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€70 RAISE THE GENIUS AND TO MEND THE HEART.”
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POPOBLAR DALWBY.

Original.
THE PHILOSOPHER.

One beautiful day in June I took up my gun
in order to amuse myselfin a ranble through
the forest. Jt was a day truly inviting to the
lover of nature; for every thing seeined to
have asstrned an unusual gladness.  Nuture
had put on her bridal robes and seemed to cn-
tice her admiver among lier beauties. Asl
strolled along the plain, interspersed with
groves, and prairies almost destitute of a tree,
{he music of the birds fell sweetly on my ear;
and the flowers and shrubbery around me sent
forth their perfume upon the glad and sunny
air'; myriads of insects were glittering in the
beams of their common father, the sun—dan-
cing in the mazy round of pleasure. The
humming bird, the minutest and most beauti-
ful of the feathered creation, was sipping the
neciar from the cup of every delicate flower,
and flitting in the pride of its beautiful colors
o'er the sunny scene. I could almost ima-
gine these beautiful little creatures in therich-
ness of their changeable plumage of the ruby
and sapphire tints, so many fairics, sporting
in apparent happiness through the choicest
of nature’s beauties: This, suid I to myself,
perhaps was man’s state in the garden of Eden
ere knowledge cursed his race; ere we were
doomed to know what we were. Ve little
peris of the flowery world, doomed to sport
away your life among such blissful secues,
pleasure is your end and aim—thy wealth the
sweet lipped flower—thy bed its downy bot-
tom! How different is the lot of the gifted
son of reason ! - The exhilirating aspect of
cvery thing ; the loud melodious and contin-
ed warbling of the many colored minstrels of
the new-blown woods,and the expansive rich-
ness of nature’s green and odorilerous face,
all joined to absorb my passions in admira-
tion. T wasunwiiling 10 be the only being
capable of disturbing the concord of nature’s
works. My gun with which I had intended
to amuse mysell by waging war against the
feathered tribe, was slung behind me, and [
sauntered on unmindful-whither,occupied on-
Iy with contemplation and delight. ~ At one
time I would listen to the gentle couriship of
the dove, cooing in meluncholy strains among
the dense foliage of the beech and sugar ma-
ple or to the loud and distant drumming of the
tufted wood-pecker at the top of sume old
tree, Thus strolling along watcbing the scar-
let bird and orange breast on the tops of the
loftiest trees, flashing like diamonds, and sing-
g to their sitting mates the song ofjoy and
Pleasure, I came to 2 beautiful stream, whese

golden sands and pure and limpid water over
shadowed with willows here and there, and
fringed with honey suckles,. wild tulips and
red cockades, added a new zest 10 my solita~
ry but charming and romantic ramble. Near
this silver-bosomed rivulet the wild vine cling-
ing with luxuriant embrace round the snowy
arms of the wild thorn, the plumb tree or the
golden willow tlirew forth jts exquisite odor,
enrapturing thesense. It is impossible to im-
agine a finer perfume than is emitted” from 8
large group of wild vines. Amoig these,
thousands of bees were busily employed in
storing up theirhonied treasures. Isatdown
beneath a willow, bending to the ground Ly
the weight of the encircling vines, on a mossy
rock half buried in the ground. Tn the clear
stream that glided by me, the playful trout,
unconscious of my presence, ever and anon
turned up his speckled side to the sunny ray,
jumped to catch a floating fly on the water’s
top. Dvery thing that I saw was at peace,
pursuing pleasure and void of the freiful cares .
of man. It is thus, methought, with creation,
and why should it not beso with us? Why,
"0 man, should it fall 1o thy lot alone topine:
Daes thy vanity tell thee that knowledgeis a
sufficient compensation for the absence of
pleasure and happiness? If the end of knowl-
edgeis happiness, surely the untaughy beings
of creation possess it in-a high degree.” They
know not discontent, the fitful sparks of na-
ture’s freaks ; they are born unconscious of
all but that they are—guided by the impulse
of pleasure alone, they die heedless and un-
knowing whence they came or whither they
go. Aud what art thou, O man? born a be-
ing of reason, yet ignorant of your primitive
origin, or why you are what you are; capa-
ble of admiring nature, and of distinguishing
between good and evil motives: yetsurround-
ed with a dismal circle of uncertainty, and bu-
ried in a gulf of mysteties whose whispers
eall the soul to thought. Seated thus, the slee-
py buzzing of the hees ubove my head and
the stil!ness of every thing avound, caused me
involuntarily in the midst of such reveries,
to drop into sleep. :

As I lay in avision, 2 maiden clothed in
white, crowned with a chaplet of flowers and
holding a garland of the same in her hand,
appeared to stand before me.  She gazed in si-
lence on me as I seemed to reclipe on a bed
of flowers. Tu theintenseness of her eye of
azure biue, there seemed to rest a placid smile,
The wind gently moved her deep black tress:
es aud showed a cheek, before hidden, of the
peach’s velvet hue, “She extended her han
to me as I gazed'in unspeakable admiration at
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her, % Youth,” says she, “aris¢ and I will show
thee wonders that thou never saw. Thy long-
ingis for Wisdom ; see’st thou yonder mount,
upon whose golden top there stands a dia-
mond throne? thither let us go.” Sosaying,
we were instantly on the throne. “Ferdi-
nand,” said she, “look and be wise, T.am the
goddess of Wisdom, and this is my temple.—
In thy soliloguizing I heard thee doubt my
worth and lament the fate of man. Lo! here
T am—1 show thee allmy glories.” When re-
covered {rom my overwhelming excitement,
Tlooked and saw in the universal Lrightness
that prevailed, millions of worlds turning
round in inconceivable swifiness. Each had
o creation of its own, different in every res-
peet, but every thing in them seemed tending
to, or striving for pleasure and happiness......
Methought I saw generations of men rise and
fall like the leaves on the forest, lumbling one
by one to nothing. At times, they fell more
thickly, as when the wind takes the forest by
the head and shakes it. Iinquired the reason
and was answered : “ These, Youth, are the
fruits of famine, wars and pestilence, which at
times disturb the general harmony of the u-
- niversal race of man.” "Throughout the bound-
less expanse of light, the world scemed gath-
ered in groups, whirling round a common lu-
minous centre varied in shape and size. A
mysteriots hamony resulted from their whirl;
overwhelming ineffable in pathos. [ turned
round and a gigantic statue stood before me:
on its forehead was wriften in dazzling letters
“Man” A halo appeared to encircle it, in
which were seen the name of cvery vice and

. every virtne in our patures ; their cause and_

their end. Self-love threw a dusky gloom o-
ver all, and from it the root of all'sprung out.
Gfood and Lvil stood over it locked hand in
hand; and Fate was written on its forehead.
Hnpwledge held in her hand the pictures of
an infant, gazing on a world. I turned my
eyeson high and the dazzling glaring name,
Mystery, blinded me at once. [ looked round,
all had vanished—all was gloom. I sprung
in the horror of my situation, and awoke.....
The shades of night had already half obscured
the weods. The Jast rays of the sun left a
brilliant erimsen cloud athwart the western
hovizon, which still served to light 'me on-
ward. I'hastened my steps, and whilst as-
cending a small bill, I saw on the top of it,
with folded arvas in sullen meditation, 2 man.
liis appearance was forbidding, wild, and
death-like, as the sun’s reflected ray shone vp-
oanand lighted up the features of his face.....
Could I have escaped unnoticed, I would ea-
gerly have done it ; but the sound of my foot-

stéps had aroused the hermit from his reve-

rie. As he turned his countenance towards
e, his long grey beard, the paleness of his
face and the dim glare of his .eye, quite dis-
concerted me with fear. His figure too was

broad and athletic, and his contour that of a
philosophical recluse. ~ 1 hesitated for a mo-
ment, when taking courage I proceeded on my
way past the stranger. . “ ¥Young stranger,
whence or whither are you journeying at this
Jate hour among such solitide 7 says he, ad-
dressing himselfto me.  When [ had named
the place of my destination, he replied,“Youth
you have mistaken your road ; ihe place you
seek lies not thither, You seem dejected and
confused ; night is lowering around you, and
thy home is afar off. I will lead thee to asafe
retreat—my cave in yonder mountain ; . and
ere the woodland music sounds its knell 1o-
morrow morn, thy way shall be disclosed.”
This was spoken in gentle, placid tones, that
fell like magic on my ear. The snowy locks
of the old man, the serenity of his counte-

 nance, and the natural simplieity and dignity

of his manner, threw a mysterious interest a-
bout him, and wholly subdued my inclination
to pursue my journey. I complied with his
wish, partly out of curiosity and partly _from
despait of finding my way home, through a
wide woody tract of country. We advanced
in silence for some time, over hill and dale, nn-
til under a huge rock, over which there pour-
ed a small cataract of water, we descended in-
to an unknown cave, which led into the fin-
est natural room I had ever seen. Here the
philosnpher bade me rest, whilst stirring vp
the embers of his fire, the smoke of which es-
caped through a crevice in the rock, he puton
more wood and lit his lamp. .The floor of
his room twas covered with the finest dry
moss, the rest was as nature had formed it.....
A slab of stone, resting on two others was his
table, and his ehair and bed were the mossy
rock. Au old fashioned lamp served him as
a thing in which to make alight. A tea-cup,
a knife, a hatchet, and an ink-stand, were his
only visible furniture. fn one corner there ..
rested a huge pile of papers, with a few old
books. “ Youth,” says the old man, bireaking
the silence, “ partake of iy fare which is but
roots and water,” placing at the same time be-
fore me, many seemingly wholesome roots.
I, however, felt more anxiousto learn some-
thing of the history of this curious person,
than to share in his frogal bYounty ; and with .
the excuse that [ was not hungry, amused my-
self with surveying him as he sat in silence by
me.  There was an unnaturaluess about him,
an indifference aud wilduess, that rendered
him an object of wonder. Observing a tear
trickle down the old man’s cheek, and seeing
him deeply affected in mind, I broke our si-
lence by inquiring what miglit be the cause of
his sorrow. Recovering himself he resumed :
“My son, forty years have seen me regu-
larly watehing the sitting sun on the lonely
hill on which you found me, but ne’er before
did a man appear to me thus. In allthat time
Ihave rarely appeared in the precinetsof eiv-
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ilization ; I am unknown and long forgotten
by the world.  Your sudden appearancs, al-
though it did not confuse me, still recalls to
my soul the visions of former.times, Thy
youth—thy future prospects remind me that
was once like you, and dvaw forth the sor-
rowlul and pitying tear.”” *Venerable father,
T thank thee for thy solicitnde,” said [, express-
ing at the same time a wish to learn something
-0of hislife and history. “My son,” he began,
“time was when, like thee, I was yonthfully
sanguine. The bright perspective of the fu-
turc glowed in my heart, flived on the hope
of coming happiness and pleasure; Ireview-
ed the world like all young minds, as the
bright Panorama of present and future bliss.
* But the sorrows of time broke in upon my
unsuspecting soul, as the ocean’s waves upon
the sea-beaten rock: Cruel experience burst
asunder the airy flights of youthful fancy,
and bade me stare on realities. Oue of my
dearest pleasures now, the favorite of my
heart, is to behold the setting summer sun.—
It reminds me-of thedark visions of the past,
Methinks it is like my youth—my happy .in-
fant days, that vanished on the dark and dis-
mal coming of olderage. Icould sit and look
my soul away on a scene so lovely ; 1 could
follow it and dreain but in its bliss. You wish,
my son,.to hear my history ; I will tellit to
thee, for its'lesson may be instruetive ; it may
serve to mend thy heurt, to check thy san-
guine hopes. . Fortune never smiled upon a
~happier youth than I'; my dreams were not
of futureill. Poverty I was above—mny heart
was clate with the brightest hopes of carth.
) : CONCLUDED IN OUR NEXT.
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e Montreal Musewm.—We must confess ourself ata
loss for language tode the fair editors of thiswork Justice.
When we see ludics exerting themsclves to vaise and sus-
tain the lterury repntation of our country, shonld not cve-
ry man extend to them ¢ ahelping hand?? Wesay yes!
every wellawisher to U Colony will respond our sonti-
ments, and the magnanimous conductors would “roap a
rich reward” for their indefatigable services. - We sincere-
1y hope that every lady, possessing mncans, will forthwith
send them a Pound Note, (frco of postage) and manifest
cheir willingness to support the dignity of their sex.  Tho
Quebee Mereury anticpates our idea, when the cditor says
that he “hails its appcarance with pleasure, both as afford-

ing cvidence that u tuste for literature is not wholly extinct,

in this Province, and that thers aro ladios in it who do not
regard literary pursuits a8 objects they ought not to pur.
sue,.or cousider that thie benefits to be reaped from the em-
ployinent of a well-cultivated mind are only to bo enjoyed
by men.  ‘The introductory article i neatly weiten; the
Lady. editors sccm fully aware of the diffloultics oppoged 1o

thelr intontion of ncting up to this declaration in a manser
to give them a just claim (o, that which they have, our best
wishes for obtiining the patronage of the public.”
Weshall publish an abstract from the prospectus of the
Museuta in our next number. .. . :

The Canadian Magazine.—Cauadian Literuture hus at -
length received a fulciment, by the appe of thislong-
looked-far monthly, which has been politely forvarded (6
us. After giving it athorough perusal we flud our high
opinion of Mr. Sibbald’s talents still exalted ; and fecl con-
fident thot the geod peaplo of this Province, will view his
efforts in the same light us we do, and givehim a warmre-
ception, and universal support. ‘theexecution of the work
is a credit to the press of’ Mr. ¥tanton, the publisher, who
we have long considered the standard printerof this Prov-
ince. Weshall in'a future number, give the Mogazine a .
more exténsive ndlice; but for want of vooin, we mustcon-
clude our present remarke, by wishing the editor all the
success hie over anticipatod, and giving a short extract fromn
his “address to the inhubitants of Upper Canada.”-

¢ Such I have been informed are your wishes and your
wants. They came to my car in vurnative lind :  to arate
ify those wishes, and supply your wams,—{riénds, ‘Kind.
red,—allare forsakent Ihaveleft oy conntry—uny home,
for your amuscementaud mentol enterteinnent. Lo satis-
fy yourangelie passion for knawledge am I como: and will

vy to grulify your cvery v - by pleasing all nges, atl
:ranks, and all palates. This Magazine shall contain what.
tever is useful, mnusing, instructive, “Jovely, amd of good
ireport.”? . Whitever tends to the temporal and eternal hap-
_piness of wankind, shall be recorded in lunguage of the
. stiongest, most indelible, and undying encrgy : ““the young
idea” shall be instructed © how to'shoot,” the adult to live,’
and tho aged o die=the wmaiden to be fuithful, wifo pru-
dent, mothioe excinplary, and widow respectable.”

The Magazine is published in monthly numbers of 96
pages cach, and forwarded to subseribers at 38. per month.

. Portrait Puinting.—Now-a-duys our country is filled
with pretendersond daubs in the art of Painting as well
us in the art of Newspaper editing, and when and wherever
we can discover *real merit,” an obligation we owe toso.
ciety us well asto the possessor, induces us to sound our
tocsin of praise, and present the meritorious artist in a
favorable light to the public. Witk the labors of a'Mr. Da-
vis, whod at the Pr de Hotel of “ mine host”
Bucley, we have been much pleased.  His tikeness's, go
far as we have seen, are “strikingly excellent, and his
painting gorgeously rich.” . .

My, Davig is personally unknown to us; but we confl.
dently predict that with experionce, perseverance and om-
bition, he will eventually clevate himself to & proud ranlk
among the most distinguished living artists of the day.
Let such as have heretofore had the patience to set,and the
mortification to be caricatured by the numerous artists.of
ourcountry, examine the Portrails by Davis, and they will
be enubled to discern the difforence hetween genius and
education, and stupidity aud ignorance’ between the gen-
tus which *colleets, combines, amplifies, and animates,”
and that commodity which " deranges, degrades, and dark-
ens every object it touches.””

The Lady's Bovk for Jannary cxeeds evey, f
kind that has ever cowe withiu the scope of our oplics.—
A prospectns of it will be found on our advertiser ; and we
sinceroly hope that soine of our fuir readers will patronize
it 'The plates are well worth the moncy.

s,

ihiug of the

Our Correspending friends must exercise a ¢ stnoll sharo
of patience,” for the non-appearance of their ¢
tions. Our anxiety to concluda the Waggoner, Is the canse

their uridertukiog in the numerous, cheap, and hand

)y exccuted, American periolicals which are so casily ob.
tained in this Province; these they hope to overcome by
perseverance and an unwearying solicitudeto please. The
Grst pumber of this'work may bo regarded as esraest of

of our col being so deranged. .
Ponna Julia is recognized—as a good poct: \?lll the be
come a constant: contributor? R

ve been received, A

Several other communications ha
mong others, a valuuble srticle from « A Student.”
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THE WAGGONER.
N coNcLUDED,

The scene must once more shift to Ameri-
ea. Inthe large room of an inn in New-
York, one Saturday evéning in February 1697,
was collected together the usual miscellaneous
assemblage of sailors, sinall tradesmen, and
others fond of the “noisy song and stirring
draught.” Itdiffered little from a crowded
English tap-room. Liquor circulated freely,
and conversation, if such name it deserved,
was brisk and boisterous. There were sev-
eral recently-arrived British sailors in the
room ; who, ubout vight o’clock, lefi, to re-
turn to their respeclive vessels, leaving be-
hind them two of their passengers. These
men seemed silent and rescrved, cven beyond
the proverbial tacitarnity of Englishmen ; and
for upwards of an hour had druak their liquor
in quiet, without exchanging a syllable with
any one about them. They continued drink-
ing, however, tili liquor opencd the sluices of
speech-—at least of one-~who took the oppor-
tunity of the. other’s temporary absence, to
inform a listening coteric, that had gradually
collected about the beneh on which he sat, of
the reason of his visiting America. The pru-
dent person was no other than- he who was
first brought before the eye of the reader—
Riehard Forster, who had, during the seven
oreight years which had clapsed, been_ eleva-
ted to the dignity of a constable ; and he told
his gaping aiiditors, that he and his compan-
ion’s errand to America, in company with a
Torney and his Clerk, was to discover a kid-

. napped Englishman of the name of Fowler!

“I suppose thereisn’t any ane here that
knows . -Bill Fowler—or where he may be
found 7 inquired the garrulous and foolish
Buglishman, whose simple intellects were get-
ting moreand more disturbed with what he
was drinking. He repeated his question.

“ Hold your tongue,” growled his compan-
ion, that moment returning, and resuming his
seat by Forster.. “Hold your tongue, you
fool ! and his brother constable pinched him
eruelly by the arm.  Forster's question was
answered in the negative by those around—
who began to ask questions in their turn.

“Doesany of you—"—*8t! St whisper-
¢4 his scowling companion, kicking Forsier’s
shileunder the table. But his tongune. had
been set agoing, and cenld not be casily stop-

“Dacs any one know a fellow of the name
oft~of—of—Le—Le—hang me, Ive forgotten
hisname! What is it, Dobbes?® He hic-
eupped: to his.companion, who wus smoking
his pipe with- prodigions energy. “0, you
fool '—Don’t speak to me. You deserve your
tongue cut out of your head ~Gentlemen 1
he continued, addressing those around,—“al},
that this silly.ebap. has-said is blather—mere!
maonshine. He’s drunk! We havebutcome

to America to-day, and for the purpose of.

settling in this town, il we can.” But his au-

ditors’ curiosity was excited, and could not so
casily be allayed. Oneof them was Francis
Lervoux himsell; and the consternation with
which he listencd to the gabble of the English
stranger, may be imagined. He had, only
that afternoon, come up to New-York, lo see
whether there were any long expected Jetlers
for him from Bagland ; for his own leuverhad
been long unanswered, aud he was getting fu-
rious,. and beut_ou ‘ischicl. He waus too
practised a villainto losc his presence of mind
fosuch an emergency as that in which he now
suddenly found himself placed. Drinking a
little deeper from the glass that stood before
him, he mingled with the throng around Fors-
ter, and, with as indifferent o tone as he could
assume, inquired, “ Why—what does your
government intend to do with the Lknave ¥'—
It has sent vut us four gentlewien to seek
these two men, Bill Fowler, (who, would you
believe it, is an old friend ol minc,) and Le—
Le—Le—what’s his name ?—back to Bngland,
Thé whole thing is discovered! *1is all
known! This Bill Fowler is worth—-?

- “Now, PlL tell thee what,” exclaimed his
companion, n huge fellow, flinging down  his
pipe, “if thou but sayest one word more, Il
take thes into thé street, and put my fist
upon thee,till thou art sober again.  Come a-
way, you rascal!” and Dick was dragged
out of the room, amidst thé jukes and Jangh-
ter of the whole room, :

Neither joke nor Iaugh, however, fell from
the quivering lip of Leroux. - He presently
lefi the inn, and made for the post ihere ' he
liad tied up his nag, which he saddled, mount-
cd, and rode ata smart pace out of the town,
desirous of reaching his and William Fowle:’s
residence as quickly as his horse.could carry
him.  Two scheines suggested themselves 1o
bis busy thought as he vode along. 'The one
‘was, to make drunk, and then murder Fow-
ler that very night, and then start for South
America. ‘The other to-conceal him, by get-
ting him 1o undertake a journey far inland—
and keeping him there, on one pretext of busi-
ness or anotlier, il Leroux could make terins
for hiwself, by turning: king’s evidence, and
betraying his employers. ’

“I know well how to dispose of him,”
thought Leroux, as he yode slowly up a hill,
1o case his nag; “and yet not have to charge
wmyself with his murder. Poor Fowler! He
is 2 harmless fellow, too——and what harm has
he ever done me? " But Pve done too much
amainst him already; to stop now! Besides,
Sir William Gwynne’s Jast létter--and I've

Sworn o obey ke !-So~~let nie see how it
‘might be done.

Suppose I wait 1ill to-mor-
row evening, and then ask Fowler quielly to
drink with me, at my little place in. the Lake-
field: He is easy and simple, especially. in
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the matter of drink, which ¥ can make him
swill, till be knows not whether head or
heels are uppermost, Then [ will part with
him : and, to return-home, he must pass the
Dorlbad, which is a rotten and dangercus

bridge, scarecly passable by day-time, and
while sober—aud there is a rashiog stream

underneatls, with a thirly foot fall!  Suppose
I send him out then, reeling—end nearly
blind drunk—and shake hands with him at
parting’ telling him to take carc of himself—
(Lord there can’t be murder, if I say that!)
Well—he comes to the bridge--he staggers—-
his foot—his foot--his fout slips—I walch
him from a distance—do not see him—-thera is
a faiut crash—-and I am off that night. for
Sonth——?

Leroux’s horse l:ad been standing still, while
these fearful thoughts passed through the
head of its rider, who suddenly heard the
clatter of horses’ hoofs approaching from be-
hind, at a smart pacc; and, turning round
his head, he found a small party of horsemen
approaching him. He was a little surprised
at this, for the road was lonely and unfre-
quented ; but surprise gave way to a very dif-

ferent. feeling, when, on being overtaken, one-

of the party stopped his horse beside him, and
—another snatching lild of his bridle--seized
him with the grasp of a Hereules by the col-
larand in a rough English voice,said, “ Isaacs
{saacs—thou art my man ; and, dead or alive,
X will have thee in England, before thou art
two months older. I say,” he cmilinued,
tightening his vice-like hold; “hast forgotien
what an English bull-dog is, Isaacs 2

Confounded, as he well might be, with the
suddenness of the seizure, and more so, at
hearing his real name spoken,. the first- time
for many years, Isaacs, who was a very muscu-
lar man, swung his assailant nearly off his
horse with a sudden jerk of his arm. Two
pistols were instantly levelled at his head.

“Dost see what are before thee ?? inquired
the man who had seized him, and still kept
his hold-—“They will teach thee reason ?’—
& Why—are you’ KEuoglishmen ?? growled 1-
saacs; “and is this the way—>" .

“ Aye, weare English—and stout men, too 1
replied the brawney constable; “and to show
thee what stuff we are -made of,—if thou hast
nglish blood enough left in thee to relish a
round at bruising,—(thou art a big fellow,)
and wilt dismeunt—I will niake thee swear a
horse kicked thee, Isaacs ! shaking his huge
fist at the prisoner. *“Come! artfor a turn?”?
“ A likely thing!” muttered Isaacs, without
stirring a muscle.. . o

“ 8ol thou wilt not fight un, ¢h 2—Well—
1o besure thou hast lived in America, and for-
gotten our English ways. But we shall teach
thee them, Master Isaacs!” he continued—
and observing his prisoner with his hands in
his bosom, irying to unclasp a kuife, be aiimed

such a tremendous blow at the side of bhis

head, that his prisoner would hiave fallén from

his harse, had he not still been held by . the

left hand of the constable. Isaacs was eom-

pletely stuimed ; and before he conld recover

himself, his arms were tied tightly together -
behind his back, and the rope passed once

round his neck, in such a way, thatif he strug-

gled at all, he would find himself nearly

choaked. e

“Now Jook, Isaacs,” said the conslable,
standing over his slowly recyvering prisoner,
“1 have often seen thy ugly face in Shrop-
shire, and knew the sort of trade thou didst car-
ry on, though mayhap thou knewest nought
of me. Iheard thee ask Dick TForster here,
them questions at the inn! I saw thy face
grow white as a new-washed shirt!  And
now, to be shiort, having thus quietly taken .
thee, we will as quietly keep thee t~-Isaacs, an’ .
thou art for leaving America alive, do thou
tiearken to me, aud tell me where Biil Fowler
is, or we'll hang,thy great carcass on the first
tree we come to; which is the Eoglish ‘way
of doing things in America.”

“ Where- is your warrant for' all this?
growled Isaacs. “Here!” said the English-
nian, taking a pistol out of his coat-pocket;
“sure this will be cnough for thee! Isaacs, we
be charged to bring home thee and Sir Will-
jam Fowler Gwynie, by fair meaus or foul,
and wewill, Isaacs1? ’ ) .

“Weli~lct me know one thing. If I sho'd
show you where he is, safe and sound—will
you release nic?  There was npause. “No
—I willbe plain, and true with. thee like'a
man.  We will not let thee go; wé will have
thee back to England, dead or alive.”

“Well—if I show. him 0 you—and we
both reach England—what will be done with
me, think you? Hanging? “Why=-no;
I doubt whether thou art worthy of ‘that.~—
Thou wilt, perchance, be put into the stocks,
morning, noon,and night, three years; and
then publicly whipped ; and-then be kicked
out of Oid England, and sent to a somewliat
different place from this—and when thon art
there, how soon thon gettest shot, o hanged,
matters nol.” Every one laughed at the elo-
quence of the constablé but Isanes,

¢ What~—will itnot make in my favor to tell

you where he is, gentlemen 2 said the ciest-
Tallen Isaacs, quute cowered before the plain-

spoken, resolule, athletic Englishman.. “'T'o
be sureit will! ~And thou dost net,thou shall
not live to get hanged in England, for T will
knock out thy brains here ¥ Isaacs scemed
reflecting :\wgile. - . .
S« Well,” said he, at length, “ T see how it is;
and perhaps ‘twere better to tell at oneé!l—
Lookee gentleman! I’man injared man,”
There was a laugh; “Pve done all in iny
ower 16 release Fowler, and get him back to
England, but could not compass .it. - I have



86

used him handsomely, and given him almost
all the monics that were sent me from . 1ng-
Jand=—" “Comethen he'il be better able
to tell us himself}” said the constable, urging
his prisoner, and helping him on horseback;
“thou must mind say all that before my Jord
the Judge in England, who will have to sen-
tence thee. "ITam a plain nan, and don’t see
theuse on’t! Now lead thou on, Master I-
saacs !?

-Nearly bursting with fury, Isaacs, hishorse’s
bridleheld by the counstable, disected the party
in what direction to proceed, and in about two
hour’s time, the cavaleade entered the quiet
farm-yard of Fowler and Isaacs, and one of
the party knocked at the house-door. It was
about twelve o'clock, and Fowler was greatly
alarmed, thinking himself beset by banditti.

“ Do but come down tous,” said Dick Fors-
ter, one of the party, thoroughly shaken iuto
his sober senses, before setling out on the ex-
peditioa, by his angry companion; “Do but
come down 1o us, and we will tell you the
greatest piece of news you ever heard. Come!
come, an’ it be with.a cocked pistol in each
hand, and under both arms. Why, man, I am
‘loving Richard Forster from England., ~ And
here be never so many friends come with me,
to bear me company to you.” Fowler nearly
leaped out of the window from which he had
been reconnoitering the party in the yard.....
In a trice he was down stairs, in the midst of
them, with his ,cap and night-shirt, and sin-
gling out Forster, who rushed forward to
‘meet him, clasped him in his arms, laughing
and crying by turns. -

“* Why, dearest Dick, what art thou ‘come
here for? Who be all these?’ All bowed
and removed their hats, and their eloquent
spokesman proceeded, “ We be come to tell
you of your rights, and riches, and titles, and
our loves. Yebe no longer Bill Fowler, but
Sir William Fowler Gwynne, a baronet of
Gwynne-Hall, Shropshive, with a hundred
thousand pounds a-year besides. A'nt he,
gentlemen, eh 2 turning round with a confi-
dent air to his bowing companions.

“Sir William; Str Hilliam—what?” in-
quired Fowler standing stuplfied among them.

. %Ay, ay, Bill—I mean Stz Bill, that is_Sir

Willim,” stammered Dick TForster. “ You
be really a very great man, and here’s one be-
hind us will tell thée so, besides ;” and step-
ping aside, poor Leroux, with his hand tied
"behind him, and in the grasp of the gigantie
constable, stood forth to view. TFowler stuved
at him breathlessly.

“JYsaaces,” said Forster, “I mean Le~Le—
what's it 2 Isn’t this all true? 1sn’t Bill Fow-
Jer that was, a baronet now, by the name of
Sir William Fowler 77 “ Ay, I snppose so}’

- grumbled Isaacs, ashamed to look his ci-de-
vant captive in the face,. =~

“ What! is it.all true?” said Fowler, ap-

proaching him with a wondering air. “Isit.
no dream? Nomockery?’ “You are Sir
William Gwynune,” replied Isaacs, sullenly.

“ And why are you tied in this way, eh?”.
pursued Fowler, elevating his hands in aston-
ishment. _“Because ke's a rogue, as you are
a baronet!” replied Dick Fovster, promptly.

Fowler still looked bewildered. * Gentle-
men,” said he suddenly, “ I can’t make it out;
but I shall know better what to think, when
Pve slept upon it.  But, if Pm really a baro-
net, why, I'll make you all drink this night
with the gréatest man you ever drank ‘with
before! T will empty all my ale-casks for you
and you can drink them. Come in, gentle-
men ; comein, Isay.”

The baronet was obeyed; and in “a short
time was sitting in his parlor, with a new-lit
fire, surronnded by his English friends, and
with a fresh-tapped cask of ale upon the table,
which supplied such excitement to them all,
as found vent insongs that might have been
heard a mile off, and were heard with pecul-
jar satisfaction by Isanes, who, with his legs
tied together, and his arms pinioned, lay in
the room over head. It was arranged that
they were to set off for England without the
delay of a day. Sir William Fowler was not
long in aking his preparations; but one of
the guesis did not evince such alacrity for the
voyage as his companions. It was Isaacs;
who took the opportunity, in some inexplica-
ble way, of making his escape. "When his
mortified eaptors came, hardly sobered, into .
the room where they had left him, lo, their
man was gone! All search proved uscless;
no traces of him were ever discovered.

Let us travel faster to England than - Sir
William and his attendints, and view the as-
pect of matters awaiting his arrival.

Dr. Ebury lost no time; as he proceed-
ed gp to London, and laid belore the Sec-
retary of State the shocking confession he had
received, thereby expluining the suddeh and
mysterious abduction of Fowler. The villain-
ous plot began to unravel itself; but, as it was .
an affair of such magnitude and criminating
a man of the rank and fortune of Sir William,
the Secretary of State enjoined the utmost de-
liberatlon and circumspection. ‘The moment, '
however, Oxleigh’s suicide was' communica-
ted to him, he felt warranted, at the instance
of My. Parkhurst, the Solicitor accompanying
Dr. Ebury, in sending a commission of four
persons to America; two of them constables
from the neighborhood, and aequainted with
the person of Fowler, to bring back the kid-
napped heir to the titlesand estates of Gwynne,
In the mean time, Mr. Parkhurst hurried
down to Shropshire with a warrant to arrest
Oxleigh, and reached his house with officers,
during the time that a coroner’s inquest was
sitting on the body. He then proceeded to
Gwynne Hall ; but found Sir William in too
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dangerous circumstances to be moved. Very
heavy bail was taken for him, and an officer
besides left in the house. A most rigorousin-
vesligation into the whole atfair was set on foot
by Mr. Parkhurst and Dr. Ebury. Theclaims
of the absent Fowler were thoroughly sifled,
and found to beirrefragable. Morning, noon
and night, did Mr. Parkhurst devote cheerful-
1y to the laborious inguiry: writing with his
owu hands hundreds of folios. Wheni at Jength,
he had collected ail his-materials, and as the
phrase is, “ licked them a little into shape,”
he set off with them for London, to secure the
opinion and advice of the celebrated Attorney
General. Great interest was ¢xcited about
the cause, even in the metropolis ; and all par-
ties waited with anxiety for the decision of the
Attorney General, as if his fiathad been that
of the judges. ' ) :

The day appointed by the Attorney Gener-
al for delivering his opinion on the volumin-
ous case laid before htm, happened singularly
enough, to be that on which the new baronet
and his friends arriyed in London, from A-
merica. Mi., Parkhurst soon received intelli-
gence of the event, and procured the attend-
ance of Sir William, with himsell; Br. Ebu-
ry, and another, at the Autorney General’s
chambers in the Temple where he had intima-
ted his intention of reading to them and ex-
- plaining his opinion. :

“ Gentlemen,” said he, “1 donot think T ev-

‘er devoted such anxious care 10 a case, a8 to:

this. 1 have gone nearly’a dozen tiines over
this pile of papers, and had all the while, the
assistance of my eminent brother, thé Solicit-
or General.  Fre completely agree in onc o-
pinion ;3 which is, that the title of St William
Gwynne CANNOT BE DISTURBED.” Mr. Park-
hurst almost sunk into the loor.  “‘There are
1wo reasons for this,” proceeded the Attorncy
General, calmly ; ¢ first, the statlutes of limita-
tions came into operation six months ago, in
Sir William’s favor; ‘and I need not say,
that when the stalute onee begins to ¥un, noth-
ing can stop it. Bnt even supposing that
ground to be doubtful, as it may, possibly, be
beat into a-questionable shape, there is yet a
a fatal obstacle in the way of William Fow-
ler, the person whose pretensions yon have
so zealously and ably espoused ; Str William
Gwynne 1s THE RIGHT HEIR AT LAWY DMr,
© Parkburst looked aghast. “Ina matter of
such moment:as this, I haveavailed myself of
a certain information, which was tendered to
me in consideration of my office. I have here
and shall deliver into your hands, a document,
formerly in the possession of the deceased Mr.
Job Oxleigh, and unguestionably in his hand
writing, stating with proofs, that the wife of
the laie William Fowler Gwynne, the alleg-
ed mother of the person now present,” point-
ing 10 the soi-disant baronet, * died, certainly
having given birth to ason ; but that son p1ED

within a week of his christening. This young
man, who hasalways hitherto borne the name
of William Fowler, was an orphan son of a
poor woman that died in the neighborhood of-
‘Mrs. Fowler, who took her c¢hild, nursed it,
gave it the name of William Fowler, and died
leaving it abont two yearsof age. The whole
has been the singularly artful contrivance of
the Iate Mr. Job Oxieigh, to pold Sir William
Guynne in bondage, and extort from him the
estate called ‘ TheSheaves,’ of which Mr. Ox-
leigh was possessed. 1 may take theliberty of
suggesting, that though the baronet has acted
cruelly and iliegally, under the circumstances,
a prosecution against him would be more than
barely snstaineg. He has suffered greater tor- -
ture for the last nine or ten years, than the
law can inflict upon him. It is of course,
however, for you and others to consider this,
which T mevely offer as a suggestion.  Sir, I
teg to hand you my writien opinion, as well
as the document to which 1 have alluded ; and
(o intitmate that I am compelled to withdraw,
being summoned to attend the king.

The Attorney General bowed, and with-
drew into another room, leaving Mr, Park-
hurst, and indeed all present,completely thun-
derstruck.

“What! be I no baronet, then, after all??
inquired Fowler, wofully chop-fallen. Mr.
Parkhurst gave him no answer.

“Who is to send me back again io Ameri-
ca’®? .

These were puzzling and unwelcome ques-
tions, How the poor fellow was eventuaily
disposed of, I know not ; though it is said, he
was secn, shortly after, in his old character of
a waggoner; and his splendid adventures si-
lenced forever the claims to popularity of Dick
Forster. Mr. Parkhurst did not continue in
town two hours after the Attorney Gencral
had delivered his opinion ; but stepped into a
post-chaise and four, and hurried down into
Shropshire, to velease Sir William Gwynne
from all restraint, and communicate the extra-
ordinary turn which eircumstances had taken.
tle reached Gwynne Hall in time to see the
return of the mournful funeral, procession,
whieh had attended Sir William’s remains to
the vault of his ancestors. The grief-worn,
broken-hearted baronet ; the victim of villany
almest unequalled in systematic atrocity, had
expired about a week before, begging he might
be buried as quickly as possible; as though he
were ashamed for his remains tobe upon the
face of the earth.  The titles and estates went
to a remote member of the family. Q. Q. Q.

" He who thinks no man above him but for

-his virtue, none below him but for his vice,’

can pever be dbsequious of assuning in a
wrong place; will Irequéntly emulate men in
rank below him, and pity those above him.
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THE FRANTIC PIRATE—LINES TO C. M. D.—A SKETCH. .

POBIBY. -
Original.
TIIE FRANTIC PIR ATE.
How grand {t 1s when (he lightning's whiz,
~_And the levin spirit lomd,
With nngry buom- rours u.rough the gloom
Of the tempest swollen cloud.

1t soothes the pangs of my, tortur’d mind,
© When the vcean spirit raves;
And the snllen groans of the stormy winda,
Rush over the bowling waves.

Ilow calm I sléep when the billows stveap

Inwrath athwart the sea ; .
And the night is durk und the tossing bark -
. Is‘heaviag gloriousty.

.1love the music of tho shrouds, .
‘When they whistle load und shrill ;
- And wildly drift ihe flcoting clowls,
’er the iceberg’s snow-peak’d hill. +

* Xlove the dirge of the mountaia surge,
. "When it cruslies on the shore;
Then fiercely recls and backward ivhecls,
With a wild unearthly roar.

It stills the theob of my aching head,
.- When the “battle shout” swells high;

Avound e lic the ghastly dead,
And the balls Jike hail-stones fiy.

T soothos my soul when flashes rol),
From the cannon’s fiery wouth,

And the sioky. fumo creates a gloom,
Like the blue mists of the south.

ba board the hostile ship I flco,

1 shout my * batile cry 3!,
And slay till o’er her flag I see,
Our sable banner fly. .

Then gentle as tho meckest child,
Icest iy brand away ;
The fury of my shipmates wild,
With merey’s voice to stay.
But soon ugain a distnal train,
Of wilder'd thoughts return;
Avd oft I pray iny moulder’d clay, .
- Were in itasilent urn. A STUDENT Ju.
York College, Jan. 1833.

Original.
TO C. M. D.
Yes! C. M. D, thy notes aro sweet, -
Unto the list’ning car:
They speak of séenos with joy replete,
And 1o the heart most dear.

They speuk of pleasure not unfranglt,
ith momentary pain ; :
But what cun here dn earth be hought,
Uminix’d with sorrows stuin.

Thy tales arc I1Pd with fancy’s stralns,
And teiendship sweet aud true ;
And fickle Love in goldon chulus.
Is sweetly bound by you.

Thy wood-notes witd are also fitl'd,
With masic’s sprightly sound ;

And pity’s soothing accents gild
Thy tule of woo profound.

May changeless Jovo thy heart inspire,
With socred Joys in view;
Aud virtae, lave, all you desive,

. Bind fast their fute o you. ' DONNA JULIA.

A SKE1TCH.

Others may talk of Scotland’s green and
bonny hills, her sweet and pleasant vales,where
Burns's soul with nature held in symphony,
Zave birth to the sweetes! strains of poetry,
and pictured in simplicity alike the aspect of
his native hills and rivers, and the manuers of
his countrymen ; und where first the tower-
ing ‘mind of Byron received the outlines of

its fulure genine. But I shall feel alike
pleasure in anticipatinga literary fame in Can-
ada; Ishall feel content to praise fair Cana-
da! she likewise has charms of her own; her

skies often clear and her evenings beantiful.

It is‘indeed natural in man to-feel an affection
for the land of his birth—an accountable feel-
ing of attuchment for it, and melancholy re-
grel at the prospect of leaving it.  Were I to
live in other lands, the joy I have felt at secing

“Ithe suvn on a summer’s eve, tumble in majesty

into the west, leaving behind him a thousand
varying tints and glowing colors on the pend-
ant clouds, could never be forgotten. Nor the
delight that has buoyed up my glowing fan-
cy from the breathing the fresh and scented
air from off the flowery plain, the fiesh blcom-
ing groveor the new mown grass.  Again, in
my boyish rambles, what could efface the re-
membrance of the gratified feelings expe-
rienced in wandering near some fine shady
grove al sun rise, to hear the mingled notes of
our nunerous songsters welcomipg\the rising
orb of day, and to obscrve their gambols or
busy care in collecting materials for their nest.
At close of eve, how charming it is to hear the
Robin’s nate and the whip-poor-will erying in
some distant tree ot grove his mellow note,
which at first {o some may seem unpleasant,
but to a native it is both entertaining and a-
greeable.  Althongh Canada has bten said to
be deficient in song birds, no one I think who -
has been an attentive observer of the wood-
land music of our forest, at morning and eve-
ning would persist in such a defamnation.—
Europeans are frequently apt to under-rate
the liberty, character, and genius of the A-
mericans, (rowm a comparison with their own
fame and advancement in learning. Some
even go so far as to deny that we are endow-
ed with the same genius. Tosuch, however,
as think so, I would only attach pity and
spread the mass-of history before them to
wean them of their prejudice. The god of
uature deals not out his bounnties thus; he
leaves it to every nation to work out its own
fame and character. ILis by the different de-
grees of industry and perseverance among
nations that we are enabled to account for,
therr civilization and literary greatness. De-
generate Rome was famous ouec—her erom-
bling walls have often echoed to the voice of
genius, Does the passing gale tell of the
greatness of the once mighty and learned
Babylon ? or can the abject native paint where
she stood? Does thescorpion’s prasence, the
drowsy bat, or the mournful ow} speak of the
brazen gates, the marble palaces, and the fal+
len glory of Afric’s mighty 'Thebais? Where
is the spirit of Grecian fame? Where are
Zion’s faurels? Will Britain last forever 7—
Who can say it? Columbia’s land may smile
with lore when Europe’s laurels fade.
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Ten Dollars Reward.
TRAYED or Stolen from the subseri-
ber, about the 18th of June, a Red
Roan Mare,2 years old lagt Spring. The
said mare has one grey hind foot, the
haof of which is striped with black stripes
about an inch wide.

Went away with her a pacing Mare
with grev hairs on her forehead.” Who-
soever will give information where said
Mares will be found shall receive the a-
bove reward, and all necessary charges
paid.  Or a reward of five dollars will be
given for either of them.

JEREMIAH DURHAM.

Grantham, 10 miie creek, ) -

January 14ih, 1833, 4Awlé

NEW & CHEAP GOODS,
IN DUNDAS,
TWiolesale & Retail,
THE Subscriber has completed his

winter stock of Goods, comprising a
choice and extensive assortment in the
Dry Goods, Hardware, and
’ Grocery line,
Al at unusually low prices. To prevent
deception, the lowest Cash price is mark-
ed on each article, from which no devia-
tion will be made.  A. T. 'McCORD.
Januvary 1st, 1833, . 6wl4

E ALFRED, Saddle and Harness mae
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