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OH, PLEDGE ME NOT WITH WINE.

Oh, pledge me not with wine,dear love !
I shrink from its ruddy glow ;

And white and cold deathly fear
Dsops irto my heart ke snow,

Oh, pledge me not with wine, dear love /
Through its mist of rosy foam

§ count the beats of 8 broken heart—
1 see a desolate home. :

-

Oh, pledge me not with wiane, dear love!
I shiver with iey dread;

Each drop to me is 8 tear of blood
That sorrowful eyes have shed.

I have a picture laid away
Upon the dust of years, :
Comse look on it, and your beart will break,
Like & summer cloud in tears.
Night, and a storm of autwmo s)eet—
A bearth without fire or light—
A woman ~an angry man—a door
That opens into the night--

Hot hands that cling to the crazy latch,
Lips rigid and white with pain—

A cuise,a blow, aud a wailing-babe
Borpe out in the wind and rain—

A woman dead, with her loug, loose hair
Soaked wet in the weeping storm,

And ber pallid arms balf fallen back
From a baby’s waxen form:

A woma dead in the pitiless rain ;
And sparkling ou the sand,

Dear Gop !—a golden marnage ring
Dropped loose from her wasted -hand.

A white moon striving through broken clouds,
A horrified man at prayer—

The cry of a passionste hearl’s remorse
Aud & passionate heart’s despair,

This is the picture laid away
Under the dust of years ;

For thus does the red wine look to me,
‘The fiowing ot bloedy teass.

Oh, pledge me not, though the wine is bright
As therarest light that flows

‘Thiough the sunset’s cloudy gates of lire,
Or the morning’s vein of rose.

Pat down the cup! Itis brimmed with blood,
Crushed, throbbing, from hearts like mine,
For Lope, for peace, and for love’s dear sake,

Oh, pledge me not with wige /

S M > . i st MY o o=
A PLEA FUOR SHAMS,
; Concluded.,

Our -commonest and most inpocent babits,
meacured by these geotlemen’s staodard, wil!
be found exceediogly unveracious. Are we
all to walk about as in a place of truth, and
repudiate all the recogvised courtesies uf
society because they are shams! Am 1 to
ssy to my good old veighbor, Mr. Tomkins,

ou are & bore, and you ought to kpow it;
cap’t waste my precious time talklog to
gou about the weatber, or even about Mrs.
Tomkins ; 1 bave more important subjects
than tbese to talk about, and more agree
able people totalk to: so I wish you a very
ood morning ; or rather, | mean to say, |
son’( care whetber you bave a good moruing
or 8 bad ope. 1 dou’t wish you avy barm,
but 1 want 1o get rid of you!” Or wheo 1
meet Smith at the Folkestoge station on his
autump trip,—~be 1a his nautical costuwe avd
Mis, 85,0 ber round bat —am | to accost
them in the sincere language of my beast,—
“Well, for two sepsible middle aged people,
you bave cootrived to make the greaiest guys
of yourselves L ever saw io my uie!” Iam
sure this would be & veracity ; but mould
be an improvement, on the whole, on the
copventionsl 1ype of our actual conversation
upder the circumstaoces ? **Good morning,
Mr, Tomkins ; bope 1 see you well ; these
easterly windt,g’ &c. &e. “How are you,
Smuth 7—fond of boatng as eser, 1 see; and
Mys. Smith lookiog really quite,” &c. &c.
105 g sham : 1 koow it is ; perbaps she kuows
itis but if she deos, she koowsit to be a
frieodry ope. Were [ to go back 10 my
venscities, 1 might prefer, bewg io company
with a fastidious friend, tv cut the >miths
sltogether. The truth is, we live in a world
of shauis and conventiopalities, if you prefer
calling things by ugly names. All civiised
life 1s @ state of convention. Language itself
is al! conveution ; ask the logiciavs, There
fis Do veason, in the ictrinsic vature of things,
why 1 4 T should spell “bat.” Al forms of
selutatiop sre pure coovenlionaliies, Why
éo we shake hands? What c:remony can
be more absurd, The Pacific Islanders rub
poses ; 0 do sheep. Of the two, therelore,
the latter may be the wore wvatwal. Dr.
Livi ' friends, the Bakolos, by way
of paywg their best respects, lay_down upon
the grouod, asd clapped their thighs wth
their baods loudly aod epergetically. Us-
pleasantly, Dr, Lavivgstove thought it, znd
#0, perbaps, sbould we ; but you see natue
seems to dictate no universal forms of polite—
ness ; the forms which do sugges! themselves
to others seem (o usas UDMewnivg OF UDgrace-
fol as ours may to them. No wise mun
among us laughs at his Dritish aocestors lor
themselses blue; as it 15 a wark of
such superior wiedow to ridicu'e the outer
“ating of society m (bis pive:eenth ceotury !
3¢ real, we sre told,—be genvine, be true;
985 -hat you will, do what you wil, on'y let
M betyrugh, snd wot a falsehood. It rosnds
very £ od; pot quite s0 oew a gospel per-
haps as 1. spostles facey ; this “living, ac-
©Ording 10.g¢ure” was a favourite dream of
old, Y Por buman mature, ot ° being
ataelf perfectio, jg forced to be content ik
& more elastic yle, Jf we were a g s,
then 10 say allwe hiok would be very wel),
and 1o act accou; 1o palure wou ‘. 105l W
of course;; but a8-higgs ar i tw's far f ow
world, there v.g'y great man, tu uy ts
which we sball do we g9 hyde it josmb
even fiom purselves, ali 3 goud wa y u -
'm ’h’wi we Inust d“’mi‘ s We cauy
'ﬂﬁ ‘.m decent hypocm) Toese is uo |
m‘-‘l“‘cm .ﬂ sarth thon the |
man who always speaks biswiot; .44 41 0-¢
muod, be it observed, is alwos: Boyays uu-

Some of us may remember 8 bub:g.. o

estitled “Domestic arides, or 2iuth in parep-
theses.” The covcluding line of cuhyum
was supposed 10 be spokeu aside, snd was
prinied parestbetically, conveying the real
seatiments of the speaker. 1t begias tbus:
‘Iﬁﬂ; thilnk it v i

| It may serve asa specimen of the interesting

style of a conversation whuch should consist

| whotly of such parentheses, if everybody in
from | basten by an hour ; for the fruit of such know-

short, spoke out. Heaven deliver us
such tincenity !

Suppose my (riend and neighbor, Jones asks
me, 2s he often does, to dice with him io 2
quict way—=only ourselves—shall make mo
stranger of you:” am I to conclude he means
10 1ake me bome, znd set me down to hashed
wut:on, as an agreeable surprise 10 Mrs
Jones 7—and shall 1 vote my friend 2 bum-
buz because I know that cut of salmon was
widered expressly for .me, because that moazr
antigue is not Mrs. Joues’s daily dinoer dress !
am | bound to believe, when Jones produces
that bottle of 24 port,—does he expect or
wish me for a womeut to behiese that such is
bis duly crink, when be lamented to me him-
sel!, +ix wooths ago, that be had but two
dozen of it lefi j - If I drop into a friend’s
house unexpectedly, Io0vor nim tor boldly
oflering me the family fare, without - callio |
1t the “chddren’s diuner” —were it even
veal, 1l e abomination of the Christian; but
when | come as an iuvited guest, I expectto
be made a stranger of, m spite of the formal
di-claimer ; wh:ch of course 1s only under-
stood to mean, that I ¢h:ll not have inflicted
upou me, as upon the last ceremonial divner-
party, tue Dowager Lady Scrubbs, Miss
Scrubbs, and the Low Chirch curate, whois
Mis- Scrubbs, adwirer, the plateau .n the
cen're, -and that questicnable champsgoeg
which is Jones’s bes-tting social sin; but
that I may come in wa'kin  boots, that we
sh:1l have a bottle of the oid port (and finish
it,) and a quiet cigar afterwards, tue smell of
which Mrs. Jones. exce'lent woman, profes-
ges 1ather to like ; an angelic fa'sehood, for
which ! hughly respect ber. Your perpetually
earnest people, who never say aoythisg but
what they mean, seem always brim!ul of un-
pleazaut truths aod ill-patured cpivions,
What they ca!l plamn speakiog is more than
plain; it is positively ugly speaking ; avd in
nipeteen cases out of twenty, does more barm
tban good. We all speak our mwds plainly
enough ss 1t is for the peace of society ;. per-
baps ia some cases rather too much so. In-
deed, if a little more of that reticesse and
smooth languaze which we call conventional
pel teness were used in our home life, macy
a bousehold would be all the bapper for 1t.
If busbands and wives preserved more of
tuose “formulas” towards each other which
they adopt io their intercourse with society,
they would be not greater hypocrites, and far
wore agreeable compauions. If our young
lacies carricd a httie more of their drawmng-
room manaers wto the family circle, st would
be a yreater improvement than the contrary
process of introduciog tbe free-and-easy
realities of temper and selfishness ioto com-
pavy. If cowpany manoers are uppleasaot,
it is because we feel they are company man-
pers, and know that the smile and the kind
word are oot equally ready for home occa-
siops. Our old iriend Sir Morgan O’Doberty,
amovgst his invaluable “maxims for marry-
ing,” advises a mao, if possible, to eogage
bum-elf as housemaid in the lamily, if he waots
to kuow anytbiog of the real dispositions” of
tbe dauglies. It may be dooe, b: says,
with “tact and clore shaviog.,” Those
salutary curbs and checks which society im-
poses upon ourlower natures should also be
umposed upon ourselves in our most familiar
ivtercourse, when thosz oaly are present
whose presence is uo restraint. What may
be LoHowpess and fasehood, if put on occa-
s'onally lor a purpose, is self cootrol if exercis-
ed 1a this way vpon principle. ' Halfthe am-
evities of Jife depend onit. 1t is the broad
distine 100 between the household of the rick
and the poor, the educated and the sgoorant,
—a fer more important distnction thao any
which mouey, aod dress, and daly fare can
make,—that, io the oue case, the courtesies
of life are more or lees observed even be-
tween the closest relatives, aod in the other,
humau vature shows herself in all ber patural
ugligess, and disdains the coutrol of what we
call the cooventionalisms. And to paint the
houselbiolds of the lower ciasses as happier or
more virtuous, 1o ordivary cases, than thoge
of the wealthy and refined, may be very puog-
eut satire, but it is as untrue a picture as ever
w:s painted asa representation of actoal
life. As a rule, the fact is quite otherwise;
not because bumanp vature is belter or worse
in corduroy than in velvet, but because
among the buman you see every bumao pas-
sion in its coarsest and least artificial form,
and are brouzbt into contact with “nature and
ber veracities” with a vengeance. 'The
paked truth is a pretiy.aliegory, but it may
be ratber a gross exhibition. There are
many low necessities of cur uature wtich we
are all glad 1o veil under recoguised conven-
tionalities ; we canoot gt rid of them ; they
are livivg *seraciiics” of which we are all too
conscious in ourselves and in e:ch other;
but at least we peed pol parade them.

Andas we are pot bound to exhibit our-
selves wn puris naturalibus, eitber meptally
or bodily, so i dealiog with sthers we are
wise in usiog a somewbat wealised estims te
of their characters. - If Christian charity bids
as thiok and hope the best of every maa, no
less does-social policy call upon.us to treat
avery mao as better than be really is. “Vault
sii quisque credr.” 1f you want to be
listesed to Uy a mob of the great uowa-bed,
address them as “gentlemen.” 1f you would
bave your boy at school open and booest and
true, as a boy should be, always deal with
him as if it wes impossible to believe him
olberwise. ‘The worst masters, and the
wors: sersed, are those whose eyes are open
to every servant’s faults, and who take care
to let them kpow it. He would imsist in
poking his nose into every coroer, will make
more discosenses thav lus peighbors, no
doubt, but uot alway- of the miost useful or
the wost agreeable kind. - The current of
ife runs ail the smoother for having a dash of
‘houest izlsehood. It we are to reduce every-
thiug to i s reality, we shall bave Jeft us as
the residuum, bot on'y a very uspoetical
woiid, but a very uncomfortable ome.

Oue hardly ventures 10 speak here of that
old fussiones chivalry which sees in every
wemau a “fair ladye,” acd vows that it lives
suly 10 do her suit and service; such
{apcies, we know, are all 100 unreal for this
practical age; but shall e have the lover
vound down, 109, 10 base realities ? Is he, too,
10 b's hatred of sbams, aod honest scorn at
al convealivual usage, to be careful to dis-
crimi ate between the real and the i
ary iu the lady of lus love? After all, as
Covgreve says, “Beauty s the lover’s gifi.”
We make our owe divinities. The idol

see in her nothing but perfection of soul and
f.xm —we koow her to be dumpy, we don’t
believe in ber accomplishments, aod suspect
btr to be pot uamaculate on the point of
temper ; but we don’t wish you to think so,

carefully from you; and il ever your eyes aie

whow you worship, my dear youog sic, and |

on o account ; we conceal our scepticism | ¢;

process which may soften the effect of such
koowledge when it comes, and which we,

who are of the mitiated, would not williagly
ledge of good and evi' 1s not to be desired,

though it make one wise.

#Skin a Russian,” it is said, “and you will
ficd the Tartar underneath” The proverb
may be true, 1 mavy seoses, of the English-
man as well as the Russias. Strip any of us
to the core, and even our most intizmate
friends might fail to recoguise ns. Bat it is
absolutely necessary to go through this miser-
able proce:s? Aie we not all the prettier to
look at, and guite as good for use, for a
little outside? Does not nature berself give

[us a lesson in this, that she conceals under

a fair smooth cuticle the system of nerves,
and sinews, and bloodvessels, which, when
uncovered, make but a ghastly show? Let
us protest, then, in the name of common
seaseand comiort, agamst this philocophy
of the dissecting soom. us aeither
acafofiiise others, Bor submit to be thus
[ upon ourselves. Let the play of
life proceed. Let us lend ourselves with
a good grace to its illusions; many of them
are pretiy and pleasant; few of them are
very mischievous; at any rate, we shall
gain htte by looking behind the scene:.
That young lady ia the silk and spangles 13
oot areal sylph Graated; but the iooks
very nice. Why trace ber home to the
coarse beei-steaks and porter of her mortal
supper ! If tie gallant before usis not all
the Lero whom be personates, still less is that
a real desil who comes in with the red fire.
We are all worse—and better—than we
seem.

And, if you come to talk of realities, what
are realitics after all ? What is “semblaace,”
and what is “substance 1 Who am “I” and
“you?”’ What is the actual idea contamed
under these little pronouns? because philoso-
phers are by no means agreed even upon this
point, whethe: you and 1, properly speaking,
are anybody at all—aoything more than
«formulas,” io short. Much bas be o writ-
ten upon both sides of the que:tion; a great
deal more than 1 shouid ke to read. Facts?
Are there any facis! 1be Anti-Corn-Law
Lieague was a great fact in our tume; our
posterity may perhaps discover it to bave
been ouly as historical fiction. Maoy thisgs
which used 1o be facis have sow become
fables. The Romulvs and Remus of our
schoolboy days have their very existence
questioned. The good wolf who nursed them
(of whom we had actually seea pictures, and
handled statueites) turas out to have been, if
aoything, a shepherd’s wife of doubtful cla-
racter ; aud our Homan History 1s histery
vo more. Nay,even the History of Englasd,
which we all learot with so much care and
pains, was all, it seems, writtea upon wrong
principles, There was po “bloody” Queen
Mary, after all, but ameek saiot who bore
that Christian same, and bad a wicked sister
called Eiizabeth, and was daughter to a
good Kiog Henry, who, emtirely for his
subjects’ good, and from motives of the

] : ,consented to be

with 81 wivesin i uite a differ
character from the Royal Bluebesrd he has
been maliciously represented. Were the
little prioces smotbered io the Tower ! Was
the Red King really killed in the New For—
est? Did Lows XVil. die iv the Temple
prison? We should have had our ears box-
ed, and very deservedly, any of us, who had
the misfortune to be boys five-and-twenty
years ago (when boys’ ears were pot above
being boxed,) if we had besitated in our an-
swers about such facts as these. But now,
all that can be said with acy safety 18, no-
body knows ; and it 1s rather comsidered the
correct thing to take the negative side oo all
these questions. The upshot of the univer-
sal search after truth seems to be that no-
body is anybody, aud everybody is somebody
else. One inquirer ascertaios beyond a dosbt
that Shakespeare, ia Whom we all believed
next to the Biblc, was mot Shakespeare at
all, but Bacon. Another reopens the great
doubt as to the ‘- Author of Waverley,” and
proves, very much to his own satisfaction,
that Sir Walter Scott was, after all, a
“sham.” A clever Freachman heid that all
the classies, with the exception of Homer,
Herodotas, and some exceptiosal hal{-doses
others, were mere monkish forgeries—the
mischevious literary amusements of the writ-
ing schools of the old monasteries. Is clair-
voyance a fact? ot table turaing ! or bomaso-
pathy 1 or the Frenchempwe! or the Iad-
ian mutilations? Put these questicos to all
your fneads mn succession, and 00 three of
them consecutively will agree in cheir aoswers.
How is an asfortusate country gentiemaa to
go about looking for facts and realities, and
howis be to know them whea he meets with
them? He may persuade himself that, by
virive of a ltiue patural sesse, he knows
s-what’s what ;” .but some more enlightened
friend will sooa be found to assure him “that’s
just what it iso’t.”

The editor of Household \Words, in a
very amosing paper, twits us with our Louse
of Parhament coavuntionalities amongst
others. “Why,” be asks, “must every mem-
ber speak .of another as the bonourable mem-—
ber for Blankshire—or the noble and leareed
lord who spoke vext after the noble and gal-
lagt marquess.”—and so forth? ¢ Wiy
sot” says be, “call them by thewr names at
once 1” But these forms of circam'ocution
ate pot without their use. Tbey make a
debate less persosal, in the first place ; and
tbe furmal and precise manner in which each
speaker is obliged to designate his opponeat,
gives him time oftea to cool his temper aed
moderate his expressions. He is called
upon to remember that be 15 atiacking or
replying to, pot the man, but the abstract
idea—tbe reyresentative of a certain county
or borough, which cac have no personal feel-
ings or animosties. For thesame reason be
addresses not his rival, but “Mr. Speaker.”
Would the atirist prefer that free and easy
colloguial style of attack and rejeinder which
prevails in what we should cail, 1 parliament-
ary language, “agother piace”—but let us
say for once boidly, in Hali, U.S.1
Even the peripkrasis sounds rather
better than what we bave latefy beard report-
ed in this latter assembly of notables, wben
one gentleman calls the other “a biack repub-
lican 7 and is called to order as, “you
daroed driver,” ia retura, Yet, when
once we drop all tbose harmiess ilttle forma-
fities and circumlocutions, and descend to the
persogal and conversational style of debate, it
is hard to foretell at what pomt
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sally ¥y
d_ to the  realilies of this subject, we.
Chuit k¢ witi D6 by & Toug, Sodgradusd

J'c should _all

-.m

same, upon auy of these #portant subjects

.31; hoyno doubt i@ 2 seraous thought
as other people ; most of Bis hearers would
be ready to laugh at oncs from the mere
foroe of habit; but if he ¥se w that st
company as “the member for the
libettiesy of Piccadily,” 8 would save all
the proprieties ; under sligh* vei! be be-
comes at oncé a° 4 Parlismentary
entity, quite aloo! from M®at Blasc tod “the
Engiveer.” Mr. Dickis wouid hardly
like, in a similar po~lb°.%=3 be addressed
as “Boz,” however thi€ monosyliable may
be dear to him as the al@ of bis early fame.
And Mr. Thackeray sure'y prefer the
periphrass of “tne ble and learned
gestleman who rep: the city of Ox-
ford”—which really & very mice—io the
more familiar style of rsh.”

What these writers #8lly mean to teach
us—if they really mead bing but book-
making—by all this real ties, is that

_do o m this world,
aod oot sham downg 1t. Most undeniable
advice ; but we are pot all bou-d to do it m
our shirt sleeves. Much ot the world’s
work must be done in that ¥ay; but much
als, and that of the bes' aul highest kind,
and not done the least effzctally, ia a more
refined and cigeified costme. “Never
maike light of appearaaces,”’ was the maxim
of a wise aud good man; “u:-y are some-
thing to everybody, and everything fto
some.” There is a large chiss of minds to
whicu the bishop’s “wig and black triangle,”
and *‘the horsehair and ecrned serjeant
gowns of the law”—nay, even the poor
beadle’s much abused hat—ale as proper and
seem!y distinctions of officc as t e commen-
est decent c othing 18 a neealul seci: dis-
tinction between civilised man und the nak-
ed and brutal savage. We stali not all of
us rejoice m lhe aon uncewent that our
“beefeate-s” are to be stripped of cur quaint
historical costume, thoughit 1s to save the
public, we are told, a ma:ter of some pouads
per annum. The “clothed embodied justice
that sits .n Westminister Hall, with pen-}
alties, parchments, tipstaves, very visible’—
to Mr. Carlyle’s disgust—do we really thiok
she would be purer or more impressive, lol-
ling in her shirt-sleeves, as sie 15 said to do
elsewhere, with cigar in her mouth, and her
legs elevated on two separate chairs ! These
showy externals ire but mike believes, you
say. Well, “populus valit decipi” mn moare
senses than the worst. The most popular
form of our abundant cheap literature, it 1s
wow admitied on all haads, 13 not “usefal
and enteriaming koowledge,”—science-and-
water, or moral tales, or evea 2zamoral—but
the grandiloquent. the imaginative, the ro-
mantic, avd the borrible—the unreal, in
short. Nay, it has even been suggested by
some sociil reformers, that one reason why
our public executions here, in Englacd, fal
to impress the vuigar mind bezeficially 1s,
that they areso horribly matier of fact;
that you suangle a man with little more
ceremory than you would a dog; and that,
if you won!d produce the due eficct of awe
and solemn warning upos the multitude—the
only reasopable purpose woich such exhidi-
tions can serve—you must adopt the sort of
ceremonial used in some Roman Catholic
states—you must put on- a little tuosel; not
me:ely Mr. Calcraft in histop boots, the re-
spectable deputy sheriff  black, and the
unimpressive policemen, but so:dicrs, vested
priests, black hangings, and wi.at not. Say
what we will of thissuggestion, it has at
least as much reasor in it as another and qui'e
opposite proposal which has respectabie sup-
porters—that we should put our great crimia-
als out of the way quietly, before certain
chosen witoesses, There have been periods
in the history of our owa, as well as of
other countries, whea this zeal for the des-
truction of so-called shams became th: rubag
priociple ; but the substance winch it brought
to light was scarcely eddying. The Freach
revolutionists of 1789 voted -oyalty, aad
tities of nobility, and forms of religion-=
shams ; and the realities whom they worship-
ped were a crowardly dictator ina sky biue
coat, wilh a perpetual nosegay, and a ged-
dess of reason ia—aothing at all, Sansculoti-
ssm—truth without braeches ! it is hardly a
step 1o advance even of the ruffies and peri-
wigs of the Bourboss. The Eagish repubd-
licacs of 1647 in like manuer protested
against crowns and mitres, ani all sach con-
veational gear ; they could only recogmise
éthe man Cuarles Stuari;” tbey whised and
droned to each o:her in a forwula of scrip ur-
al cant, ten thousand times more ridiculous,
and more dsgusting to any healthy mind,
than the most fawaing comp imeuts which
“funkeyism ’ eve: dictaied to Stuart or Bart-
on; and were brought up at last, under “the
man Oliver,” by a despotism which was a
reality stero enough, whatever otber taings
might be. If aoy one supposed that the
tutoyer style o! language 1nvolves primitive
noocence and simplicity, let mmjiry to get
a bargain out of a Quaker. “l toid thee,
friend, the mare had po faaits—brokea wind
is her misfortune.” By all means letus be
careful to call things by their right vames.

It 1s very difficalt for writers i these days
ta be ongwal, except bya vigorous attack
upon estadlished opinions, or departure fro.
ordinary restraints. Sociely must bhave as
outside ; -and to seize and hold up to ridicule
the weak places in this, is a strong tempta-
tion to keen wits and active miads. Sierne
knew well how {0 attract the aitention of an
audiesce dulled by conmticual scrmonising,
when afler giving out bis text on one occasion
be immediately started with—*That 1 deny.”
The divine who could hazard a uegation of
received Scripture was sure (0 be lisiened
to : he might have ouly preached bis héar-
ers aslesp witn the soundest argumenis in
support ofit. When the celebiated Hard-
oumn was remonstcated with on the absurdity
of some of lns xes—‘Do you thmk,
said he, “that 1 get up at four o’clock in the
morning to say whag everybody else does?”
So let us presume that we arenot lo take
all this new fashioned cysicism in the very
letter of its meaning ; there may bea sham
philosophy as well asany olher shum, which
this preseat plea is by no means inteaded to

1nclude.
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bride
At this call, the dense

ng a wide

1 i e stalwart

miner waved his tattered stra and cried :
« Three cheers for Ralph Berne’s, bnde,

comrades !”
4&1‘1@”?‘5‘“‘&.&

|titnde, as if with a  single

had not yet died away, when a little stir was
heard arotind a test near,and young Berpe
appeared at the door, bowing low m ack-
nowledgement of their courtesy. He was a
man of commanding presence, with a broad,
oOpen brow, a firm, proud lip, a sun-bronzed
cheek, and a clear, dark eye, which was now
tender as 2 woman’s. Nobody who could
have looked at bim as b= xtood there, would
have wondered at th. scendancy bhe had
gained over his lawless fellow-miners, or that
he had been succes:ful in wosing the belle and
bsautylof the neigtborhood.

e and life 10 e
exclaim::g mot:‘upf’ IR

“ Yes, yes, yes,” passed from lip to lip,
and once more & loud “ Hurrah !” rent the
ai.
_ Rslph Berne bowed again, and drew back
into the tent, but the present tumult had not
subsided, when a veice echoed out from a
thicket close by, cried :

“ Fear ye the fostal hour! Ay ! tremble
when the cup of joy o’erflows! "The briam
rose and the rich myrtle flower have veiled
the swosd !

That voice—so singularly deep and sepul-
chral, and yet with such weighed wusic 10 its
tones, sent a chill to every heart. Men who
had led a wild life in the land of gold, and
met all the stirring adventures, which then
made Calitornia the theatre where ruffians
could boldly play their most desperate roles,
now felt a tremor ie thewr iron nerves. Their
weather—beaten faces blanched, and hoarsely
oue faltered to another:

« The Wizard—the Wizard—the Wizard
of the Sierra Nevada!”

% Gob he!p poor Berne !” said the miner
who had proposed the cheers ; “there coulda’t
be a worse omen than to bave. that fiend in
haman shape at his wedding. 1’d as lief see
a ghost at mine !”

“ Hush,” whi the companion at bus
side—* he’s close at our heels.”

Ben Locke glanced burriedly round. There
stood the singular bemng, who had cast such
a damp upon their gleg. He was tall and
sleader, and as he began to pace to and fro,
they could see that he was light of foot asa
chamois. His face was one which would long
baunt the beholder, like some troubled dream,
the features were so strongly marked, the
cavernous eyes, 83 wtensely black, so restless,
80 lurid with baleful fires. Thick masses of
ebon bair swept over his shoulders, and round
his brow was folded a scarlet turban, fastened
in froct with a single diamond of woadrous
lustre. A serge 1obe fell loosely aboat him,
and was gathered at the waist by a steel belt,
from which depeaded several curius charms,
keysand wands. Quaint, old-fashioned sand-
als covered s bare feet, and in one hand he
carried a bright metallic plate, set in « frame
of some dark (ndian - wood.

“ What wait ye for 1 be asked at length,
pausing io his hasty promenade; 1 have
beei looking in the Wizard’s Glass, aod i see
a rude altar and a priest, with book and sur
plice, but there is no wedding here,” and he
lait his forefinger impressively on the a‘;c
mirror ! “ 1 tell ye that the bride shall be
snatched fron the bridegrooom’s arms, for
the Fates declare that she shall never be

Ralph Berse’s wife. Ho! there! Ho,
Cunstabel—I have come a toisome march
over mountam aad valley, and foamung torrent
10 warn ysu yet again! Remember what I
said in the third watch of the mght, as I met
you under the Wizard tree. .éo not to the
altar with youog Berne—go- not!” - At this
Jjuncture, a female face pees:d through an
cpening in the teot before which he had stop-
ped ; the cheek was marble pale, and there
was a shadow on the brow, but the red kLp
was rigid with some firm purpose. The next
moment it disappeared, and the Wizard pass-
ed on. A murmur of rehef rang through the
throng, but chey could not return to their
former ilarity—the spell of his dreaded pres-
ence was too strang upon them. More than
an hour had gone by since they began to
gather these, and the day was lapsing 1ato the
dreamy purple twilight. The suncet’s gold
had grown faint on tbe snows of the far—off
Sierras, and the shy, young moon was just
beginmng to peer over the tall. pwes, which
formed one boundary of the glen. The swift
river rushing by ; the miners’ tests gleaming
white through the shadows ; the Indian
bivouac near, with the dusk faces, and gaudy
plames, and gay wampum of the braves show-
ing distinctly ia the red glare of thewr watch-
fice ; the motley throng swaying to aed fro,
and the dark figure standmg beneath the
Wizard Cedar—all lent & certain wild inter-
est Lo the scene.

% The priest—the priest,” said Bea Locke,
and there was a confused movement ia the
crowd as they pressed forward to catch a
glimpse of the clergyman—a rector of the
Eaglish church, who bad stopped on his way
to San Francisco, and was now moving along
the passage they aad opemed for the bridal
party. Pausing by a rude pile of stones, h:
begaa to turn the leaves of s prayer-book,
aod the multitude tacned their aitention to-
wards the tent from which that fair female
face had peered for an instant,

¢ Here they come ! Don’tcrowd. Stand
back, I say,” exclamed Ben Locke, and
every eye wandered to the pair who bad just
come forth— Berne and his betrothed
wif. Christabel Claire! How shall 1 de-
scribe her so as to give the reader any idea
of the mioer’s bride elect 7 Her figure bad
tbe roundaess of perfect symmetry, but beat
gracefully as the young willow ; her face was
strangely beautiful—I1 say strangely, because
ber beauty was of such a- rare type. Her
complexion was of dazzling fairness, ber eyes
dark and heavily fringed like those of Uri-
ental women, and a luxuriance of midaight
bair rippled away from her white forebead,
aud was gathered in & careless koot at the
back of her classic bead. Bat a woendrous
change had come over her countesance siace
she looked out at the Wizard; some foad
word of Ralph Berne had flushed tie marble
cheek to crimson, made the ripe lips tremu-
lous with smiles, and seut a pew light 1to
the soft, dark eye. There was no splendor in
Chnstabel Claire’s bradal toilet ; she wore a
simple white robe, a knot of snowy blossams
on her breast, and another amid the folds of
her black bair. But the DPrivcess Royai of

the banks of the mﬁmnem,—

fairest Christabel,” be oried ; % another and a
worthier bridegroom is at band. Spur ov,

/ictor P’

Quick as thought a horseman came speeding
across t::iﬁ'.en. They saw the glitter of bis
sword, thé foam-hike fall of bis plumes, which
swept down from bis sombrero ere he reached
them ; the next moment be drew rein besde
the little pile.of stoves and bent to grasp the
arm of the bnde elect,

* Fear not, Christabel, my wife,” murmur-
ed Berne ; “ they shall vever take you, while
I bave a strong right arm I” And gathering |
her close to his beart with one arm, be sho

the other at his Q” in stern defiance. Buta
single dexterous blow of the stranger’s sword
felied the miner to the earth, and ssatching

and dashed off on bis fleet courser wath almost
the speed of wi

The crowd that had assembled o witoess

the bndal, stood for a time as of paralyzed
by the strange scene which had just been eo~
avied velore thew. Don Liocke  wes  the
first to shake off the- which their
stitious fear of tbe Wizard bad wovea aboat
them.
% Com:ades,” he shouted, “ shall we stand
idly by, and see Berne thus ! He
bas loved that girl better than his owa life—
who dares mosut aed ride away with me to
the rescue P’

“I—1—=1> cried helf a score of eager
voices.

“ A thousand thanks, ‘riends,” said Berne,
staggering from loss of blodd, as he reguined
his fcet,* I am going in search of my lost
bride. If we haste, we can overtake them
vetore they reach the mountains !”

“Dou’t b: so rash,” mterposed Looke;

“youue:sp:leumdnd from that ugly
wound——1 douw’t believe can sit straight in
the saddle.” i 1%
“I must go,” was all Ralph Beroe smid;
and hastily binding up the wowsd on his
shoulder, he burned to histeat. Two horses
were grazing amoog the tall grass near it, and
it was but the work of a moment to saddle
and bridle one of them, and start on the pur-
suit. Ten harly wivers, the foremost of
whom was Ben Locke, gathered azoued him,
and they took their way aloag the banks of
the stream.

Hours wore on ; bigher and higher rose the
woon ; deeper grew the shadows of the night.
The glen was left far behind ; walley after
valley was crossed ; river after river forded,
and still the borseman who had boroe Chris-
tabel Claire away kept beyond their view.—
At length the moon went dowa the blae
of the west, 1o hold a wryst with the morn
star ; the eastern horizon to glow, an
the day broke in brightoess and beauty. At
suorise therband of pursuers bad reached the
base of the Sierra Nevada chair,

% There she is, my ~Christabel I” cried
Ralph Berne, as they stood balting, afier
their mght’s march, with thewr eyes fized on
the beights above. Away up, balf a league,
perhaps, the grim stranger had stopped to rest
his switt-footed stced. DBerne gazed at the
Jighit burdea be bore, till they started om, and
then shouting:

“ Now to the rescue, boys !” he dashed 1n-
toU the steep and narrow road.

P» up, up—along ri ths ; \brough d
defices where etemr, shl:.dom alqt—o:
wild mountaia streams and drifted snows, mto
the loneliest passes of the Sierra Nevada they
pressed, sending out an exultant cry when-
ever th:y saw the tracks of the stranger’s
horse. At last they saw the object of their
szarch, scarcely a hundred rods in advance,
and set up a shout of triumph that made
the soiemn old mountains ring. Chns-
tabel looked back, her far hccrrlfqlow, and
waved her hand to her lover.

% Take heart,” he cried, * 1 will save you,
Christabel, deares’, you shall yet be mine, ia
spite of a thousand Wizards]”

At that mom “at, the stranger struck: into
a gloomy, winding path. Ralph Berne fol-
lowed —shorter and shorter grew the distance
between himand bis mysterious foe—a few
moments more, and it seemed to lim be
could grasp Christabel’s arm. Suddenly a
deafening roar roase to his ear—be gloced
turough the vista opening before him-—Great
Heavens !—scarcely ten yards disteat was the
most fearful vortex be had ever seen. The
ciffs shelved precipitously far, far down,
formng an abyss no human eye bad ever
fathomed, through wiich a dark stream
rusheed. i

I tave him now,” said Berne ;* none but
a fiend, or a madman would leap that vor-
tex ! A mocking laugh blended with the
roar of the waters, and thie straoger cried :

“ Ralph Berne, eap the Wizard’s Gulf uf
you dare!” and with one wild plange he guin-
«d the opposite cliff.

“ Gop help me!” said Berae, drawing back
appalled, and strawiog is gaze to follow
Cauristabel, as she was borse vnward into the
ueart of the Sierras, her dark eyes fixed de-
sparngly on bim, her undnight hair stream-
mg l:fhe wind, her bands sutstretched to hun
in mute, but sorrowful appeal.

Concluded next week.

A NEW ROBINSON ‘CRUSOE.

San Francisco, Oct. 5, 1858,

the passengers who leave for New
York in the steamer for Panama, to-gay, is
Capt. J. M. Knowles, of the clipper ship
Wild Wave, which has been missing for se-
veral months, and long snce given up as lost,
with all on board. Asthe Captain’s story is
an interesting one, I bave obtaived the paru-
culers trom him for yonr readers. The ship
lett New York in September last, for San
Fraucisco, where she arrived om the 14th of
Jauuary, leaving a%m in ballast on the Sth
February last, for Valparaiso.

The strong easterly wiads which prevailed
for some lime alter starting, forced the vessel
considerably to the Wesiward of the usual
track of vessels bound for any of the South
American ports.  All weat well, however,
until the oight of the 4ih of March.
Koowies had taken fair observatoss
acd on the night in question supposed himselt
at least sixteen or eighteca le:gues irom any
laud. An hour after mideight he discovered
be the lee bow.  The helm was

t hard down, but the vessel miss-stayed,

upon a sunkea coral
over oa her side and
over the ship,
that she must

out

b

instruments ashore.  During the ten da
following they were wnable to get ont to t
wreck more than twice, in coosequence of
the surl,  While upon the Island, Captan
Knowles made very careful observations,
:‘m :.:c:( hehobservcd that Oeona lies 16
es the position ascribed to it on
the latest Enghish charts, by which he bad
savigated the ship. 1o this error of the
chart (which Captain  Kunowles is confident
::l(.’l b? also \?xpzled by the officers of the
p-ol-war Vandalia, soon) the
Wild Ware is aitributed. : il
Upon the 14th of March started in bis
life-boat, with his first mate, Mr. James Bart-
lett, of Bioghamton, New York,and five
men, for Pitcaire’s [sland, 75 miles to the

the fainuing bride, be lifted her to the saddle, }southward, expecting to fiod reliel there,

not to be had at Oeowa, which is out of the
usual track of vessels wn any trade. _ Whea
hg hf( the ship “had vot broken up, and the
captoin got out his specie, aud carried it dowa
with him.  Pitcairn’s istond, it wil be re-
membeiod, i+ & fertile and plonsea’ tsiand,
ooly four miles in circumference, whien was
settled, many years ago, by the muriveers of
the British naval brig Bounty. It has loag
been a faverite stopping place for whalers,
and the captamn went there in the hopes of
mee’iog some one of them who would carcy
h'mel{ and bis men to the Sandwich Islands,
Arriviog at the Island i 43 bours, he
found it unichabited, the settiers having
been removvd 16 Norfolk [sland,  la land-
10g, too, the life-boat was siove and reived.
Of course the unfortumate men were now
without a boat of any deseription, and had
0o tools with which to construct one. There '
seemed to be nothing for them to do but pos-
sess themselves in patence unti! next Febru
ary or March, when they mght hope for suc
cor by the whaling fleet bound up the Pacific.
Tbe island abouuds ia tropical freits which,
with goats and chickens left by the late set-
tlers, promised abundant sapport, meantime.
So the Captain fitted vp a deserted teacment
and made himse!f as comfortable as possible.
An old gun-barrel, picked up cm the island,
was mounted on a rude stock, so that one
man could fire it with a match while auned
by anotber. In this dual fashion the goats
were brought down for meat.

Io walking about the deserted settlement
ove day, they found old rusty tools, consistin
of a few axes, planes, and augurs, Wit
these the Captain determined to build a boat
to get away with, and the party proceeded at
once to carry the plan into exeeution. Of
course, it wasy uo small underteking, for they
bad a0 saws, nor nigging, nor iron work for
fastenings. They went into the woods, how-
ever, and with their axes, hewed a single
plank out of each tree, until the whole was
ready to put together. In the meantime
they found a few nails, and burced a couple
of houses to get more. With trese and
wooden pins they fastesed the vessel, a trim=-
looking though frail schooner, tinrty feet in
length. Froma quantity of condemned ropes
picked up on the !sland, they made cakum to
caulk the seams, 3s well as rigging for the'
‘schooner. ‘L'be sal of the hiteboat,nod some .
old sul cloth, also picked up at Pircairn’s,
furnished sails for tbe John Adams,as the
vew craft was christened. From a bucket
of tar, aud several pounds of resin, iouad ia a
deserted tenement, the bottora seams were
paid, end the rest were pmsted with some
refuse white lead from the same source. The
bold was eight feet deep, and well Jecked
over. [tonly remained to get a set uf colors.
These the Captain soon provided, an old shurt
furaishiog the white stripes and siars, some
tnmming from the church palpit the red
aod the curtams before a bunk in a deserted
house, furnished the blue for the field.

Alter tbree weeks’ effort, the Adams was
launched, provisioaed with jerked goat’s meat,
chickens, fimt, a few caus of preserved
meats, *od an abundance of water.. Three
of the sailors, feartul of the craft, preferced
remaming where they were. So Captain
Knowles. his matc, aod two nien, set sail
from Pitcaira’s on the 3rd of July, for Ta-
hiti, Intending to ca!l in at Oeona Island, where
he bad Jett 32 mea. The first night out,
they encountered a severe gaie from the
morthwest, which lasted tbree days, forcing
them so tar to the essiward that they could
got make Oneona. ‘I bey bore away accor-
amngly for the Marquesas, 1,300 muiles from
Pitcairn’s 1sland, wuere they arrived -safe.y
on the Sth of August. Here they tound the
United States sloop-of-war Vandalia, Com-
mander Sinclair, who immediately got under
weigh for Tahiti, to get wood and water,
and proceeded themce to the rescue of the
Wila Wave's crew remaining on Ocona and
Piteairn’s.  To Tabiu Captais i, and bis
companions also proceeeed. The mate went
with the Vendalia on her erraud ‘uf mercy,
and Captain Koowles was cirred by the
Freoch Frigate Burydice to Honolulu,
whence he staried for San Fraacisco on a
merchant schooner, arriving heie on the
28th scetembcr, briogng bis colors aoad his
je with him. He starts for home to-day,
as already stated, and carries the first news of
bis ship which has reached the east since last
spring. ¢ His family, who live at Cape Cod,
bave long smce given up all hope of ever

i bim, as he learncd {rom his
friends here. He is enidently an intelligent
and honorable gentleman, and his wisfo: tunes
commend the sympatbies of the San Fran-
cisco merchants and shippers.

Sabbath Reading.

THE CHILD WHO KNEW WHEN
TO PRAY.

A very intelgent htile gicl was passing
quietly throagh the streets of a certain towa,
a short ume since, whea she came to- a spot
where several ille boys were amusing them-
selves by the ver{“ dangerous pracuce of
throwing stones. Not observing her, one of
the boys, by accideat, threw a stoue towards
her, and struck her a cruel blow in the eya.

Sbe was cavried home wn agoay. The
surgeon was scal for, and a ver pamnful
operation was declared necessary. ben the
time came, and the surgeon bad takea out
Ins instruments, she lay 10 ber father’s arms,
Mga&dhnfﬁc,’wx‘m A

% not yet, rephiod

N m;«\ v’v'nh us to wait for, my
child ™ e

1 want to kueel in your lap and pray to
Jesus first,” she answered. An'd then, kneel-
10g, she a few “moments, and after-
wards @ the operation with the
patience of & woman.

How besutiful this littie girl

un-

| der these trymng ewr:nmstances | y J e

m that houn -
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1Y verl

heard the prayer m
e loves every chi
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