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name, upon any of those important subjects 
upon which be no doubt has a sersous thought 
Mother people ; most of his hearers would 
be ready to laugh at once, from the mere 
force ot habit ; but if he rose in that august

had not yet died away, when a little stir was 
heard around a test near, and young Berne 
appeared at the door, bowing low in ack- 
nowledgement of their courtesy. He was a 
man of commanding presence, with a broad, 
open brow, a firm, proud lip, a sun-bronzed 
cheek, and a clear, dark eye, which was now 
tender as a woman’s. Nobody who could 
have looked at him as b- stood there, would 
have wondered at the scendancy be had 
gained over his lawless fellow-miners, or that 
he bad been successful in wooing the belle and 
beauty of the neighborhood.

“A long and happy life to you and yours,” 
exclaimed another.

" Yes, yes, yes,” passed from lip to lip. 
and once more a loud • Hurrah !” rent the 
air.

Ralph Berne bowed again, and drew back 
into the tent, but the present tumult had not 
subsided, when a voice echoed out from a

process which may soften the effect of such 
knowledge when it comes, and which we, 
who are of the mitiated, would not willingly

fairest Christabel,” be cried;“ another and a 
worthier bridegroom is at hand. Spur ee, 
Victor!

Quick as thought a horseman came speeding 
across the glen. They saw the glitter of his 
sword, the foam-like fall ef his plumes, which 
swept down from bis sombrero ere he reached 
them ; the next moment be drew rein beside 
the little pile of stones and bent to grasp the 
are of the bride elect.

” Fear not, Christabel, my wife,” murmur- 
ed Berne ; * they shall never take you, While 
I have a strong right are !” And gathering 
her close to his heart with one arm, be shook 
the other at bis foes in stern defiance. But a 
single dexterous blow of the stranger’s sword 
felled the miner to the earth, and snatching 
the fainting bride, be lifted her to the saddle, 
and dashed off on his fleet courser with almost 
the speed of wings.

Tbe crowd that bad assembled to witness 
the bridal, stood for a time as if paralysed 
by the strange scene which had just been en- 
acted before them. Den Locke wee the 
first to shake of f tbe spell which their super- 
stitious fear of tbe Wizard bad woven about 
them.

*Comades,” he shouted, « shall we stand 
idly by, and see Berne thus wronged? He 
bas loved that girl better than bis own life — 
who dares mount and ride away with me to 
tbe rescue ?”

*1—1— I,” cried half a score of eager 
voices.

“A thousand thanks, friends,” said Berne, 
staggering from loss of blood, as he regained 
his feet," I am going in search of my lost 
bride. If we haste, we can overtake them 
before they reach the mountains !”

"Don’t be so rash," interposed Locke; 
* you are as pale as tbe dead from that ugly 
wound—1 don’t believe you can sit straight in 
the saddle.'’

" I must go,” was all Ralph Berne said; 
and hastily binding up tbe wound on his 
shoulder, be hurried to his tent. Two horses 
were grazing among the tail grass near it, and 
it was but tbe work of a moment to saddle 
and bridle one of them, and start on the pur- 
suit. Ten hardy miners, tbe foremost of 
whom was Ben Locke, gathered around him, 
and they took their way along the banks of 
tbe stream.

Hours wore on; higher and higher rose the 
moon ; deeper grew the shadows of the night. 
The glen was left far behind; valley after 
valley was crossed ; river after river forded, 
and stilt the horseman who had borne Chris­
tabel Claire away kept beyond their view. 
At length the moon went down tbe blue elopes 
cf the west, to hold a tryst with tbe morning 
star ; the eastern horizon began to glow, and 
the day broke in brightness and beauty. At 
sunrise the band of pursuers had reached the 
base of the Sierra Nevada chair.

" There she is, my Christabel !” cried 
Ralph Berne, as they stood halting, after 
their night’s march, with their eyes fixed on 
tbe heights above. Away up, half a league, 
perhaps, the grim stranger had stopped to rest 
his swift-footed steed. Berne gazed at the 
light burden be bore, till they started on, and 
then shouting:

" Now to tbe rescue, boys!” be dashed in­
to the steep and narrow road.

Up, up, up —along risky paths ; through deep 
defices where eternal shadows slept—ever 
wild mountain streams and drifted snows, into 
the loneliest passes ef the Sierra Nevada they 
pressed, sending out an exultant cry when­
ever they saw tbe tracks of tbe stranger’s 
horse. At last they saw the object of their 
search, scarcely a hundred rods in advance, 
and set up a shout of triumph that made 
the solemn old mountains ring. Chris-

It may serve as a specimen of tbe interesting 
style of a conversation which should consist 
wholly of such parentheses, if everybody in 
short, spoke out. Heaven deliver us from 
such sincerity !

Suppose my friend and neighbor, Jones asks 
me, es he often does, to dioe with him in a 
quiet way—“only ourselves—shall make no 
stranger of youam 1 to conclude he means 
to take me home, end set me down to hashed 
mutton, as an agreeable surprise to Mrs 
Jones ?—and shall 1 vote my friend a hum- 
bug because 1 know that cut of salmon was 
ordered expressly for me, because that moir 
antique is not Mrs. Jones's daily dinner dress ? 
am 1 bound to believe, when Jones produces 
that bottle of 224 port,—does he expect or 
wish me for a moment to believe that such is 
his daily drink, when he lamented to me him- 
self, six months ago, that be had but two 
dozen of it left 2 if I drop into a friend's 
house unexpectedly, I Motor nun lor boldly 
offering me tbe family fare, without calling 
it the • bridren's diuner”—were it even cold 
real, the abomination of tbe Christian; but 
when 1 come as an invited guest, I expect to 
be made a stranger of, m spite of tbe formal 
disclaimer; which of course is only under­
stood to mean, that ! shall not have inflicted 
upon me, as upon tbe last ceremonial diuner- 
party, tue Dowager Lady Scrubbs, Miss 
Scrubbs, and tbe Low Church curate, who is 
Mis- Scrubbs, admirer, tbe plateau in tbe 
centre, and that questionable champagneg 
which is Jones's bes-tting social sin; but 
that I may come in wakin boots, that we
shall have a bottle of tbe old port (and finish 
it,) and a quiet cigar afterwards, the smell of 
which Mrs. Jones, excellent woman, profes- 
ses rather to like; an angelic falsehood, for 
which I highly respect her. Your perpetually 
earnest people, who never say anything but 
what they mean, seem always brimful of un- 
pleasant truths and ill-natured opinions, 
What they call plain speaking is more than 
plain; it is positively ugly speaking; and in 
nineteen cases out of twenty, does more harm 
than good. We all speak our minds plainly 
enough as it is for tbe peace of society ; per- 
haps in some cases rather too much so. In­
deed, if a little more of that reticence and 
smooth language which we call conventional 
pol teness were used in our home life, many 
a household would be all the happer for it. 
If busbands and wives preserved more ot 
those “formulas” towards each other which 
they adopt in their intercourse with society, 
they would be not greater hypocrites, and far 
more agreeable comparions. If our young 
ladies carried a little more ot their drawing- 
room manners into tbe family circle, it would 
be a greater improvement than the contrary 
process of introducing tbe free-and-easy 
realities of temper and selfishness into com- 
pauy. If company manners are unpleasant, 
it is because we feel they are company man- 
here, and know that the smile and tbe kind 
word are not equally ready for home occa­
sions. Our old iriend Sir Morgan O’Doherty, 
amongst his invaluable "maxims for marry- 
wg,” advises a man, if possible, to engage 
himself as housemaid in the family, if he wants 
to know anything of the real dispositions' of 
tue daughte e. It may be done, he says, 
with “tact and close shaving.” Those 
salutary curbs and checks which society im­
poses upon our lower natures should also be 
imposed upon ourselves in our most familiar 
intercourse, when those only are present 
whose presence is no restraint. What may 
be bollowness and falsehood, if put on occa- 
sonaliy tor a purpose, is self control if exercis­
ed in this way upon principle. Half tbe am- 
entities of life depend on iti It is tbe broad 
distrne ion between the household of tbe rich 
and tbe poor, the educated and tbe ignorant, 
—a far more important distinction than auy 
which money, auJ dress, and daily fare can 
make,—that, io the one case, tbe courtesies 
of life are more or lees observed even be­
tween the closest relatives, and in tbe other, 
human nature shows herself in all her natural 
ugliness, and disdains the coutrol of what we 
call the conventionalisms. And to paint tbe 
households of the lower classes as happier or 
more virtuous, in ordinary cases, than those 
of tbe wealthy and refined, may be very pung­
ent satire, out it is as untrue a picture as ever 
was painted as a representation of actual 
life. As a rule, the fact is quite otherwise; 
not because human nature is better or worse 
in corduroy than in velvet, but because 
among the human you see every human pas- 
sion in its coarsest and least artificial form, 
and are brought into contact with “nature and 
her veracities” with a vengeance. The 
naked truth is a pretty-allegory, but it may 
be rather a gross exhibition. There are 
many low necessities of our nature which we 
are all glad to veil under recognised conven­
tionalities; we canuot get rid of them ; they 
are living “veracities” of which we are all too 
conscious in ourselves and io ech other; 
but at least we need not parade them.

instruments ashore. During the ten days 
following they were enable to get ont to the 
wreck more than twice, in consequence of 
the surf. While upon the Island, Captain 
Knowles made very careful observations, 
from which he observed that Oeona lies 16 
miles east of the position ascribed to it on 
the latest English charts, by which he bad 
navigated the ship. To this error of tbe 
chart (which Captain Knowles is confident 
will be also exposed by the officers of tbe 
sloop-of-war Vandalia, soon) the loss of the 
Wild Wave is attributed.

Upon the 14th of March started in bis 
life-boat, with bis first mate, Mr. James Bart­
lett, of Binghamton, New York, and five 
men, for Pitcairn’s Island, 75 miles to the 
southward, expecting to find relief there, 
not to be had at Oeona, which is out of the 
usual track of vessels in any trade. . When 
he left tbe ship had not broken up, and the 
captoin got out his specie, and carried it down 
with him. Pitcairn’s island, it will be re- 
membered, is a fertile and pl asant Island, 
only four miles in circumference, whion was 
settled, many years ago, by tbe mutineers of 
the British naval brig Bounty. It has long 
been a favorite stopping place for whalers, 
and the captain went there in tbe hopes of 
meeting some one of them who would carry 
himself and ins men to tbe Sandwich Islands.

Arriving at the Island in 48 hours, be 
found it uninhabited, tbe settlers having 
been removed to Norfolk Island. In land- 
ing, too, the life-boat was stove and ruined. 
Of course tbe unfortunate men were now 
without a boat ot any description, and bad 
no tools with which to construct one. There 
seemed to be nothing for them to do het pos- 
sess themselves in patence until next Febru 
ary or March, when they might hope ler sue 
cor by the whaling fleet bound up the Pacific. 
The island abounds io tropical fruits which, 
with goats and chickens left by the late set- 
tiers, promised abundant support, meantime. 
So the Captain fitted up a deserted tenement 
and made himself as comfortable as possible. 
An old gun-barrel, picked up on the island, 
was mounted on a rude stock, so that one 
■an could fire it with a match while aimed 
by another. In this dual fashion the goats 
were brought down for meat.

In waiting about the deserted settlement 
one day, they found old rusty tools, consisting 
of a few axes, planes, and augurs. With 
these the Captain determined to build a boat 
to get away with, and tbe party proceeded at 
once to carry the plan into execution. Of 
course, it was no small undertaking, for they 
bad ao saws, nor rigging, 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 burned a couple 
ot houses to get more. With these and 
wooden pins they fastened tbe vessel, a trim- 
looking though trail schooner, thirty feet in 
length. From a quantity of condemned ropes . 
picked up on the Island, they made oakum to 
caulk the seams, as well as rigging for the 
schooner. The sail of tbe lifeboat, and some . 
old sail cloth, also picked up at Pitcairn’s, 
furnished sails for tbe John Adams, as the 
new craft was christened. From a bucket 
of tar, and several pounds ef resin, found io a 
deserted tenement, tbe bottom seams were 
paid, and the rest were painted with some 
refuse white lead from tbe same source. The 
bold was eight feet deep, and well decked 
over. It only remained to get a set of colon. 
These the Captain soon provided, an old shirt 
furnishing tbe white stripes and stars, some 
trimming from tbe church pulpit the red 
and the curtains before a bunk in a deserted 
house, furnished the blue tor the field.

Alter three weeks’ effort, the Adams was 
launched, provisioned with jerked goat’s meat, 
chickens, fiuit, a few cans ot preserved 
meats, end an abundance of water. Three 
of the sailors, fearful of tbe craft, preferred 
remaining where they were. So Captain 
Knowles, his mate, and two men, set sail 
from Pitcairn’s on the 3rd of July, lor Ta­
hiti, intending to call in at Oeona Island, where 
he bad felt 32 men. The first night out, 
they encountered a severe gaie from the 
northwest, which lasted three days, forcing 
them so tar to the eastward that they could 
not make Oneona. They bore away accor­
dingly for the Marquesas, 1,300 miles from 
Pitcairn’s Island, where they arrived safely 
on the 5th of August. Here they found the 
United States sloop-of-war Vandalia, Com­
mander Sinclair, who immediately got under 
weigh for Tahiti, to get wood and water, 
and proceeded thence to the rescue of tbe 
Wild Wave’s crew remaining on Oeona and 
Pitcairn’s. To Tabiu Captan K. and bis 
companions also proceeeed. The mate went 
with tbe Vandalia on her errand of mercy, 
and Captain Knowles was cirnei by the 
French Frigate Eurydice to Honolulu, 
whence he started for San Francisco on a 
merchant schooner, arriving here on the 
28th September, bringing hie colors and his 
specie with him. He starts for home to-day, 
as already stated, and carries the first news of 
his ship which has reached the east since last 
spring. - His family, who live at Cape Cod, 
have long since given up all hope ef ever 
hearing from him, as he learned from his 
friends here. He is evidently an intelligent 
and honorable gentleman, and his misfortunes 
command the sympathies of tbe San Fran­
cisco merchants and shippers.

poeeng.

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 
Drops into my heart like snow.

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

I count the beats of a broken heart-
I see a desolate home. 4-

Oh, pledge me net with wine, dear love!
I shiver with iey dread;

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

I have a picture laid away 
Upon the duet of years,

Come look on it, and your heart will break. 
Like a summer cloud in tears.

Night, and a storm of autumn sleet— 
A hearth without fire or light-

A woman -an angry man—a door
That opens into the night--

Hot bands that cling to tbe crazy latch, 
Lips rigid and white with pain— 

A curse, a blow,and a wailing babe 
Borne out in tbe wind and rain —

A woman dead, with her long, loose han 
Soaked wet in the weeping storm, 

And her pallid arms half fallen back
From a baby’s waxen form;

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

Dear GOD!—a golden marriage ring
Dropped loose from her wasted hand.

A white moon striv ing through broken clouds, 

A horrified man at prayer-
The cry of a passionate heart’s remorse 

And a 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 flowing ot bloody tears.

Ob, pledge me not, though the wine is bright 
As the rarest light that flows

Through the sunset’s cloudy gates of fire. 
Or the morning’s vein of rose.

Pat down the cup! It is brimmed with blood. 
Crushed, throbbing, from hearts like mine,

For hope, for peace, and for love’s dear sake, 
Oh, pledge me not with wine !

hasten by an hour; for the fruit of such know- 
ledge of good and eri1 is not to be desired, 
though it make one wise.

“Skin a Russian,” it is said, “and you will 
find tbe Tartar underneath.” The proverb 
may be true, in many senses, of the English- 
man as well as the Russian. Strip any of us 
to tbe core, and even our most intimate 
friends might fail to recognise to. But it is 
absolutely necessary to go through this miser­
able process ? Ate we not all the prettier to 
look at, and quite as good for use, for a 
little outside? Does not nature herself give

company as “the honourable member for the 
liberties of Piccadilly," would save all 

slight veil be be-tbe proprieties; under th
comes at once a recognised Parliamentary
entity, quite aloof from Moot Blanc and “the 
Engineer.” Mr. Dickens would hardly 
like, in a similar position, to be addressed 
as “Boz,” however that monosyllable may 
be dear to him as the alias of his early fame. 
And Mr. Thackeray would sure y prefer tbe 
periphrasis of "the honourable and learned 
gentleman who represents the city of Ox­
ford”—which really sounds very nice—to the 
more familiar style of " Titmarsh.”

What these writers really mean to teach 
us—if they really mean anything but book-

little outside1
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 
sense and comfort, against this philosophy 
of the dissecting room. Let us neither 
anatomise others, nor submit to be thus 
operated upon ourselves. Let tbe play of 
life proceed. Let us lend ourselves with 
a good grace to its illusions; many of them 
are pretty and pleasant; few of them are 
very mischievous; at any rate, we shall 
gain little by looking behind the scenes. 
That young lady in tbe silk and spangles is 
not a teal sylph Granted; but she looks 
very nice. Why trace her home to the 
coarse beef-steaks and porter of her mortal 
supper I if tbe gallant before us is not all 
the Lero whom be personates, still less is that 
a real devil 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 realities after all ? What is “semblance,” 
and what is “substance ?” Who am “I” and 
“you?” What is tbe actual idea contained 
under these little pronouns ? because philoso­
phers are by no means agreed even upon this 
point, whether you and 1, properly speaking, 
are anybody at all— anything more than 
“formulas,” in short. Much bas be n writ­
ten upon both sides of tbe que tion ; a great 
deal more than 1 should like to read. Facts? 
Are there any facts! 1 the Anti-Corn-Law 
League was a great fact in our tune; eur 
posterity may perhaps discover it to have 
been only ao historical fiction. Many things 
which used to be facts have now become 
fables. The Romulus and Remus of our 
schoolboy days have their very existence 
questioned. Tbe good wolf who nursed them 
(of whom we had actually seen pictures, and 
handled statuettes) turns out to have been, if 
anything, a shepherd’s wife of doubtful cla- 
racter ; and our Roman History is history 
no more. Nay,even tbe History of England, 
which we all learnt with so much care and 
pains, was all, it seems, written upon wrong 
principles. There was no “bloody” Queen 
Mary, after all, but a meek saint who bore 
that Christian name, and had a wicked sister 
called Elizabeth, and was daughter to a 
good King Henry, who, entirely for his 
subjects’ good, and from motives of the 
highest philanthropy, consented to be plagued, 
with six wives in succession—quite a different 
character from the Royal Bluebeard he has 
been maliciously represented. Were the 
little princes smothered in the Tower ? Was 
tbe Bed King really killed in the New For- 
est? Did Louis XVII. die iu the Temple 
prison? We should have had our ears box­
ed, and very deservedly, any of us, who bad 
the misfortune to be boys five-and-twenty 
years ago (when boys’ ears were not above 
being boxed,) if we had hesitated in our an­
swers about such facts as these. But now, 
all that can be said with any safety 18, no­
body knows; and it is rather considered the 
correct thing to take the negative aide on all 
these questions. The upshot of the univer­
sal search alter truth seems to be that no­
body is anybody, and everybody is somebody 
else. One inquirer ascertains beyond a doubt 
that Shakespeare, in whom we all believed 
next to tbe Bible, was not Shakespeare at 
all, but Bacon. Another reopens the great 
doubt as to tbe "Author of Waverley," and 
proves, very much to his own satisfaction, 
that Sir Walter Scott was, after all, a 
“sham.” A clever Frenchman held that all 
tbe classies, with the exception of Homer, 
Herodotus, and some exceptional half-dozen 
others, were mere monkish forgeries—tbe 
mischevious literary amusements of the writ­
ing schools ot tbe old monasteries. Is clair­
voyance a fact ? or table turning I or homoso- 
pathy 1 or the French empire I or tbe Ind­
ian mutilations ? Put these questions to all 
your friends an succession, and no three of 
them consecutively will agree in their answers. 
How is an unfortunate country gentleman to 
go about looking for facts and realities, and 
how is he to know them when he meets with 
them? He may persuade himself that, by 
virtue of a litule natural sesse, be knows

making—by all this cry for reel ties, is that 
we should all do our ark in this world, 
and not sham doing it. Most undeniable 
advice ; but we are not all bou d to do it in rose end the rich myrtle flower have veiled

thicket close by, cried:
• Fear ye the foetal hour ! Ay ! tremble 

when the cup ef joy o’erflows! The bridat

net shirt sleeves. Much ot tbe world’s 
work must be done iu that ray ; but much 
also, and that of the best and highest kind, 
and not done tbe least effectually, io a more 
refined and dignified costume. “Never

the swosd !”
That voice—so singularly deep and sepul­

chral, and yet with such weighed music 10 its 
tones, sent a chill to every heart. Men who 
had led a wild life in tbe land of gold, and 
met all the stirring adventures, which then 
made California tbe theatre where ruffians 
could boldly play their most desperate roles, 
now felt a tremor in their iron nerves. Their 
weather-beaten faces blanched, and hoarsely 
one faltered to another:

“ Tbe Wizard —the Wizard—the Wizard 
of the Sierra Nevada !”

« GOD help poor Berne !” said the miner 
who had proposed the cheers; “there couldn’t 
be a worse omen than to have that fiend in 
human shape at his wedding. I’d as lief see 
a ghost at mine !"

« Hush,” whispered the companion at his 
side—" he’s close at our heels.”

Ben Locke glanced hurriedly round. There 
stood the singular being, who had cast such 
a damp upon their glee. He was tall and 
slender, and aa he began to pace to and fro, 
they could see that be was light of foot as a 
chamois. His face was one which would long 
haunt tbe beholder, like some troubled dream, 
the features were so strongly marked, the 
cavernous eyes, an intensely black, so restless, 
so lurid with baleful fires. Thick masses of 
ebon hair swept over his shoulders, and round 
his brow was folded a scarlet turban, fastened 
in front with a single diamond of wondrous 
lustre. A serge robe fell loosely about him, 
and was gathered at the waist by a ateel belt, 
from which depended several curious charms, 
keys and winds. Quaint, old-fashioned sand­
als covered bis bare feet, and in one hand he 
carried a bright metallic plate, set in a frame 
of some dark Indian wood.

€What wait ye for ?” he asked at length, 
pausing in his hasty promenade; 1 have

make light of appearances,” was the maxim 
of a wise and good man; “U y are some­
thing to everybody, and everything to 
some.” There is a large class of minds to 
which the bishop’s “wig and black triangle,” 
and “the horsehair and earned sergeant 
gowns of the law”—nay, even the poor 
beadle’s much abused hat —are as proper and 
seemly distinctions of office as t ecommen- 
est decent cothing is a needful social dis- 
tinction between civilised man und the nak­
ed and brutal savage. We shalt not all cf 
us rejoice in the ann uncerent that our 
“beefeate s” are to be stripped of our quaint 
historical costume, though it is to save the 
public, we are told, a mater of some pounds 
per annum. Tbe “clothed embodied justice 
that sits in Westminister Hall, with pen- 
alties, parchments, tipstaves, very visible"— 
to Mr. Carlyle’s disgust—do we really think 
she would be purer or more impressive, lol­
ling in her shirt-sleeves, as sue is said to do 
elsewhere, with cigar in her mouth, and her 
legs elevated on two separate chairs ? These 
showy externals fire but make believes, you 
say. Well, “populus vult decipi” in more 
senses than tbe worst. The most popular 
form of our abundant cheap literature, it is 
now admit ed ou all bauds, is not "useful 
and entertaining knowledge,”—science-and- 
water, or moral tales, or even immoral—but 
the grandiloquent, tbe imaginative, the ro­
mantic, and tbe horrible—the unreal, in 
short. Nay, it has evea been suggested by
some social reformers, that one reason why 
our public executions here, in England, fail 
to impress the vulgar mind beneficially is,

A PLEA Fob SHAMS. 
Concluded.

Our commonest and most innocent habite, 
measured by these gentlemen's standard, will 
be found exceedingly unveracious. Are we 
all to walk about as in a place of truth, and 
repudiate all the recognised courtesies of 
society because they are shams? Am I to 
say to my good old neighbor, Mr. Tomkins, 
you are a bore, and you ought to know ft; 
1 can’t waste my precious time talking to 
you about the weather, or even about Mrs. 
Tomkins ; I have more important subjects 
than these to talk about, and more agree 
able people to talk to: so I wish you a very 
good morning ; or rather, 1 mean to say, 1 
don’t care whether you have a good morning 
or a bad one. I don’t wish you any harm, 
but I want to get ridof you!” Or when 1 
meet Smith at the Folkestone station on his 
autumn trip,— be la his nautical costume and 
Mrs. S. in her round bat,—am 1 to accost 
them in tbe sincere language of my heart,- 
“Well, for two sensible middle aged people, 
you have contrived to make tbe greatest guys 
of yourselves I ever saw 10 my file!" 1 am 
sure this would be a veracity; but would 11 
be an improvement, on tbe whole, on the 
conventional type ef our actual conversation 
under the circumstances ? “Good morning, 
Mr. Tomkins ; hope 1 see you well ; these 
easterly winds,” fee. &e. "How are you, 
Smith ?—fond of boating as ever, I see; and 
Mrs. Smith looking really quite,” &cc. Ne. 
lt. a sham : I know it is ; perhaps she knows 
it is but if she deos, she knows it tu be a 
friendly one. Were I to go back to my 
veracities, I might prefer, being in company 
with a fastidious friend, to cut the Smiths 
altogether. The truth is, we live in a world 
of snail I and conventionalities, if you prefer 
calling things by ugly names. All civilised 
life 18 a state of convention. Language itself 
is all convention : ask the logicians. There 
is no reason, io the intrinsic nature of things, 
why hat should spell “hat.” All forms of 
salutation are pure conventionalities. Why 
do we shake hands 3 What ceremony can 
be more absurd. Tbe Pacific Islanders rub 
noses I so do sheep. Of the two, therefore, 
the latter may be the more natural. Dr. 
Livingstone’s friends, the Bakolos, by way 
of paying their best respects, lay down upon 
the ground, and clapped their thighs with 
their hands loudly and energetically. Ua- 
pleasantly, Dr. Livingstone thought it, and 
so, perhaps, should we; but you see natue 
seems to dictate no universal forms of polite- 
mess » the forms which do suggest themselves 
to others seem to us as unmeaning or ungrace- 
fol as ours may to them. No wise man 
among us laughs at his British ancestors for 
painting themselves blue ; as it is a mark of 
such superior wisdom to ridicule the outer 
bating of society in this nue eenth century I

Be real, we are told,—be genuine, be true; 
*1 That you will, do what you wii, only let 
it be ‘truth, and not a falsehood. It sounds 
very Band; not quite so new a gospel per- 
haps as i. apostles faces ; this “living, ac- 
cording to ature" was a favourite dream of 
old. Only Por human nature, n t* being 
itself perfection is forced to be content with 
a more elastic ule. If we were a g is, 
then to say all we biok would be very well, 
and to act accouling to nature would tollow 
of course ; but as hings are is tu’s far f ulu 
angelic world, there a great man, to ug ta 
which we shall do we, to hide possible 
even from ourselves, and a good wa y a - 
tions which we must deguise as we , su 
with a little decent hypocrisy There is no 
more disagreeable person 00 worth then the 
man who always speaks his mint; and Ato-e 
mund, be it observed, is almost a-vays uu- 
pleasast.1

Some of us may remember a burl-q.„ 
poor Hood’s in one of bis comic annua, 
entitled "Domestic a ides, or truth in paren- 
theses.” Tbe concluding line of each verie 
was supposed to be spoken aside, and was 

printed parenthetically, conveying the real 
sentiments of the speaker. It begins thus:

"I really think it very kind
This visit, Mrs. Skinner; citerne

that they are so horribly matter of fact ; been looking in the Wizard’s Glass, and 1 see 
a rude altar and a priest, with book and sur 
plice, but there is no wedding here,” and be 
tail his forefinger impressively on the magic 
mirror ! “I tell ye that the bride shall be

with little morethat you strangle a man
ceremony than you would a dog; and that, 
if you would produce tbe due effect of awe 
and solemn warning upon the multitude—the 
only reasonable purpose which such exhibi- 
tions can serve—you must adopt the sort of 
ceremonial used in some Roman Catholic

snatched from the bridegrooom’s arms, for 
tbe Fates declare that she shall never be 
Ralph Berne’s wife. Ho! there! Ho, 
Christabel—I have come a toilsome march 
over mountain and valley, and foaming torrent 
to warn you yet again ! Remember what I 
said in tbe third watch of the night, as I met 
you under the Wizard tree. Go not to the 
altar with young Berne —go not!” At this 
juncture, a female face pees d through an 
opening in the tent before which be had stop­
ped ; tbe cheek was marble pale, and there 
was a shadow on the brow, but the red lip 
was rigid with some firm purpose. The next 
moment it disappeared, and the Wizard pass­
ed on. A murmur of relief rang through the 
throng, but they could not return to their 
former hilarity—tbe spell of his dreaded pres-

states—you must put on a little tinsel; not 
me:ely Mr. Calcraft in his top boots, the re­
spectable deputy sheriff in black, and the 
unimpressive policemen, but so diers, vested 
priests, black hangings, and what not. Say 
what we will of this suggestion, it has at 
least as much reason in it as another and quite 
opposite proposal which has respectable sup­
porters—that we should put our great crimin­
als out of the way quietly, before certain 
chosen witnesses. There have been periods 
in tbe history of our own, as well as of 
other countries, when this zeal for the des­
truction of so-called shams became the ruling 
principle; bat the substance which it brought 
to light was scarcely edifying. The French 
revolutionists of 1789 voted royalty, and 
titles of nobility, and forms of religion- 
shams ; and tbe realities whom they worship­
ped were a crowardly dictator in a sky blue 
coat, with a perpetual nosegay, and a god- 
dess of reason in—nothing at all, Sansculott- 
ism—truth without braeches ! it is hardly a 
step in advance even of the ruffles and peri­
wigs of the Bourbons. Tbe English repub­
licans of 1647 in like manner protested 
against crowns and mitres, and all such con- 
ventional gear ; they could only recognise 
“the mao Charles Stuart;” they whined and 
droned to each other in a formula of scrip ur- 
al cant, ten thousand times more ridiculous, 
and more disgusting to any healthy mind, 
than the most fawning comp iments which 
“Annkeyism ’ ever dictated to Stuart or Burb- 
on; and were brought up at last, under “the 
man Oliver,” by a despotism which was a 
reality stero enough, whatever other things 
might be. If any one supposed that the 
tutoyer style o’, language involves primitive 
innocence and simplicity, let him ry to get 
a bargain out ef a Quaker. “I told thee, 
friend, tbe mare had no faults—broken wind 
is her misfortune.” By all means let us be 
careful to call things by their right names.

It is very difficult for writers in these days 
to be original, except by a vigorous attack 
upon established opinions, or departure from 
ordinary restraints. Society must have an 
outside ; and to seize and hold up to ridicule 
the weak places in this, is a strong tempta- 
tion to keen wits and active minds. Sterne 
knew well how to attract tbe attention of an 
audience dulled by continual sermonising, 
when after giving out bis text on one occasion 
be immediately started with— "That 1 deny.” 
Tbe divine who could hazard a negation uf 
received Scripture was sure to be listened 
to : he might have only preached his hear- 
ers asleep with the soundest arguments in 
support of it. When the celebrated Hard- 
ouin was remonstrated with 00 the absurdity 
of some of his paradoxes—‘Do you think,’ 
said he, “that I get up at four o'clock in the 
morning to say what everybody else does?" 
So let us presume that we are not to take 
all this new fashioned cynicism in the very 
tetter of its meaning; there may be a sham 
philosophy as well as any other shum, which 
this present plea is by no means intended to 

include.

tabel looked back, ber fair face all aglow, and 
waved her hand to her lover.

" Take heart,” he cried, “I will save you, 
Christabel, dearest, you shall yet be mine, in 
spite of a thousand Wizards !”

At that mom it, the stranger struck intoence was too strung upon them. More than
an hour had gone by since they began to a gloomy, winding path. Ralph Berne fol- 
gather ther e, and the day was lapsing into the 
dreamy purple twilight. The sunset’s gold 
had grown faint on tbe snows of the far-off

lowed - shorter and shorter grew tbe distance
between hi.n and bis mysterious foe—a few
moments more, and it seemed to him he 
could grasp Christabel’s arm. Suddenly aSierras, and tbe shy, young moon was just 

beginning to peer over the tall pines, which 
firmed 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 id tbe red glare of then watch- 
fire; the motley throng swaying to and fro, 
and tbe dark figure standing beneath the 
Wizard Cedar—all lent a certain wild inter­
est to tbe scene.

“ The priest—tbe priest,” said Ben Locke, 
and there was a confused movement in the 
crowd as they pressed forward to catch a 
glimpse of the clergyman—a rector of the 
English church, who bad stopped on his way 
to San Francisco, and was now moving along 
the passage they had opened for the bridal 
party. Pausing by a rude pile of stones, he 
began to turn the leaves of his prayer-book, 
and the multitude turned their attention to­
wards the tent from which that fair female 
face had peered for an instant.

“Here they come! Don’t crowd. Stand 
back, I say,” exclaimed Ben Locke, and 
every eye wandered to tbe pair who had just 
come forth—Ralph Berne and his betrothed 
wifi Christabel Claire ! How shall 1 de­
scribe her so as to give tbe reader any idea 
of tbe miner’s bride elect / Her figure bad 
the roundness of perfect symmetry, but bent 
gracefully as the young willow ; her face was 
strangely beautiful—1 say strangely, because 
ber beauty was of such a rare type. Her 
complexion was of dazzling fairness, her eyes 
dark and heavily fringed like those ol Ori­
ental women, and a luxuriance ot midnight 
bair rippled away from her white forehead, 
and was gathered in a careless knot at the 
back of her classic bead. But a wondrous 
change had come over ber countenance since 
she looked out at the Wizard; some fond 
word of Ralph Berne had flushed the marble 
cheek to crimson, made tbe ripe tips tremu­
lous with smiles, and sent a new light into 
tbe soft, dark eye. There was no splendor in 
Christabel Claire’s bridal toilet; she wore a 
simple white robe, a knot of snowy blossoms 
on her breast, and another amid the folds of 
her black hair. But the Princess Royal of 
England, in all the pomp of her wedding gear, 
was not followed by more admiring eyes than 
this young girl. And Ralph Berne? There 
was nothing in his appearance to indicate that 
be had ever heard of Wizard’s prophecy.— 
With a firm step he moved to tbe rough 
altar, by which the clergyman stood, and the

deafening roar roase to his ear—be glanced 
through the vista opening before him—Great 
Heavens !—scarcely ten yards distant was tbe 
most fearful vortex be had ever seen. Tbe 
ciffs shelved precipitously far, far down, 
forming aa abyss no human eye bad ever 
fathomed, through which a dark stream 
rusheed.

* I tave him now,” said Bernenone but 
a fiend, or a madman would leap that vor- 
tex !” A mocking laugh blended with the 
roar of the waters, and the stranger cried:

" Ralph Berne, leap the Wizard's Gulf if 
you dare !" and with one wild plunge he gain- 
ed the opposite cliff.

*GoD help me!" said Berne, drawing back 
appalled, and straining his gaze to follow 
Christabel, as she was borae onward into the 
heart of the Sierras, her dark eyes fixed de- 
sparingly on him, ber midnight hair stream­
ing in the wind, her bands outstretched to him 
in mute, but sorrowful appeal.

Concluded next week.

“-what’s what;” but some more enlightened 
friend will soon be found to assure him “that’sAnd as we are not bound to exhibit our- 1_ 

selves in puris naturalibus, either mentally just 
or bodily, so in dealing with others we are - 
wise in using a somewhat idealised estimate 
of their characters. If Christian charity bids

what it isn't.”
The editor of Household Words, in a

very amesing paper, twits us with our House 
of Parliament conventionalities amongst

us think and hope tbe best of every mao, no 
less does social policy call upon us to treat 
every man as better than he really is. "Vult 
sin quisque credt.” If you want to be 
listened to by a mob of tbe great unwa bed, 
address them as “gentlemen.” If you would 
have your boy at school open and honest and 
true, as a buy should be, always deal with 
him as if it was impossible to believe him 
otherwise. The worst masters, and the 
worst served, are those whose eyes are open

others. “Why," he asks, “must every mem­
ber speak of another an the honourable mem­
ber for Blankshire—or the noble and learned 
lord who spoke next after the noble and gal­
lant marquess.” —and so forth ! “ Why 
not” says he, “call them by their names at 
once?” But these forms of circumlocution 
aie not without their use. They make a 
debate less personal, in the first place ; and 
tbe formal and precise manner in which each 
speaker is obliged to designate his opponent, 
gives him time often to cool his temper and 
moderate bis expressions. He is called 
upon to remember that be is attacking or 
replying to, not tbe man, but the abstract 
idea—tue representative ofa certain county 
or borough, which can have no personal feel- 
ings or animosities. Fer the same reason he 
addresses not his rival, but “Mr. Speaker.” 
Would tbe satirist prefer that free and easy 
colloquial style of attack and rejoinder which 
prevails in what we should call, in parliament- 
ary language, “another place” —bat let us 
say for once boldly, in Congress Hall, U.S.1 
Even the longest periphrasis sounds rather 
better than what we have lately beard report- 
ed in this latter assembly of notables, when 
one gentleman calls the other “a black repub­
lican puppy,” and is called to order as, “yon 
darned nigger driver,” in return. Yet, when 
once we drop all those harmless ilttle forma- 
fities and circumlocutions, and descend to tbe 
personal and conversational style of debate, it 
is hard to foretell at what point good teste 
would stop us. Indeed, it seems possible that 
some of those smart writers and literary no­
torieties, should they ever succeed in a very 
natural and laudable ambition to get into Par- 
liament themselves, would be more indebted 
to the “forms of the House” than they are 
now willing to think possible, it might be 
difficult for the well-known gentleman who 
entertains us all so agreeable at the Faratian 
:1.17....

A NEW ROBINSON «CRUSOE.
SAN FRANCISCO, Oct. 5, 1858,

Among the passengers who leave for New 
York in the steamer lor Panama, to-day, is 
Capt. J. M. Knowles, of the clipper ship 
Wild Wave, which has been missing for se­

veral months, and long since given up an lost, 
with all on board. As the Captain’s story is 
aa interesting one, 1 have obtained the parti- 
culars from him tor your readers. Tbe ship 
left New York in September last, for San 
Francisco, where she arrived on the 14th of 
January,leaving again in ballast on the 9th 
February last, for Valparaiso.

The strong easterly winds which prevailed 
for some time alter starting, forced the vessel 
considerably to tbe Westward of tbe usual 
track of vessels bound tor any ef the South 
American ports. All went well, however, 
until the night of the 4th of March, Capt. 
Knowles bad taken fair observations daily, 
and on the night am question supposed himself 
at least sixteen or eighteen leagues from any 
laud. An hour after midnight he discovered 
breakers upon the lee bow. The helm was 
pet hard down, but the vessel miss stayed, 
and, while wearing, struck upon a sunken coral 
reef, and soon tell over on her aide and 
bilged. A heavy serf broke over the ship, 
and it became evident at once that she must 
be lost. Her top-masts were out away, to 
ease her as much as possible, but all efforts 
to relieve bet materially failed, ri

Daylight al last revealed their position, 
and showed that the vessel had struck on tbe 
reet surrounding Oeona, a very low lagoon 
Island, a mile and a half or two mules in 
circumference, the reef extending in some 
pieces two miles from the shore. Soon af­
ter daylight the boats were got out, and all 
hands landed, vin tbe course of the day, 
the captain succcou.d in getting in nnutiont

Habbath leading.

THE CHILD WHO KNEW WHEN 
TO PRAY.

A very intelligent tittle girl was passing 
quietly through the streets of a certain town, 
a short ume since, when she came to e spot 
where several idle boys were amusing them- 
selves by the very dangerous practice ot 
throwing stones. Not observing her, one of 
tbe boys, by accident, threw a store towards 
her, and struck her a cruel blow in the eye.

She was carried home in agony. The 
surgeon was sent for, and a very painful 
operation was declared necessary. When the 
time came, and the surgeon bad taken out 
fan instruments, she lay in her father’s arms, 
and he asked her if she was ready.

“No, papa ; not yet,” she replied.
• What do you wish us to wait for, my 

child ?”
“1 want to kneel in your lap and pray to 

Jesus first,” she answered. An'd then, kneel- 
ing, she prayed a few moments, and after 
wards submitted to the operation with the 
patience of a women.

How beautiful this little girl appeared un­
der these trying circumstances I Surely Jew 
heard the prayer made in that hour. Ho 
He loves every child that calls upon Hi 
name! qui co bill yd 

THE CIRCUS.C 
I A circus came to town, and everybody 
knows how the music and the grand tent anu tern

servant’s faults, and who take careto every
He would insist into let them know it.

poking his nose into every corner, will make 
more discoveries than his neighbors, no 
doubt, but not alway - of tbe most useful or 
the most agreeable kind. Tbe current of 
life runs all the smoother for having a dash of 
honest falsehood. It we are to reduce every- 
tiling to is reality, we shall have left us as 
the residuum, not on y a very unpoetical 
wo id, but a very uncomfortable one.

One hardly venture, to speak here of that 
old fashioned chivalry which sees in every 
w < mau a “fair tadye,” and vows that it lives 
only to do her suit and service; such 
fancies, we know, are all too unreal for this 
practical age; but shall we have tbe lover 
bound down, too, to base realities! Is he, too, 
in his hatred of shams, and honest scorn at 
a 1 convenuonal usage, to be careful to dis- 

crimi ate between the real and tbe imagin­
ary iu the lady of has love! After all, as 
Congreve says, "Beauty ■ the lover's gift.” 
We make our own divinities. The idol 
whom you worship, my dear youog sir, and 
see in her nothing but perfection of soul and 
form—we know her to be dumpy, we don’t 
believe in ber accomplishments, and suspect 
her to be not immaculate on the point of 
temper ; but we don't wish you to think se, 
on go account ; we conceal our scepticism 
carefully from you ; and if ever your eyes are 
opened to the realities of this subject, we 
trust that it will be by a long and gradual

THE

WIZARD OF THE SIERRA NEVADA. 
A ROMANCE OF CALIFORNIA ADVENTURE.

« Make way here — make way for the 

bride!”_____., 
At this call, the dense crowd gathered on

. Wish this ring 1 thee wed—” tbe bride- 
groom was repeating that portion of the rite- 
al when tbe hollow voice ef the Wizard 
shrieked:

“Never! Never! Never shall Christabel 
Claire wear this accursed circletI” And 
rushing forward, he struck the ring to the 
earth and g-ound it to atoms beneath his feet. Then, drawing n silver trumpet from his robe, 

he blew a clear, shrill blest. " Weep not.

the banks of the gold-strewn Sacramento, 
surged tumultuously back, opening a wide 
passage in their midst, and one stalwart 
finer waved his tattered straw hat and cried :1 
4Three cheers for Ralph Berne’s bride,
comrades !”

« He ! ha ! Three cheers ! echoed the mul- 
titude, as if with a single voice, and then 
about after shout went ringing up into the 

aim, blue depths of the tropic sky. The last

à


