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'OH! WHAT A 'WORLD IT MICHT BE.

O, what a world it might be,
If hearts were always kind,
If, friendship, none could shight thee,
And fortune prove less blind.
With love’s voice to guide us—
Une ingly and kind—
With all we wish besid us,
And nota care beyond,

Oh, whata world it might be,
More blest than that of yore ;
Come, learn, and *twill requite ye,

To iove each other more.

Oh, what a werid of beauty
A loving heart aight plan—
If man but did his duty,
Aand helped his Lrother maa.
Then angel-guests would brighten
The threshold with their wings,
+ And lov:ddivim enlighten
The old, forgotten splings,
what ut:v?rld of beauty-
OhA loving heart might plan—

but did his duty,
,“mbelped his meer man,
: STANZAS,
Where’s the man who seeks for fame
Hate,~the laurel give bimp—
Unfold the scroll and write his nawe,
*Tis all the world will leave him.
Where is he who toils for gold ?
Give,~let nought alloy it—
When a few brief days are told,
No more can he enjoy it.

Where’s the bosom swells with pride
e, | would not wound it—

For death shall twine at even-tide
His mean scant garments round it.

Where’s the heart on pleasure bent?
Pour—a double measure—

Health and life’s to-morrow spentes
Gone will be the treasure.

Where’s the soul that looks above
Pleasure, gold and glory—

Such 8s earthly passions move—
Such as live in story ?

Take each cup of joy away,
To others filled and given—

Oh, what are all these baubles—say—
To him whose home is— HEAVAN.

TO-DAY. TO-MORROW,

Ah me, ab me, how many bearts
M"y shout to-day in gladness
Fhat ’ere to-morrow’s sun may rise

May weep in tears and .
0, changes great 2 day may bring,
Of pleasure or of sorrow,
t And lgey who sow in joy to-day
+ . Map reap but grief to-day.
To-day, » man may live in wealth,
Be pous in his pride, .
“Tu-morrow’s sun may find him poor,
Of even life denied.
To-day his bark of life may flat
Upon the topmost wave; :
To-morrow’s storms may wreck his craft,
And send bim to his grave.

To-day the heart of man lays plans
For future days to come;
To-morrow’s hand may open wide
The of the tomb;
To-day life is of life bopes,
His spirit fre¢ as air—
The demon of to-morrow sinks
Him into mute despair.
Ob, let us then 1mprove each hour,
And work while'yet ’tis day--
For hours can never tura to as
It idled once aw» L ]
Apanie s
alnst 8o H
And what we have to do todl.y
Postpone not till to-morrow.
S ———
\ THE
WIZARD OF THE SIERBRA NEVADA.

A ROMANCE OF CALIFORNIA ADVENTURE.

Concluded.

Christabe] Claire remained conseious, till a
tura io the rugged path sbut out Berne from
‘ sight. Theo a piercing wale broke from
*‘:np, ber bead dropped wesrily upoo her
cl’ur's shoulder, and sie remembered no-
" thing more, till the snows| of the mountains
were passed, and sbe found berself in a beau-
~ tiful valley, where gorgeous flowers blosson-
ed, aod bright birds eung, and clouds of io-
seets went flashiog by . ; =

% Well, we are almost at our jourpey’s end,”
said the horseman, with & grim smile, as he
saw ber bewildered look—* there is the
Wizard’s bome I’ o

Christabel glanced in the direction indicat-
od,and saw that they were bard by a dilapi-
dated rambling old bouse. It seemed a fit-
ting sbode for the weird wan, whose arts had
made him the terror of the Sierra Nevada and
the region round about. Great cedarscasta

gloom over the dwelliog ; the walls
were half covered with wild vipes, aod the
windows guarded by West Indian jalousies.
She bad bardly time to make these observa.
tions; ere the herseman drew rein, lesped to
ﬁogﬂ,u‘ 1aking her from the saddle,
led s damp and moss-grown pave-
ment, to the door of the mysterious maosion.
A three-beaded dog carved ia stope, stoodj on
eitber side of the black marble steps, aod as
her raised the quaint knocker, a
sayage mastifl bovoded from the shadows,
upon them with ey<s o5 fierce as those of bis
master. The next moment the massive iron-

barred door swung open, and the Wizard ap-
peared the mpuldering threshold,
- Wme, fair Chbristabel, welccme to

the Wisard’s des!” be murmured, in that
strange voice of his, then turpiog to the

borseman who bad brought her thather, be

added ; # Go now, good Vietor, I will requite
you for the service you bave dope.”
The man bowed and retired, and Christabel

“ Claire was left alope with the far-famed

Wizard of the Sierra Nevada,

“ Do pot fear me,” said be, gently taking
ber band, and fixing his magueti¢ eyes upon
her;“ 1 shall do you no harm/ it was to
save you from so ill-starred marriage, that |
sommapded my trusty Vietor to wrest you
from Balph Berde, even at thealtar. Be of
good courage—a more brilliast destiny is
swhaiting you,” :

But kind as he sppeared, Christabel was
net reassured. Her youog heart quaked, ss
led her slong the groomy bal', with its

statues then up a spiral stiir-case,
room,

&

, and
theough corridor after cornider,aud room
. ber foot-fall arovs<d a
echoe, and it secemed as if 5o supbe 1o
over crept, Her superstitions dreat wis
beight, when on touching a se¢ret rping
 door flew and 2 targe chawber
revealed, lighted only by a curions 1:mp
.,,.um the eeiling, and filted with the
sppliasces of fhat strange man’s ca'ling—
magic stoses, aad 1ods and mirrors ; + back
lotter lore,” as he termed it ;2 Juain: telem
scope, and a brazeo tripod,over whose flam~
#ome odorous hquid was simmering.
-# What thisk you of the Wizusd's cen?”
i‘l‘ asked, as Christabel

PEFHY

veyes Wandir-da ou

of a suite of rooms, all opening into each other
and furnished io a style of real magnificence.
The rich carpets in which tte feet sank as if
they had been velvet ; couches that invited to
repose ; rare paintings and many a marble
form rising in still, white beauty bere snd
there ; clouds of Tyriaa drapery at the win-
dowe, which gave the light a soft and mellow
bue as it stole i ; mimic fountains - murmuriog
dresmily—all made that part of the bouse
seem like an enchanted palace.

¢ Does this dazzle you, foir Christabel?”
queried the Wizard.

The maiden shook ber bead, and said sad-
ly: %O, sir, I thould far rather, make my
home in the meanest tent with Ralph Berne,
than to live here ic splendor.”

The Wizard’s eyes flashed fire, but fora
moment he did not speak. Then be said,
with the suavity he bad maiotaived when ad-
dressing her: © Sit down, lady, and wait
uli I return—I have sometbing important to
say this afternoon.”” He bowed, and Chris—
tabel savk into one of the luxurious fauteuils,
and pillowing her head "upon the velvet
cushions, pat for a time like otie in a dream.
Then a gilded door turned softly on its
hinges ; she beard a footfall and glavciog round
saw a mau standivg at ber side. Had he
stepped out on one of the heavy picture frames
on the wail, she could not have been more
actonished—this was indeed a day of won-
ders! The straoger had not yet past lite’s
most vigorous prime, and his beariog bad tha:
easy grace, which mingling withall phases of
soci-ty seldom fails to give. His fine figure
was set off to good advantage by the pictur-
esque costume he wore—a kind of blouse,
trimmed with velvet, girded at the waist with
a crimson scarf, aod opening at the breast to
reveal a bosom of finest liven ; a falling collar
was fastened round the neck with a cluster of
jewels,-and a jaunty hat, ornamented with a
tuft of gay plumes, was carelessly set above
his jetty cur's. ~ His tull, Turkish trousers
reached only to the kuee, and were gathered
beneath his long Mexican boots.

“ ] see I must introduce myself,” he said,
in a voice which sounded strangely famuliar ;
“ fairest Cbristabel, 1 am Roderigo, the Chief
of the Mexican Brigauds, that have so long
infested these mountaios; but sometimes, the
better to carry out my purposes, 1 assame the
character of a Wizard. As such I bave been
the tecror of the miners—poor, superstitious
fools " and his laugh rang musically through
the splendid chamber. ¢ Christabel Claire,”
he added, dropping on one knee before her;
% the first time I wet you, I thought I had
never seen a more lovely creature. 1 loved
you then, and resolved that you should grace
my bome among the mouctams. But you
fancied you loved Ralph Berne—jyou were so
infatuated as to promise to become his wife,
and I wade a vow you should be mine. In
my Wizard’s dress, I warped you against him,
but io vain. Then I grew de Isum-
moned one of my band to my aid, and snatch-
ed you from your lover.” :

e paused, but Christabel made no reply,
and be weot ons “ I am bereat your feet—
Christabel, does your heart give oo responce
i0 love like mine7 I can weave dimondsin
your dark hair, aod robe you like a queen,
and provide you a luxurious bome, while
Beroe s only a poor miner. What say
ou”’ :

« ] wast no brigbter lot thas Ralph Berne
offers me! I would not be a Brigand’s wife

‘if be could heap all the wealth in California

upen we ! Let me go back—O, let m: go
back to Balph!” .

“ Scorp the Brigand if you will,” replied
her companion, and be sprung t0 his feet, his
whole frame dilatiog with rage ; “ but listen
to a disclosure [ have to make. Christabel
Claure, your fatber is in my power. He came
to this El~Dorado to build up a fallen fortuse.
He amassed a bandsome sum is the mioes,
apd then took to gamiog, in the vain bope
that he could coust his fortune in milhogs
ratber than thousands. He and I have played
with desperate stakes; 1 bave woa all bis
property, and be is still my debtor. : Now he
is thoroughly disgusted with the vieusitudes
of the card-table ; he longs to shake off the
thraldom of bad habit, which has been like an
incubus vpon his energies, but my iron grasp
is on him. Marry me, and I will refund the
money 1 have won from him, and be shall go
back to your invalid mother, your belpless
brothers and sisters, a rich man. Refuse,
and he stays here to his dying day, a Brig-
and.”-

For a moment Christabel stood speechless
with terror. Then she sank down before bim
and gasped :  is, there no way to avert sucha
doom from my poor fatber and the dear ones

at bosme 7
s None! I am firm as the rocks of the
Sierra Nevada. I sive you half an hour to
decide the question.
With these words he left the room, and
Christabel gave berself up to the barrowisg
thoughts which eame érowding thick and fast
upon ber. That bhalf bour—what' an age of
agony was compressed info its fleeting mo-
ments. She wept, she prayed, she wrestled
with love and doty. All the sweet dreams
which bad beeo linked with her affection for
Ralph Berpe, came back to her with startling
vividoess, and her soul shrapk from a sacra-
fice that would biod ker forever to another.—
When the time of probation bhad expired, asd
sbe heard the Brigand’s steps in the corridor,
she bad decided to te!l him that she could
never be bis. The door opemed—RBoderigo
walked in followed by ber father. The girl’s
heart seemed to stand still, as she looked
upon poor Claire. Suffering bad done the
work of years ; his eyes burped with an un-
natural Justre, s hair was thickly sprinkled
with silver, his once firm form was wasted to
2 mere shadow of lis former symmetry—at
forty-five, Heori Clawre was an old man.
Christabel thought of the pale mother anxious-

Bacramento ; of the bright-eyed childres who
would be worse than orphans if She.did not
save him, and a sudden revuision of feeling
swept over her. She spraog to him, she
wound her white arms about his veck, and
murmured between her sobs:

« Father, father, I will save you !

‘L be poor man bowed his head in penitence
aud shame.

“ Gop bless you, my darling :
be said, hoarsely, “and forgive me for the
blight 1 have brought upon you ! If it were
not for your mother aod the childien, I would
oot accept this sacrafice. I have begn weak
~—1 have yielded to temptation, but 3 it wll
be any eomfort to you io your wretchedoess
to koow I bave resolved to live 2 purer fife,
that eonsolation shall be yours. Agaiv [ say
Goo bless you—~Farewell” e drew her

A bole about three feet

ly awsiting bis return to_the rache on the |i

orchestra came ia sweet to the ear;
Roderigo was splendidly attired, and Chris-
tabel’s wedding robe and jewels were worth
an earl’s ransom. But the beautiful bride
thought of Ralph Berne and the rude altar of
the Sacramesto, and wept in bitterness of
soul. The rites were abodt to begin, whea
a heavy tramp was heard along the corridor ;
the door was flung wide open, and young
Berne and a score of eager followers pressed
in. With one bound Ralph reached Chris-
tabel’s side; and gathering her in s arms,
murmured : :

% Did I not say I would rescue my bride
in spite of a thousand Wizarde

Then came a desperate conflict, and in the
gray dawn of the morning, Roderigo, the
Brigand Chief, lay stark and stff m that
mystic room, the Wizard’s den. His grow-
ing avarice and tyraosy bad remdered his
band mutinous, and one whom he had deemed
a trusty ally, had betrayed him to the wronged
miper, and led the way to his hiding-place.
The band was broken up ; men who bad fear-
ed his magic power, laughed at their credulicy,
and nobody was found to weep over his ly
d ve.

ugA week later Ralph Berne and bis fair

Christabel were married amid the rejoicings of
their frieods ; Ralph was most succeesful io
his toils among the mines, and is now a
wealthy and respectable citizea of the old
Bsy State; and sometimes when his two
children sit beside him in the glow of the
winter fire, be tells them the story of his ad-
ventures with the Wizard of the Sierra Ne-
vada. -

SINGULAR TRAGEDY IN A BROTH-
EL—A MAN SUFFOCATEDIN A
CHIMNEY.

Between 7 acd 8 o’clock in the evening,
last week at Philadelphia, 2 young man, aged
22, named Richard Dillon, was smotbered
to death in the chimney of a house of bad
character, known as “ Mis. Price’s,” in Ship-
pen street. For quite a l:ag t:m-, Dillon
bad beea living with a woman as b s mistress.

He quarreled with her and she left him pot

long since, but he was awase that she ressded

at Mrs. Price’s. ln the afteruoon, he kad
been drinking witb a companion, and they

went out and bought two “black jacks.” Dil-

lon was next seen at Mrs. Price’s, and he de-

clared that lus mistress was up stars with
apother man, and he would see her. Rush-
ing up the narrow, steep stairs from the front
room on the lower story, where be supposed
éhis woman” was locked. He raged around
a landing a while and then climbed the ladder
leading to the roof, for the purpose of getting
down into the room by the chimney. In the
dark, or 1a his drunken rage, he dropped into
avother chimoey just beside the third story
flue, but stuck fast when his body was just
opposite the thuird story laoding. Here his
cries was heard as well as the detached bricks
and mortar which fell on the fire-place in the
lower story. Efforts were at once made to
rescue him by the mistress of the house and
by neighbors, but al be vnce held on
to a rope which was let down to him, he could
not be drawa lnh‘;, l:‘:k was ﬁ-ldlzueud by
breaking into rick-work chimney.

o _long was made, _

be was drawn out ahive, but bhe died soon

after bemg carried isto the room into which
he tried to get. Here, (says a Philadelphia
paper) we saw his body, and lus sister a good-
looking young woman, of about 20, weepin
bitterly over it. It seems that the girl of
whom he was in pursuit bad gone to the
theatre at the time he was in the house.

A Szcoxp TraeEDpY.—The above event
was only the first act in the drama. It seems
that Dillon had another mistress, who hved
in Pine Alley, and who weat by the name of
Annpe Swmith. Dillon had quarreled with this
girl, and threatened to kill bér, and she bad
declared her intent1on of drowning herself in
consequence of his threats. She declared
her intention ﬁou:olnlt' suicide .d ht: several
persons duri evering, an goone 80
far as to :ilv?awty ber few effects 10 differ-

ent parties, when intelligence of the death of

‘Dillon was brought to ber. She thea said

« good by” to those'who were about her, and
went away. The next morning at day-break
ber body was found floating in a dock, in the
Delaware, between Lombard and South
streets. The Coroner held an inguest, and
the jury rendered a verdict that the de-
ceased bad committed suicide by drowmng.

WONDERFUL EXHIBITION —A LIV-
ING MAN’S HEART OPEN TO
INSPECTION.

(From the New York Post.)

About tbree years ago our physicians wit-
nessed the process of digestion through an
orifice left by a gunshot wound wn the abdo-
menof Alexis S. Martin. But a greater
curiogity was yesterday exhibited to the
students of University Medical College at the
bour of Professor Mott’s clinique.

[t was a case of deficiency of the sternum
(breast bome), which enables the several
movements of the beart to be seen. It
bas excited intense xl:etexut for‘nl;::l?e years

ast throughout the cities o and

'famm. The subject of the defect is a

very intelligent geotleman, Mr. Groux, a na-

tive of Hamburg, 28 years. of age, some-
what I::d;rlbl:eavmge lmghth° ) ﬁmnthexn
8 appears to be m e

:‘al: introduced by Dr. Mott, who thought

that the substance which occupied the

of the sternum might be ecortilage. M.

Groux then showed the pecaliar conformity

of his chest,and gave an excellent lecrure

oo the heart’s action, demonstrating his re-

marks with colored plates, an artificial heart

and his own body. The collar bones are
not coupected (neither are the ribs to their
opposiles), but there is 2 groove where the

be ; the skio is satural: la

by the faculty. Scarcely

place | of followin’ the fashins,

visit to London_ be was
and then it was that hs
known to the profession. 8
severai distinguished medicll
curiosity, was advised #
Europe for the benefit of
Not long after, while att
ness, which was very 2
tacked with hamoptisis ting of blood).
He then concluded to 2 his occupation
and follow the suggestion @ften made to bim,
VIZ., to travel and show hiliself to the medi-
cal men of the countries of Europe, Britain,
and now of Ame:ica. bas an album of
two volumes, wnch are filled with the
autographs of the chief bers of . all the
important medical societi@® and Umiversities
of Europe, from St. P to Madnd,
and from Vienna to Way, testifying to
their gieat interest n the'¥se. The sigoa-
tures of professors and calbbrities who bave
examined him number oveF two thousand.

At the close of his s yesterday, Dr,
Mott proposed a collect®® in Mr. Groux’s
bebalf bis bad been paid
had he said the
word when the siver begas to fly inio the
area, fiom the seats of the vast amphi-
theatre. Nearly all the tiree handred stu-
dents were present, and te shower of
quarters greatly jeopardised he lecturer (Dr.
Mott) and his atteodants, together with Dr.
Alexander B. Mott, who seemed to be a tar-
get in the moocent amusement,

THE SIGHT OF A LIVING HEART.

We were -favored this worning with a
call from Mr. Groux, the congemal fissure
of whose sternum created such @n interest at
the “ledical College to-day. His caseis a
remarkable one, and is a rare opportunity for
studying ez oisu, the actim of the heart,
great vessels and lun

It solves several doubtful questions in re-
gard to the action of the beart,and gives
quite as vivid ‘an idea of the great strength
and vigorous movements of the “ little hife
machine,” if the ribs were cst away and it
exposed, more vivid mdeed, for in the latter
case there would be o action such as s now
plainly visible under all conditicns of the
system, beneath only a thin veil of flesh.

Somebody’s desire that there might be a
window in the breast of all men, or Charles
Lamb’s equivalent, a pace in the stomach,
seems nearly realized in-Mr, Groux’s case.

ect was made
was shown to
men as a great
trave! through
profession.—
g to his busi-
ng, he was at-

(From the Poker.)
THEM MUTHERIN’ FASHINS
CRINERLEENS,

My Dear Friexp MisTer PoKER.

Begorra, but ['m afther thinkia’ its quare
times these we’re hvin’ mn, and thim uew
fashins that the ladies are takin’ up wid, puts
the comether on me intirely, as they does.
Now the divil a borm man has a greater
likin’ for thim swate little craythers thn
myself ; aod if I do say a word or two agin
thim, its becas a bit of wholesome advice
mught be afther doio’ thim a dale of good,
and 1 would not for the wide, wide worreld
lese favour wid one ot thum through it, but 1
can’t help givin’ a bit ov my moind where I
thiok 1t’s wanted. What would my poor
ould mother, (blessing rest her sowl,) who

80 often to

wicked and itful world yer a gom’ imuill,
take good care o7 yourself, ahone,”—what
would she be afther sayin’ till hirself, to see
bow things have changed since she was a
gurrel,—faith, she’d be ata grate loss to
koow what to call thim quare little craythers
that spread themselves the whole way acrass
the side walk, wearng uight liitle jackets
round their waists, that makes tiim look for
all the worreld as if they bad just come out
bran and new from a turning lathe, and asif
a wee push on the shouldther would make
thim break in two at omcst; thin chey are
niver satisfied uniess they’re carrymg about
wid thim the countints of a whole box ¥
dry goods, and they does be aftber stretch-
in’ thim cut so wade below, that 1 mver look
at tum widout thinkin’ of a hay cock wid a
pitck-fork stuck in the top iv it. Serra a
word iv a Lie in it at all, at all. Thin ag,
it’s meself that’s acourtis’ Biddy Flanuviga,
as pate a girl as iver broke bread, though
it’s meself that says it ; and didn’t I go rousd
the back way mte the kitchen a pight or two
ago, and didn’t | sture to see Biddy “finced
in” in a murtheria® big ring fiace, that looked
as if it was put there on purpose to keep
iothruders at a grate distance, aod shg
whisking her tail around the room just as if
she wor in 20 awful flurry about wothin’ or
nobody. ¢ Biddy, darliot” says I. ** What
18 it, Paddy 1’ says she. “You're oot afrard
of me,” says 1, “for you're takin’ sich care
to pack yerself away in thim quare ocmen-
tionables,” says I. ¢Now, Paddy, qut
you're maki’ fun iv me,” says she; “dont
yer see it’s the mew ing ! says she;
“gosen’t the misthress, and the young ladies,
aod all th: fine gintry and quality wear thim ;
and bav’ot I as good & right as thm whin
they set figure off to such advaniage. ,Be‘
sides, dosen’t the boys like to be lookia” at
thim,—I koow, Paddy, you're aching ths
munit to be huggiog me,” says she- E."dl'
you're right there, achusls,” says 1, “if
only had the means of gitting wigh enough
til ye, Biddy ; but P’m afeared 'l only bave
to coutint meself wid just Joskis’ at you from
a tespectable distance this time.” Biddy
looked sly, and did’st mwhte‘l‘%: ::l:-e ‘:‘:r‘

; 3 iy —
things wor takin’, but 1 1 Beit s of I
would lave widout giviog ber abug. *“Whs-
pe:l,"dPaddy.” says ‘slh::‘“r" 8ot somethmg
to tell you.” “You'll bave to spake lond,
says I, “for 1 can’t git clost emough to whis-

»__didn’t I know all the time what she

P e wantin’, aad dsda’t I bother ber, aod tell
her that I would miver kiss herag_m ontil she
left off wearin’, such murtherous big “hoops,”
but she said she would soouer give up the
kissio’, so at last I had to cave um, for I
claim to be a sinsible man, and ﬂnnk.n.’s bqt
Jet the wimin have their way ; but divil a bit
iv-emw”twhyncruﬁon they w.ill
always be runoin’ neck aod heels afther thim
e fashins. :
. Yours, &c,,

«PappY Mires's Bov.”
co——
Nyt 1 il of the grot

tan X
N°°'e.mduf'.ru:dﬁ'::beenm
serious inroadsinto thebealth,  morys, and
bappmess of this countryy 30 the shape gf an
absurd and preposterous fashion digoitied with
the Wh’* desiguation of CriNom
EINE. .

s monstrous ionovation, like a restless
e the domestic bearth, and

spectre, invades .
i are marrow-

e with cholert,1

till me #Paddy, it’s a.

and nearly gnocks us off our equilibrium ; if
we ascend a flight of staurs, it descends like
an avalanche upon us, so that we are compel-
led to retreat into the landing, or fall back-
waids upon the mat ; if we visit the theatre,
it surges before, behind, and on either side
of us, so that we cannoteither see or hear
anything'of what is ing on the stage,
and sre well nigh suff-~:!ed into the bar-
gan.

Old women tottering on the verge of the
grave, enshrine their decrepit bones within
it ; young children not long released from the
trammels of swaddling clothes, jerk their
little forms about in ir, ugly women, prctty
womeo, dark women, fair women, are all
under the diabolical influeace ot Crinohne.

Now, of all the absurd things that ever
appeared, this fashionable material is the
most absurd ; so much so, that no semsible
women would dare to have the hardihood to
defead it. The Bloomer costume, the con-
tracted bonnet—bung on th: last three back
bairs—the high heeled boots, aod the bugle
falls, are monstrosities that sink into positive
insignificance by the side of this overwhelm-
ing nusance.

See | there is a short, stumpy womaa of
about forty five, ‘coming down the | street.
What does she look like in the distance ?
Why, ber body resembles a pin-cushion, and
her head a pin stuck io it; or a water bett,
with the bandle of a broom peeping out at the
top ; or an ammmated hummiog top ; or a loco-
motive codlin ; or an inflated sack tied m a
knot at the mouth ; or anything, io fact, that
can be conceived more ludicrous than an-
other, Mark! the lady draws near, she
evidently admires berself, and looks down-
wards with an air of supreme satisfaction.
There goes the precious crinoline—swing,
swing, swob, swob, first backwards, then

down, and finally ends with a jumble of all
these movements. A set of lictle boys see’
my lady coming, and begm to scent fun.
‘Crickey, ain’t she a full blown >an Tom I’
‘Whpat time does the balloon go up?
¢ Who’s your cooper ¥ and several ether im-
pertivent queries are addressed by tbese
wicked little boys to the inflated female. On-
ward she goes, somewhat crest fallen, it is
true, but not quite oconverted, and flatters
herself with the contemplation of the sensa-
tion she will cause when she reaches the pur-
heu of the West End.

Now look in the opposite direction, aad
see that tall lady sailing along in all the
amplitude of skirt. %’bl.t does she look
like? A Jack-in-the-green on stilts; a
weeping willow grafted on the lar ; the
Monument stuck wto -the dome of St.
Paul’s with the dome dowawards; or any o-
ther bizarre conglomeration you can imagioe.
Oaward she comes, against a violent gust of
wind. See how she rocks to and fro, like a
vessel in a storm, keeping ber perpeadicular
position with the greatest difficulty, aod
grasping hold of the railings as che passes
along, to steady herself on her feet,

Anoa there comes a very short lady, to
whom nature bas been extremely kind ia
awarding »n amplitude of figure seldom seen.
One would think that this lady would be

been appomted ber. But no such thiag; with

satisfied wath the amount of bulk that heds

Sabbath Reading.

ILLUSTRATION OF FAITH.

“ Father,” said a little Welsh boy to his
parent, who had been explaining the Scriptures
to bis family, in the hall of what was omce
the manor house, but which was thea oe-
cupied by a farmer—“Father, you said you
would oneday, when I was old enough,
teach me what faith is. Am L old enough
now 17

“ Well, I think you are, Willy. Come te
me,” said bis fatber, rising from his obar.
The boy no sooner approached, than his
father raised bim from the ground, and set
bim on a double chest of drawers, that stood
beside the wall. Tke child’s color went and
came, and he was evidently afraid to stand up-
right in so unusual a situation,

“Now, Willy,” said bis fa‘ber, placiog bim-
self at a little distance, and holding out bis
arms. “Now, Willy, stand upright, and jump
into my arms.”

The child’s position, and the father’s com-
mand, were alike calculated to produce alarm,
and did produce it. ‘But the father’s look
was calm, and kind, and serious, and the
chiid bad mvited the lesson, 50 he bad nothing
for it, but to turn his mind to liance «

Raisiog bimself somewbat, at length he
made an effort to jump, but his heart faited
bim, and be diew back further from the edge
of the drawers. .

“Ah, Willy,” said his father, “thou bast
no faitb—try again.” Willy thought a
moment, and perceived the nature and drift
of his father’s exp:riment. He came back
again 1o the edge, and this ime he aid make
the spring, but so imperfectly, and with so
divided a mind, that be would bave fallen bat
for a beam of the ceiling, just above him,
on which he clasped his bands, and recovered

forwards, then round about, then up and | umself.

1)

His father smiled, and said ; “Willy, thou
hast oo faith yet, but that was better than
the last. Come, try omce more.”

The look of quiet love 1a his father’s face,
and bis still open arms, at length assured oar
hero there was no danger, or, it may be, so
much reverence and trust in a parental smile,
that he forgot the dn$er. Be this as it
may, this tume little Willy stood bolt upright
and jumped over the dreadful gulf into his
father’s powerful arms,

He looked up with a smile; and his father,
seeing bim on the floor, said: “There Willy,
that was faith. There is a gulf of hell be-
tween you and eternal life; your Heavenly
Father holds out for you the arms of his love,
and Trust himas you have trusted me, and
you will save your soul.

PROCRASTINATION.—Near the close of
his life, Patrick Henry laid bis hand on the
Bible, and said to a friend, *Here is a book
worth more than all others ; yet it is my mis-
fortune never to have read 1t with proper at-
tention until lately.” Willam Pitt, when
he came t6 die, said; “I fear that I have,
like maony others, neglected my religious
duties too much to have any ground to hope
{.:;t they can be efficacious on my death-

and the pattern which was weaviag when the

sua went down, is weaving When it comes up

the waywardness aad bliodaess which the
victims of fashion are guilty of, she believes
that adding to the exteat of corporeal outline
adds a charm to the already liberal posses-
sien boasted of.

Aud now there comes the exact opposite
of her who has just passed ; a thmn, very thin
lady, somewhat maliciously called  ‘scraggy,
without the shightest pretemsion to figure,
and with no development worth speakiung of.
Be good enough to observe that the lady 1s,
for purposes best known to bherself, boldng
her dress several inches from the ground, and
as she does 50, displaya a foot and something
more of a pair of slender, shapeless legs, that
contrast most oddly and unpicturesquely with
the surroundiag exient of skirt. .

Now, it is a most singular fact, and yet,
nevertheless, as true as it is siogular, that
each and all of these females fancy that they.
look extremely fascinating in this ridicnloas
attire ; whereas it is plain to the dullest com-
prebension, that if it was their gim to make
themselves appear as great Guys as possible,
they could not go a surer way to work.
Which makes good the well knowa couplet of
the poet Burns:—

“Oh that some pow’r the gift would gie us,

To see oursels as ithers see us.’

. Is crinoline natural in accordance with the
preconceived and established notions of the
beautifai 1 Decidedly not. = Who ever saw
a sculptured or painted figure decked out in
crinoline? Orif such were the case, would
not all the jeers and smeers of the public be
directed towards the monstrosity ! Thus
far 1t is proved beyond doubt that crinohae
is unbecoming and graceless, instead of be-
coming and graceful,

Many of the male sex who are unacquaint-
ed with the mysteriesof ladies’ attire, bave
asked of what crinolive consists. For their
enlighteament, therefore, we explain that one
of the materials wora under this name, con-
sists cinefly of horse bair, with puffs inserted,
and, at mtervals, boops of steel or cace. An-
other variety ises a sort of skeleton
frame-work of steel or wooden hoops, with-
out any other material whatever. Now, o
illustrate the absurdity of this latter form of
garment, we have only to suppose that a
pretty. well built house, that gives every
satisfaction to the occupant, aud pleases the
passer-by, has suddenly placed around it a
scaffolding, with a view of ornameating and
beautifying the building. - Surely everybody
would laugh such a proceeding to scors ; and
by the very same rule, a woman encasing
herself io this framework of wood or steel,
does absolutely raise a  scaffolding about a
superstructure formed after the beautiful laws
of nature.

wearing a garment that bristles around the
person whea walking, and which, upon =it-
ting down, offers an amount of resisting force

iti the cold currents

day morning on the Ohio, so that mea in St.

same actions and at the same moment, are m

to-morrow,

A Father once received from his cbild, not
four yeats old, one of tbe most severe re-
proofs be ever met with. Hawving neglected
the duty of family prayer one moroing, when
the father came bome the little reprover climb-
ed on his knee, and sad, ‘Father, you did
uot pray with us to-day.” ‘Nomy.dear, I did
not.’ “Bet, father, you ought, ought you
not !—why did you not 2 The fatter had
not a word to reply, and the child’'s rebuke

happily proved a lasting blessing.

WHERE DOFS THE DAY BEGIN!?
From the Boston Recorder.

St. Louis, 1858.

It is now, we will suppose, six o’clock
Mocday morning here m St. Louis, what
time 1s it vow, balf rouad the world, that is,
Calcutta? A girl in primary geography can
answer, “itis six o’clock in the evening.”
When I farther enquire, “in the evesing of
what day 1 Ler reply will probably be Mon-
day ; for she bas hea:d that our "t
from Washington, theoretically at least,
reach usan hour before they start. If when
they are seat it is noon at the capital, it is
ouly eleven o’clock on the issippi.

Bat when it is Moaday morning in St.
Louis, ifit is Monday eveaing in India,
what time is it then another fourth round the
world, say in New Zealand? “There (owr
young geographer will say (Tuesday is al-
ready beginning.” According to the same
rule, sixty degrees further, that is, m Califor-
nia, four bours of the day bave already gone
—and on the same principle, while 1t is now
aix o’clock, Monday, on tbe Mississippi—
it is well nigh the same bour Tuesday, on the
Kanzas, But, if goiag westward iostead of
eastward, we circle'the earth, we eome to the
contradictory conclusion, that when it is
Monday morniog on the Mississippi, it is Sun-

Louis and in Cincionati, while doing the

our city Sabbath breakers, and in the eother
obeying the commandwent, “six days shalt
theu labour.”

Nor io such an ideal tour round the world,
do we fall into any greater chronological
perplexity than might beset us on an actual
voyage, Thus in the chronmicle of the earli-
est circumnavigation of the globe, furnished by
a ship of Magellan’s squadron, in 1522, it 1s
related that “the Victoria baving sailed west
from Spain, discovered and threaded the
Straits of Magellan, and then doubled the
Cape of Good Hope, aud cast anchor in one
of the Cape de Verde Islands, on what, ac-
cording to the ship’s reckoning, was Wed-
nesday, the 9th of July, but which in fact
proved to be Tharsday, the 10th.” The
navigators, sailing with the sum, had lost a
day—just as when, supposing ourselves to
pass round the earth in a moment on Sunday,
oing west from St. Lows, we found the

keeping our Monday.

We sleep, but the locm of life never stops ;

the mterval allowed for sleep had not beer
longer than usual! This was in ¢onsequenss
of a miscalculation by Capteia James Wil-
son, and the first missionaries who settled
herein 1792. Coming from the east, and
keeping vp the reckoving. with which they
set out they gained a day. Some inconveni-
ence has been suffered from this mistake
since the intercourse with the Europeans
has become more frequent than formerly ;
but not so much as to induce the mission=

aries to correct it at the hazard of occasion=-

ing worse confusion in the minds of a peo=-
ple to whom it would probably be difficult-
to xgak)e the change intelligible.,” | Vels [+
p- 51.) -
Will not some gentieman at the Mission-
ary House inform me through your colomns,
and others who may be no less ignoraat,
whether the Tahitians still reckon’ different-
ly from all the rest of the world, and if mot,
when and bow they were led to throw away
the day by which their reckoning war in ad-
vance of other places, “bad got the start of:
th]majestic vaorld.”

n view of particulars like the foregoi
L bave asked a good many inteiligent p‘eoo:l?,
“where does the day begin 1” Some said,

| “aewhete ;” others, “ia the capital of each

country,” &e. After sowe little research,
[ bave satisfied myself that the day of the
civilised world beging at the British obserw
vatory in Greenwich, :
As proofs of this assertion I have noted
that the admirable astronomical and pautical
volumn issued year by year at Washington,
reckons distance, and heace time, m
Greenwich—though it makes all other cal-
culations from Washington. This is the
case evenin the volume for 1858, But
this. ephemeris 1s used in merchant vessels no
less than in national ships. Again, the officers
commanding our exploriog - expeditions
twenty years ago, added a day, or drop&d
one trom their reckoning whenever y
crossed the antipodes of Greenwich.=
(Wilkes> Narrative, vol. Il., p. 159, Nov.
12, 1839. Vol. V. p. 39, March 14,
1841, &c.) Our latest gazetteers, also, as
Harper's and Lippincott’s, reckon all longi-
tudes out of our owa country, from Greeo-
wich. Theinference to which these facts
point as to American usage, I' venture to
draw regarding tbe civilised world, partly
because we nasurally expect the custom of
its two chief commercial nations would be
followed by others, and parxl?' from a state-
ment in the Conversations’ Lexicon (in
German, tenth edition, article Terro] “that
not only the English, but the Dutch, and in
general all sea charts now draw their first
meridian of longitude thiough Greeawich.

So far as this inference is warranted, actual
tume at this place is one hour earlier or later
than at Greenwich, for which 15° which
at that place lies east or west of that centre,
so far as its aotipodes, but no farther. Thus,
when in St. Louis, the hour is a few minutes
before six, Sabbath morning, it is already
Sabbath noon in Greenwich, it is six Sabbath
evening in Calcutta, and the last hour of the
Sabbath in all places lacking a little of 180 @
of Greenwich, but it is only the iast hour ‘of

ended | ©d. Is @ woman reiarkably seat

Saterday in all places a few degrees farther
than 180 ® of the great British observa-

ory.

'lhe word 70w was used by the German
above quoted with reference to the various
other poiats, formerly or partially, used as
firs* mencians, No field in’ historical geo-
graphy 1s more interesting than the one which
here opens ; but I will aad te a letter, already
wo long, ouly a paragraph from the quaint
and crusty Cosmograptia -of Peter Heylin
[folio Ed. London, 1652, pp. 24 and 240 1=
“There are mony meridians, accordmg te
the awvers [{laces where a man liveth;
but the chief and first meridan passeth
through the Island St. Michael, oce of the
Azores, whither modern geographers have re-
moved it from the Canaries, where it was
fixed in the time of Ptolemie. And this re-
move sesmns couutenanced by natureitself,
it bemg observed that the compass, when 1t
cometh uoder the meridian drawn through
this Isle, hath little or no variation at all,
but pointeth almost directly towards the
north; whereas, in all other places, 1t point-
eth more or less to the porth-east or the
north-west. And yet it is observed of late,
that there is a sensible variation even in this
Isle, more than iz Corro. B.DJ.

SPOTS ON THE SUN.
For the last eight or ten weeks there has
beea an unusual number of spots on the sun.
Many of them have been large. At present,
three groups are visible with a telescope of
moderate power. The first group is just ¢
passing off on the western lunb, and will bard--
ly be seen after to-morrow ; the serond has
passed about three quarters of the way across
the disc, while the third which consists, of
one large spot, with many small ones lying
along the east of it, bas not yet reached the
middle of the disc. Each black spot s sur-
tounded by a well defined lummous border
which is yet much darker than the other
portions of the disc. This border 1s called
the penombra.
The collection taken up on Sunday last in
the Cathedral at Ottawa, amounted to four
hundred dollars, was stolen from the Bishop’s
Palace on Monday night. The Tribune
says *—* This is a sad loss, as the money was
mtended for the payment of the beaatiful new
set of bells, purchased for, and just placed
the tower of the Cathedral. Suspicion rests
on a young man who occasionally worked at
the Palace, and who disappeared on Tuesday
morning, Steps were immediately takea for
bis vaf‘smlnmion, but as yet they have mot
proved successful.”
A queer storyis toid about a msa out
west who had a bair lip, upon whioch he per-
formed an operation himself by inserting into
the opening & piece of chicken flesh. It ad-
hered, ':.5 filled up the space admirably.
This was well enough, umtil, ia comphance
with the prevailing fashion, be attempted the
raisiog of a moustache, when one side grew
bair, and the other feathers.

Oip Mamws.~A spnghtly writer

? | o8 his opinion of old mwaids in the following

maoner :
«] am inclined to believe that many of the
satirical aspersioos vast upou old maids, tell

more to their credit than 1s generally i
in :;

, 'she will certamly die an old maid.’
E-hhgulhhnmndemthh
domestrc concerns, ‘she is out out for an old
maid.’ Ald&b:éukndlyud m;:
the animals a cah save

.u’.—.'«‘-’.‘ﬂ" > la short,




