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THE GARLAND.

%70 RAISE THE GENIUS AND TO MEND THE HEART.”

VOL. I,

SELBORRD.
ROGER DIMON.

Ye smile '—but your smile hath a dimness yet—
Oh! what bave you looked on since lust we met.—Hem,

Every body on the Canadian frontier, from
the bay of Quinte, on the Ontario, to the Trois
Rivieres below Montreal, knew Roger Dimon
—though as in the case of Rinaldo Rinaldino,
nobody could tell exactly who and what Ro-
ger Dimon was.. We said every body knew
him, but it was only when he chose to be
known, for the Camelion could not be more
variable in his appearance than was Roger Di-
mon. The beardless boy,and tottering age~—
the Canadian Frenchman and wandering Hu-
ron—the smoking, sourcrout-eating Dutch-
man, and the sly, overreaching, notion-selling
Yankee,—the priest .and sutler—gentleman
and beggar, were among his readily assumed
characters. 'What hisbusiness was, or wheth-

. erhe had any, was as much a mystery as his
metamorphosis; and the wonderful celerity
of his movements was not the least surprising
Eart of the qualities that were attributed to

im. Roger Dimon was a man rather above
the ordinary stature, thick set, muscles like i-
ron, a pair of shouiders that Ifercules might
have envied, yet with all theses tubborn points
about him, no man’s frame could possess more
dgility, strength, flexihility and grace. His
eyes were dark, and a pair of overhanging
brows, gave them a pecu{)inr piercing air, and
when awakened by passion, something like
ferocity and defiance. It would be idle to re-
count all the conflicting opinions respecting

" him. Some affirmed him 1o be a spy, some

an army contractor, and as it was during the
late war with the United States, that he re-
ceived the most notice, that this opinion was

uite current. Some insisted that he was a

ealer in forged notes, and others averred that
his business was smuggling. The truth-is,
that few of the conjectures were without some
foundation ; though had any man charged
him with being a counterfeiter, it would prob-
ably have been the last accusation e would
have made against any one. When money
was to be made, Roger Dimon was a contract-
or; with the movements of armies on both
sides of the line, he by some means always ob-
tained the earliest notice, and in the perilous
business of smugaling he was perfect adept.

There was not a bay, creek or istand, from

Kingston 1o Montreal, from Sacket’s Herbor

to Ogdensburg, with which he wasnot famil-
iarly acquainted. His pockets were never
without money, and yet he was no niggard in
itsdisbursement. But Roger Dimon was more
than all this, his lowering brow, the flashing
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of his eye, and his courage and fortitude, all
marked him as a man capable of the most des-
perate enterprises. It was whispered he cared
no more for human life than for the puff of a
cigar; that he felt no more reluctance to
shedding blood than spilling claret, and the
manner in which he always went armed, gave
color to these suspicions.  But if deep dyed.
in crime, they were not of an ordinary kind.,
He despised an act of meanness as he would
the robbing of a heh-roost or a polatoe patch ;
but when danger was {o be encountered ;—
when, what were imposibilities to others were
1o be overcome, then all the deep energies of
his mind were brought into successful ac-
tion. :

Au unfortunate affair had thrown one of
Roger Dimon’s former friends into the Mont-
real prison, and unless some measures were a-
dopted, his life must pay the forfeit. Ina
peity squabble, he had killed a young lieuten-
ant of the army, a relative of the governor’s;
the case was clear, and it was avowed that.no
favor would be shown him. Dimon hadexa-
mined the prison carefully, and he believed
that by getting on the roof, the iron gratings
of the window to the room occupied by young
Murray, might be forced, and then by means
of a ropc-ladder, his escape beeffecied. The
attempt was a hazardous one, but Dimon was

'not a man 1o hesitate.

Dimon mounted the roof, removed the bars
and with the liberated Murray, was retracing
his steps, when the moon, which had been hid
by dense clouds, shone out and revealed to the
astonished sentinels the moving shadows, of
two huinan beings on the opposile walls. Di-
monsaw they were discovered, but before
they could fairly gain the street, the alarm
was given, and a dozen men had collected ¢
arrest them, Throwing the rope ladder over
a wall,he directed Murray to pass over and
escape, while he would hold the pursuers ir,
check, and trust to circumstances to secure his
flight. This he did effectually, and Murray
was soon beyond the reach of detection. No
sooner had Dimon allowed Murray time e-
nough to escape, than throwing himself head-
long, with a pistol in each hand upon the cir-
cle which had cooped him up ; but they dar-
ed not lay their hands upon him. With the
quickness of thought, he forced a passage and
fled, though closely pursued by several of the
most aclive of the men. Nothing could have
been inore easy than for Dimon 1o have check-
ed the pursnit; but determined not to shed
blood in another man’s quarrel, he decided at
?nce on making. his escape, without resort to
orce. .
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Making one or two sudden turns to bafile
pursuit, he found himself by the high walls
that enclose tiie buildings and garden of the
Ursuline nunnery, and wilth a single leap,

laced himself within the forbidden enclosure.

n 2 moment he heard the voices of his pur-
suers, evidently «t fanit, and deciding that no
one without aid could mount those walls. Af-
ter the danger was past, Dimon took a turn or
two in the flower-bordered avenues, and as the
moon had not yet set, he threw himsel( be-
neath a cluster of trees to wait until deeper
darness should enable him to Jeave the spot
without notice. Forgelting the difficultics
that might ensue, should he be found in that
situation, he fell asleep; and, lulled by the
whispering boughs, and fanned by the breezes
of a beautiful evening, he slept until the mat-
in bell bad called the inmates of the nunnery
to prayers, and the green hills and towering
spires of the island of Montreal and the broad
sireams that surround it, were glittering in the
morning sun. Instantly rising he was making
his way to the wall, when his progress was
arrested by o vision of surpassing intevest,
and which drove Jrom his thoughts all scnse
©f danger or of place. In the most retired
part of the enclosure, beneath a cluster of tall
sweet brier and wild vines, on the green turf,
a young and beautiful girl was kneeling be-
fore a small silver crucifix, and so decply en-
gaged in devotion, that the step of Dimon,
tiough at the distance of a few feet, was un-
heard, and partially hid by the branches, he
remained unseen, although she was directly
before him. Ditnon wvas fixed to the spot as
if by enchantment: he @gazed on the beautiful
creature as if spell-bound, and felt that he
would notlose a tone of that low, sweet voice
for the universe. Sheappeared to be about
sixteen ; of middling stature, and with a form
of the most graceful and etherial kind, The
spotless dress she wore—emblem of purity,
though perfectly plain, to Dimon appeared 1o
enhance her Jovetiness, The dark eyes of the
fair one was raised 1o heaven; the pure air
and warmth of a summer marning had given
asoft rich tinge to her dimpled check; her
hair, which had disengaged itselfl from the
tibbon that confined it, flowed in waving lux-
uriance around the most beautiful neck he had
ever seen, andthe gentle heavings ofher young
hosom, as she uttered her petitions for the vile
and wretched, spoke of nothing but unsullied
innocence and spotless truth. Dimon had
never listened to the devotions of a mortal
with such interest, snd when they were closed
he felt half ashamed to find there were tears
inhis eyes. Asshe rose from her knces, Di-
mon, while a glance of his keen cye around,
told him he was unobserved, gently pushed a-
side the branches, and stood before her. The
first slight exclamation of surprise was in-
stantly hushed by Dimon, who; placing his

v

‘finger on his lip, respectfully motioned her to
silence. . X

“You arc undoubtedly surprised at seeing
a stranger like me in this place,” said Dimon
in a low tone, ¢ but be assured, itisnot with a-
ny intention to injure you, or such as you,
that [ am here.”

“ It can be of no consequence to meio learn
the motives that brought you hither ;” said
the faiv girl, “ but I must inform you, that by
remaining, you will incur the most imminent
danger.”

“"Po that] am accustomed; yet I cannot
believe that you would betray one who, like
me, had taken refuge hove as a sanctuary,” re-
plied Dimon to her remark. .

“No: but remember, there are others with<
in these walls besides myself, and that I must
leave you.” .

“Not yet ;” said Dimon, taking her hand in
his, “youn have prayed that the wretched and
the vile like me may be forgiven; but you
have not yet assured me that such are forgiv-
en by you.” :

A thousand wild conjectures, which ran o-
ver the mind of the beautiful girl, asshe with-
drew her hand, prevented her replying. I
see I bave uffended beyond hope,” continned
Ditmon, as he stood motionless before ber,
“can it be that you havedesired heaven 1o ac-
cord that forgiveness which you yourself are
unwilling to grant?’

“Heaven knows where pardon is required,
I do not; but if; as your words imply, you are
en as freely as you now are by inc.” -

"Phe blushing devotee would now have re-
tired, but Dimon contrived to detain her, Per-
haps she was flattered by the attention he so
well knew how (o bestow ; perhaps her heart
plead for a few minute’s interview with one
who had so deeply interested her young feel-
ings in his favor: certain it is, that when she
left him, she had promised again to meet him
in that same place, and is equally certain that
the appointment was punctually kept by both
of them.

Leaping from the wall, Dimon {raversed the
street fearless of detection, and the fair nun,
hurrying to the convent, found that a subject
of thought, new and engrossing, had taken
possession of her pure bosom. Roger Dimon
had never scen a person: so lovely as Annette
Girard; nor one who had awakened so deep
an interest in his heart. Many ihat were beau-
tiful and fair had crossed his path ; but if they
were noticed atall,’it was a notice that left
them like fair flowers crushed to the earth,
despoiled of their purity and innocence, and
left to perish broken-hearted. Placed in a
nunnery in her earliest years, Annette’s affec-
tions, those rich and hoarded treasures of wo-

man’s heart, which she fondly hoped and in-

guilty of crime, may you be forgiven of heats, .

tended should all'be given to heaven, had nev- -
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er been lavished, and were now brought up
from their hidden depths and given.io one,
who seemed, nolwithstanding .the mystery
which hung over him, worthy of hér love.—
Dimon had not concealed his errors—deceit
he despised—but when did cver woman love,
and not find a ready palliation for the faults
of the adored one. They met not mauy times
before Abnette, not without feclings of self-
reproach,and {ears of bitter regret, at leaving
those who had been so kind (o her, consented
1o leave the convent,and with a pledge of
protection till death, to cast herself on the
“wide world. Dimon’s intentions were honor-
able, and he felt that to abuse the confidence
reposed in him by one so artless and lovely,
would be a erime to sink him beyond forgive-
ness. Dimon hastened {o Platisburg with his
rich prize, intending to remain there until the
excitement which her flight was sure to ocea-
sion, was past. As the orphan Annette had
no relatives in Montreal, the matter soon died
away ; and as it was whispered that the noted
Dinion. was partner of her flight, the dread of
consequences had the effect of silencing a too
rigorous inquiry. At Plattsburg the lovers
were united by a secret inarriage, and after a
few months, praceeded to Prescott, on the
Canadian side of the St. Lawrence, opposite
Ogdensburg, where Dimon intended to reside.
He found it impossible to forsake all his old
courses entirely, but the young ereature, who
had won his affections, formed a poiot of at-
traction from which bhe did not wish to fiy ;—
and. which induced her to hope he would soon
wholly forsake the reckless and dangerous
life he had hitherto led. . To be Continued.

Passion.—What is more unpleasant, and
what so much derogates from the character
of an amiable beautiful, or accomplished wo-
mnan, as to béhold herina passion 2 For a
young lady to becone enraged at the misde-
meanor of aservant : or because her millin-
er failed in executing her commandsin proper
season : or that her dress did not precisely
suit her taste : or from any other trifling mo-

- iive: at once discovers the want of amiability,
as well as of sufficient strength of wind to
suppress her temper. Such an one would
never be selected as the partner of a sensible
man; such could never kindle exalted admi-
ration, true respect, or genuine love. I do
not wish (o applaud those tame beings, who
have not asufficiency of spirit to resent an
insult, or to uphold an opinion against the ob-
stinacy of some jackanapes fop ; neverthe-
lessall this mightbe done in temperate lan-
guage,and with such a different bearing asis
the true characteristic of a delicate female.—
‘What is more admirable than to witness a
young and beautiful female timidly adducing
strenuous argumnents in oppasition to some
positive theory of the lords of the creation,

.

and while her good sense and sound doctrine.
carry triomph with them, to see the deep
blush of virtue stealing over her forehead, at
her own success. When the passions of her
opponent are excited, to witness her, cool and
colleeted, and rather endeavoring to: sooth
than to triumph, to allay than- te perplex.—
Deliberate firmness in any moment of contest,
or extremity, is ever commendable, and a wo-
man who can fondly gaze upon the counte-
nauce of her husbaud, tell him, in gentleness,
of his faults, and beseech that he will endeav-
or for her sake and for his own, to mend .
them, isas nearly allied to an angel as a
mortal may be.

Speaking out in Church.—A most amu-
sing instance of speaking out in churchoc-
curred some years ago in the church of —.
The minister, in preaching upon the story of
Jounah, uttered a piece of declamatory rheto-
ric to something like the following effect:—
“ Aud what sort of a fish was it, my brethren,
that God had appointed thus to execute his
holy will? Was it a shark, my brethren?—
No—it could not bea shark; for God could
never have ventured the person of his beloved
prophet amongst the deadly teeth of that rav-
enous fish. What fish was it, then, my breth-
ren? Wasit a salinon, think ye? Ah, no;
that were too narrow a lodging. There’s no
ae salmon i’ the deepest pule 0’2’ Tweed co’d
swallow a man. Besides, ye ken, its mair
natural for men to swallow salmon, than salm-
on 1o swallow men, What, then, wasit?—
Was it a sea-lion, or a sea horse, or a sea dog,
or the great rhinoceros? Oh,no! These are
notseripter beasts ava.  Ye're as far aff’t as
ever. Which of the monsters of the great
deep was it, can yc tell me?’ Here an old
spectacled dame, who had an eleemosynary
seat on the pulpit-stair, thinking that the min-
ister was ina real perplexily aboutthe name
of the fish, interrupted him with, ¢ Hoat, sit,
it was a whale, ye ken.”—* Out upon ye, you
graceless wife that you ave,” cried the orator,
so enraged as alimost to fly out of the pulpitat
her ; “ thus to take the word out of the mouth
of God’s minister!”

Pleasures of News.—Had I all the money,
says Paley, which I pay in taxes to govern-
ment, at liberty to lay out upon amusement
and diversion, I know not whether I could
make choice of any in which I could find
greater pleasure than what I teceive from hear-
ing, expeeting, and relating public news ;—
reading parliamentary debates and proceed-
ings; canvassing the political arguments, pro-
jeets, predictions and intelligence, which are
couveyed by different channels to every corner
of the kingdom. .

Marriage islike money--scem to want it,
and You never get it.
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. ¢ tell it to you as *Lwas lold to me.”—NMalote.
" In the autumn of 1826, I had occasion to
visit the toven of N——, beautifully situated
on the western-bank of Connecticut river.—
My business led me to the house of B. a Jaw-
yer of threescore and ten, who was now rest-
ing from the labors, and enjoying the fruits of
a life strenvously and suceessfully devoted to
his profession. His drawing room was richly
furnished, and decorated with several valuable
paintings, There was one among them, that
particularly atiracted my attention. It repre-
sented a mother with two beautiful children,
one in either arm, a light veil thrown over the
group, and one of the children pressing its
Tips 1o the check ofthe mother. “That,’ said
i, pointing to the picture, ¢is very beauiiful.—
Pray, sir, what is the subject of it?” “Itisa
“mother and her iwins,’ said he, ‘the picture
“in itself is esteemed a fine one, but I value it
more for the recollections which are associa-
ted with it.” fturned my eyeup B.; he look-
ed communicative, and I asked him for the
story, “Sit down,’ said he, ‘and I will tell
it.” " We accordingly sat down, and he gave
me the following narrative.

During the period of the war of the revolu-
tlon, thereresided in the western part of Mas-
sachusetts, a farmer by the name of Stedman.

He was a man of substance, descended from a
very respectable English family, well educa-
ted, distinguished for great irmness of char-
acter in general, and alike remarkable for in-
fiexible integrity and steadfast loyalty to his
king. Such was the reputation he sustained,
that even when the most viclent antipathies a-
gainst royalismswayed the community, it was
still admitted on all hands, that farmer Sted-
man, though a tory, was honest in his opin-
ions, and firmly believed them to be right,

The period came when Burgoyne was ad-
vaneing from the north. It was a time of

- great anxiety with both the friends dnd foes
of the revolution, and one which called forth

their highest exertions, 'The rebel militia
flocked to the standard of Gates and Stark,
while the true British subjects resorted to the
quariers of Burgoyne and Baum. Among the
latter was Steadman. He had no sooner deci-
ded it to be his duty, than he took a kind fare-
well of his wife, a woman of uncommon beau-

ty, gave his children, a twin boy and girl, a
long embrace, then mounted his horse and de-
parted.  Ke joined himself to the unfortunate
expedition of Baum, and was takea with other
prisoners of war, by Stark.

He made no attempt to conceal his name or
character; which were. both soon discovered,
and he was eccordingly commitied to prison
as a traitor, The gaol in which he was confi-
ned was in a ruinous condiiion. The farmer

was one night awakened from his sleep by
several persons in the room. “Come,’ said
they, ¢ you can now regain your liberty ; we
have made 2 breach.in the prison, through
which you can escape.” To their astonish-
ment, Stedman utterly refused to leave his
prison. In vain they expostulated with him ;
in vain they represented to him that life was
at stake. Hisreply wag, that he wasa true
man, and a servant of King George, and he
would not creep out of a hole at night, and
sneak nway from the rebels, to save his neck
from the gallows. Finding it altogether fruit-
less to atlempt to move him, his friends left
him, with’some expressions of spleen.

The time at length arvived for the trial of
the prisoner. Thedistance to the place where
the court was sitling wasabout sixty miles.—
Stedman remarked to the sheriff, when he
came to attend him, that it would save some
expense and inconvenience, if he conld be per -
mitted to go alone, and on foot. “And sup-
pose,’ said the sheriff; ‘ihat you should prefer
your safety to your honor, and leave me to
seek you in the British camp?? “I thought,’
said - the farmer, reddening with indignation,
¢ that I was speaking to one who knew me.”
#“I do know you, indeed,” said the sheriff, ‘I
spoke but in jest; you shall have your way.—
Go, and on the third day 1 shall expect to see
you at S— * * * *
The farmer deparled, and at the appointed
time he placed himself in the hands of the
sheriff.

I was now engaged as his counsel. Sied-
man insisted, before the court, upoa telling his
wholestory ; and, when I would have taken
advantage of some technical points, he sharp-
1y rebuked me, and told me that he had. not
employed me to prevaricate, but only to assist
him in telling the truth. I had never seen such
a display of simple integrity. It wasiaffecting .
to witness hislove of holy, unvarnished truth,
elevating him above every other consideration
and presiding in hisbreast asa sentiment even
superior to love of life. I saw the tears more
thani once springing to the eyes of his judges;
never before, or since, have I felt such an in-
tevest for a client. I plead for him as I would
for my own life. I drew fears, but I could
not sway the judgment of stern men, control-
led rather by a sense of duty than the com-
passionate promptings of humanity. Stedman
was condemned. Itold him there was still a
chance for pardon, if he would ask for it. I
drew up a petition, and requested him to sign
it, but he refused. “I have done, said he,
‘what I thought my duty. ¥ can ask pardon
of my God and King; butit would be hypoc-
risy toask forgiveness of these men, for an ac-
tion which I should repeat, were I placed a-
gain in similar circumstances. No! ask me
not to sign that petition, If what you call the
cause of American freedom requires the blood
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of an honest man for a conscientious discharge
of what he deemed. his duty, let me be its vic-
tim. Go to my judges, and tell them that [
place not my fears nor my hopes in them.”—
It was in vain that I pressed the subject; and
I went away in_despair. .

In returning to my house, I accidentally
called on an acquaintance, a young man of
brilliant genius, the subject of a passionate pre-
dilection for painting. This led him frequent-
ly to take excursions into the country, for the
purpose of sketching such objects and scenes
as were interesting to him. From one of these
rambles he had just returned. I found him
sitting at his easel, giving the last touches to
the picture which atltracted your attention.—
He asked my opinionofit. *Itisa fine pic-
ture,’ said I; ‘Is it a faney piece, or are they
portraits 7’ “They are portraits, said he;
¢and save perhapsa little embellishment, they
are, I think, striking portraits of the wile and
children of your unfortunate client, Stedman.
In the course of my rambles, I chanced to call
at his house in H——, 1 never saw a more
beautiful group. The mother is one of a thou-
sand ; and the twins are a pair of cherubs.”’—
“ Tell me, said I, laying my hand on the pic-
tare, ¢tell me, are they true and faithful por-
traits of the wife and children of Stedman?”
My earnestness made my friend stare. He
assured me that, so far ashe conld be permit-
ted to judge of hisown productions, they were
striking representations. I dsked no farther
question: [ seized the picture, and hurried
with it to the prison where my client was con-
fired. I fouud him sitting, his face covered
with hishands, and apparently wrung by keen
emotion. I placed the picture in sucha situ-
ation that he could not fail 10 see it. I laid
the petition on the littie table by his side and
left the room.

In half an hour I returned. The farmer
grasped my hand, while tears stole down his
cheeks; his eye glanced first at the picture,
and then tothe petition. He said nothing, but
handed the latter to me. I took it, and left
the apartment. Hehad put his name to jt.—
The petition was granted, and Stedman was
set atliberty. -

Sadness,—There is a_mysterious feeling
that frequently passes like a cloud over the
spirits. It comes upon the soul in the busy
bustle of life, in the social circle, in the calm
and silent retreat of solitude. . Its powers are
alike supreme over the weak and the iron-
hearied. ~ Atone time it is caused by the flit-
ting of a single thought across the mind. . A-
gain a sound will come booming across the
ocean of memory, gloomy and solemn as the
death-knell, over-shadowing all the bright
hopes and sunny feelings of the heart. Who
can deseribe it, and ;et who has not felt its be-
wildering influence

THE HAUNTED SHIP.

Sailors are calléd superstitious. Perhaps
they are over-credulous in omens; for they
live upon a changeful element, where muta-
tionsare often preceded by signs. Solitude in
the midstof sublime scenes, inclines all minds
to superstition : it is so easy when surroun--
ded by the wonders of the material world, to
4dd a few gratuitous marvels lo the invisible,
Hence highlanders as well as sailors; passing
life amid whirlwinds, avalanches, and that
creator of strange sights, a mountain mist,
believe in ¢ more things in heaven and earth,
than are dreamt of in your philosophy.’

I was, myself; a sailor for eighteen hard
years of lile—"multum jactatus,’ tempest-
tost, wrecked, -and rescued till I abandoned
the treacherous-€lement, that hassuch analo-
gy with hope, When I left the realms of
Neptune, it wasto make a timid lodgement in
the sunny borders of Apollo. Inother words,
I became a citizen of the Republic of Letters,
and have for many winters been the accepta-
ble insiructor of the village school. In all
that time at sea, I must have acquired the sail-
or’s readiness to believe what is inysterious, if
I have escaped the faith of believing a thing
because it is impossible. Some faith a man
must have in invisible things. It is implant-
ed in him for devotion ; though it is at the
same timea part of well-directed reason. It,
however, becomes superstitious when placed
upon what has no existence. Men believe,
generally, as others believe around them ;
the fatigue of thinking, has less attraction than
the charmof credulity. Perhaps I might have
been a fire-worshipper in Persia, or-a hermit

in-Spain.  With all our individual reason, we
yet believe, as the warlike corporal argued,
‘by platoons.’ Hence it requires a mind of
no common mould, to be in advanceof its age
and country, .

Yet with all our alacrity to credit wonders,
having once seen, we reduce them to the grade
of common’ occurrences, or explain them al-
waysso that the fact is separated from the
‘mystery. In my first voyage ‘before the
masi,’ in asulphurous gale off the Cape of Good
Hope, our crew had,as we conceived, a glimpse
at the Flying Dutchman; or,at any rate, at
the'dim and dusky figure of a ship moving di-
rectly against the wind, unless there were two
currents of air; for we were running before
the wind in an opposite direction, eleven knots
an hour. Yet, asianis a reasoning animal,
we had convineed ourselves, when the' next
sun rose upon the waters, that .we had seen
but a cloud, or had been altogether deluded
by fancy. Truly, philosophy as well as rev-
elation teaches, that had one been sent from
the dead to warn the brothers of Dives, they
would not have believed the messenger.

On another voyage, I beheld a spectre, as

phainly as ever I saw myself in_a glass, and
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more distinetly than man ever.saw his shad-
ow in the sun.” I hadbeen unlucky or unwise;
had spent all my gains in Palermo, \yhen I was
fain 10 ¢ work the passage’ home in'the res-
ponsible office of cook’snate—responsible I
call it, for I might have poisoned ‘the whole
crew ; and as fur as bad -coffée went, I have
something to answer for. There was among
the sailors a sort of suppressed belief that the
ship was unlucky, if not haunted by the spir-
it of a Maltese sailor who had been murdered
in his hammock by a revengeful Sicilian.

One still night, near Cape de Gat, while the
sea wasas caimn as a mill-pond, the whole ge-
mocracy of the forecastle was collected under
the bow of the long boat, conversing in rude
phrases upon metaphysical things. I related
nmy story of the Fiying Dutchman, and others
had seen more hideous sighls; yet there were
sturdy skeptics who would believe no eyes but
their own. The captain, who had been listen-
ing 1o us,now spoke and counselled us to
speak lower,if we must talk of spirits ; for
that there might be other beings on board than
had signed the ship’s papers. This remark
made us grave,and we soon beheld what made
us shrink together like chickens at the shad-
owolahawk. A figure witha face pale as
marble, raised its head slowly above the bows,
Letween usand the moon, aud then as slowly
descended. Our crew was, I believe, as brave
as any other, and would meet without fear a-
ny peril from material agents, that should
threaten limb and life ; but this was a sight
that shook the most hardy.

In afew moments, the same ‘ dusk and aw-
fulfigure’ rose towards the sky, appearing
like a man wrapped in a shroud, and standing
onthe ¢ incorporeal air.” A shriek then sfiot
ice through the veinsof the listeners. I know
not to what I can compare the sound. It ex-
pressed rage, pain, and sorrow. The figure
then descended, and was seen no more.

For many succeeding nights, one would have
thought our sailors the most loving crew that
ever hauled a rope, ‘They were inseparable.
‘I'hey went aloft in pairs, and below in squads.
‘They were as exemplary in speech, and there
wgsdnot an oath uttered, till the next gale of
wind.

‘The caplain wore a grim smile that curled
up his whiskers, whenever the ghost was men-
tioned ; but hie was not of a temperament to
give a soft answer to an idle question, 1, how-
ever, made some discoveries without his aid.
Ransacking his privaie cabin for a box of ol-
ives, I came upon a plaster bust of a Roman
Emperor, Galba 1 believe, for he was bald, and
with a nose to which Wellingtow’sis but a bug.
There was a small cord around the neck, and
a sheet sewed around i, so that Galba looked

indeed; like 2 Roman in histoga, There was | ed

also another line to which was attached a
hand{ul of hairs, such as grew upon the tail of

the ship’s cat, an especial good mouser, of an
iron grey color, weighing sixteen pounds.—
There were other appearances, that the cat
had been tied within the cavity of the bust.

All these circumstances furnished data for
an hypothesis concerning the spirit; and I be-
gan 1o reason with mnyself, as I had done af-
ter having seen the Flying Dutchman.

The cat had been missing since the appear-
ance of the ghost, until three nights after,
when she came to me in the caboose, where,
as it was my watch, I was sleeping over the
embers. Ierept along tothe forecastle, where
1 jerked the tail of the animal as ungenily as
I had heart to do. She emitted the same fiend-
like shriek that had before curdled our blood,
and the sailors ran upon deck like madmen.
'The captain, however, who alone had seen
my manceuvre, threatened me with another
kind of cat, if I should make any disclospre
to the crew. Icomplied with his injunction
of secrecy, having noted that he was a man of
his word in all things, though with rather less
alacrity in performing a promise, than in ex-
cculing a threat.

Letters.—What little paper messengers
these are that transport.our thoughts from
one quarter of the world to another! We
trust to them our business, our hopes, our as-
pirations, and most secret thoughts. We ven-
ture to write with the pen things we never
dare o say by words.  What worlds would
not tempt us io publish, we communicate to a
letter, passing hundreds of miles and through
a thousand hands. This is the trust we have
ina single seal. 'We put all our confidence in
crooked characters, whose lips are closed but
by a single wafer, This is the trust in man,
Thisis the worth of honor. But would we
send the most unimportant affair unsealed ?
No, we risk every thing to the slender guard
of a piece of wax, when we would not lannch
a single thought to the mail, without putting
over it this honorable keeper. We lock vp
our thoughts in impenetrable secrecy ; we
put bolts upon our property at home, and yet
with the thinnest piece-of wax for a lock, such
as can be broken almost without any effort,
we'trust our inmost secrets, and our most val-
uable property to hands that we know noth-
ingof. Indeed, 3kis is the worth of honor.

A wiltol, abarber, and a bald-headed man
travelled together. ~Losing their way, they
were furced to sleep in the open air: and, to
avert danger, it wasagreed to keep watch by
turns.  The lot first fell on the barber, who,
for amusement, shaved the fool’s head while
heslept; he then awoke him, and the fool,
raising his hand to scratch his head, exclaim-

,» “Here’s a pretty mistake, rascal '—youn
hav:." waked the bald-headed man instead of
me.



EDITOR’s NOTICE—LADY'S BOOK—NEW-YORE MIRROR—ARIEL.

15

PRE QABLAND:
. HAMILTON, SATURDAY, SEPT. 29, 1782,

The best performances, have generally cost

" the most labor, and* that ease which is so es-

sential to fine writibg, has seldom been attain-
ed without repeated and severe corrections.—
The truth is, every senfiment has its peculiar
expression, and every word its precise place,
which do not ‘always immediately present
themselves, and generally demaund f{requent
trinls, before they can be properly adjusted.

A writer of refined taste has the continual
mortification to find himself incapable of ta-
king entire possession of that ideal beauty
which warms and fills his imagination. His
conceptions still rise above all the powers of
his heart, and he can but fairitly copy out those
images of perfection which are impressed up-
on his mind.

We do notintend to exclude from our col-
umns any communicaton possessing sufficient
merit 1o inlerest our readers, unlessitis of
such length as to discourage us of ever laying
it before our readers. The ¢ Three days Trip,)
we must reject on this ground. We admire
poetry, for it is capable of taking a series of
successive facts, which comprehend a whoele
action from the beginning. It puts the pas-
sions in motion gradually, and windsthem up
by successive cflorts, and all conduce to the
jntended effect ; the mind could never be agit-
ated so violently, if the storm did not come on
by degrees.

The most judicious of all poets, the inimi-
table Virail, used to resemble his productions
to those of that animal, who agreeably to the
notioiis of the ancients, was supposed to bring
forth hier young into the world, a mere rude
and shapeless mass; he was obliged \to re-
touch thein again and again, he acknowledg-
ed, before they acquiied thieir proper form and
beauty. Accordingly we are told, that after
having spent eleven years in composing his
fEneid, he intended to havé setapart three
more for the revisal of that sublime work.—
But being prevented by his last sickness from
giving those finishing touches which his ex-
quisite judgment conccived to be still necessa-
ry, he directed his friends Tucca and Varius
to burn the noblest poem that ever appeared
in the Roman language. In the same spirit
of delicacy, Dryden tell us that had he taken
-more time in trensleting this author, he might

possibly have succeeded better ; butnever, he

“|assures us, could he have succeeded so well

as to have satisfied himself.

The lucubrations of “L~—.” shall hereaf-
ter receive their ‘reward-of merit.?

“Lines to Miss M——." inour next.

T'he Lady’s Book.—A friend has put into
our hands for inspection, the August number
of this periodical, and it surely contradicts the
quaint speech made by a “knowing one,”
“that one no more knows a book by its title-
page, than a man’s character by his name.”-~
It is literally a book for the ladies, containing
fashions, hints for the toilet, directions forem-
broidering, &e.besides 7iany well written sto-
ries, and mor'e shorter articles combining a-
musement with instruction.

The Lady’s Book werecommend to the pat-
ronage of the fairsex. . Its tout ensemble is
very fine and its conteats will not disappoint
them. It is published by L. A. Godey & Co.-
Philadelphia, Pa. in monthly numbers of 56
pages, with numerous engravings, music, &c,
For us to wish it the suecess it deserves, would
be wishing it no small share.

New-York Mirror—We have for 2 num-
ber of years been a constant reader of the Mir-
ror, and the more we read it, the higher we
esteem it. ‘The Mirror has beeu published up-
wards of nine years, and we ventuve {o assert,
no literary paper in the United States has so
great a civculation, bv one-third. The editors
leave no means untried to sustain its charac-
ter, at home and abroad. Every quarierly
number is erabellished with superb quarto en-
gravings, and weekly with a choice piece of
music ; ‘in short, every thing which can en-
hanee the value of the paper, and rendey it a-
greeable, instructive, and interesting. By the
above enumeration, it will be perceived that
the plan of the Mirror embraces every subject
within therange of the fine arts and the belles-
lettres.’ 'The Mirror is published every Sat-
urday in the city of New-York, by George P,
Morris, Theodore S. I"ay, and Nathaniel P.
Willis.

The Ariel—This is a semi-monthly litera-
ry and miscellaneaus gazette, and embellished
with twelve beautiful engravings on copper,
with numerous otherson wood. Jtisa good
miscellaneous work, and as such, we recom-
mend it to the public. ‘The Ariel is published

at Philadelphia, Ps. by Edmund Morris,
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WAS 1 TO PLAME *—AMIABIEITY—A BLUSH, ETC.

POBDPRT.

From Blackwood’s Magazine.
‘WAS 1 TO BLAME 2

Was I to blame because I loved
A being kind as pity's sigh,
By every finer {eeling moved,
“Chat welts the heart or pearls the cye ?
The heart thot for another felt, :

May, sure, some kindred feoling claim ;
And if Iwhispered, as he knelt
Beside me, “ Yes P'—was 1toblame 3

Troud daughters of th:e prudish frown,
Tis not to you my heurtappeals ;

Bosoms no genial ray that own, .
Around whose soul no love-spell stoals ;
Butye, whose eyes, whose Jips, have proved

The glanco of fire, the kiss of flame,
Say, if Iloved, tov fondly loved,
as I to blume? Was Ito blame?

He said he loved—why should Idoubt? -
If I'loved him wes that o sin ?
‘When prudence keeps the tower, without,
Can love a trailor prove within ?
Warriors and Poets—who may tell
. What cuch have risked for power nnd fame %
And if Ifell Love's mighty spell
Enchaln my sonl-—was 1to blame ?

MUSCBLBLANT.
-AMIABILITY.

%1 would not rail at beauty’s charming power—
1 woald but have her afin at something more ;
‘The fairest symmetry of form or face

From intellect receives its highest grace.”

Of all the graces which adorn and dignify
the female character amiability is perhaps the
Jnost pre-eminent. ‘The peculiar excellence
of this'virlue consists in the power of exciting
universal love and esteem. It is exercised
without effort, and enjoyed without alloy.—
Discretion and good nature are the material
ingredients of this valuable guality.

I was this inestimable grace which induced
the wise man to confer on the woman under
its influence a value *whose price is above
rubies;’ and he invested her with this endear-
ing attribute, that “she opened her mouth
with wisdom, and in her tongue is the law of
kindness.” It is this grace that throws an ir-
resistible charm-over the natural beauties, and
exhibits every moral anid intellectual attain-
ment in their most interesting point of view.
‘While many other graces have a specific and
limited operation,. this is universal. When
once it is implanied as a principle in the
heart, it never ceases to grow, but is continu-
ally yielding the most delectable fruit. Eve-
ry incident, however minute, and every event,
however disastrous and mourn(ul, constitutes
alike an element in which this grace flourish-
es in all theluxuriance of eternal health. In
the sick chamber, the social circle, and the
drawing room, it furnishes from its own am-
ple resources all that is most:soothing, attract-
ive, and captivating—ever prompt without of-
ficiousness and deliberate without indifference.
It invests its most trifling offices with an un-

speakable value 1o those on whom they are|

conferred, and bestows the most costly pres-
ents with a liberality so pure and genuine as

to silence the most captious, and captivate the
most scrupulous.

Of the conduct of others an amiable female
is always charitable. The omission of atten-
tions distarbs her not. Slie is ever ready to
suggest a thousand reasons for a supposed in-
jury ; and should it be realized,she js satisfied
with ONE. She knows she does not deserve
it. In the abserice of evil she invariably ar-
gues good. '

Of her own conduct she is scrupulously
guarded and rigidly exact, . She remembers
the language of a modern writer that “ virtue
in general is not to feel, but to do; not merely
to conceive a purpose, but to carry that pur-
pose intd execution; ot merely to be over-
powered by the impression of a sentiment, but
to practice what it loves, and to imitate what
it admires.”” And thus lovingand beloved, she
progresses through the various stages of life,
ornamenting all its interesting relations, and
bestrewing the path of duty with flowers of
sweetest fragrance. She closes her brilliant
and beauteous course by gathering her duties
together as a never-fading bouquet of flowers,
binds them with her amiability, and bequeaths
thein to posterity. ‘Then, full orbed, she sinks
beneath the-serene and expansive horizon.

“ Death steals but to renew with bloomn
The lifo that tricmphs o’er the tomb.
She died not, but hath gown.

Live, liveabove ! All beanteous here,
‘What art thou in another sphere?

An angel in their own.”

A Blush.—What a mysterious thing is a
blush ! that a single word, a look, or a thought
should send that inimitable carnation over the
cheek, like the soft tints of a summer sunset !
Strange, too, that it is only the face, the hu-
man face, that is capable of blushing! The
hand or the foot does not turn red with mod-
esty or shame, any more than the gloveor the
sock which covers it. It is the face thatisthe
heaven of the soul! There, may be traced
the intellectual phenomena, with a confidence
amounting to moral certainty. A single blush
should put the infidel to shame, and prove to
hlilm the absurdity of his blind doetrine of
chance. :

He that abuses his own profession will not
patiently bear with any one else that does so.
This is one of our most subtle operations of
self-love. For when we abuse our own pro-
fession, we tacitly ezcept ourselves ; but when
another abuses it, we are far from being cer-
tain that this is the case.

A citizen, seeing some sparrows on a tree,
went beneath and shook it, holding out his
hand to catch them as they fell,

N ———————————————————
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GROVEINN.
THE .Proprietor of ‘the Grove Inn,
Nelson, takes this method of an-
nouncing to the: public that he intends
leaving the above establishment on the
first day of December next, and,requests
all those that have favored him with some
of their TRUST CUSTOM, to pay him
before that time, or expect trouble in the
wigwam, by the invasion of a batallion
of LAW. He thanks the public for their
support, and requests that they will con-
tinue their patronage to his successor,
Mr. Zebalon Andrews, (that is if his con-
duct should permit it.) He is determin-
ed to give no more credit to any person,
unless actual necessity demands it.
.. W. J, SUMNER.
P. 8. Twantall the Editors to insert
this to oblige an old Printer, alias Ta-
vern Lord—gratis, mindye. W.J. 8.
Grove Inn, Nelson, Sept. 4, 1832. 50

. TO PRINTERS.,
DG AN EXCELLENT -OPPORTUNITY.E
HE Subscriber being desirous, after
the close of the present year, to en-
gage in other avocations, offers for sale
the establishment of the Grenwville Ga-
zette. He does not make the offer for
lack of patronage, for he is-convinced
there is not a betler or more lucrative
opening, in Upper Canada, for a Printing
establishment, than Prescott. . His mo-
tives for relinquishing printing are best
known to himself. Any person wishing
to purchase, can know the conditions, or
other necessary information, by address-
ing aline, post paid, to Stephen Miles,
Prescott, Upper Canada.
Prescott, Sept, 3, 1832,

Printing Ink.
UST received and for sale at the Ca-
nadian Wesleyan Office, from the
manufactory of T. J. & G. W. Eddy, all
kinds of BOOK and NEWS INK, of dif-
ferent qualities and prices, viz:
No. 2, in 9lb. kegs, 75 cents per Ib.

No.2,in 91-2do. 75 do do.
No. 3, in 38lb. do. 60 do do.
No.4,in 38b. do. 50 do do.
No.4,in 371-2 do. 50 do do.

In addition to the above prices, on the
large kegs, five shillings, York, will be
added for each kes, and on the small size,
two shillings, York. 35

-

 The Garland Advertiser.

THE GARLAND:

A SEMI“MONTHLY LITERARY JOURNAL,

The First Number of the above work was is. B4

sued on the 15th-inst. It isdevoted exclusive-

ly to Literature, and published every other (%
Saturday on fine super-royal paper, with good {4
type, making at the end of the year, a volume F§
of 208 large 8vo. pages, with the,addition of a 3

title-page and index, in a suitable form for
binding, and afforded to suscribers at the low
price of seven skilling and six pence.

All communiecations relative to the Garland

must be addressed.to_the subscriber, free of k&
postage. &

"WYLLYS
Hamilton, Sept. 19, 1832. -

Fanning Mills.
T

ers in the above article, has been induced
to establish a FANNING MILL MAN-
UFACTORY in the village of Burford,
where he will keep constantly on hand,
Mills of the newest patierns, and best ma-
terials, which he will dispose of on. the
following terms:

For Cash, . $22

On one year’s credit, $206

‘Wheat, Corn, Rye, Oats, Neat Stock,
Pork, and most kinds of country produce
taken in payment, if delivered within
eight months from the time of sale;

33 Farmers in want of the above ar-
ticle, will do. well to call and examine for
themselves, before they make engage-
ments elsewhere.

THOMAS FOWLER.

Burford, Aug. 30, 1832. gwifd0

HE GENESEE FARMER and Gardenet'
Journat, published by L. Tucker & Co. Rochester, N

¥.~N. Gaodsell, Editor. -
Its leading object has been ahd will be, to impart

SMYTH.

thaf information, tending in the greatest degree to the im.

E:;ovement of the Agriculture, Horticulture, and Domestis
Sconomy of the country,

3.5 The first volume can be suPplied to all new subscri.
bers and bound in a neat manner, for such ag degireit. In
soliciting the potronage of the public, and especially of
Agricultural and Horticultural Societies, the publishers
ask aid no furtner than an intellgent farming public may
ihink they deserva.

Condilions.—Tho Farmer is printed every Saturdoy, ina

quarto form, on fine papor and faie type, with a title pago -

1nd index moking 416 pages a yeor, at $2 50, payable in $
montlis, or §2, if paid in advance,

‘Linseed Oil
OR sale by the subscriber. Wheat,
Flax-seed, or Pork will be takenin
payment, as well as money.
JAS. CROOKS. -
West Flamboro’, Feb., 16,1830, 40tf

HE Subscriber having Jong.regretted §
the extortion practised upon Farm- F

5
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