s
carnestness and volubility. Leroux dvew
such an enticing picture of the pleasures of

Amwmecrican life, and represented so strongly

the difficuhties and dangers which must envi-
ron Fowler if he were 10 attempt, or even sue-
ceed in his scheme of returning (o England,
and the improbability of his proving the guilt
of Sir W. Gynne, or even ascertaining that
he was right in charging Sir William with it;
—That Fowler at length told his companion
that he would consider of his proposal. e
at length agreed to continne in America for
ayear or two, and try whether he would get
as rich as Leroux led him to expect. ‘I'hey
entered, however, into a sort of partnership,
and withtheir joint fands purchased the house
and grounds which had.attracted their admi-
Tation. -

Behold, then, William Fowler a new char-
acler; that of an American farmer, and in
partnership with his newly acquired compan-
ion Francis Leroux. Many were their con-
versations, as was natural, on the extraordin-
ary adventures which Fowler had undergone ;
and one remark was madeby tlie Englishman
‘which seemed to strike Leroux forcibly.

“ Should I be sent out of England at al} this
expense, and kept here so handsomely, for
nothing 7—-It smust be worth somebody’s
while’P——“Ay, but,’ would Leroux reply,
$begar, you go back and get your dam hcad
blow off if that worth your while!”

Affuirs prospered with the farmers, and
Fowler’s uneasiness began to wearoff giving
place to the numerous andaclive cares of bu--
siness. ‘The living was socheap, and Leroux
so unwearyingly gay and good-natured, that
Fowler hegan to get ot only reconciled to his
lot, but delighted with it coinciding in the
frequent remark of his sayacious companion
—t Ah, bird's hand worth two bushes ’—
His monthly allowance of £5 was forwarded
to him, though at irregular periods, from the
next post town, distant about twenty miles;

{and atlength Fowler, finding himsel( envi-

roned on every side with mystery, gave up
fretting about unravelling it, contented with
the comfort and plenty it produced him.
The artful rogue Leroux was a ci-devaut
English smuggler, who had been heavily bri-
bed by Sir William Gwynne and another, to
assist in kidnapping Fowler, conveying him
abroad, and watehing over him with inces-
sant vigilanee. His broken English was all
assumed. e could speak tolerably well in
both lapguages—trading, as he did, between
tie coasts of the two countries; but thought
that he could mote easily delude his prisoner
by adopting a mixture of the two. Sir Wil-
liam Gwynne had given him a sum of £200at
setting out, telling him to keep half of it for
his own purposes, and give the remainder to
Fowler, as has been described ; and when it
was exbausted hie was o write for more.—
‘T'he mode adopted by Leronx for conveying
the monthly instalments to Fowler was this
—1lie took the opportunity of visiting the next
post-lown ob a market day once a month,
where lie enclosed £5 ina blank envelope,and
put it in the post, which duly delivered it at
Fowler's residence. For several years did
Fowler receive this money, each time express-
ed his astonishment at the mode of its con-
veyanee ; and yet never discovered the agen-
¢y of Leroux! Extraordinary as this may
séem, itis nevertheless the fact. The fidelity
and ingenuity of Leroux-were secured and
perpetuated by the vigilant skill of Sir Wil-
liam Gwynue, who timed his remittances and
shuped his communications with astonishing
tact. How wise is the ordination of Provi-
dence, thai never fuils to insert into guilty
combinatious the elements of treachery, as,
indeed, a necessary condition of its being ;—
concealment involving its own discovery ! Tt
was aguinst this—against the risk of Leroux’s
perfidy, that Sir William had to guard him-
self, and yet never for an instant felt fully se-.
cure. Lerouxhad extorted great sums from
his employer beyond what had been promised.
him, aund grew occasionally insolentin enfor-
cing both the punctuality. and increase of his
remittances.  Sir William had, besides Le-
roux, another blood-sucker, that scurce ever
left his side, in the person of a fellow smug-
gler of Leroux’s who grew increasingly exor-
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bitant in his demands, as repeated trials con-
vinced him of the firin hold lie had upon ihe
guilty baronet. Sir William grew nearly

frantic at finding the fearful extent to which’

he was comumitted, and the incessant efforls
and sacrifices necessary to quiet his ruffianly
agents; and yet perhaps, after all, only post-
poning.discovery, disgrace and even death.
The hgure of the poor waggoner haunted
him cruelly day aud night; aud then he had
. to bear the stubborn insolence of ong minion,
dogging and bullying him personallyat home,
and the incessant baying of a blood-hound,
borne to his afirighted cars over the broad
Atlantic.

In one of his gloomiest and most reckless
moments, the unfortunate, the wretched, the
guilty Baronet set pen to paper, and wrole to
Leroux in nearly the following terms: “You
once pressed me, while was in Eng-
land, in our hands, o destroy him ; my soul
shrinks from blood.- But in the humor in
which I now write, I may say, in a maaner,
that my views are altered. I'say—mark me
—that Ido not now wish to destroy him; 1
mean only that if was out of the way,
when I heard of it, I should not trouble my-
self with inquiring into it.  Your comrade,
(mentioning Leroux’s fellow-smuggler) talks
on the matter with crucl cunning, saying that
there are many ways of your seeing that —

dies without having to charge yourselforany

one else directly with the doing of it. DBut
1 always stop him when he talks so. Indeed,
I do not know why I name thie thing to you.
Lnclosed’are bank notes for £100. ‘Pear and
burn this letter, or send it back.”

‘When Leroux received and read thisletier
it threw him into a long train of thonght, for
nearly an hour. At length he rose from his

- seat, put the money into his strong-box, and
the Ietter into his pocket-book, saying to him-
self, “Now, this is a two-edged sword, and
;vill cut fither \?y I choose I *

To return now to England: the abduction
ol Fowler produced a prodigious sensation o-
ver the whole country, There was scarcely
a house, there were scarce any premises, pub-
lic or private, but were ransacked for his dis-
covery. Forster’s services were in universal
request, to aid in identifying thescenes he had
described ; and he was hurried here. there
and every where, for that purpose, but in
vain.  He could recognize nothing, nor give
any clue of information. The affair excited
greater alarm than that of Forster; and the
whole country round about was rife with
dark and dismal speculations concerning 'THE
WaeaoNER. Ballads were made and sung
about the streets of Salisbury; and at length
superstition was roused, which hinted that
there were or miglitbe,supernatural agency at
work in the business!

Sir William Gwynue was pre-eminent a-
monyg his fellow-magistrates, in exertions to
unravel the mysterions transaction ; cheerful-
ly devoting day afier day to the, veceiving of
depositions, granting of warrants, the exatnin-
ation of suspeeted persons; and authorizing
the distribution of placards, offering liberal
rewards for the discovery-of the perpetrators
of such an atrocious ontrage. Hecaused tlie
chiefof a notorivus gang of gipsies, who had
been longeinill odor to be arrested, under pre-
tence of u secret information against him.—
Fle causcd the anonymous letter on which he
aeted 10 be made publie, and its cunning inu-
endoes and circounstantiality served to arrest
public suspicion, and fix it permanently on
the gipsies! All was useless, however. Noth-
ing could be discovered. T'he deviloutwitted
all. ‘Phe veteran gipsy was discharged for
want of evidence; the reward-placards grad-
nally disappearcd from the walls; new nine-
day wonders arose challenging public curios-
ity in their wrn, and all was buried in undis-
coverable mystery.

Now, what is the meaning—the reason of
all this? the reader is doublless exclaiming.
He shall shortly be informed.

About two months before the seizure of
Richard Forster, Sir William Gwynne, a
wealthy and powerful baronet in Shropshire,
who had retived to his library afier dinner, to
write several letiers of importance, and was
in the act of drawing on his velvet dressing-
gown, was informed by his valet that a gentle-
man had just arrived at the Hall, who desired
tospeak (o him on urgent business.

“Show him in,” said the baroact, sitting
down in his stady-chair, which he drew a-
round to the fire. His visitor in a few mo-
ments madc his appearanee, announcing him-
self as Mr. Oxleigh, a solicitor, residing at o
lile distance from Shrewsbury. He was a
short, squat, ugly, Jew-featured man, with a
muddy-black picreing eye ;3 with “rogue®
written all over his face in characters of im-
pudence. 'Thehauglity baronet was sufficient.
ly disgusted with the man at first sight, but
much move with his vulgar offensive noncha-
lance.

“8ir William,? said he, carelessly approach-
ing a chair, nearly opposite to the frowning
baronet, ‘Pm afraid this is intruding upon
you—an inconvenient “ Your busi-
ness, sir, I pray,” interrupted the baronet, with
a stern impatience of tone and manuner, that
somewbhat abashed the attorney ; who, instead
of sitting down in the chair, as he had intend-
c?,. stood leaning a moment against the back
of it. :

“Allow me, Sir William to take 2 seat,” he
said in a somewhat humbler tone, ¢as the bu-
siness I am come upon may be long and wea-
risome to both of us.” “ Be scated, sir,—and
brief,” replied the baronet haughtily, drawing
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back his own chair, but with a little surprise
in his features,

«I believe, Sir William,? said Oxleigh, leis-
urely taking out a packet of papers, tied to-
gether with thin red tape, ¢ that the rental of
the Gwynne estales is from £25 (o £30,000
per annum ?? ¥ What do you mean, sir??

- slowly inquired the baronel, silling forward
in his chair, and eyeing Oxleigh with unfeign-
ed amazement.

¢ believe I am correct, Siv William 2’ con-
tinued the attorney, with a covl composure
and impudence that confounded his aiisiocra-
tical companion. * Be good enough, Mr. a—
a— whatever your name is, be good enough,
sir, to state your business, and withdraw !
said the baronet in a commanding tone.

«J am afraid, Sir William, that my business
will take longer to settle than you seem to iin-
agine,” continued Oxleigh, with immovable
assurance. The baronet made an effort to
control himself; or, being a power(ul man, he
might have thrust his presumpluous visitor
outof his presence, somewhat unceremious-

ly.

“I should be sorry, Sir William, either to
say or do any thing displeasing or disrespect-
ful, but my duty comnpels me to say, that in
the important business I am come about 1
must be allowed my own time, and my own
way, of going about it. It appears, Sir Will-
iam— proceeded the atlorney, with would-be-
calmoess, though his hands trembled visibly,
and his voice was thick and hurried. “ My
godd sir, your business, whatever it be, had
. Detfer be transacted with my steward. Ifyou
vedlly have any business that concerns me,
sir, you clearly do not know how to commu-
nicate with me. Bundle up your papers, sir,
gnﬁ retire,” said the baronet, rising toring his

e

“Sir William—Sir William" exclaimed
Oxleigh, earnesily rising from his chair, ¢ pray
allow me—one-—one instint,only. 1can say
one word that will make you, however in-
disposed you now are, willing ; nay, anxious
to hear me!” “'What does—what can all
this mean, sir,” inquired the baronet, pausing
with the bell-rope still in his hand.

“Only this, Sir William,” said the atlorney,
putting his packet of papers into his pocket,
and buttoning his coat; ‘I could have wished
to communicate it in a friendly manuer. Yon
think you have a right to the title of Sir Wil-
liam Gwynne, and these large estates.  You
have, however, no more right to them than—
vour obedient hnmble scrvant, Job Oxleigh, to

" command,” The baronet’s hand dropped
from the bell-rope; the color forsook his
cheeks fora mowent, aud he stared at the at-
torney insilence. * Why, you caitiff?” slow-
ly exclaimed the bavonet; and calmly ap-
proaching Mr, Oxleigh, he grasped him with
overpowering strength by the collar, holding

.

him for a second or two, and looking in his
face as one would into that of a snarling dog,
whom one holds by the throat; and then with
a violent kick jerked him from him to the fur-
ther corner of the room, where he lay pros- -
trate on the floor, the blood trickling from his
mouth, which had caughl the corner of a chair
in falling. After continuing there apparently
stunned for a few moments, he rose, and wis
ping the blood from hislipsstaggered towards
the baronet, who, with his arms folded, was
standing before the five. To be Continued.

Original.
AN ADVENTURE
IN THE WOODS OF CANADA.

Continued. No one can imagine my situation
and state of mind, except thosc who have ex-
perienced the frightfuiness of being lost in the
woods—thusplaced in a vast wild without a
kindred voice to direct or console “me, and
with but the owl or wolf (o greet me, or the
Wind to whisper its solitary moaningsamong
the flapping foliage. Sentimentalism, this is
not; but cruel veality. I had travelled two-
thirds of a day without seeing any human be-
ing, and therefore must have been niany miles
from a settlement. :

In this state of suspense, wavering between
the visions of hope and-despair, bright expect-
ancy and startling reality, I remained for some
time. Who can picture the conflicling pas-
sions of the human bosom, in such a situation 2
Oft T imagined myself capable of recognizing
—as I fain would have done—in the distance
some sound or token of man’s habitation:—
such as the hollow sound of the farmer’s eve-
ning horn, sinking in the distance into what
it really was—imagination; or the lowing of
caltle, or the ringing of the cow’s bell, home-
ward going to rest in the domestic farm-yard.
This 1 hope will not be called Plagiarism, as
poets have writien on such things before,— -
Persons in my then situation, are liable to im-
agine such things, so partial is human nature
to itself, and so fondly does hope eling to an
imaginary atfainment, But ever and anon
were my hopeful and imaginative anticipa-
tions interrupted and swept away by the pas-
sing breeze, that rustled among the leafly
boughsand ¢ told me in plaintive moans,” of
my forlorn situation.

Neighboring to where I was, it being a val-
ley or flat, there was a thick pinery, on high-
er ground. This being the favorite season for
the, vociferous hooting of that famed bird of
night—the owl, and dense pinerics being ev-
er their favorite haunts, the silence of my
abode, and pensiveness was often broken and
my car startled with his cries of hoo, too, hoo,
hoo, wildly breaking upon the gloom and echo
of the night-circled forest. In such solitude
there is something grand and impressive to
the soul, but my state of mind then dimmed
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jts appreciation. Thus resting sometime, I
fell asleep; though my perilous station allow-
ed me no real vest. About midnight the sky
was perfectly clear aud starlit.  ‘The moon,
whose-glimpses among the passing clouds 1
had occasionally seen before, now hung in
gloomy majesty and unconscious splendor in
the distant sky and ’mid the rounded universe
of worlds. " Its pale and lonely beams fell Jike
a silvery sheet among the tll pines, mingling
with their shadow.

However, Lo quit such inusing, I descended
from wy seat hoping to find some road by
which to escape ftom my bewildered situation.
But afier rambling about for an hour, instead
of finding a road, I frequently came back to
the tree on which I had taken shelter, mueh
to my aslonishmeut, Perceiving this, the
consequence of my adhering to no direct
line, and that such w thing will occur lo peo-
ple lost, I proceeded in a straight line west,
facing the moon, nearly with the ereck. Hav.
ing left the creck asit turned from my course,
1 was stopped about three o’clock in the moru-
ing by coming suddenly in contact with a
swamp, which I afterwvards found to be.a
cranberry marsh. I rode jnto it unawares,
and my horse sunk to his knees init; from
this, however, 1 ciuickly disengaged mysell
by a retreat. I fo
swamp till wearied, and something alarmed at
the wild scream and bitter yawning shrieks
of some wild beast, which I took to bea Ca-
nadian-Lynx, a fierce little animal, twice or
thrice thesize of a wild cat, I again clambered

" up a tree; where I'siept soundly till daybreak ;
when the flitting of a bat, to and fro near my
face and round my head, annoyed as well as
awoke me. ‘The noise of the wild turkies,
which were.then more numerous than they
ave now in the western part of Canada, as
they yearly decrease with the settlement of
the country and the approach of man, first
greeted my waking ears.  ‘Their wings, flap-
ping among the trees as they flew from their
roosts, and their glowing color, as some_of
ther approached e, pleased me greally. My
horse all this time, fared better than myself,
because he fed on leaves, which to pass away
time, I frequently chewed. Conclnded in No. 8.

A little miss about fourteen years of age,
attended a writing school, and had made con-
siderable proficiency in her chirography. The
master set hier copies alphabetically, and after
finishing the word Urion, which was given
Ter she artlessly looked up in the faceof her
teacher and inquired if be did not think she
would be able o make a pretty good Union
in the course of a couple of years? “Irath-
cr imagine you will,” was the reply.

Who lives to nature, rarely can be poor—
Who lives to fancy, never can be rich.

lowed the bounds of this |

.al intevest. Tiger Island, Is ceitainly picturesque.

TR QABLATD
IIAMILTON, SATURDAY, DEC. 8, 1882,

Among the numerous lestimonials of public favor, thag
we daily receive from various quarters, to which the Gar.
Jand has been sent, none is frunght with u more kindred
feeling than the following, from a well-wisher o the im-
provement of the mental faculties of his Canadian friends.
As he bas been un nccasional conlribulor to the columns
of the Garland, and yet appears “nothing loth,” we think
it quite nnuecessury” o assuce bim that his meander-
ings ave dnly apprecioted :—

““Ta expatiale npon the uscfulness of the GARLAND, might
and indeed [ think would, be altozether exubierant. Ifer
utabrogeous branches, which 1 take to be of the cary-phyl.
lea, or pink tribe, have sl')rcnd over the most fortile soil of
Upper Caoada ; and unwilling that the hamane Briton, and
the aspiring Canadiun should partake of ber frogrance a.
lone, she hos crorsed the ropid strenm (Nirgara) that
once saparated social converse between the fair sons of the
north and the enterprising Yankee,  ‘Thut they may par-
take of the bouaty it bestows, nud as the intention is to
improve the beart and raise the genius, should you approve
of Lhe lollowing germ, pleuse engraft thic samo dn svme
tender branch of the Garland :» :

SUMMER-TIME.

Yes! we mel in a region of gladness,

We met in the benutiful bowers,
Wliere (he wanderor luoses hin saducess,

2Mid blossoms, atnd suubewns, and flowers s
Around ug, sweet voices were breathing

T'he songs of u far distant clime :
Ahove us, in Garlands were wreathing

The buds of the bright Summer-time !
That vision of fairy-land! nover

Can fade froin my heart or my sight—
Ard it casts.on.my pathway for ever

It spurkles of magical light ;
I still hear the harp's joyous measure,

Ftill ecent the fuint bloom of the dane ;
Ob! years canuat banish oue pleasure

161t in the bright Summer-time.  THEODORE.

Another.—~We arc ulmost daily greecied witb ¢ pleaso
exchange,” attached to sotne new project to keep pace
with the gradual expanding ideas of Yenkee opsimathy,—
Not posrsessing so mueh of the * pristle ” as mony, we aro
always veady o give every “ altempt & passing notice}”

«TFor when we meet with stores of gemns.

‘We grudge not kings their diademns.”
As far us our limits will allow, every meéw .onterprise to
puilelate the gems of literatnre, will be hailed as another
step towards ‘' refined society.”  The Album, or Lades’
Port Folio,” published cvery other Saturday, at Lowell,
Mass. by Alfred Gilman, is among the number.  The Al-
bum has our gnod wishes. o

The Lady’s Book for Novembor is received. The editors
wore well assured that it woald be found to possess unusu.
The
originn] tale did not diminish our good fecling. As for
Mrs. Hemans' poetry, cvery school-boy is 2 worshipper at
her shrine, except the doltof the Eastern Argus. -

To Correspondents.—Lines to Miss B. shall be publish.
in our next. ~ 375~ We do not feol ourselves under the Jeast
obligation to pay the postage on our Correspondcnls com-
munications. Letlers (rom agents, containing remittan-
ces or nomes of subscribers, carry -‘with them a balm, not
found in an illshapen and limping song ; whore nothing

“ But sorrowv and sadness appear.”
As our terms are very oxplicit, and wo wish to have them
kept in vicw by those who writefor their own amusement.
We hope that this may suflice.

MMy, Jesse Henderson, of Belleville, has our thanks for
the regard he manifesis for our paper. His kindness ought
to be generally known, Ieis juforned that “ the & pum-
hors,’* are 1s. 9., -and the postage on his letter, 9d. more.
Thero is a right way, Mr, Tto do things.  The causo of
these remarks is explained on the cover.
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SIR JOHX

CHANDGS.

OBLRBACTRAD-

SIR JOHN CHANDOS,

.. By the treachery of a monk, the abbey of
St. Salvyn, seven Jeagues from Poictiers, fell
into the possession of the French, who all that
year, 1371, had been havvassing the English
(Gallic,) territories. Chandos was deeply
mortified at theloss of the ubbey, it being with-
in thescope of his seneschalship. 10 recov-
er it by chivalrie skill, or to bring his cnemies
to fair and manly battle, scemed cqually im-
possible 3 and his high spirit was wounded at
these insults to his military abilities. On the
last day of December he made an unsuceess-
ful attecmpt to recover the abbey; and when
he retarned tothe town of Chauvigny, he dis-
missed two-thirds of his troops, knights of
Poictiers and England.  Sir Thomas Percy,
with thirty spears, had his Jeave to go in quest
-of adventures.  His own mind was too ill at
rest for him to indulge in mere chivalric ex-
ercises; aud after he had wished them.good
speed, he went back into the house full of mel-
archoly thoughts. He would not vetive lo]
rest, though the night was far advanced ; but
he remained in the kitchen warming himself
by the fire, his servants endeavoring by their
Jjests and tales to banish his uncasiness.

-Delore daylight a man with the haste and
anxicty of the bearer of news of import, came
into the house.  “'Fhe Frenchnen are riding
abroad,” said he to Sir John.  * How know-
est thou that 27 “JIleft St. Salvyn with them,”
was the answer. “Whijch way did they
ride?” demanded Chandos.  “Their exacl
course I wot not,” replied his informant, “ but
I saw them on the high road to Poictiors.”—
“ What Frenchmen?? inquired Sir John.—
“Sir Lewis of $t, Julian, and Carnot the Brit-
on.” “Well) quoth Chandos, I care not ; 1
have no mind to ride forth to night ; it may
happen that they may be enconntered, though
Iam not there® ‘Ite couversation closed
here, but Chandos could not dismiss the sub-
ject {rom his mind. Hemused upon what he
had heard, and hope gradually broke through
the gloom of his disappointment. )

He then told his knights he would ride to
Poictiers, and they joylully-caparisoned their
horses.  Chandos and foriy spears left Chau-
vigny before daylight, and getting into the
Frenchmen's course, they soon overtook them
near the bridge of Lusac. They werc on
fool, preparing 1o attack Sir'Thomas Percy,
and hislitle band, who had posted themselves
on the other side of the bridze. Befove the
Frenchmen atd Britons had arranged their
place of assault, they heard the trampling of
Chan‘los’ war-horses, and turning round, they
saw his dreadful banner displayed. e ap-
proached within a short distance of the bridge
and had a parley with them. He reproached
“them for their robberies and acts of violence

lin the country whereof he was seneschal.—
It is more than a year and a half,” he con-
tinved, *“that I have set all my aim to find
aud encounter you ; and now I see you and
speak to you. It shall socon be known who
is bravest, youor I.  You have often vaunt-
ed your desire Lo nieet me; now you may see
me before you. T am Jolin Chandos; regard
'me well,” he thundered in their ears, and his
countcnance darkened as he spoke. At that
moment an Bnglish squire was struck to the
carth by the lance ol a Briton.  The gener-
cus nature of Chandos was roused at this un-
gallent act; and inatone of unmingled ex-
postulation and reproof, he cried to his own
company, “ Sirs, how is it that you suffer this
squire 1o beslain 2 A foot, a foor 1?

He dismounted, and so did all bis band, and
advanced against the French, his banuer with
the escutcheon above his arms, was carried
before him, and some of his men-at-armssur:
rounded it. Chandos missed his step, for the
around was slippery (rom the hoar-[rost of
the worning, and in his impatience for battle,
he entangled his feet in the folds of his sur-
coat, FHe fell just ashe rcached his enemy ;
and as he was rising, the lance of a French
squire entered his flesh, under the left eye,
betiveen the nose and the forehead. Chandos
could not sec to ward off the stroke ; for some
years before, he had lost the sight of that eye,
while hunting the hart in the country round
Bourdeaux ; unhappily, too, his helmet was
without the defence of his vizor. Hefell up-
on the earth, and rolled over two or three
times, from the pain of the wound; but he
neverspokeagain. The French endeavoured
to seize him : but his uncle, Sir Edward Clif-
ford, bestrode the body, and defended it so
valiantly, that no one dared to approach
him. "T'he barons and knights of Poicticrs
were conquerors, and when the confusion was
hushed, they flocked round their outstretch-
ed friend and sceneschal. They wept, they
wrung their hands, they tore their hair, and
gave way to every violent expression of grief.
‘They called bim the flower of chivalry, and
lamented the hour when the lance was forged
which bad brought him into peril of death.

He heard and understood them well, but
was unable to reply. His servants then un-
armed him ; and, laying him upon a pavesse,
or large shield, they bore_him gently 1o the
neighbouring fortress of Mortimer, He died
the following day ; and a cavalier more cour-
icous and more worthily adorned with noble
virtues and high qualities, never adorned the
English chivalry. He was, in sooth, as gal-
lant a knight as ever laid lance in rest.

RITIEIWTY ST
THE GARLAND.

Publizhed at Hamilton, Gore District, U. C. overy other
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T WALTER SCOTT. -

The bereavenient so. long dreaded by
the Jiterary world, has darkened it at last ;
and althiough we have been gradually pre-

red for it, it comes upon us like a thun-
derbolt, Walter Scott is no more :—he
is “no more.and. yet—he is jforever !’
He breathed his last at Abbottsford, on
the twenty-second of September, in “the
sixty-third year of his age. We record
the death -of this_ traly -illustrions man,
with feelings nearer like deep personal dis:
appointment than we have ever before
experienced lor an individual whom it was
not our chance to know or to’ see. A-
mong the thousands who turn their eyes
abroad with curiosity and strong interest,
we have cherished a desire to visit the re-
nowned shores of Europe, and with an
earnestness of which those, not born this
side the-Atlantic, can form but aninade-
quate conception. . One of the charms
(for it would have indeed appeared to us
like enchantment) to which we looked for-
ward with a quickened pulse, was the
high, calm, but gratifying. excitement of
standing (ace to face with Walter Scott—
of Jooking on the forehead where Ivanhoe
and Kenilworth had their origin.  No vis-
ion of Europe came to us without being
crossed-with-that manly, venerable form ;
thatgentle, well-known face—well known,
though never beheld. Amid theivicd ru-
in3 ; amid the gay places ; by the sacred
tombs of Westminster-abbey ; by the
farmet’s coitage ; by the nobles seat ;
among the hills of Scotland, her romantic
vallies, her winding strcams, made classic
by a hundred immortal pens, always Wal.
ter Scott was secn in our perspective.
"To have felt the kind pressure of that hand
viould have repaid us for a shipwreclk,
Now our favorite dream isbroken.  That
broad brow, those silver locks, that calm
smile—are they, indeed, low in the dust 1
Could not all their mighty power, all their
brilliant fame, the Jove and veneration of
every nation, save him from the worm?

The impresion of our boyhood, about
Walter Scott, can-hever wear away. - If
ever we shall pass to those scenes, which
his presence has rendered a pilgrim shrine,

+ theen will be sadness atour heart. We

shall meet the graveof the author of We-
verly. The marble will  tell. he” was,~—
“ Jlliwm fuit.” What o spot of contem~
plation for the ‘millions and millions, who,
from this period till remote future ages,
shall seek his monument, 6ffering homage

‘to genius and virtue such-asitis rarelythe

lot of earth to possess.—N". ¥. Mirror.

.. ‘GAY .AUTUMN.

We often hear of brown” and sombre ap- .
tmn; but'gay is an unusual epithét to be
applied to thisseasonof the.year; The falling* -
leaves of autumn comionly.remind:the con-
templative obsérved of the decline of .human
life, and the perishing of the green hopes of
youth. They seem to speak of the depart-
ure of one after another of the human fantily
to the grave, until all are gone. ‘Still it is
nOW GAY AUTUMNMN, for the face -of .nature
does not were a more brilliant aspect at.any
time in the year than at present., A few days
since every tree of the forest was' coyered
with deep green, and a.velvet covering of
green covered thewhole ground ; but a white
frost came, and behold the change. The for-
est now presentsto the eye every gariety of
color. 'The leaves of the gum tree, of the ir-
on-wood, and of the maple, are of a bright
vermilion red ; while other trees are ‘of pea
green, olive, orange, drab, brown, russet or
reddish “ brown complexion; and others are
covered with yellow gold. The pine, fir, hem-
lock and other cver greens, are greener now
thanever. No ribbon on a lady’s hat, no col-
arsin her printed wuslin rohe, no well acsort-
ed nosegay, ever presented a gayer variety of
tints than now adorn the mountain forests.—
Evey thing looks gay. But this season of
peculiar beauty will be of short continuance.
In afew days all these bright colors will fade,
cxcept those of the evergrecns; and then all
the leaves will be of palebrown, of death-like
clay color, and will have fallen to the ground.
‘I'nen comes sad autumn, when the trees lift
up their naked arms towards heaven, seem-
ingly to deprecate winter, and to implore re-
turning spring, ~ Thenthe leaves are driven
hither and thither upon the caith, by ever
changing wind, like the huinan family  agita-
ted by wars, plagues, tempests, political revo-
Jutions, and ecclesiastical ‘oppressions, nntil
they are gathered together in thick drifts’and
maued down by rain aund frost, to thaw, and
freeze, and rot. ‘

T'his gay autumn scems to me like some
short season in human life, ‘The sprightly
and beauntiful young widow, who two or three
years ago buried her youthful husband, afew
months afier their nuptials were celebrated;
and who retaining the mellowness of gricf
without its sadness, is dbout to be ‘wedded a-
gain, is in the midst of gay autumn. She




8 now gayerthan;eyer; but her rainbow col:
ors ill soon fade, and all her beauty wil
descend to the:earth. L
" ‘The-author. who has just finished his chiefl
nrk, and finds it begins to be extensively read
pnd admired, is in his gay sutomn ; his future
productions will be inferior and soon hig
name will pass away with names of thousands
of forgotten writers) whose books were, but
arénot.” )

The eloguent orator at the bar, in the fo-
rum, in the pulpiy, on whomlistening throngs
atteiitive, who was neyer superior 10 himself]
in his presept maturity of intellect and force
of invention, and readiness of utterance, is in
hig gay autumn : he has reached the acme of
bis popularity which will soon decline.

The man of middle age, for a short time
appears to stand still on the summit level of
his bodily sirength and mental vigor, and to
survey with delightall the surrounding scenes
of life, which descend from him_in every di-
rection. He would gladly find it gay au-
tuana with him during the remainder of life:
but ah ! his eyes’ will3oon lose their natural
force, he will require morelight to mend his
pen ; hig hearing will beless quick ; he will
pronouffee some words with more effort, and
less distinctness of articulation; he will be

Jess inclined to honorable enterprizes; he

" will more readily than formerly anticipate
difficulties ; he will be more careful, but less
prompt ; he will desire inore retirement frormn;
the busy scenes of men; he is in the down
hill of life ; and a few locks in the course of
his canial will let down his stream of life to the
unfathomable ocean. -~

Soap 6 Candle Manufactory.
BVHE Subscriber begs to inform the
public that he has commenced the
ahove business in the town of Hamilton,
where he intends to carry it on in all its
various branches.

The highest price will at all times be
paidin cash, for Tallow and Soap Grease.
Persong wishing to purchase SOAP and
CANDLES, either by Box or Retail, are
requested to call at the Stores ¢f Colin
Ferrie & Co. in Hamilton, Brantford and
‘Waterloo, where they will find a good

supply, and at the lowest Market prices. |G

. THOMAS ORR.
Hamilton, 20tk Nov. 1832.  -8wg3is

TAVERN STAND TO LET.—To let,
-+ == that well known Tavern Stand in Wesi
Flamborough, formerly occupied by Mr. Pe-
ser Bamberger, and now int ne occipancy of
r. Sours. ~Possession will be given on “the
th January next—for term_apply to the

PROSPECTUS OF A NEW YOLUME OF TH®.
ROCHESTER GEMs, .

A Semi-Monthly Literary and Miscellapeoye Jonrnel

VOLUME VeeaWITH. 8 ?LATES.

THE Fifth year of this paper commen.
M. ces January 1st 1833, The increass
ing patronage bestowed upon the Gep,
induces the Proprietor to renewed efior}s
to make it worthy the liberal support it
has received. He has therefore mads
arrangements 1o have the Fifth Volume,
surpass any one previous to it.

"The Gex is devoted to the dissemina-
tion of useful Knowledge—to Fictitious,
Historical, and Biographical writings—to
Essays, Poetry, Moral Readings, Senti-
ment and wit—and is intended to foster
and encourage Natipe Genius. A pat~
ronage of upwards of One Thousand
names for three years past, is all the ed.
itor offers by way of recommendation.

‘The Gex is published at Rochesetr,
Monroe Co. N, Y. every other Saturday
at 81 50 per annum, payable in advance.
It is printed in qnarto form and paged
for binding—~and an index and title-page
furnished at the end of the year. -

Moneys can be safely sent by mail.
All Letters must be post-paid, and ade
dressed to the proprietor.

EDWIN SCRANTOM.

Rochester, Oct. 13, 1832,

PREMIUMS FOR SUBSCRIBERS.

To any persons who will obtain Four Sub-
seribers and remit §6 post-free, will be given
the Souvenir ot the Token, richly bound with
8 fine engravings.

For Eight subscribers and the money, will
be given Lhe Forget-Me-Not, 10 engravings
and Junius’ Letters, 2 vols. elegant.

For Six subscribers and the money, will
be given the Christian Offering, and Affection’s
Gift, hoth elegantly bound and guilt with en-
gravings. And for 12 subscribexs, the Winter

reath and Junius, will be added to the pre.
mium for six. ]

For Two subscribers and §3, Vol 24, of the

em.
All the above works are petfect, and will be
splendid New Year’s Gifts. Any person so
disposed can obtain on¢ or more of them.—
The.premiums will be promptly paid to those
who are successful,

- J&Specimens of the GEM and subscription
papers may be had at the office, or will be
sent by mail to individuals who order them,
post-paid. The Premiums likewise, may be

subscriber. JAMES CROOKS,

seen at the office.



