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

VOL. I
PORILAR TALBY.
. Original,
REWARD OF VIRTUE!.
. GONOLUDED. . .

Henry had rode out into the eountry, and
was not expected to return that evening; and
George took the advantage of his absence.—
The persons who were with him at thistime,
were disguised in a similar manner tosomeof
Henry’s companions. George managed the
whole affair so adroitly, as to leave no doubt
on the mind of Mr, Walton, but. that it was
Henry. From the reporis of Georgeand his
spies 50 often. repeated previously, to 2 man
growing old and getting doatish, Mr. Walton
had sometimes been a little suspicious of Hen-
ry,and wonld have been more so had it not
been for his daughter, who ‘never mistrusted
Henry’s candor and innocence. .

Upon the return of Henry, the old man was
excessively cool to him; and having called
him mtoa private room, accused him of rob-
bing his house. ‘Heury was astonished, and
offered to prove his innorence:_he said it was
a wicked trick of his brother George, to ban-
ish him from hishome, and that he believed
he and his brother could never live together in
peace.

For such reasons, he determined to leave
his home and seek one elsewhere. His guar-
dian was bitter in hisremarks and persisted in
accusing him of the robbery; which accusa-
tion Henry felt the more, because all hisoffers
and endeavors to convince him to the con-
trary failed, and. he was obliged to leave the
home of hischildhood under the chagrin that
a consciousness of innocence accused of guilt,
ever leaves its possessor.

George during this time was by no means
idle in keeping the old man in the same mood
of thinking with regard io Henry. His daugh-
ter Margaret, although she hesitated what to
think of Henry, always shunned George and
his courtesy. ~ ‘Thus far George had failed in
his flattery of her charms, for she was convin-
ced of the badness of his heart.

Things thus went on for a year, daring
which time George had managed to deceive
the old man in his opinion. Bulfrom the con-
duct of George in this time and the wish of
all gradesof the neighborhood to have Henry
resiored because they esteemed him, and be-
lieved he was innocent, Mr. Walton began
to treat George in the manner that his con-
duct had long merited, George pereeiving the
wuvering regard of theold man for him, de-
termined on robbing him in reality. Thus dis-
posed, he seized the opportunity the ‘absence
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of Mr. Walton and his daughter in the coun-
try offered. . Luckily for Mr, Walion, e had
removed most of his money; but what was left
George carried with him in his retreat, no
one knew where. 'The old man being.told of -
the departure of George on his return; and
seeing his trunk broken open, was less aston-.
ished than grieved, at the favors he had bes-
towed on him and theill treatment suffered by
the virtuous youth, Henry. His journey had
been parily to endeavor to learn something of
Henry ; after whom he had repeatedly inqui-
red in vain, |

From a view of the conduct of George, let
all shun a like behavior; which from simple
envy, had led him into crimes of the grossest
character, Indeed, we may go to extremes
in any thing, uniess we pursue that smooth
and peaceful medium that prudenceand good
sense point out in our journey through life.—
The road upon which we all are doomed to
travel, is indeed to most, a thorny ore—less
on account of the disposition of things by the
hand of Pravidence, than from a proper want
of experience in ourselves and an evenness of
temper.

A year after the expiration of Geotrge's de-
parture, of whose excesses abroad Mr. Wals
ton had heard with regret, he took a long tour
in the country adjacent, for his health, accom-
panied by his daughter. He had enjoyed his
Journey o his satisfaction and was on his re-
turn.  One beautiful night in June he had de-
termined to travel'in the cool of the evening
in order to yeach a tavern some miles distant.
He entered .a forest and had got some distance
into it when his horse and carriage were stop-
ped by two highway-men, who demanded his
money with cocked pistols. _The old man in
this frightful dilemma—his daughter having
fainted, was on the point of giving the robbers
his purse, when the gallop of a horse behind
the carriage, threw a fresh hope of escape 0-
ver hismind. Searcely had be time to think
again, when the stranger armed with a sword-
cane, demanded of the robbers the canse of
this noise ; but quickly perceiving one of the
fellows about to level a pistol at him, he made
a pass at him, knocked the pistol out of his
hand and laid him lifeless at his feet. ‘The
other robber fled, but was soon overtaken
and knocked down by the active siranger 3
who thus rescued the old gentleman, ané his
daughter from their perilous situation.. Afler
having thanked the young strauger, ke was
about to tuke his departure when the young
gentleman ogreed to accompany him lo the
next inn.
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This stranger proved to be no other than
‘Henry Clayton, who had been absent foqr
years, and was about to return {0 Yeceive his
ghare of his father’sestate.  Henry recogni-
‘zed Mr. Walion when in the woods ; but from
his changed appearance, his uncle did not
know him—neither did his davghter, until af-
ter spending an agreeable evening, they were
to their great surprise informed, that he who
had rescued them from the hands of thieves,
was no other than he whom. Mr. Walton haa
discarded from his home, for an imaginary
crime. And he allowed himself to be prevail-
ed upon to return home with them, where he
received the allotied poriion of his father’s es-
-tate; and a year after, the fortune of his guar-
dian, and the hand of his dunghter in mar-
riage. Mr. Walton survived this happy event
but a year or two;- leaving to lenry the sole
disposal of his large property. Thus at last,
rewarding the virtue of a young man, who
really deserved his favors, :

_ George Clayton, the persecntor of his broth-
er, had long since squandered away his for-
tune, and no one knew whither he had gone
or what had become of him.

" Fiom this tale it will be seen, the path of
. virtue in this world, if it is strewn here and
there with thorns and troubles, leads to the
-mart of peace and self-satisfaction in the end.
End asa virtnons man’s life may, it cannot
help but be pleasing. It is oftener the road to
wealth in this world, than momentary pleas-
ure with her flowery but fading hopes, and
than viee with allits assurance and riotous im-
punity. In virtue’s temple, perennial bioom
smiles upon you, fadeless as its eternal Giver.
Truth and wisdom are her guides; and when
the sable shades of destiny shall scowl up-
on the universe; when all else shall fall to
nought, Virtue, the only good, the only true
happiness to solitary mortals in their veiled
pilgrimage below, will be as bright, as imper-
1ishable as the adamantine throne of Him who
alone reigns eternal and sell-approving in the
‘universal all. C.M.D

THE FAIR PENITENT,.

It was evening. - The last rays of the seiting
“sun fell upon the richly painted windows of
the Abbey, and threw a *dim religious light’
upon the marble floor heneath, and the fretted
pillarsthat rose on all sides. A young female,
.dréssed in white, advanced up the aisle, with
slow and irregular steps, her eyes timidly bent
upon the ground, and ler lovely locks hall
shading a countenance in which health and
innocence seemcd to sie with each other,
which should ddd most beauty to features, the
fofm &f which*were biauty itsell.

*
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She stopped for a moment as she reached
the open portal of the ¢hapel that formed a re-
cess on the side of the aisle, and then turned

into'the recess,” entered a Confessional, and
fell upon her knees. :

What “ignorant sin” counld this sweet one.
have committed that required absélution at
the hands of her holy futher confessor 2

“'We shall see. .

Having first pronounced her accustomed
prayer with a timid voice, she seemed to gain
confidence by this act, and proeeeded to re-
late, first, her little acts of contumacy towards
her school-nistress, (for though borderiug on
womanhood, she had not yet left Convent
School,) then her little sins of actual comnis-
sion ; reserving the gravest to the last. At
length, though she had evidently not eonelu-
ded her confession she made o full stop, as if
reluctant to proceed farther.

“Come, daughter,” exclaimed the. good
priest, “proceed; you must not permit a false
pride or delicacy to deter you from that fulk
confession without wkiz. it absolutely were
vain. ‘Whatmore!”’ .

“T am afraid to tell you, good father.”

The priest said something to encourage ber;

but the pretty penitent still hesitated ; and as
she covered her sweet face with her two
hands, as if ashamed to havé it seen, the tears
made their way between her pretty fin-
gers. :
"4 Come—come” snid the holy father, this
mustnotbe. T mnst interrogate you. What
is it that thus troubles you? Have you
done any thing to injure or offend. your good
parents 97 o

“ Worse, father.”

“Have you heen reading in wicked hooks ?”

“Dve not been reading at all father.”

“Dnd you play or laugh, last Sunday, du-
ring service ?” '

“ A great deal worse, father.,” - :

The good priest began seriously to be alar-
med ; yet hedid not know how to frame his
questions so as to avoid suggestions, which (if -
he should prove wrong.in his suspicions)
might render the remedy more mischevious
than the disease,

At last, the young beauty, as if by a desper-
ate effort, relieved him of his embarrassment,
—* Father” said she with a tréimbling and
half suppressed voice,“1 will tell you all, if
Heaven will give me strengthto speak. . But,
pray be indulgent, good futher. It was the
first time—and Pm sure U never thought that
so much harm would come of it. Besides, it
was not all my own fault—it was partly ds.
And he is so very handsome too”—( The good
priest trembled.)  “And so fond of me—he
used to follow me about wherever I went—he
seemed to think and care about nobody but
me.”  (She paused a moment,—then contin-
ued.)—* Well, father, one night, after T had
retired to rest, I—would yvou believe it?—I
found him in my chamber,”—(The holy fa-

ther groaned aloud.) -“I mnever could tell
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how he got there—for I shut the door after
me, and fastened it carefully, as f always do.”

“ Well,” exclaimed the confessor, in an anx-
ious tone, * what more.”

“Qh, father ! the worst is o come. That
night in particular—it was last ‘Thursday, fa-
ther—he looked so very handsome, and seem-
ed to be so very-fond ol me—and—that—in—
short——" .

“But,” exclaimed the priest with a sudden
show of indignation, “did your mother never
warn you of the terrible danger of such con-
duct? Did she nevcer tell you the fatal con-

2quences of ——» . . .

“No, father,” interrupted the terrified peni-
tent, “ she never told me. there wasany thing
wrong in being fond of such a very beautiful
cat—and—-" ’

“Acat! wasitacat? .

. “Yes, father; alarge beautiful white An-
gola, that T was so wicked as o steal from the
pastry-cook’s opposite where we live, and
have kept him concealed in my roomn ever
since.” .

“ In nomine Palres et IXIL ¢t Spiritus
Sancti te absolvo,” said the good priest, and
neverdid he pronounce’the words with a more
full and gratified feeling of pioussatisfaction.

THE RECLAIMED HUSBAND,

Mademsiselle D. had been educated in the
Convent of ——, where she was placed in her
infancy : and had never sech anything of the
world. At the age of eighteen she was taken
from the Convent, and given in mabriage to
Mons. C. a young man of handsome person
and manners, and possessing considerable
merit, . .

Mademoiselle was young and beautiful ; pos-
sessed of a suscepiible mind, and of fine tal-
ents. Suddenly placed amidst the fascina-
tionis of the world, it had the effect of enchant-
went upon her.  This being the first time that
she had ever been addressed in the tender
way, her Jove for Mons. C. was most passion-
ateand devoted ; and on his pait the passion
was reciprocated with greatardor and attach-
‘ment; and much strengthened by ber filial
attachment 10 her father, who being old and
infirm, would not consent to part with her
while he lived, which in all probubility would
not be long. .

About a year after their marriage, a_young
actress made her appearance on the French
stage, her beauty and grace drew forth the
praises of every onec who saw her. Among
others, whose hcarts became entrapped by the
captivaiing charms of Miss T\, was Mons. C.—
It was impossible that an amour of this kind
should Jong be concealed. It soon reached
the ears of his young and virtuous wife, who
was overwhelmed for a time, witly grief; by

.the intelligence. Like most of el sex, she
did not sink under the misfortune, bt sum-

.| great eclat.

moned up her resulution, and even concealed
her chagrin from ber aged parent. She form-
ed a plan to regain the lost affections of her
husband. Having been shut up from her in- -
fancy in the walisof a convent, her opportu-
nities for studying the giaces had been none.
But prompted by strong love and desperation,
she forms a_determination to acquire them,
and, if possible, reclaim the wandering affec-
tions ol her husband. She goesio the thea-
tre, sees her rival, divesis herself of jealousy,
and attentively and assiduously studies her at-
titudes, her manner, voice and person. Her
genius heing great, and her determination
strong, her success was incredible,

At length, as she wished it, the young act-
ress fell, and it was announced that she’could
not perform in the play of that evening. Our
young wife hastensto the manager, and prof-
fers her services to undertake the part. ~ She
is accepled, and it is given out that a “yoang
lady, a perfect stranger, will make her appear-
ance as the substitute of Miss ‘I'. who had been
suddenly taken ill.” Every body flocked to
the theatre 10 see the young stranger, and a»
mong thew, Mons, C.

She dressed herself to great perfection, play-
ed her part to adniration, aud came off with
When the play was concluded
she mixed with the audience in the parterre,
among whom was her husband. All were
loud in praise of the stranger actress ; in which
she joined, and the husband warmly appro-
ved her taste and discernment, N

On their return home'the young actress was
the engrossing theme of conversation. Mons.
C. was in love, aud in raptures with her.

“And pray, my dear,” says she, “ which do
}}'o'lz} think plays the.best, the stranger or iss
o e

“@h, there is no denying it, the stranger is
a perfect angel,” said the husband. :
“Behold then in me, that stranger and an-
gel,” cried she, throwing her arms around his
neck ; “see what I have done to regain the
lost affections of @ much loved husband
" He was struck with surprise and astonish--
ment, and could hardly credit what he heard..
On her repeating some of the passages as she
had portrayed them on the stage, he beheld
theangel stranger in his wife. He was-over-
come with her love, genius and persevevance,
and felf at her feet, and vowed enternal con-
stancy ; a2 vow which he invarjably kept.

TO BTHIEL.—Original,
Where wilt thou dwell, if not with me,
Frowm avarice and ambition free, -

And pleasure's fatal wiles?
For whom, alus! dust thou prepare,
‘I'he swoets that 1 was wont to share?
‘Tho bunquet of thy siniles |
For thee 1 panted—thoe I priz’d
Tor thee 1 gludlel' sacrific’
Whauto'vr 1 Jov’d before!
And shall I see thee go nway,

And Liclpless, hopeless hear thee sny,
ples l"n‘;eewclll ‘wo meet no moro ¥

LY

IDA,
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LINES TO MIS3 B.—THE WAGGONER,

TO0 MISS B,

‘Kind are thy words ond flatiering <till,
Like these first led my heart asiray §
Thou stitl can’st summon at thy will,
A smile to roath or frown ta chill,
The heart thut fecls too much thy sway :
But, ah ! there's in thy roothing smile
A scoming trutl, but real guile.

*Tig 81, that one who knows 82 well,
‘Fhe better feelings of the heart,
And felt 85 oft hey bosom swell
With raplure, words could never tell
Such us Jove only can impirt :
Shaudd war with him who loves her best—
Destroy his hopes aud mar his rest.

Would'st thon that peacefol siniling honra
. #houid cheerthy pilgrimage througis life;
Would'st thon evade thc storm that lowers,
Andenllihis swectest, honied flowers,

Freo irom the hitterness of strifod
Oh! war no longer with iny peace—~
No more, no more! 1 pray thee ceasa.

Y would that thou for countless yenrs,

- ... Unmingled happiness may’st know

* Tiatmed’ning thooghts or ehilling fears,
May nerorstain thy cheek with teas,

Nor cause thy bright blne eyes to flow !
May earthly blessings all be thine,
Thoughsizhs and teurs alone arciine.

York, Nevewber, 1832,

THE WAGGONER.
CONTINGED.

*Sir William Gwynne, you have drawn
blood from me, you see,” said he calmly point-
ing to hisspotied handkerehief; “and in re-
turn be assured I willdrain your heart of ev-
cry drop of blood it contains. I 'will draw
down the Jaw upon you like a millstone, which
shall utterly crush you. Greatand high man
that you are,” he continued in the sama calm
tone uninterrupted by him he addressed, “it
is in my power to drag you to the dust—io
strip you of all you unjustly possess—io turn
you out of this hall a beggar, and expose you
to the world asan imposier. Do you hear ine
Sir William Gwynne??  All this was uttered
by Oaleigh with the acevracy and impiessive-
ness of a man, who unwilling (o (rust (g ex-
tempore wording in a malter of the Iast im-
portance, has carefully pondered his language
and even comitied words to memory. \vhen
he had finished speaking he patsed and watch-
ed the baronet, who continued standing mo-
tionless and silent before the fire-place s be-
fore; but his countenance wore an expression
of seriousness, and his eye rested on that of
O.\:llcigh, as if he would have scarched his
soul.

% Mr.Oxleigh,” said he in a lower tone than
he had before spoken in, © whether you have,
or have not, ground for what you say, you
are a very bold mnan to hold such language as

ours 1o Sir William Gwynne! You miust

now, sir, that I am a Magistrate; and as you
profess to be a Jawyer, you must furthier kitow
that I can at once commit you 1o prison for
coming (o extort money from s by threats.
That would he a sevious charge, Mr. Qxizigh
you know well,” — o
., “Have I mentioned money, Sir William ??
§nquired Oxleigh, calmly. & But commit e,

L. R,

commit me this moment.,” You shall the soon-
er get rid of your title and estate.”

€Why, you impudent man, do you-dare
come hére to bandy words and threats with
e 77? :
« Calling names is not talking reason, Sir
William, and hard words break no bones,” re-
plicd Oxleigh with abitter smile. “I callyou
no names, Sir William, and yet I call you by
your wrong name; for I shall elsewhere prove

Vyon to be Mister Gwynne—not Sir Will-

jam! T can atlord to be civil, because I have
you quite within 1y grasp as closely as I
could wish my deadliest enemy. Iam ina
condition lo provethat you are not the right-
ful heir of this property ; that there is some
one living who has a prior right under the
enlail!”

¢ Yon—swindler !* said Siv William, stri-
ding up to him, seizing him a second time
by the collar and shaking him fiom head to
foot.

“Sir Willlam Gwynne—3Sir William—you
must pay mc handsomely for this, you must
indecd V said Oxleigh, nowise enraged.—
“You had Letter be caln and count the cost!
Every. kiek, thrust angd shake you give me is
wortl its thousands! You are a magistrate,
Sir Willlam, you tell me. Have you not
commitied an assaultupon me-a breach of the
peace? However, I do not come to quarrel
with you, nor am 1 disposed to do so evenyet,
ill as you have used me ; but to tell you that
your all on earth is at the mercy of him you
insult .

Sir Willian Gwyune was boiling over with
fury ; yet he controlled himself sufliciently to
say, or rather gasp, “well sir—simply because
I ¢annot think you amadman,~-and a mad-
man muong the maddest veu must be to be-
have thus without knowingwell your ground,”
(Oxicigh smiled contemptuously )}— Lani rea-
dy to hear what you have to say. Go on,sir.
You may sit down if you choose ‘The bar-
onet sat down in his easy chair, and Oxleigh
took a seat opposite o him.

“ Not liking to trust iny memory in such
matters 2s this, Sir William,”said he leisurely,
“1 have committed to paper what 1 have to
say to you, and beg your permission to read
it.” ‘The baronet nodded haughtily aud his
features wore a very concerned ajr.  Mr. Ox-
lcigh drew outl of his hat a sheet of paper, and
distinctly reads as follows:—* Sir Gwynne
Fowler Giwwyune died in 1673, bequeathing his
estates to his cldest son, Fowler Gwynne
Ghynie, and the heirs male of his body 3 but
ifhis fivst son died withoul being married and
leaving ruale issue, then to his second son,
Glendower Fowler Gwynne, and the heirs
male of hisbody ; if his second son, however,
died unmarried, and without having male is-
sne, then to ke heirs male of Sir Gwynne
Fowler Gwynne’s neice Mary Gwynne Evans;
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on conditivn that they took the name of
“Gwynne.”

Sir Fowler Gwynne Gwynne entered and
dicd at sea in 16835 when his brother, Glen-
dower Fowler Gwynne, entered on the titles
and estates—was afterwards married andhad
two children ?

“Both of whom died” interrupted Sir
William eagerly, who had been listeding with
undisguised and intense anxiety.

“But one of them left Zssue ! continued
Oxleigh, calmly, “and that issue I can pro-
duce! Gavin Evans, son of Ellen Lvans,
(your father, Siv William,) eatered in 1740;
and had about as much 7igkt to do soas L.—
Do I make mysclf clear Sir William 7

“ And'do ydou preiend, Mr. Oxleigh,” said
the baronet, rather faintly, yet siriving to as-
sume a smile of incredulity, “do you dare to
assert, Mr. Oxleigh that there 1s now living
lawful issue of Sir Glendower Gwynne?”?

¥ Yes, Sir William, I do--and can prove it.
T can reduce your infirm title to the dust with
abreath, whenever I please; and thus:~-Sir
Glendower, as doubtless you know, Sir Wil-
liam, died in 1740, and without male issue, as
you imagine, leaving him surviving; but [
can show you that though his daughter Ellen
died, unmarried, his son William Fowler
Gwynne was married in 1733

“J¢ is false as hell!--It is false!--Tt 7s
false!” exclaimed the baronet, vehemently,
half choked, yet continuing in his chair, with

his eye fixed on Oxleigh. .
© #¥Pig too true, Sir William, too true for
you, I am afraid. I say William Fowler
Gwynne was secretly married to Sir Glen-
dower’s housckecper in 1733, and had ason
by her in 1738, a few months only before he
himself died. I can produce all the necessa-
ry registers and certificates, Sir William I
can! ‘The marringe was in the preper full
name of William Fowler Gwynne, but imme-
diately afterwards his wife dropped the name
of Gwynne, and settled in a distant part of
Somersetshire, under the name of Fowler:
But her son’ was carefully ebristened by the
name of Gwynne. It is a strong case, Sir
William, what we call, in law, a very strong
prima facie case,” continued Oxleigh, bitter-
y. “Xlecan, at a day’s notice, produce that
son, who is the proper heir and holder of all
you have-~who is now more than ofage—?

“ Why, sirrah ! even on your own show-
ing, I am safe, you — pettifogger, if by
right of possession only —» °

“Pardon me-~pardon me, Sir William!
There are nine years and a quarter, and more,
yet to expire, before that can be the case. J
have calculated the time to a minute! And
now Sir William Gwynne,” said Oxleigh,
with a stariling change of tone, * pay me for
the kick you gave me 1’ -

The baronet continued silent; thongh the

working ofhis features showed the prodigious
tempest that agitated him&within, Lot mebe
frank, Sir William, T do not presume to blame
you, for calling yourself a baronet, and en-
joying those fige cstates; it was done in ig-
norance 3 bat it is hard, very, very, hard to
give them up, Sir William.”

“ I¥hy, there glares an improbability, if not
a fulsehood on the very face of what yousay
said the baronet in a low tone,  “ How could
the dammned. vixen that swindled William
Fowler out of lis name .and land forgot to
put in claim in behalf of her son till now ??

“You cannot escape me, Siv William!
Mrs. Fowler dicd in childbed, and had chang-
ed her residence by her husband’s order, but
a week before her confinement. “She did not
live to explain the nature of her son’s right
and birth. I, however, know them well, tho’
at first through blessed accident ; and have for .
months [erreted out every fact that can estab-
lish the right of that woman’s son to the ti-
tles and estale you now hold. There is not
however, another person breathing but our
two selves, that know of this—indeed there
is not, Sir William!»

“flave you here proofs of all this? in-
quired the baronet, wiping the perspiration
from his forehcad, and looking anxiously at
the packet of papers that lay in Oxleigh’s hat.
My, Oxleigh instantly untied them, and prof-
fered tham to Siv  Filliam, who suddenly
snatched them up, crushed them together, and
with {rantie violence of gesture flung them
into the fire, where, in an instant, they were
reduced to ashes.

Mr. Oxleigh looked on with composure,
moking not the slightest effort 1o rescue them,
“ Well! it is but the trouble of another copy
from the originals » i '

“Copy ! Copy I murmurcd Sir William,
aghast, sinking back overwhelmed into his
chair. L

“Yes! you have burnt copies only, Sir
William, and could you really suppose I
should bring here the original documents, on
purpose for yon to destvoy them? He law-
yers, Sir William, are generally considered a
caulious set of men, and do not usually fling” -
ourselves bound hand and foot into the hand
of the enemy! And look’e, Sir William,”.
continued Oxleigh, fiercely, taking a small
pocket pistol from his bosom, cocking it and
levelling it at the baronet--“since I cannot
otherwise obtain civility, I shall avenge any
farsher insult you may dare to offer me on
the spot. If you menace me never so litle,
if you lift but your little finger threatening-
ly towards me, by - 'Pll shoot you
through the heart. ~ I cannot be insulted even
by Sir William Gwynne ! said he with a
sparkling emphasis; The baronet looked at
him as if he were stupified with what he had

seen and heard,
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“Have you any further commands with
me in this busindssg Sir Willmm, oris it now
your pleasure that I should withdraw ?” in-
quired Oxleigh. . .

“ Yes—withdraw, sir! PBegone! I will
set off to-night for London =1 will lay your
utrocious conduet before the Secretary of

_ State—I will seek adviée of eminent coun-
sel—"

“Do you not think, then, Sir Witliam, that
one depository of such a scevet as this is
enongh?  ould you rather prefer being at
the merey of a dozen thun one!”  Fhe bivo-
net heaved a profound sigh aid locked deadly

ale.

P “Sit down, Sir,” said he, in a mournful
tone—* Pray be seated, Mr. Oxleigh!” Ox-
Jeigh bowed and resumed the chair he had
left.

“Put away your pistol, Sir——"

“ Excuse me—pardon me, Sir William 1 —
Forgive me holding it in my hand, after what
has happened between us, as an argument for
coolness and counsideration, till you and- I
thoroughly understand one another!”  The
baronet’s lips—rather his"whole frame—qui-
vered with insuppressible emoation, and his
cyes were suddenly fixed with a kind of an-
guished stare on those of Mr. Oxleigh. He
suddenly bid his face in his hands, pressed his
hair back and muttered-—* Surely, surely this
is all dreaming !

“It js a dreadful business,” exclaimed Ox-
leigh, #and I sce you feel it to be so. I
thought you would.” The baronet spokenot,
but seemed absorbed in deep reflection.—
“Sir William,” resuined the aitorney, in a
low tone, “is it impossible for us to dme to
an—an amicable adjustment !

% Great Heaven ! groaned the baronet, ri-
sing froin his chair and walking hurriedly to
and fro; “here is absolutely a wretch, in my
own house templing meto become a villain!®

“Say, rather, a friend, who would per-
suade you to prefer safety to destruction, Sir
William 1

“ Aud pray, what do you mean, sir, by—an
amicable adjustment ¥’ inquired the baronet,
<t:rnly ; pausing and looking full in Oxleigh’s
ace.

 Surely, Sir, William, it is not very hard to
imagine a meaning,” replied Oxleigh, looking
unabashed at the baronet, with equal keen-
nessg and stéadfastness.  Sir William seemed
confused at the easy effrontery of his compan-

on.

“Sirrah, what do you mean? do you wish
me o meet the person you have been speak-
ing of and buy him off heavily 2

“No, no, 8ir William ; such a thought
never passed through my head. It would be
folly personified. ‘There are ways of cutting
the knot: what you name would tie it faster.”

“You would not murder him, then?” suid

the baronet, in a hollow toue, eycing Oxleigh
with horror. :

“ Oh, no, Sir William, no! There are oth-
er ways yet of disposing of him, and firmly
securing you. Forinstance, whatif he were
quieily sent out of the country, and kept a-
broud, without knowing how, why, or by
whom 2 If you can butkeep him there bat
for aine years, it will be enough; you are
safe—his right is barred—he is shut out for-
cver? .

“Trhat! why doyou pretend to intimate—
do you wish me 1o believe that such eonduct
could be practised with impunity ¢ That you
could by such means cheat him out of “his
rights, in spite of God and man ¥?

- “I do ¥ said Oxleigh, To be Continued,

Original.
AN ADVENTURE
IN TIE WOODS OF _OANADA‘. .

Concluded. T found that the swamp near where
I had stopped, was narrow ; and by following
itup a short distance, I got rouud it. This
swamp was plentifully stored with Cranber-
vies, and as they are a fine and wholesome
{ruit, it is necdless o say that Iregaled myself
lustily on them. They. grow on a small viny
stem, ncar the water. From this swamp, af-
ter travelling over some rough ground and pi-
ny hills, I met thesun just as I came into &
spacious, open, level country or plain. The®
weary and fatigued with my night excursion,
I hailed the new-born.sun, in accordance with
the heart-melting choir of green forest warb-
lers, whose songs broke on my ever-welcom-
ing car. DBut I'mustsay, that near all marshy
ground, music of a Jess weleome kind was a-
bundant : that is, the croaking of the frogs,—
who join the chorus of praising the spring.—
The piping of the whistling frog, is however,
not so unpleasant ; its ery is rather pleasing
when familiar to one. X was still capable of
appreciating the beauly and fragrance of the
morn : which in a manner revived my spirits,
depressed " with anxiety as to my destiny or
escape from this pathless wilderness. - As the
bright beaws of the orb of day were blazing
on the green and sparkling foliage of the for-
est, and the gay and busy inhabitants of the
grove were pouring forth their copious strains
of melody, I ascended a rising ground which
commanded an extensive prospect and sat me
down on a stone. I looked around but all was
a forest, or waving ocean of foliage. I could
see nothing ; not.even lake Erie—as I thought
Iwight. Iimagined I could descry a distant
smoke—or what 1 took for smoke—rising in
curls'in the dizzy distance, After an hour or
two of musing with this suppositious guide, 1
directed my course thither. .

Through the course of the day, I met with
many things of an enlivening character. I
saw large numbers of deer, whose tameness
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was remarkable; as with wild gaze they fol-
lowed me in my course, with cars erect, and
white bushy tail. I passed over a fine varie-
gated country. It was, as I was winding my
way on [oot, leading my horse through a thick
under-wood, I thought I heard a distant bell ;
and again 1 lpst its sound, and thought it mere
- imagination. .But its tones increasing in clear-
ness, induced me o believe it no fiction. At
length, however, I heard noinore of it ; think-
ing it had stopped somewhere, I hurried on.
I travelled on several miles, when feeling
greatly fatigued and not being able to hear a-

ny thing more of the beil, I began to think it |

delusive faney working in my troubled brain.
I quenched my thirst in a limpid stream that
bubbled gver a mossy and rocky bed, and
seated myself on-a mossy stone.  The eve-
ning was calm and sunny, and its stillness un-
broken but by the trills of little birds that
played among the topmost branches of the
trees, and sung to rest the glorious sun. As
the last rays of his sinking splendor hung in
gold the tressed foliage, and smiled in glad-
ness o’er the scene, I suddenly thought I heard
the voice of music on my ear. Ilistened a-
gain, and the silent grove re-echoed the mel-
low harmony of some female voice, whose
melancholy accents roused me from my stu-
por dud lighted up mysoul. The tones of
this melodious voice accorded so well with
the sunny stilluess and scented freshuess of
eve, that it appeared enchanting to one in my
sitnation. I led my horse for some distance
through the wouds, when ['suddenly burst up-
on a cottage and large cleoving. 'The startled
barking of adogbrought forth a decently-clad
clderly woman. It was a beautiful daughter
at her milk-pail wiose heart thrilling song
first caunght my ear. [ was heartily welcomed
by the family, and requested o stop all night,
which I thankfully accepted ; as the sun had
rolled into rest, and left but a smile vpon (he
western sky. . This cottage was shaded with
maple trees, and up its sides climbed wood,
bines. Iunrearofit-wasa well-stocked garden
ornamented with flowers and shrubs; the
work, as I learned, of the old woman’s daugh-
ter ; through the middle of it ran a stream,—
Around the collage were plenty of all kinds of
Canadjan fruit. It was altogether a beauti-
ful spot ; but appeared doubly so to nie, from
my journeying in the wilderucss, The father
was absent, but a son and daughter remained
to cheer their aged mother. I learned that
they had lived there for some time and were
from Scotland.  ‘T'o them I related my wan-
dering in the woods, and indeed passed with
them a very sociable evening. The next day
1 was put on a road that soon led tomy des-
tination. Such are the scenes a person lost in
the woéds of Canada enjoys aud -suffers, an
account of which may not be unintgesling.

THE GABKLAND:
TAMILTON, SATURDMY, DEC. 22, 1832,

T'he Curadiun Literary Mnga:iue.—Wé perceive by
the last York €oericr, a paper notorious for noticing new
publications, that “a young gentleman of fine talonts, and
high literary attainments, who is eminenily quatified to
couduet the proposed publication ina style which we [the
Courier) arc convincod will procurs for it universal sup-
port, particulurly anoag the Literati of tho couniry,” ine
tends 1o pnblisha menthly poriodical, to embrace the fol-
lowing subjects :—Literature—Scicncc—Histary and Biog-
raphy—Emigration—Education—~Agriculturc—~Roads, Ruil
Roads and Tuternal Navigation—The United Services—The
sallerings and adventuves of the U. B. Loyalists—Reports
of Literary Mcetings—Biographical sketches of Literary
Characters, compiled Yrom letters written to the Editer’—
News of the Literary world—List of New Publications,
&c. &e.  The prospectus is very profuse; insinucting thut
the Magazine will eclipse the London Quarterly Review,.—
By a pracataretic notice, we Jearned that the Magazine was
to be published i thiy ; to tn 16 pages the size
of ours, for the small pittance of $6 perannum. Butlho
“ yonng gentleman” has * by the advice of several intellie
gont and insiuential friends,”’ varied ¢ his plan from asemi-
anthly to a wonthly ; and his price from six to EIGUT
dollars. The editor vegy wiselyscreens himself behind the
pampous appeliation of “n young geutieman,” for two ob-
vious reason, which we havenot space to explain.  When-
ever we discovera prospectus of uny literary work “about
being” publishicd -in this province, more for tho benefit of
the public than making money, we pledgo curselves to be
its wannest allvocate.  More onon. :

The Monthly T'raveller for Novasber, has been receive
cd. By oprospectus in our advertising colmnns, our rcad-
crs willsee that itisnet only a cheap, but a useful work.

Z'%e Shrine~-We have been mueh entertained during
the interval of our publication, with this interesting mis.
cclany, TheShrine is conducted by a nnmberof Under.
grmh*tcs in Av herst College, Awlierst, Mass.  We have
publiffictt a progpectng for the 24 Volume,

To Corrcspomlenls.—Wilh a fow exceptions, we have
ncarly clearod our Poctic file. A greater variety of poetry
in any one number, we havo never given. We return our
thanks to all, and particulavly te Ja and Bliza.

“William,” is desirod to becoino aregular Correspondent.

F. E. is recognizcd.—EShould hedeem the Garland worthy |
a few ‘“‘idie houte,” hic | welcome, :

“ Tho Ilighwayman” is o good tale and sitll appear ag
soon as prssible. . -

WAV, V.2 shall be faverably deall by,

“Q, 1.7 with u few trials, #ey wrile poctry—an eye to
measure in fnture. '

22« Lines on Evening,” and “To — .Y camo
tea luto for jusertion in No. 8, Wo feel tvuly grutcivl to
Migs B.; and retjuest a eontinuance.

Leandeg, atale, com never be admitted into the columns
of the Gn#md; as our Motto is “to mend the heart.”

A T'ale of Fiction, is no fiction. ‘The circuwstances a8
well ag the individuals, arc familiar. The wriler can bave
his M. again, .

‘Phe commmnnication from Kingstén, Is under consideras
tion, and will probably remain there.

D. Smart, Esq. has had the Garland sout to hitn 3 monibs,
We wish our agent at Port IHope, to ' present his bill.”

Toour Village Patrons—Tho Currier of the Garland
will present ils renders with. the usual compliments of the
scason, on New-Year’s morning. Disappoiniments except:
ed.
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ORIGINAL POETRY.

POBDPRBRU.
DT
.TO MY PARTNER.
Come to my all the poct’s nablest pow'r,
';ro sing of her 1 love and bless the heure

1 her ot first heheld, wl.ose lovely amilcs,
¥all many a dull and ‘tediolis hour beguiles.

Her beauteous self, ycs, next to heav'n T fove,
.. Whose esrthty joys with mine together inove;
~ Coutent with herl taste but Jittic sorrow,
Nor wish from otler joys a sbare 10 borrow.

Tositaud hear her sing some song tha loves,
(We arc as happy as iflection’s duves!) .
Enrapturd with the sweeltness of tl.e strain,
Iclasp her foudly o’cr and o’er again, ’

My only prayer to the Almighty Will,

. 1abut for her to live, and love bee still;
As when 1 0ret beheld her moilest charms,
“Till death doth clasp us in his icy anns. <

. Niagara, Nov. 1832, “EL DONADOR.”

“Original,
. A DREAM.
When slumber my eyé-lids had seal’d,
A (rir onc appeur'd to my view;
In a fanciful vision reveal’d,
And liow sweet was the pictuve Tdrew.

Her cheeks wilh carnation might vie,

Iler forehend scemy’d snow lgrom the pole,—
The arrow thot sped from her eye,

Pierc’d the inncrmost shrine sf my soul.

1er accenis enchantod my ear .
*I'was sweeter than music to-me;
And 1 ask’d while | trembed with fear,
- If she still remain’d single and froc.

My passion { straightway disclos'd,
%\tilh c)oqllgncc,g chaste and refin’d—
Ard with weansport 1 found her dispes'd
To accept of iy vews and be kind.

&he rojoined 1 am singlc and free,
To you now tender my heart:

And lier words were se pleasing tome, |
That I woke from my dream with astart,

Buch once were the dreams of my life,
. For 1 tasted tho pleasures of love;
t {hal drean was extinguisbed by swrife,
And my hwpes now reposc all ubpvé.
Lockport, N. Y. Nov. 1632,

Mea. Evrror—1 send you & few stanzas of something, I do
not know what—1I cannnt call it poetry. Il you think them
worthy a place in your invaluable miscellura'. please insert
them, und oblige A SUBSCRIBER.

STANZAS.

They say T nover was in Jove.
Pmvsure Ican’t tell why! _
There’s not a day 1 step ubréad,
But setwe sweet givl I spy.

‘Whose tonder ferm and,beauteous face,
My senees captive moke; .
And'to describe my fealings thon,
Sir Wulter’s pen *twould tuke. .

I feclso strnn%e-l knownot how,—
Tknow not how I moye;

Come tol) me—come, I'd liko to know, .
Avo not these signs of Love?

Ifnot; I cannot comprehqnd,
Its dark mystevious meaning ;
*Tis snmething ~nnmeless, I suppose,
- 'I's nothing uppertaining.
Barton, Dec. 1832

[ 38

e
FrE.

. Origingl.
WHAT I8 LOVE?

Nothiog Hut an idle pussion,~

Poels often cull itso;
Must | treot it in thelr (ashion?

¥onest fcelings answer, no.
Lovers cease! in vain your preacbing,

Age has turn’d your hearts to snow;
Can | profit by your teaching?

Honest nature answess, no! ELIZA.

Criginal.
LEAVING NY NATIVE LAND.
tiberniw's hoary cliffs adieu !

An éxile now, frowa thee Pm tarning
With bursting heart, though tear-drops faw,

For,uh! far deeper is wyy mourning.
Fare—fare-thce well, my native vale!

Ye mountnins blae and grotto'd bowers,
Where oft Pve wander'd to inhalce

Theodor of thy fingrant flowers.
Dear comrades all, a last adi2u !

Oh, 1 could weep ! iny soul is smarling,
To be divore’d from home and you—

Alas ! Iscarce can boar this parting.

In weslern climes I'l] ne'er forget
The jo{ous hours we spent tagether;
When oft in youthful glee wo met,— -
Yet thoughis like these my heart will wither,

~ Though destin’d far from thee to roam,
And wer the rongh Atlantic wanders *
My mind shal) dwell on thoe und home, ¢
‘Whilc round me *whelining waves meander.

And shauld T live to cross tho maih,
Il fondly nnrse the dear reflection,

That nought but deazh can break the chain,
Which links our bearts in wurm affection.

Fair blows the breeze, the anclior’s weigh'd,
Qur gallant burk o’er occan’s fly:ng,

With sheets like ont-spread wings arruy’d, |
Aud tbrough the shrouds the winds are sighing.

Once more, green Erin, fave.thee-well!
Along, u jost adicu I—Wesever,—
But nought on earth can break the spell,
That bindz my heart to thee forever.
Port Hopo, Nov, 1832.

Mr. Epiror.—Thie following linos weio written in a La.
dy’s Album ut her request, by n young man who nevor bo.
fore attempted poetry; if you think them worthy of it,
please insert them in the Garlund :

What tribute can a novico bring,

‘To graee an Albuin’s puge? .
Must] of Love or Friendship sing,

Or chant the Battle’s rage ¥

If Love—how dull would be my straia!
Iow cold and insincere ! X

The weak attempt would be but vain—
And War would force a toor.

A trifle then, I¥) only bring,
My muse’s flight to prove;

And scorn not l?rieodship'u offering—
The feeling next to Levo.

Twill not wish thee peace screne,
As sumnwuer’s cloudloss sky;

Unbrokeu by one gloomy sceno
Of cure or miscry.

For such no morta) yet hath soen,
In this cold world of sorrow ;

Wheve joy lo~-day teo oft I ween,
Betokens grief to-morrow.

Bat duily 1 invoke for thee,
A moderate share of bliss;

&ince hore on earth wo ne'er can sce,
Unchequer'd happiness.

May L from virtnons actions flow,
Mild purity of heart;

And charity for these below,
Can huppiness impart.

Anad wlicn thou Qic'st, the widow’s teav,
Aund orph w's will be sied

Their proyers will reach the cherub’s sphere,
For blussings on thy head.

Ona other wish T have in store,
Transceading all I've glven;

Oh! may’st thon know forever more,

W, W,

‘The changeloss joys of heaven. WILLIAM.
Hamliton, Nov. 1832,
OV AR, £, SRS, XEER TR VIS T EST AR .
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Published at Hamllion, Gore Disirict, U. C. overy other
Saturday, at 7s. €. por annum, l:( W. SMYTH, to whom
all communicatirns must bo addvessel, Jsree of posiage.

Offico of publication, North side of Court-house Equare.
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The Garltmd Advertiser.

ONLY $2 A YEAR.
. -0
NEW VOLUME OF THE
Monthly Traveller.
’ THE publishers, encouraged by the
commendation and patronage be-
stowed upon their past labors, and deter-
mined to spare no exertions to merit a
continuance of public favor, will contin-
ue the - enlarged series of the Monthly
Traveller, without the price. They will
also give the volume for 1833 an impro-
ved.and mors beautiful appearince, by
presenting it in an entirely new type, and
with a more careful typographical exe-
cution,

. 'The Monthly Traveller is intended to
serve the purpose of those who have not
access 1o the uncounted miscellaneous
publications of the day; but who are
still desirous of availing themselves of|
theirmostvaluable contributions. Itcon-
iain the most popular selections from
foreign and American publications; or-
iginal notices of the current literature of]
the times, and such articles as ave calcu-
{ated to entertain and instruct readers of
both sexes and every age. It is publish-
ed on the 15th of each month, by Badger
& Porter, No. 63, Court Street, Boston,
at Two Dollars per annum, in advance,
-or two dollarsand a half at the end of the
year,

Soap & Tandie RManufactory.
THE Subscriber begs to inform the

public that he has commenced the
above 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 cask, for Tallow and Soap Grease.
Persons wishing to purchase SOAP and
CANDLES, either by Box or Retail, are
requested to call at the Stores of Colin
Ferrie & Co. in Hamilton, Brantford and
Waterloo, where they will find a good
supply, and at the lowest Market prices.

THOMAS ORR.
on, 20th Nov. 1832.  8wg3is
Linseed Qil
sale by the subscriber. Wheat,
ax-seed, or Pork will be takenin

i, as well as money.
JAS. CROOKS,

The Shrine.,

VOLUMB SECOND.
QN the first day of January next, will
be issued the first number of the
second Volume of The Shrine,~conduc-
ted by a number of Undergraduates in
Ambherst College. This publicatior .will
be issued regularly ever month, six num-
bers forming a volume of at least tweo
hundred octavo pages of original - matter,
The Editors will say nothing of the mer-
its of the first volume :—they refer those
who take an interest in literary periodic-
als, to the numbers already published,
and to the notices which appear in the
public prints.

Terms.~—~One Dollar for the Volume
—to be paid always inadvance. Persons
procuring five subscribers, and forward-
ing five Dollars, will be entitled to a vol-
ume free of charge.

M. B, The work will beenlarged, and
otherwise improved, if the subscription-
list shall warrant such an increase of ex-
pense. Iiis requested that subscribers’
names be sent by the first of December
next. :

Prianting Ink. ,
UST received and for sale at the Ca-
nadian Wesleyan Office, from the
manufoctory 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 91-2da. 75 do do.
No. 3,in 38lb. do. 60 do,. do.
No.4, in 381b. do. 50 do do.
No.4,in 371-2 do. 50 do do.

In addition to the abeve prices, on the
large kegs, five shillings, York, will be
added for each keg,and onthe small size,
two shillings, ¥York. ’ 35 .

{HE GENESEE FARMER ond Gardener's
Journal, published by L. Tucker & Co, Rochester, N,
Y.—N. Gnodsell, Editor.

Its louding object has been and will be, to impart

that informatlon, tending in the greatast degree to the im.
rovement of the Agriculture, Horticulture, and Domestie
-conom{ of the country. )

The first volume can be su})phed toall now subsers-
bers and bound in a neat manner, for such os desireit. In
soliciting the patronage of the public, and especially of
A%{ricultural and Morticultural Sacietics, the publishors
ask aid no further than an intelligent farming public may
think they deserve. e,

Conditions.—The Farmer is printed every Saturdey, ina
quarto form, on fine paper and fair type, with a title pags
and index meking 416 rngos a yeor, at $2 50, payableine
months, or $2, if paid in advance. .

it Flamboro®, Feb, 16, 1830, 40tf

OB PRINTING done at the oftice of
the Garland. :



