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- and pity. \
My bosom beat high with indignation, and my-
_lip quivered for revenge. Villainy ! villainy !

_THE GARLAND.

R At ot 600 RATSE THE GENIUS AND TO MEND THE HEART.” -

VOLoXo -
P ROPEEAB PARBS

- -Original; - v s i

THE PHILOSOPHER.

A CONCAUDED,

“Tive dearest object of my young hearl was
a maiden—she was the object of my thoughts
vesting or awake, and her image was written
on my heart asits most precious idol. Beay-
tifa) she truly was; every grace that could
fascinate, she possessed in a high degree.
gave her my love with enthusiasm—I wor-
shipped at her shrine, and a mutual return of
such affection I long thought I had, but alas!
after a year’s expectancy of the consumma-
tion of such bliss, my hopes were blighted in
aday! Another had won her heart and led
it astray by perfidy and the envenomed tongue
of slander., He seduced her and left her a

beggar on the world. Yes! left my Mary the:

flower of my ‘existence, a:spectacle of shame
What could Ido in such a ease ?

could I letit pass? Did not the sanctity of
woman’s character call upun me to be aveng-
ed on the guileful usurper of my soul’s dear-
est charms? - With clenched fist and angry
brow, I vowed that justice should be done. I
called the coward out, and bade him face me
as a man. Sunset was the appointed time to
meet. We were vegular; for as the deep
shade of the forest, that was tipped with the
golden rays of nature’s animation, fell upon
the selected ficlds, all was prepared for death.
All was still save the forest’s roar, or the twit-
tering farewell of some liltle songster to Apol-
lo’s smile, I clenched my teeth with impa-
tience. * % ¢ Allready—fire?
was no-sooner said than bang went the weap-
ons of death. Ireeled and fell seuselessto the
ground ; from whichsituation Irecovered not
until many hours after. 1 was shot through

" the thigh, and the pain, lossof blood and fear,

operated in stupifying me to my situation.....

he seconds, thinking us both dead, had fled
in fear and left our bodies on the field. The
moon shoue full"on the scene, and displayed
the bloody ground ; her oibit was {ull, gloomy
and melancholy. At a distance Jay my oppo-
nent, who I once thought my friend. His face
jooked grimly pale—spotted with blood, and
his dark eye-brows were set in a scowl; he
was shot through the breast. - 1 raised my-
self up and.gazed on him for 8 moment-—my
eyes grew dim, and I lost myself in horror.....
Again I saw him open bhis ‘eyes, glassy and
dim, “Barclay, Barélay,” he feebly.said, “.are
you still -alive? ‘Gad blesy you, and forgive
you, gallant Barclsy ! I was in the wrong—I
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‘I deserve my fate;? whiéh was almost inaudi-

ble. Istood as a marble figure—I saw his.
lip guiver, his eye open and shut to all eterni-
ty. I rushed, feeble as [ was, from his pres-
ence, until faiming on my way, I awoke in
the arms of my purcats the next morning at
home. O, the horror of my situation, who
could tell 7 For this crime I was tried by the
laws and acquitted ; but 1 never forgave my-
self. ‘This, my son, has been a canker-worm
in my heart. O, youthful folly, mark this!"
But as if fate was against me, I have to recount
other sorrows. I.wasatthistimein mny twen--
ty-second year. Although I could never ef-
face from my mind . the remembrance of the
sad scene I have just mentioned ; still the san-
guinehopes of youth, and the seductive pleas-
ures that drown the thought of care and sor-
row at this changeful season of our life, left

‘but litlle room for jts chilling effect on my

heart. In o few yearsall was forgotien, and
I was again a wrestler with worldly strife, and
thoughts. 1 commenced business in another
part of the world and was sanguineaseverin

-my snccess. There lived in' my neighborhood

an old man, comfortably settled on a farm,
with a beautiful cottage on it. The solace, the

-pride and animation of his venerable age, was

anouly daughter. Catharine! charming Cath-
arine ! bewitching girl! her form is still love-
ly and bright in my recollection ; though the
dark clouds of age and distance of time, shad-
ow o’cr my soul, I still can remeinber the time
I first saw thee—saw thee cling with fillial af-
fection round the -neck of thy aged parent,
whilst he spoke of thy mother and the big
tear trickled down his time-worm check.—
Ah! thou aivy sunshine of the past, glimmer-
ing through the gloom of time! Why does
thy fairy dream come o’cr the soul of time-
beaten Barclay 7”

Here the old man hesitated, turned his eyes
on high and a faint smile lit up his face, he ga-
zed abstractedly ; then rousing from his rev-
erie, he sprang upon his feet. * * “Oh,
my son, forgive the dotage of ycars. Shall I
tell thee, the next time I saw Catharine Mavor
was in her garden; a garden which she su-
perintended. She was in the midst of flowers,
herself the fairest of them. Her dress was a
pink-satin gown, and her sash of a silvery-
white. Her auburn hair hung in-tresses, del- .
icately curled round her shoulders, and in her
bosoin a garland of flowers, an emblem of its
inward innocence. On one side of her there
was a bed of sweet peas, and on the other a
motley display of pinks ; over the latter she
was bending, humming a melodious tune, the
first verse of which I could only hear: '
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¢ The aweet pen sips tho lily dew—
'T'he sparrow's stroin is sweet ;
And I will danee and be o8 you,
‘Thz morn and eve to meel.”

Jt was not long Lefore her lieart was mine,
faind mine was her’s. I gained ber father’s fu-
vorand his consent that we should be married.
Oh, it heaven thera is below, I was its-pos-
sessor, with the lovely Catharine.! Can 1for-
get the mellow mclodious golden evenings I
epent with her in (his very month, when the
Liroad expanse of nature smiled up 1o heaven,
and her wild music threw magie on the scene ?
Tlow often did I gaze at the liule white cot-
tage, peering from out the trees that out-top-
ped it! how ofien did I Jisten to their roar,
while.their white heads danced in the scented
‘breezey but how mueh oftener did T melt be-
neath the voice and barp of her Iloved! Gh
by-gone days, mock not the sage of vears!—
wisdom bastanght me thy value ; butalso thy
instability. Press not onthe "breath of -the
wind, it will bear thee not.  'We were marri-
ed, I say, and lived happy. Isaw my Catha-
rine's father entered beneath his favorite elin,
where he often sat; yes, sut with her mother,
his once loved Emily. ‘f'lic green turf grew
over him and the violet, planted by hisdaugh-
ter, threw its unconscious [ragrance over the
bosom of decay. I ofien saw Catharine play
on her guitar some mournful strain, uutil the
tears bathed her face and its tones died ou the
melancholy of her soul.  But how long can
morials be happy 7 The breath of an hour
scaths all their hopes. My fondly-loved Cath-
erine died on the eve in which she Llessed me
with a daughter. Her last words were spo-
Ken with a smile on me, then on Ler babe, and
then her spiril took avings, never o return.....
Ab, cruel fate! thou bitest the brightest part

- of my soul! T was after this inconsolable. I
lived, ’tis true, but it was for my daughter—
for the image of vou, dearest Cathaiine.” I
taught her to be like thee.”  Here the old man
sighed decply. “Norah, my daughter, was
my sole comfort. She was beautiful and
sprightly. Often when I came hone with

- -down-cast spirits, did she entwine me, and in-
fuse througliout my soul a glow of happiness.
1 could gaze on her'innocent face, as free from
care as it was placid, until the striking resem-
blance she bore to her mother, reealled the
desolating thought of death ;' but dearly as 1
loved this flower of my existence, she too was
doomed to leave me. ‘I'en ycars had scarcely
sunk into the ocean of the past, ere Norah, the
gem of the neighborhood 1 which she lived,

_died of a gradual consumption ; like the dew-
drop on the rose that flies the morning sun,
thus fled Norah from the world. 1had seen
that she was going six months before her

-death, but resignation to the will of Provi-
deunce soothed my soul.  Here then was the
Jast bud of my hopes shorn and withered.~—

.Young man, they may talk of fatalists and;

sceptica, gazing on such scones with. .indiffer-
ence, but they cannot do it ; itis a desolating
thing and would wring tears from the proud-
est heart.  Thus was [ left alone in the midst
of wealth, but my heart was toltering beneath
the stroke of erucl fortune.  Some weeks aft
ter Norph’s death, on a mild avtumn’s_gve
with dejected spirits, I went to visit for the
last time the tombs of tiose 1 only loved. Ev-
ry thing around me was gay and the sun was
sinking in autumpal mellowness into the west.
1 stood over theis graves and determined to re-
sign myself to passive contemplation. But
the melancholy history of the past, like a vis-
ion, was before my aching eyes. All thought
I, that was once P(,)vely to my sounl, - is buried
beneath me. O whercare their spirits fled,
said I; bright orb of ‘the day, thy departing
beauty, like the sunny visions of the past,
throw a deeper melancholy o’er my soul. ‘T'he
tears started from my eyes involuntarily, and
I sank on the tomb of my once loved Catha-
rine.  Afier this I wandered a maniac in the
wilderness, T know not how long or whither;
but since, and for the last forty years I have
had my senses and been as I am now, Ihave,
however, never returued to the world—I cared
not for it, and resigned myself to eternal soli-
tude. Solitude, thou friend of my soul! yes,
with thee I have long dwelt in peace and hap-
piness, and hope to breathe away my latest
breath under the shadow of thy wings! -1
live inoffensive to all the creation; the birds
build their nest on the boughs by my side,
heedless of my presence ; and the wild deer
lick my hand. 1 love to vove in the lone
deﬁ_ths of nature, in the sufficiency of my=
self.”? ) .

Here the old man paused and his last word
died on my ear in plaintive mellowness, na-
ural to his voice. Ihad fallen into a profound
sleep from fatigue, and the melancholy sirain
in which he had delivered his story. Methot
in my sleep, an old man with a grey and flow-
ing beard, approached me as I was lying in
contemplative silence, admiring the heavens,
% Arise, youth,” said he, * and depart; but re-
member the tale I have told thee; bhaply it
may instil into thy young mind a lesson of
truth—a fortitude to hear up against the mis-
fortunes of life’s nysterions ronnd, Let it vof,
however, damp thy hopesor youthful feelings.
Life isa game, luckyor unlucky, that we all
have to play; let usthen play it wisely and
bravely. My race is nearly run; for eighty
springs have fled before me. - A few more
sips will guild my silver locks, aud I musttoo
be numbered amony the spirits of dark king-
dom of the past ; adieu, adieu !

‘The last words sunk solemnly on my ear;
and I remembered no more. When I awoke
in the morning I found myself where, the pre-
vious evening 1 had seen the Philosopher ;—
but how I caine there, I knew not.  Soon get-
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ting into a track that led me home, I hasten-
ed on and reached-my native village as the
peals of the bell threw their solemn sound a-
long the hushed sky—it being Sunday. I
looked upon what I have been relating asa
dream. Reader, as to this, please ll:ysel_f.

) C. M

- 1. LSy

From the New-York Mirvo-,
THE CHILDREN OF THE SUN.
. AN INDIAN NARRATION.

In the year sixteen hundred and ——, acon.
spiracy was entered into by several of the In-
dian tribes inhabiting South Carolina, instiga-
ted thereto by the Spanish government of St.
Augustine, against the inhabitants of that
province. Among these werethe Yamassees
aud Huspahs, or rather the Yamnassees; for

the Huspahs were but a portion of the same]

government and nation, assuming to them-
=€lves the name of a Jucal governor or prince.
‘Fhey occipied alarge and well-watered ter-
ritory, lying backward from Port-Royal Is-

.1and, on the'north-east side of Savannal river,
which, to this day, goes by the name of In-
dian land. It is now included in the parish of
St. Peter, in the present local divisions of the
slate above mentioned. -

The conspiracy became known to the Caro-
linians, through the means of a white trader,
belore it was sufficiently matured to be carried
inte exccution. Declaration of war was the
isomediate conscquence; and, unsupported
by the faithless allies, who, after inciting them
to insurrection, refused them all snccor, the
tribes were, one by one, defeated by the whites,
and either wholly exterminated or driven from
their posscssions.

The war was now drawing {o a close.—
The resources of the Indians had been alinost
entirely exhausted ; and deserted by the few
tribes with which they had been ailied, and
who had either been destroyed or had sub-
mitted to the clemency of the conguerors, the
Yamassees, under their king Huspah, pre-
pared to risk the fate and fortunes of their na-
1ion on a single butile, at their own town of
Cayanoga, (near the site now oceupied by the
whites, called Perrysburgh.) They had en-
camped outside of the limits of the town,
which they had partly barricadoed with logs,
elosely joined one in anather, according with
1he mode of defence among the whites during
their primitive struggles against the rnde and
commonly ill-directed assaults of the Indians.
But what had been a sufficient obstacle to the

- advance of a band of savages proved no de-
fence against the whites; and, whilst lying
upon their arms, the bulwarks were stormed,
and their dwellingsin flames before they were
apprised or conscious of theattack, Nothing
could exceed the confusion and disorder among
the imiserable wretches upon this occasion.—~
‘The womeun and children rushed through their
blazing habitations, naked and howling with

affright. .The nen seized their defences, and
although the struggle was hopeless, it afforded
the assailed somie opportunities for revenge.
Many of the whites were slain ; and, in one fu-
stance, a warrior,who was kept off by his enc-
my’s sword, resolutely rushed upon'it, in or-
der to glut his vengeance by strangling his foe,
which he did with allthe fury of a wild beast.
‘They neither gave nor asked for quarter ; and
in the eonfusion and darkness of the night,
they were enabled to maintain the siroggle a-
gainst the assailants, with the courage ol men
fighting for tlie homes of their futhiers, and
that conduct which, in a midnight affray, is -
as much the property of the Indian as of any
other people on the globe. DBut when the day
broke, the struggle was over. The first gray
of morning found the bayonet at the breasts
of the retreating savages, and themselves at
the mercy of thoseto whom, in all their sue-
cesses, they had granted-no mercy.  Few es-
caped. Meun, wowmen, and children, alike fell
victims to the sword of devastation; and, be-

fore mid-day, the fight was ended, and the

Yamassee nation ceased to have an existence.

Qn the morning after this fatal termination
of the war, a warrior might have been secen
standing upon a siall hilloek, within a few
milesof thescene. Ris appearance was indi-
cative of recent fight, and much weariness.—
The hunting-shirt which he wore, made of
finely-dressed buckskin in-wrought fantasti~
cally with beads and decorations of shells,
was torn and stained in many places with
blood and dirt ; and, while his features evinced
nothing less than manly determination and
firmness, it would require no close observation
to pereeive that he was one of these with
whom the strong principle of griefhad become
a settled companion. His eye had the look
of the exile, but not of despair. He gazed
anxiously arovnd hith; seemed to strain his
eyes upon the far groves, as if expecting some
one to emerge from their gloomy intricacies ;
then turning.away disappointed, glided down
into thehollow, and bending to the small brook
that slowly wound its way beside him, he
drank long and deeply Trom its-cool vefreshing
waters. Having done this, he again rose to
the hillock he had left, and seemed {o rcnew
thesearch he had made in vain before, and
with similar success. He sung, at length, in
a Jow and unrepressed, but unsubdued ione,
something Jike the Jamentwhich follows over
the fortunes of his peaple.

“They are gonc—all gone—the morning:
finds them not ; the night covers them. M
feet have no companion in the chase ; the hol-
low rocks give me back only their echoes.—
Washattee! whereart thou? On the farhills
~—thou hast found the valley of joy, and the
plum-groves that ave forever in bloom. Who
shall find thy bones, my brother; who take
care of thy spoils? * 'Tou artall untended in
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the valley of joy, anc the ghosts of the slain
bend about thee with many frowns, Where
is the maid of thy bosom 7 Comes she with
the smoking ventson ; does she dress thy (wod
at the board, where the hunter sits down at
evening? Thou art slain in thy morning,
Washattee, and thy sun forgot to rise. Ising
for thee thy hymn of death—thy war-son

for many victories. Tliou wert mighty in the
chase—the high Lills did not overcome thee.
T'hy boyhood was like the manhood of other
men ; thou didst not sleep in thy childhood.
Well did they name thee young panther—the
might and the eye of the young pauther’s
mother was thinc. Sickness fled from thee
affrighted, and thou laughed in scorn at the
black drinksof Estuto. ‘T'he strong tide when
thou swammest bore thee not with it; thou
didst put it aside as an infant. “Thou wert a
long arrow in the chase, and thy flight was on
the strong winds. Who shall mate thee, my
brother?” What chicfiain stood up like Wa-

shattee? and the day of thy glory is gone, oh |

Huspah !, the father of many kings. Yamas-
see, where wert thousieeping when thy name
and thy nation expired 2 When the belt was
burned thou didst weave them, and the temple
of thy spirit overthrown? THuspab, thy day
has goue by in darkness, and the strong night
isover thee. Canst thou wake up the brave
who are sleeping? Cunst thou undo the eye
which is sealed up, and kindle the sharp light
that is hidden therein?  What shall restore
thee, Yamassee; and where shall the brave
men of Huspah now find their abode? "The
wild grass has taken root in their dwelling-
place, and the hill-fox burrows under the
hearth ofthe hunter. The spirit has no place
in the wigwams of many fathers; silence has
made a home of their ruins, and lives Tonely
amoag them. O, spirit of many nations, thou
artvanished ! "Thy voice is sunk intoan eclio,
and thy name is whispered on the hill-tops.—
Thy glories are the graves of many cnemies ;
thy own grave is unknown. -Thou art scat-
tered in the brond winds, and hast fallen upon
the waters. They have carried thee down
with them away, and the hunters of the hill
find thee not. A cursz is gone forth upon
thee, and thou art smitlen with death
‘Thus monrned the Indian wavrrjor over the
gravesof his fathers, and the recollections and
affections of his youth, No single trace,how-
ever, of those emotions which might be sup-
posed to have been exhibited as acemmpani-

*-ments o his uttered sorrows, appeared either

in his look or his actions. T'o one who wit-

-pessed their expression, they mizht be com-

pared to the language of sotrow falling from
a statue.  His was the majesty of grief, with-
out its weaknesses.

A sometbing siirred the leaves,nnd the quick

and watchful sense of the chief recognized it
as the object of his search, Jlis eye rested

upon the deep and shadowing umbrage,
whence proceeded about thirty other Indians,
of both sexes, belonging to his own tribe—
the all that was now left of their nation.—
With downcast looks and no words, they
siruck a light, and in a few moments kindled
a fire, round which they sat down in silence
10 a repast of parched corn, flour and svgar,
called among themsugamik, with a small-por-
tion of dried venison. .

Here they remained notlong, They wish-
ed to divest themselves of ail recollections of
their misforiune, yet were quite too near the
spot at which it occurred, easily to eflect their
object. Without a word they stepped, one by
one, into the order of march, whieh is called
the Indian file; and at equal intervals of ten
or fifteen feet they lollowed the chief; and,
avoiding all Leaten tracks of human form,
they took their way through the close and
pathless wastes of the forest.

Many years now elapsed, and men ceased
to remember the noble tribe of the Yamas-
secs; once the most terrible, and at the same
time, the most accomplished of all the Indian
nationg of the sonth. They had even gone
out of the memories of their ancient enemies,
the Creeks, and-the Carolinians, while pos-
sessing, -and in full enjoymeit of the rich
lands of their spacious territory, had even for-
gotten the hard toil and extreme peril by
which alone they had been.acquired. - ———

It was in the midst of a bright October
month, that a small canoe was seen ascending
the river, now known as the 8t. Mary’s, hav-
ing its source in a vast lake and marsh, called
Ockefanokee, and lying between the Flint and
Ockmulge rivers, in the state of Georgia.—
‘I'here were buttwo persons in the canoe,both
Indian hunters of the Creek nation; a gal-
lant race, well known for high courage a-
mong the (ribes, and distinguished not less by
their wild magnanimity and adventure, than
by their daring ferocity. The warriors were
both young, and were numbered, and with
strict justice, among the elite of their people.
At peace, for the first time for many seasons, .
with all around them, they gave themselves
up to the pleasures of the chase, and, sought,
in the hardy trials of the hunt for the bear and
the buffalo, to relieve the inglorious and un-
welcome ease which this novel condition of
things had imposed upon them. Our two ad-
venturers, forsaking the beaten track, and with
a spirit tending something more than custom-
ary to that which distinguishes civilization,
had undertaken an exploring expedition into
the recessesof this vast lake and marsh, which,
occupying a space of nearly three hundred
miles in extent, and in very rainy seasous al-
most completely inundated, presented, a-
midst the thousand islands which it embosoms

and coneeals, fruitful and inviting -materials
for inquiry and adventure, Girt in with in-
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- terminable forests, the space of which was
completely filled up with unbrageous’ vines
and a thick underwood,the trial wasone of no
liule peril, and called for the exerciseof stout
heart, strong hand, and a world_of fortitude
and patience. Itwas also the abiding-place
of the wild boar and the panther—the sotith-
ern crocodile howled nightly in its recesses;
and the coiled snake, ever and anon, thrust
out its venemous fangs from the verdant bush,
‘With words of cheer and mutual encourage-
ment, the young hunters made their way,—
They were well armed and prepared for all
chances ; and fondly did they anticipate the
delight which they would entertain, on rela-
ting their numerous adventures and achicve-
ments, by field and flood to the assembled na-
tion, on the return of the ensuing spring.—
They took with them no unuecessary incum-
brances. The well tempered bow, the chosen
and barbed arrows, the curved knife, suited 10
a transition the most abrupt, from the scalping
of the enemy, to the carving of the repast,and
the hatchet,- fitted to the advoit hand of the
hunter, and ready at his back for all emergen-
cies, were the principal accoutrements of the
warriors, They troubled themselves not
much about provisions. A little parched corn
supplied all wants, and the dried venison in
their pouches was a luxury, taken on occa-

sions only. They knew, that for an Indian,

the woods had always a pregnant store, and
they did not doubt that their own address in
such matlers, would at all times enable them
to come at it. .

Dreary, indeed, was their progress. An
European would have despaired entirely, and
given up what must have appeared, notmere-
ly a visionary and hopeless, but a desperate
and dangerous pursuit. But the determina-
tion of an Indian, once made, is unchangea-
ble. His mind clothes-itselt ‘in a seemingly
habitval stubbornnes, and he is inflexible and
unyielding. Though young, scarcely arrived
at manhood, our warriors had Leen too well
taught in the national habitude, to have done
anything half so womanlike as to turn their
backs upon an adventure, devised colly, and

.ecommenced with all due preparation. They
resolutely pursved their way, unfearing, un-
swerving, unshrinking. The river narrowed
at Jength into hundreds of diverging rivulets,
and, after having run their canoe upon the

_ sands, they were compelled to desert it, and

pursue their further way on foot. They did

not pause, but entered at once upon the new
labor, and now elimbing [rom tree lo bank;
now wading along the baunts of the planging
alligator; through pound and mire; now hew-

ing with their hatchets a pathway through the

thickest branches, they found enough to re-
tard, but nothing to deter them. For days
did they pursue this species of toil, passing
from island to island, alternately wading and

swimming, until at length, all unexpectedly,
the prospect opened in strange brightnessand
beauly before them. They came to a broad
and lovely lake, surrounded on all sides by the
forest, through'a portion of which they had
passed with so much difficulty, to which the
storms never came. It lay sleeping before
them, with the calm of an infant, and shelter-
ed by the wood, the wild vine, and a thousand
flowers. . In the centre rose a beantifulisland,
whose shores were crowned with trees, bear-
ing all species of fruit, and emilling most
grateful fragrance. The land was elevated
and inviting, and at a distance the young war-

 riors conceived it the most blissful and lovely

spot of earth. Afarin the distance, they be-
held the white habitations of the people of
the strange land, but in vain they did endea-
vor to reach them. They did not seekto ad-
venture into the broad and otherwisc inviting
waters, for oceasionally they could behold the
crocodiles, of the largest and -fiercest class,
rising to the surface, and sceming 1o threaten
them with their unclasped jaws, thickly stud-
ded with their white sharp teeth, While in

1 this difficulty, they beheld a young maiden

waving them on the opposite bank ; and Onea,
the youngest of the two hunters, atiracted by
the incomparable beauty of her person, would
have leaped without scruple into the lake, and
swam {o the side on which she stood, but that.
his more grave and caniions companion Sa-
nute, restrained him. Theyobserved her mo-
tions, and perceived that she directed their at-
tention o some object in the distance. Fol-
lowing her guidance, they found a small ca-
naee, tied to a tree, and sheltered in alittle bay.
Into this they entered fearlessly, and putting
out their paddles, passed in a short time 1o the.
opposite shore, the beauty of which, now that
they had reached it, was cven more surpass-
ingly great than when seen afar off. Nor did
the young Indian maiden, in the eye of the
brave Onea, lose any of these charms, the in-
fluence of which had already penetrated his
inmost spirit. DBut now she stood not alone.
A bright young maiden, like herself, appear-
ed beside her, and, taking the warriors by ihe-
hand, they sung sweet songs of pleasure in-
their cars, and brought them the milk of the
cocoa to refresh them, and plucked for them
many of the rich and delightful froits which
hung over their heads. There were oranges
and dates, and cakes made of corn and sugar,
haked with their own hands, which they cor-
dially set before thém, Many were the sweet
glances and precious sentences which they
gave to the young warriors, and soon did the
gallant Creeks understand,and gladly did they
respond to their kindness. Long would they
have lingeved with theze maidens, but, when
their repast had ended, they enjoined them to
begone—to fly as quickly as possible, for_that
their people were cruel to strangers, and the

.
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men of their nation would certainly destroy
them with savage tortures, were they to re-
turn from the distant chage upon which they
had gone, and find the intruders,  * But wiil
they not give you,” said the fearless Ones,
“to be the bridcof abrave warrior? I shame
not to speak the name of my nation. ‘Bhey
are men, and they beg not for life, J m)%t;li,f
am a man among my people,who areall men.
They will give you to fill my wigwam. ‘|
will do battle for you, Anyta, with the knife
and the spear; I will win you by the strong
arm,ifthe strange warriors stand in the path,”
“ Ala$ ! said the young girl, © you know npt
my people. ‘'I'hey ave talllike the pine trees,
which rise above other trecs, they look down
upon your tribe as the prairie grass that tie

buffalo tramples down, and the flames withéy; |

The sun is their father—the ecarth their moth-
er—and we are called the daughters of the
son,  ‘They would dash you into the flames,
if you told them of a lodge in the Creek wig-
wam, for a maiden of our tribe.” ’

“The Creek is a warriorand a chicf, Anytg,
and he will not dielike a woman. He.can
pluck out the heart of his foe, while he begs
upon the ground. I fear not for your peopléls
anger; but I -dove the young muid of the
bright eye and sunny face, and would take!]
her as asinging bird, into the lodge of a great]
warrior. 1 will stay in your cabin 11l the
warriors come back from the hunt. Y amuno
fox to burrow in the hill side.? -

“You will stay to sce me perish then,
Onca,” said the girl—a gleam of melancholy
shining from her large dark eyes—*for my
people will not let me live, when I speak for
your life.” Lo

“ See yog not my bow and arrows Anyte?
is not the tomahawk at my shoulder?  Look,
my kuife is keen—the sapling may speak.?

“Your arm is stroug, and your heart true,
you could say to Onea; but what is one arm,
and what are thy weapons to a thousand ?—
You must notlinger, Onea; we will put forth
in the little canoe. Iwill sicer to a quiet lol-
Tow, and when thou art in safety, Ishall leave
thee and return to thee again.”

CONCLUDED IN OUR NEXT,

Anecdote.—A fashionable doctor lately in-
formed his friends, in alarge company, that

Yie had been passing eight days in the eoun-|-

try.—* Yes” said one -of the parly, “it has
been announced in onc of the journals®-—
“ Ah,” suid the doetor, siretching his neck ve-
ry importantly, € pray in what terms?? “In
-what teams?  Why, as ‘well as I cun remem-
ber, in nearly the following: “There were
last week nearly scventy-seven interments
less than fhe week before”  The. doctor’s
neck was seen suddenly to shrvink down till
his head nearly touched his shoulders; and
shortly after he was missed from the saloon,

Orig'nal.

ANCIENT PHILOSOPHERS.
natural philosophy was'’known to the ancienis

iment ; there are nevertheless, to be found in
their writings, many brilliant conceptions and
gleams of Jight, which were™afterwards to be
eencrally difTused. . ,

ANxaxaconas, for example, who Uiought
that the sun was red hot iron, as large as the

ddcirine that the moon shines by light bor-

pinion, not only from the phases of the maon,,
but from jtsdight being weak and unaccom-
panied with heat. -

'moon arg bodies no larger than -thiey ‘appear.
‘Lo us to be, supposed correctly though “very
Linconsistently, that the spotson-the face of the
woon arisc from the inequality of its surface,

‘land from the shadow of the more eclevated

parts projected on the plains, Every body
-knows how conformable-this is to the discoy:
‘eries since made by the telescope.” ‘I'he samg;

‘conjecture.  He taught that the “ milky-way'’*

.very close to one another ; ‘a magnificént co

telescope have fully verified. .

ty of the moow’s motirn as.the cause which

venisit from falling to the ground ; “a com-
parison which clearly implied the wnotion of

‘[ centrifugal furce. All these.conjectures, how:

ever, were the mergispeculations of ingenious
minds, wandering tlirough the regions of pos-

opinions. The foundations wlich they might
have Jaid for' a ‘just and .complete system,
were laid without effect——th¢ era of experi-
ment and obscrvation, without which nothing

centuries distant, A SUBSCRIBER. :

Absence of Mind.—A well known gentle-
man, of Magdalen College, Cambridge, had
aken his watch from his pocket to mark the
time he intendeéd to boil an egga for his break-
fast, when a friend entering the ropm,: found
hirs absorbed in some abstruse calculation,

intently looking, and the waich supplying
its place in the sance-pan of bailing water.

Why isadebtor confined in-jailylikea Jeaky

to the no small diversion of the company.

boat? D’yc give it up? Because he wanis
Lailing out. .

Although nothing like the trué system of -

én account of their utter inattention to'exper-

Peloponesus, tanght at the same time the just-

rdwed from thesun; and was Ied to that o- -

DerxocriTus, who maintained thatsun and

lis the light of a great number of swall stars,” -

zeption ! which the latest - discoveries of the; .
Prutaren, whose ideas were connceted

with fewer absurdities than those of most of

the ancicnd philosophers, considers the veloci-

prevents that body from falling to the earth,
Just as the motion of a stone in a sling pre-.

sibility, guided by ‘no evidencs and having . -

no principles which could give stability to thejr

in physics is to be aequired, was. yet many

with the egg in his hand,ipon which he was

philosopher was still more [¢spuuate in another : .

N
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Dignified conduct of a young Lady.—
Eliza, a young Parisian, resolutely disearded
a gentleman to whom she was to have been
married the next day, because he ridicated ve-
ligion, Having given hini a geatle reproof, lie
replied, “Thataman of the world would not
beso old fashioned, as 10 regard God and re-
ligion.” Elfiza started ! but quickly recover-
ing herselfy, said, “ from this moment, then,
sir, I cease (0 be yours. 1le who does not
love and honor God, ean never love his wife
constantly and sincerely.” The match was
broken off,

Wise Men.—Which is the grenter, the
sage, who risesabove and keeps aloof from the
‘storms of the world, and only gazes on with-

“out mixing in them; or he who leaves the
heights of his peaceful rest, to plungs boldly
into the tnmult and the war? *Tis a noble
-sight when the eagle ¢leaves the thunder cloud,
as he soars upwards into the clear firmament ;
but nobler is it when, hovering in the clear
sky, above the darkness of the storm, ke
dashes through it to his nest in the rock, where
his unfledged little ones tie trembling.

Dr. Hale used to say that “laziness grows
in people ; itbegins in cobwebs, and endsin
iron chains. Thaveexperienced that the more
‘business a man has the more he is able to ac-
complish ; for he learns to economize his
time; .that is a talent committed to every one
of you, and for the use of which you must
-account.” o

A fair Inference.—A gentlewan of vedneed
fortune came to a person who had formerly
been his servant, to borrow money of him.—-
The upstart servant gave him a very mortify-
-ing reception, and asked in,a haughty tone,
“8ir, why do you give me all this trouble ?—=

upon my honor, I have no money tolend you,

orany ong élse¥ “Iam certain what you
say is false,” sald the gentleman; “for if you
avere potrich, you dare not be saucy.”

Blackberrying.—*“Oh! Mother! Mother!”
exclaimed a little girl, the-other afternoon, as
her eye fell upon an African funeral passing
the window, “look wot a sight of people are
going to the black burying.”

“Sir, Ishall fine you for not wearing a
- white ¢ravat with your academic dress,” said
astrict disciplinarian to an unfortunate fresh-
man,on’'a raw morping in Javuary. “Fine
me! [ assure you sir, iny cravat is white.”--
“ fJow can you say so sir, do I not see that it
isblue” ¢ O sir it waswhite when I put it
on this morning, but it looks blue from the
cold.” .
- < An irritable man weut to visit a sick friend,
and asked. him concerning his health. * The
patient was so ill that he could not reply;—-

whereupon the other in a rage said :-~“ Thope
T shall soon fell sick, and then I will not an-
swer you when you visit me.” . i

A gentleman, meeting a man in the street,
remirked that Mr. , who was just pas-
sing, and had recently failed “looked below
tide, " Far from it,” replied his friend, “ for
lie has overran the banks.”

Titat's in ¢ Name ?7—The proprietor af 2t
respeetable Iadies’ seminary, in the neighbor-
hood of Greenwich, has lately had the follow-
ing rather astonnding announcement display -
e over her gateway :-- Young ladics educa-
ted and boarded by A Bull”?

* “Pray, Mr. Abernethy, what isa cure for
the gout 7 was thie question of an indolent
and Juxurions citizen. ¥ Live upon sixpence
a day, and earn it!” was the pithy reply.

.._n ._._.'-r o aiang TR

TER2 CADLATD.
HAMILTON, SATCRDAY, FEBRUARY 16, 1833,

Qontreal Musuem.—Agrecable to a notice in our lnst
nimnber, we now give an extract frown the progpectus of this

luable acquis:ition to CanaQian Literature. We inadvert-
ently omitted o mention that number 1, is embellished
with two beautiful lithographic engruvings—onc a plate of
the London Fashions, the other an elegant [rantispicce—a
good specimen of native genins. W deem any fmither re-
marks superiluous, as the work carries ils own recommend.

ation. .

Sincs our last number was issued we have received a
number of interesting and valuable commuuications; bes
sides many that ave not so valuable. Forthe former we
are thankful, Our intention is to publish one article froin
cach conie:pondent, if possible, in cach 4 Wehavo
often wished that all our poets wowld for guce, try tioir
"skill at proze-writing. Donna Julin’s poemsare exceilent ;
‘ prose exquigte—in our next. Our youthful poetess, Jane,
“is welcome.  An Indian Legend, is too lengthy—as soon as
Aimits willallow.  Does “ Philomedicus” wish us to insert
" his *“cpitaph ona victhn of a cancer quick,” in the Gar-
land?  “The way-worn Traveller,” too late for this num.
ber—we solicit a continnance,

. .
Origioul.
TIHE LO31T BARK.

The dittle bark with salls unfurld,
Iad lefLilie setuly shove

The risiug wave before her horl'd,
Q’cr which she’s lightly bore,

A darkewd claud hung o'cr the goa,
‘I'ho Lleuk winds whistled by,

The foaming snrgo iu ngony,
Around the bout did Ay,

Now mad’ning thunder roar’d on high,
Fork’d lightning pointed down;

All thoughit desteuction’s haud was nigh-—
But still the bark few on. R

The rain in ropid torrents fol},
Upon the helpless bark ;

Which tuss’d upon the foaming swell,
And all around was dark.

A ery of horror now arose,
Brave scamnen then did.weep ;
The bork in shatter’d picces gocs -
All’s sunk wilhin the deep.-
February, 1883

M. A D.T.
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ORIGINAL POETRY.

RPOBRRY,

. Original.
Mg. Epiron: : -
'Y hum a stave a denced ehort or long one,
Just as the humor prom‘ns my minstrel labors;
Pl giveiny reason, which | count a etrong ono—
I sing to plense my (ancy, not my ne} fibors.
Just when I choose il fling oy hurp na%do,
Or take it up, let who will praige or chide.

Perchonce my sirains ns amooth ns ofl nmay flow,
Orrough as waves wlhen growlsthe rambling storm;
Aud ifthe critics on my stanzas blow,
Nothing Icnre for that in any form : -
Unmov’d as fate, I'll chant my lyrie story, .
Because I never sing for coin of glory.

I on these vague conditions, Mr. Editor,
You'll please to give iy random hurpings birth,
T'll doem your libera) printers-ship ouc creditor,
Aong the very few 1 hiove on earth,
Dt to delay you longer were a pity,
8o Pl cutshort the prelude to iy ditty.

ENVY,

When winter’s brecze wiibsullen cadence sighed,
And hoary drift came hovering on the blast;
With vacont gaze the parlor fire 1 ey’d,
And musing deeply o'er the ages past :
1 thought on those sweet scencs, (descriv’d so well
By Milton’s muse,) ere our first paronts fel),

And gpe'd the gates of sorrow, toil nnd death—
Of envy, slander, hatred’s felon glcom,
And all those evilsthat beset our path,
From curly boylhood to the closing tomb ;
"And how far different, were the few sweet hours
Our hapless parents spent in Eden's bowers.

Ere yet the fiend sped there in borrow'd zuise,
Fair Eve to tempt with rmooth seducing tonguo ;

Tip’d with the venom of the slanderer’s lies,
‘Though honey oa his eaitiTacconts hung :

Alus! too well the arch deluder sped,

And o’er the earth sin’s foul contagion spread.

Talyo thought of that dread battle-field,
Where satan first Qunipotence defied,
And thunder-riven with his squadrons reel’d
Head-foremost down amid the hlazing tide
Of that ved Inke whose sdamantine walls
Close like o dome o’er grimn sepulchral halls :

Aund how 'twas envy urg'd the traitor on

To war with hoaven, and tempt monkind to ill;
Enoy, the fivat-born sin of ages gone,

And fetile source of countiess cvila still—
Whose nogious b I de the carth,
And giveto every fiendish passion hirth,

'Tis Envy sounds the war tramp's horrid knell,

In poison steeps the phrenzied murderer’s durt—
Rings the abhor’d traducer’s tocsin bell,

And turns te goll the wretched miscreant’s heart;
In Jove, in war, in rade with venonvd fangs,
8he rends his felon son! with deadly pangs,

The wisc and good her fell approaches spurn,
None but the evil-minded, lowly elf

Lamments when (ostunc fills his ncighbor's urn,
Or hatos the man superior to himself;

Such crawling reptiles, on onr race a livel,

Had better tearn the procepts of the bible

Eavy, the bane and tormont of hisJife,
Expels each nobio feeling from his soul ;

His days ure apent in r~igery and strife—
Beforo his eyes the tines of passion roll.

At times, to gratify his fiendisb malico,

The caitiff foul with poison drugs the chalice.

The moody gloom of sullen discontent,
£tawps on his brow the mark of satn’s brand ;

But Virtue, beauteaus handmaid s
Lights up a sm’.2 and knits the sociu) band,

I ties so close each breast with pleasure glows,

And heartfelt joy that from affection flows.

Of carthly joy, but scanty isthe meosure
To man allotted since his parents fall;
Then why refect the stintod bow! of pleasure
To drain.the overflowing:cup of gall;
And liko a senseless ninny still add movre.
. To lreap the bowl already flowing o'er.

l

Men reap such wae from Envy, ‘tis most strange
“Chey'd entertain o savage, traechernus guest

That heart and soul and reason doth derauge,
And heaps the’counls of wae upon his hreast—

Making her dupe the constant blewing horn,

Of fix'd disdain, contemptuous hate and scorn.

8o let him pine, and liko the adder, sting
Himself, until his worthless spirit flics.
To where the flends their hatefui vespers sing
In strains composed of malice, feaud and lies:
There with his kindred splrits let him dwell
Hislot enchang’d, for caxth 1o him was hell.“

February, 1833, ORACE.

Original.
TO JEALOUSY.
Avaunt thou tyvant! count nnt me thy slave,
‘Thon art munkind’s pe: fidious, deadly foe;
Where love resides the path with thorus you pave,
~ Too oft thou cliongest happiness to woe. .

Begone fell monster, with thy galling chain,
- ‘Thy foul advice sny heart did once ensnars-
.. I’ve burst thy bonds, and never more again
Willlist thy wl¢ or thy vile fetters wear.

Thy venom’d ating once taught me tn rebel,
Against true love, unchanging ever kind,

But generous feeling toll’d thy dying kuell,

And dug thy grave, thou phantom of ihe mind.

Twas basz in me 1o think that she could rangr,
As roves the fickle bee from flower to flower;
Al, no! a heart like her’s would scorn to chonge,

For allthe glare of station, wealth or power.

What bronght thee here from thy demoniac haunts,
‘I'o sting my heart with keen and bitter woe ;

To hreak my pence thy felon bosom pants,
Avauat, thou fiend! 'to thy hot laic below.

- Again my breast with love’s soft passion burns,
Since jealousy’s pule spectre’s fled afar ;
The ardent fondness of my heart returns,
Aad doubt no move our f;nppincss ahall mar.”
Niagora, Jan. 1832, REPENTANT.

Original,
THE YOUTHFUL VOYAGE,
- How )ike on ocean voyage secms,
The changeful scenes of life ;
The pleasant aivs, the sunny beams,
Tho tempest und the strifo.

In pleasure’s bark with comrades gay,
We young adventurere start;

But ah | what finttering dreamws betray,
The too confiding neart.

Onr bark is wreck’d our hopes are gone,
Onrfaithless frionds have fled ;
A cloud upon ourlpulh is thrown,
© Tho flowers of life are dead.

Yetlink’d to some lone beart, remains
A charm no change can scvor ;
For when we're bound by truo Jove's chains,
It binds ue fast forever. DONNA JULA.

Qriginal.
TO MARY.
‘When the low heart with griof is worn,
And-tenrs are flowing fost;
‘When mem’ry bids our young hearts mourn,
O'er noments that are post.

fSweet to the soul the whispering
Of hope and promise, when

Fancy’s soft fairy voices sing,
Wo port ta meet sgain.

‘When souls are link’d in union sweot,
And sorrow laid to rest ;

‘When radiant eyes in kindness moet
And friendly hands are prest.

O'cr scenes like these should fortune fling,
The severing storm, oh! then
Hope's sweet enchanting voices sing. -
Ws part to meet again, ANE **t¢°2,
Barton Oottugo, Jan, 28, 1833.
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Phe Montreal Busoumn:
OR, JOURNAL OF LITERATURE AND ARTS.

Edited by two Ladies.

Potrrics we shall entirely banish from ous
pages, as also religious controversy, anothes
. rock that has proved fatal to our predeces
sors. -

Education, the perfectioning of the heart.
the culture of the mind, the advancement of
virtue, these are to be-the main objects of on
exertions. English and French Literatur
shall have an ample space ; of the latter il

is known in this Provinee, which to the refined

lover of the Belles Lettres is a ‘serions luss.
It shall be our care W make our readers mor
intimate with the rich and varied sources ot
pleasure offorded by the muodern French wri-
ters ; we shall make our best endeavours to
have the extracts and selections as interes-
ting as possible; with this view thebest En-
g;liish and French periodicals have been order-
ed, . .

Several Ladies in Montreal, Quebee, and
Upper-Canada, from whose lilerary attain-
ments much may be expected have promised
contribute largely. and we have hopes of ex
- tending our correspondence e'sewhere,

* _Allcommunications in the French language
shall be translated. _

Arrangements shall be made witlr the New-
York Bioksellersto have the new publica.
tions forwarded as soon as they appear.

If the encouragement given meet our ex-
pectations, we hape it will be in our power i
a shorttime to embellish the work with well
executed engravings, and we pledge ourselves
that every exertion shall be made to merit the
support and approba jan of the public whos
indulgens-e we solicit; ifwe do not sheeeed.

. we shall at least have the honorable  satisfac-
tioii ‘of having formed a uscful praject.

Conditions~~T'ur Muskusm will he pub-
lished mionthly, forming a Pamphlet of 64 pa
ges, it will be well printed and on goad pa-
per, at 20s. per annum, payable every sia
months. .

As the publication is atiended with grear

. expense in the commencement, the Editor
are under the necessity of requesting thei:
subscribers to make the first half year’s pay-
ment on delivery of the third nuwber.

Linsced Qil -
: FOR cale by the subscriber. Wheat.
Flax-seed, or IPork will be taken in
payment, as well as money.
- . - -JAS.CROOKS, -.
- West Flamboro', Feb. 16, 1830. 40u{
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the Garland,

THE GENESEE FARMER
. AND GARDNER’S JOURNAL.

4 weekly Agricultural Paper, !

in Rochester, (N. Y.y by L. R b ét‘::hﬁd
N. GUODSELL, EDITOR.

THE FarmER is printed in quarto form,
suitable for binding, on fine paper and fajr
type, making an annual volume, with -the (i

price of $2 50 perannuim, or §2 if paid in ad.
vance. No subscription will be received for
a less term than six months, and all subseri-
hers must commence with the volume, Jan,
t, or ‘the balf volume, July1,
, §F The third volume was commenced,
Jan. 5,.1833. . .

%™ The first and second volumes can be
supplied to new subscribers.

Books For Sale.
T the Oflice of the Canadian Wesley-
~an, by A. K. McKenzie, Book Agent
for the Canadian Wesleyan Connection,

viz: Price.
Canadian Wesleyan Hymn Book, 35 9d
do. do  Discipline, 1 3

Benson's Sermons,” 10
Sturm’s Reflections, 12 6.
Sherlock on Providence, 5
Wat's Life of Wesley, 39
History and mystery of Metho-

dist Episcopacy, 13
A. Powells Book, : 13
Trial of A. Pawell’s Book, 1 .
Treaties on Dancing, 712

Apply to A. K. McKENZIE,

Hamilton, Junc 27, 1832. Agent,
Printing Ink.
UST reczeived and for sale at the Ca-
nadian Wesleyan Oflice, from the
manufactory of 'T. J. & G. W, Eddy, all
kinds of BOOK and NEWS INK, of dif-
ferent qualities and prices, viz:

No.2.in 9lb. kegs, 75 cents per Ib.

No.2,in 9!-2do. .75 do do.
No. 3, in 38lb. do. 60 do do.
No.4, in 38Ib. do. 50 .do do.
No.4,in 371-2do. 50 do - do.

In addition to the above prices, on the
large kegs, five shillings, York, will be
added for each icrir, and onthe small size,
two shillings, York. 35
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°'E‘US’I‘ printed on good paper and fair

J

June 28, f

de page and index, of 424 pages, at_the low.

. type, tnd for sale at the office of'the .
"Canadiad Wesleyan, Blank DEEDS and
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