
THE TWO VILLAGES.
Over tho river, on tho hill,
Leith, a villago white and still;
All around it the forest trees 
Shiver and Whisper in tho breeze ;
Over it sailing shadows go,
Of soaring hawk and screaming crow,
The mountain grasses low and sweet,
Grow in the middle of every street.
Over the river, under the hill,
Another village lieth still 
There 1 soe in the cloudy night 
Twinkling stars of household light,
Fires that gleam from the smgthy door,
Mists that curl on tho river shore ;
And in the road no grasses grow,
For tho wheels that hasten to and fro.
In that village, on the lull,
Never is sound of smithy or mill,
The houses are thatched with grass and flowefs, 
Never a clock to tell the hourrs ;
The marble doors aro always shut;
You cannot enter in hall or hut;
All the village lie asleep,Never again to sow or reap ;
Never in dreams to moan or sigh,
Silent, and idle and low they lie.
In that village under tho hill,
When the night is starry and still,
Many a weary soul in prayer 
Looks to the other villago there,
And weeping and sighing, longs to go 
Up to that home from this below ;
Longs to sleep in the forest w ild,Whither have vanished wife and child,
And heareth, praying, this answer fall,
“ Patience 1 that village shall hold ye all
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Hugh’s Wife-—A Story from Real Life-

H ugh  F o ste r, for killing his wife, 
w as  execu ted  in the ja il-y a rd  to-day 
a t one o’clock.

I read  ihe notice tw ice— there  was 
nothing particu larly  s ta r t lin g  about 
it to the w orld in genera l. ‘ Only 
m an had killed his w ife and received  
the deserts  o f his crim e, th a t w as 
all,’ strangers to the affair would 
s a y ; w hile  those w ho w ere  acquain t
ed w ith the details o f th e  te rrib le  tra 
g ed y — the trial, the execu tio n — p ro 
bably drew  a sigh o f relict, and said 
perhaps, ‘ W ell, hang ing  w as too 
good for him.'

B ut I — to me thero  w as m ore  in 
H ugh  F o s te r ’s m elancholy death  
Ilian the re  was to the w orld. T h e re  
w as a  tim e w hen I called him friend 
and tru sted  his p ro tec tion ; w hen  1 
loved him, w hen i forgot m y M aker 
in my m ad w orship of one o f his 
c re a tu re s— vet, H ugh never knew it 
thank God for t h a t !

I rem em ber him a laugh ing  boy, 
\yith m erry , Iiazel eyes, cheeks all 
ag iow  w ith  the llusli o f health  and 
exerc ise ; h a ir  golden brow n, lying 
in curling  m asses around  his well- 
shaped head, and nestling  dow n a r 
ound a  w hite , dim pled neck, and over 
blue-veined tem ples.

I rem em ber him in 'y ea rs  la te r—  
eyes m ore though tfu l, hair and com 
plexion d ark er, less sim plicity, m ore 
o f the w orld’s w ays about him , y e t 
pleasing and a ttrac tiv e  as eve r. I 
do not w onder th a t M attie  G rey —  
g en tle , w inning little M a ttie— loved 
him so. T h ey  say  love begets love. 
I t  w as bul n a tu ra l th a t his affection 
should be requ ired . I did not blame 
him — I did not blam e h er. I only 
w ep t a few b itte r  te ars  th a t while 
th e ir  path  th a t w as so flow er strew n  
m ine should lead over rugged  hills 
and  tho rny  w ays. 1 buried my vain 
love for H ugh  F o s te r  deep do-vu in 
m y h ea rt; and then, p ray ing  G od to 
bless them , I took up the burden of 
m y w ea ry  life again .

A n o rphan dependen t upon my 
ow n exei tions for support, I beiieve 
m y dream  m ade me stro n g er and 
m ore able to cope w ilh the w orld— 
for, to  this day, I believe,

* ’Tis better to have loved and lost,
Than never to have loved at all.’

H eaven  p reserve  me from  those 
■rtho, in th e ir whole lives, havo never 
felt the sam e thrill o f love 1 i set 
them  dow n as heartless m isanthropes 
-—un true  to them selves, to  na tu re  
and to God.

M y position in H u g h ’s m o th er’s 
fam ily gave  me a deeper insight into 
the  young m an’s c h a ra c te r  than  I 
could o therw ise have gained . 1 saw  
him in every  different mood, I read  
him  as he really  w as. H e  w as a 
w hole-souled  m an; those he loved 
w ith  Iiis w hole soul, m ind and 
s tren g th ; y e t his hatred  w as so strong 
as life’s b itte r and fearful as dea th —  
he w ho never forgot a kindness, ne
v e r  forgave an in ju ry . I do not m ean 
he w as particu la rly  revengefu l; but 
an  unkindness, an insult, rankled in 
h is bosom— T im e never hea led  the 
w ound .

M y position in M r. F o s te r ’s fam i
ly w as m ore th a t of a child than a 
servan t, y e t 1 w as but a se rv an t, af
te r  all. 1 realized  the fact— that 
th e re  w as one deep  g u lf  th a t seper- 
ated  H ugh  and I. 1 a 'w a y s  rum em - 
bered  the difference in our stations, 
and  n ev e r though t of d ragg ing  him 
dow n to mine, o r  raising  m y se lf  to 
his. W hen  his m other died, my life 
changed. I w ent out into the w orld  
again , to fight again the g rea t battle  
o t lile ; and y e t H ugh’s friendship, 
unknow n to me, w as m y pro tection , 
l i e  it w as w ho gained for me an eli
gible situa tion  as the teacher of a
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IIage schoo l- -he who w atched  over 
me and, w ith  a delicacy, secured  for 
me m any little  a tten tions  th a t added 
g reatlv  to my happiness.

I had a v ery  p leasant little room 
M rs. Jones’ boarding estab lish 

m ent. Then 1 though t my gracious 
landlady furnished me w ith the ta ste 
ful fu rn itu re , the gay ca rpe t, the de
licate hangings, the books, and piano, 
and m usic— now, I know it w as 
H u g h 's  generosity . H e  knew  my 
p ride , my sensitiveness— he knew  
how  i would have scorned to accep t 
those favors from his hands, tha t I 
only received  w ith p leasure from 
those of my social landlady. P oor 
H ugh  a fte r all— he w as loo good for 
his fate. I say so, le t the w orid cen- 
sure as it

I t  w a s  a  co ld  b lu s t e r in g  e v e n i n g  
in D e c e m b e r .  I  h ad  d r a w n  m y  e a s y  
c h a ir  c lo s e  to  th e  b la z in g  h ic k o r y  fire  
an d  a f :e r  r a is in g  the w ic k  o f  tiie  lam p  
an d  a d ju s t in g  th e  sh a d e , w a s  a h o u t 
to ta k e  up a  fa v o r ite  b o o k , w h e n  I 
h e a rd  fa m il ia r  s te p s  in th e  h a ll,  an d  
a  lo u d , h u rr ie d  r a p ,  I sh o u ld  h a v e  r e 
c o g n iz e d  a t  a n y  t im e  o r  p la c e ,  so u n d 
ed  u p on  m y  d oor.

[n obedience to m y response, the 
door opened and H ugh  en tered . 
T h e re  w as a happy sparkle in his 
ev e s; and as he sat. dow n before the 
cheerfu l fire, and brushed the snow 
from his leggins and boots, w hile 1 
did the sam e kind office for his cap 
and shaw l, he said, laughingly:

‘ D on’t be frightened, L au rie—-no- 
body’s dead, or sick, or m arried , tha t 
['in out this horrid  night. 1 ju s t 
w anted to see you, little sis. T h e  
wind is sharp, 1 tell you— righ t from 
the north -w est, and I faced it all the 
w ay .’

* A ll the w ay , full tw o squares, 
H u g h ? ’

H e laughed m errily .
‘ Y es, all o f a mile. M iss L aurie . 

I didn’t com e from home, but— ’
• I know ,’ I replied. ‘ I believe its 

a mile over to S quire  G rey ’s .3
T h e  c'-imson Hushed up into his 

handsom e face; and, as I sa t dow n 
on the opposite side of the little, 
round, ligh t-stand , he took both of 
my hands in his and said, perhaps a 
little  e x c ited ly ;

I I believe I’m  the happ iest man in 
all e iea tion , little sis. I 'v e  com e to 
tel. you so. In tw o w eeks, M attie 
and I a re  going to be m arried . D on’t 
you cong ra tu la te  me 1’

‘ A nsw er me tw o questions first, 
H ugh  V

‘ W h a t a re  they  1’
‘ F irs t, a re  you sure tha t you 

love M attie  G rey  w ith you r whole 
hea rt, H ugh V

‘ I idolize h e r— I w orship her. God 
know s th a t she is dea re r to me than 
m y ow n soul, L a u rie .’

* A re you quile positive th a t she 
loves you V

I vvould stake the happiness of my 
life upon it. S he  is a bit coquettish , 
like all young girls, y e t I tru s t her 
word. I tru s t the instinct o f my 
heart. Y es; 1 know — I am sure she 
loves m e .’

‘ T h e n  God bless you both, d ea r 
H ugh ,’ I said w arm ly , ‘you are w o r
thy of her, and I tru s t she is of you 
— be a good husband to her: she is 
a fragile little th ing ; a frow n, a  harsh  
w ord, or neg lec t, would break her 
h ea rt. G uard  her as you w ould a 
jew e l, H ugh F o ste r, and m ay God 
bless you both 1’

• T hank  you, S is te r  Susie, but 
don’t ta lk  o f frow ns and n eg lec t— 
don’t tu rn  cro ak e r, and m ake y o u r
self disagreeable, and don’t lec tu re  
,n e— 1 hate leclures, and you know it,

‘ Y es , I know  it,’ I replied, m e
chanically . W e di l not e ither of us 
say m uch m ore. I t m ay be th a t m o
m ent a boding of evil se ttled  down 
on his sp irit, as it did on mine, I can 
not tell.

H ugh and M attie  w ere  m arried . 
E v e ry  one prophesied happiness for 
them , and I am ong the re s t; they 
seem ed so w ell suited to each  o ther 
—lie so noble, so handsom e, so dig
nified— she so loving, w inning and 
gentle. A fter the ir m arriage  I met 
them  very  o ften— som etim es I took 
tea w ith them , and they  spent the 
evening  w ith  m e; and M attie often 
insisted upon my accom panying  them  
in th e ir rides and w a lk s : and I g rew  
to love the p re tty  child-w ife m yself, 
and did not w onder a t the idolatrous 
w orship  he bestow ed upon her.

T h e re  w as one tra it ,  how ever, in 
M attie’s com position tha t g rea tly  de
ceived her appearance . M attie  w as 
as secre tive  as H ugh w as  frank ai.d 
open . T h is  troubled him . H e  wish* 
ed to have her ch a ra c te r, her thoughis 
so tran sparen t, he could see through 
them  a t a g lance; and  w hen she dis
covered  her husband's feelings on the 
subjec t, she only g rew  m ore sec re 

tive and mysterious* H ugh took 
many exceptions to his w ife’s con
duct, forgetful th a t his exceeding 
anx ie ty  and disquietude only m ade 
the little beau ty  m ore tricky  and de
ceitfu l. S h e  laugh ing ly  said to me 
one day th a t * she did like to tease 
Hugh- so w e ll.’— P oor child, if she 
::ould only have know n all!

‘ I though t I knew  h e r ,’ said H ugh 
to me one day , in a b itte r  tone. I 
though t her all artlessiiess, bu t— ’

I in te rru p ted  him.
‘ S he is all innocence,' I replied.

‘ S he  know s you a re  distrustfu l of 
h e r, and m ischievously likes to to r
m ent you .'

‘N o — no ! I w ish il w as  lha t. L a u 
rie, you need not try  to deceive me,
I am not to be duped. S ee h ere .’

H e took a le tte r  from his pocket, 
gave it to me, and leaned his head 
upon the table, so I could not see his 
face. T he  envelope w as a large, 
w h ite  one, it w as crum pled  sadly , 
but 1 could see th a t the su p ersc rip 
tion w as a bold, business hand, and 
read, ‘ M rs. M attie  F o s te r .’

1 W hat do you wish me to do w ith 
this, H u g h ? ’ I asked.

* R ead it ,’ he said, alm ost sharp ly .
I unfolded the sheet of no te-paper 

the envelope con tained , and read 
these w ords:

P  .
“  M y D e a r  M a t t i e :

I  rece ived  yours 
y este rday , and hasten  to rep ly  to it. 
Do not be in  any  fear tha t I shall fail 
to be in S anston , by the lim e speci
fied. Be assured  1 will no t break 
the engagem en t. I have quite a 
curiosity  to see your husband, You 
know you once lold me you never 
w ould love any m an better than me, 
and 1 have a desire to see the fortu
nate gen tlem an . J w ant you to meet 
me dow n by the tu rn  in the lane, or 
the forest-road. I will m eet you there 
for I’ve som ething  to say to you I 
d on 't w an t every  e a r  to h ea r. I 
will be the re  W ednesday  evening, 
about nine o’clock.

‘ W ith  the an ticipation  o f soon 
folding you in my arm s, 1 am , as 
heretofore, you r m ost devoted ,

“  W a l t e r . ”

I felt the blood recede  from my 
face, leaving it  w hite as lha t o f one 
dead, as the terrible thought stam ped 
itse lf upon m y mind, th a t M attie  
w as untrue to the man whose love 1 
would have prized above gem s or 
ru b ie s ..

H e looked up  w ith a b itte r sm ile .
‘ W hat do you think o f it 1’ he said.
' H ow  did you com e by th is?’ I 

asked hoarsely .
•W e ll, I’ll tell .y o u  all about it, 

L au rie ; and then judge for yourself. 
T o-day, M attie  w ent to the post- 
office— a very  unusual th ing  for her 
to do; and w hen she w ent to  her 
room , I saw  tha t she ca rried  a le tte r  
in her hand. O f course, I asked |jpr 
who it w as from , but she blushed, 
and slam m ered about it; and w hen J 
dem anded m y righ t to  see it, she r e 
fused s tra ig h t up and dow n— so I 
took it aw ay  from h er, ju s t as 1 
should do , and  w hen I asked an ex 
planation, all the satisfaction 1 could 
obtain w as th i s —th a t the w rite r  of 
tha t le tte r  w as h er friend— she 
though t a g re a t deal o f h im , and al- 
w avs had, ev e r since she had know n 
him. 1 thought, very  probably, she 
liked him  b e tte r  than she did her hus
band. I was jealous and exacting , 
she w as ta u n ting  and even tem pered.

‘ And you , H ugh  ?’
‘ 1 1 w h y , I told her th a t if she 

m et the w rite r o f th a t le tte r , she 
w ould rep en t it, th a t w as a ll,’ cx- 
claim ed the excited  m an, ‘ and so 
she w ill 1’

‘ H ugh  I’
H e  looked up— the expression of 

his face terrified  me.
‘ H ugh  1’
‘ W ell— did I frighten  you ? N e 

v er mind. 1 think I’ll go home n o w .’
As he w en t out a  strange te rro r  

cam e over me. I looked out of the 
w indow  the moon w as sh in ing  dim ly 
through the clouds and I could see a 
vague figure hastening  in the d irec
tion of H ugh 's  residence . I do not 
know  w hat pow er im pelled me to i 
th ro w  a shaw l over my h ead , and 
follow the figure s low ly; but I did 
so. H ugh  w en t slow ly up the steps, 
and finding the fron t door locked, 
w en t round by the garden  g a te , and 
a t th a t ga te  I paused a m om ent a fte r
w ard  then opened it— scarcely  know 
ing w h a t I did and followed still.

H ugh  stood inside the gate . H e 
| did not seem  surprised  a t seeing me,
1 but, m erciful H eavens  I how I shrank 
| in te rro r  from the burning light in 
his eyes.

| ’ L a u rie ,’ he gasped— his b reath
com ing quick and hard . ‘ L aurie ,

he’s com e, they ’re ta lk ing  in the a r 
bor, y o rd e r. I heard  her tell him 
she would love him as long as she 
lived. O L a u rie , L au rie  V

H e d rew  me into the shade, as 
tw o figures em erged  from the arbor, 
and cam e past us so close th a t M a t
tie’s dress touched m ine. T h e  m an’s 
arm  w as around her w ais t, and she 
was looking up in t j  his face, trust- 
fuliy, confidently.

‘ S tay  ali n ight, W a lte r , ' she said, 
as they  parted  a t the g a te .

‘ N o t to-night, I have an o th er en
g agem en t to m ee t.’

1 Som e fair lady, perhaps V 
‘P e rh a p s ,’ said the tall m an, stoop

ing to kiss the lips of the fair little 
woman a t his side.

‘ N ow , good-night.’
‘ G ood-night W a lte r , the time will 

seem  very  long till I see you again .’ 
T h e  sound of the m an’s footsteps 

died aw ay in the distance.
H ugh stepped forw ard , and con 

fronted h is  wife.
‘ W hat does this m ean, M attie  V 

he asked, hoarsely . ‘ W hy are you 
w alking in the garden  to-night w ith 
a  s trange-m an, and  w hat is he lo 
you V

S he d rew  h erse lf up proudly.
‘ Jea lous 1’ she said, her p re tty  lip 

curling.
‘ And w hat if I am jealous V he 

replied, ‘ i t  is m y righ t to he. W o
m an, 1 gave  you my w hole heart. 
[ loved you m adly, w ildly— bew are 
lest love turn  to h a te .’

S he laughed lightly , sarcastically . 
‘ T e ll me one th ing ,’ ho gasped 

hoarse w ith passion. ‘ Do you love 
tha t m?n ?’

‘ O f cou rse I do.’
‘ And you tell me so to my face, 

infamous w om an I’ cried H ugh  F o s 
ter, seizing his w ife's light form in 
his a rm s.

T h e re  was a faint shriek, a gu rg 
ling c ry . T h e  moon cam e.ou t from 
behind a cloud, there w ere blood 
stains on the garden  ga te— on the 
long g rass— on his hands, and M attie  
fell to the g round  w ith this cry  upon 
her lips:

* O H ugh you’ve killed me for 
loving my brother.’

1 shrink from describing w hat fol
low ed. May God hide from m y face 
tha t w hite, dead face in the m oon
light— the m urde rer an<̂  the incensed 
crow d th a t g a thered  around— the 
b ro ther— the g ray -ha iied  fa th e r—  
the nearly  crazed m other, bending in 
agony over th e ir  idol I

1 have told the sto ry — the p lay  is 
out— the curtain  has fallen— the foot 
lights are extingushed . God bo m ore 
m erciful in judg ing  tha t man in con
dem ning him , is my p rayer.

O husbands and wives, deal hon
estly  and’ tru ly  w ith eaon o lher. 
Avoid not only evil but the appear
ance o f evil, and 
Better trust and be deceived,
Aud weep this trust, aud that deceiving, 

Than doubt one heart which, if believed,
Had blessed one’s life with true believing,”

H E R  L A S T  H A L F  C R O W N .

H ugh  M iller, the geologist, jo u r
nalist, and m an o f gen ius,w as sitting 
in his new sp ap er office late one 
d rea ry  w in te r night. T he  cleiks 
had all left, and lie w as p reparing  
to go, w hen a quick rap  cam e *.o 
the door. H e  said ‘ Com e in,’ and 
looking tow ards the en trance , saw  a 
little ragged child all w e t w ith 
sleet. ‘ A re ye H ugh M iller'!’— 
‘ Y es.’ ‘ M ary  D uff w ants ye .’—  
‘ W h a t does she w ant.-’ ‘ S h e ’s 
dcein’. ’ Som e m isty recollection 
of the nam e m ade him a t once set 
out, and w ith  his w ell-know n plaid 
and s tick , he w as soon strid ing  af
te r  the child, who tro tted  through 
the now  deserted  H igh  S tre e t, into 
the C annongate. By the time he 
go t to the Old P layhouse C lose, 
H ugh  had rev ived  h is m em ory o f 
M ary  D u ff; a lively girl w ho had 
been b red  up beside him a t C rom 
a rty . T he  last time he had seen her 
w as a t a b ro ther m ason’s m arriage , 
w here M ary  w as ‘best m aid,’ and he 
‘best m an.’ H e seem ed still to see 
her b righ t young care less face, her 
tidy short-gow n, and her dark  eyes, 
and to  hear her b an te ring  m erry  
tongue. D ow n the ciose w ent the 
ragged  little  w om an, and up an out
side s ta ir, H ugh keeping nea r her 
w ith difficulty. In the passage she 
held out her hand and touched him ; 
taking it in his g rea t palm, he felt 
tha t she w an ted  a thum b. F ind ing  
h er w ay like a ca t through the d ark 
ness, she opened a door and say ing ,
‘ T h a t’s her I’ vanished. By the 
light of a dying fire he saw , lying in 
the co rner o f the la rge em pty  room, 
som ething like a w om an’s clothes ; 
and on d raw in g  n ea re r becam e

aw are  o f a thin p a le fa c e  and tw o 
dark eyes looking keenly, but help
lessly on him. 'i’he eyes w ere 
plainly M ary  D uff’s,though he could 
recognise no o th e r fea tu re . S he 
w ep t silently , gaz ing  s tead ily  at 
him , ‘ A re  you M ary  D u ff]’ ‘ I t ’s 
a ’ th a t’s o ’ me, H u g h .’ S he  then 
tried  to speak to him, som ething  
plainly of g re a t em ergency , but she 
couldn’t ; and seeing that she was 
very  ill, and w as m aking h erse lf 
w orse , he put half-a-crow n into her 
feverish hand, and  said he would 
call again in the m orning. H e 
could g e t no inform ation  about her 
from the neighbours— they w ere  
su rly  o r asleep. W hen  he r e 
turned  next m orn ing , the little  girl 
m et him a t the sta irhead , and said,
‘ S h e’s dead .’ H e  w en t in, and 
found it w as true  ; th e re  she lay, 
the fire out, her face placid, and the 
likeness to her m aiden self resto red . 
H ugh though t he w ould have k n o u n  
her now , even w ith  those b right 
black eyes  closed as they w ere  m  
aslernum. Seek ing  out a neighbour, 
he said he w ould like to bury  M ary 
Duff, and arran g ed  for the funeral 
w ith an undertaker in the close. L it
tle seem ed to be known o f the poor 
outcast, excep t th a t she w as a 
‘lich t,’ or, as Solom on would have 
said, a ‘ s trange  w o m an .’ ‘ Did 
she drink ?’ ‘ W hiles.’ On the day
of the funeral, one oi tw o  residents 
in the close accom panied him to tho 
C annongate C h u rch y a rd . H e ob
served a docent-looking old w om an 
w atching  them , and following a t a 
d istance, though the day was wet 
anil b itter. A fte r the g rav e  was 
filled, and he had taken off his hat, 
as the men finished the ir business by 
putting  on and slapping the sod, lie 
saw  this old w om an rem aining. 
S he  cam e up, and curtseying , said,
‘ Y e w ad ken th a t la ss,S ir V * Yes ;
I knew  her w hen she w as y oung .’ 
T h e  w om an then burst into tears, 
and told H ugh  th a t she ‘ keepil a 
bit shop a t the close m ooth, and 
M ary  dealt w i’ me, and aye  paid 
reg ’la r , and 1 w as feared she wtis 
dead, for she had been a  m onth 
a w in’ me half-a-crcw n and then 
wilh a look and a voice of aw e, she 
told him  how , on the n ight he was 
sen t for, and im m ediately after he 
had left, she had been aw akened  by 
some one in her room ; and by the 
b righ t fire— for she was a bein 
w ell-to-do-body— she had seen llie 
w asted  dying  c rea tu ie , who cam e 
fo rw ard  and said , ‘W asn’t it half-a- 
crow n V ‘ Y es .’ ‘ T h e re  it  is,’ and 
putting  it under the bolster, van
ished 1 A las for M ary  D uff! her 
ca re e r  had been a s id  one since the 
day  w hen she stood side by side 
w ith  H ugh , a t the w edding ol their 
friends. H e r  fa ther died not long 
after, and her m other supplanted her 
in th e  affections o f the m an to whom 
she had given her hea rl. T he  
shock w as overw helm ing , and j 
m ade home in to lerable. M ary  fled | 
from it blighted and em bittered , and 
a f te r  a life of sham e and sorrow , 
c rep t into the co rn er o f her w re tch 
ed g a rre t , to die deserted  and alone; 
giving ev idence, in h er la test act, 
tha t honesty had  surv ived  am id the 
w reck of n ea rly  ev e ry  o the r virtue. 
‘M y thoughts a re  nol you r thoughts, 
ne ither a re  yo u r w ays my w ays, 
snith the Lord . F o r  as the heavens 
aro  h igher than  the ea rth , so are  my 
w ays h igher than yo u r w ays, and 
my though ts than  y o u r th o u g h ts .’—  
IIorcB Subsecivas. B y John Brown, 
M .D .. F .R .S .E .

T h e  T k u e  G e n t l e m a n . — T he 
following sketch is called the p o rtra it 
o f a  true  gentlem an. I t w as found 
in an  old m anor house in Glouces- 
siiire, w ritten  and fram ed, and humr 
over the m antlcpiece o f a tapestried  
s itt in g -ro o m :— ‘ T he  true  g en tle 
man is G od’s se rv an t, the w orld’s 
m aster, and his ow n m an ; v ir tu e  is 
his business, study  his recreation , 
con ten tm ent his rest, and happiness 
his rew ard  ; G od is his F a th e r , J e 
sus C hrist his S av iour, tho saints his 
b re th ren , and all th a t need him his 
f r ie n d s ; devotion  is his chap la in , 
chastity  his cham berla in , sobriety 
his butler, tem perance his cook, hos
pitality his housekeeper, P rov idence 
iiis s tew ard , cha rity  his treasu re r, 
piety his m istress of the house, and 
discretion his porte r, to let in or 
out, as m ost (it. This is his w hole 
family m ade up of virtues, and he is 
the true  m a ste r o f the house. H e 
is necessita ted  to take the w orld on 
his w ay  to heaven ; but he walks 
through  it as fast as he can. and all 
his business by tho w ay is to make 
him self and o thers happy. T ake 
him in tw o w ords— a M an and a 
C hristian .’

T h e  b a S h i k o u a y  a n t ,

A ccording  to M. du C haillu ,one of 
the m ost form idable anim als in the 
w orld is an an t w hich he found in 
C entral A frica. H e  thus de
scribes i t :—

It is the d read  o f all living anim als, 
from  the leopard  to the sm allest in
sect. I do not th ink  th a t they build 
a nest o r home of any kind. A t any 
ra te  they  c a rry  nothing a w a y , but 
c a t all the ir p rey  on the spot. It is 
their habit to m arch  th rough  the 
forests in a long reg u la r line— a 
line about tw o inches broad and of
ten severa l miles in leng th . All 
along this line are  la rg er an ts, who 
ac t as officers, stand outside the 
ranks and keep this singu lar arm y in 
o rder, [f they  com e to a place 
w here the re  are no tre es  to  sh e lte r  
them  from the sun, w hose hea t they  
canno t bear, they  im m ediately build 
underground  tunnels, th rough  which 
the w hole arm y p isses  in colum ns 
to the fo rest beyond. T h ese  tun
nels are four or five feet under
ground, and a re  used onlv in the 
h ea t of the day o r d u ring  a storm .

W hen  they g row  hung ry  the 
long file spreads itse lf  th rough  the 
fore3t in a front line, and a ttacks and 
devours all it overtakes w ith  a fury 
which is quite irresistible . T he 
e lephan t and gorilla fly before this 
attack . T he  black men run fer their 
lives. E v e ry  anim al tha t lives in 
the ir line o f m arch  is chased . T h ey  
seem  to understand  and ac t upon 
the tactics o f N apoleon, and concen 
tra te  w ith g rea t speed the ir heav i
est forces on the point- of a ttack .—  
In an incredibly short space of time 
the m ouse, o r dog, o r leopard , or 
dee r is overw helm ed, killed and 
ea ten , and iho bare skeleton only 
rem ains.

T h e y  seem  to trav e l n ight and 
day. M any  a tim e have I been 
aw akened  out o f a sleep and  ob
liged to rush from the hut and into 
the w ate r to save m y life, and after 
all suffered in to lerable agony from 
the bites of the advance guard , who 
had got in to  my clothes. W hen 
they  e n te r  a  house they  c lea r it o f 
all living things. C ockroaches are 
devoured  in an instan t. R a ts  and 
mice sp ring  around  the room in 
vain. An overw helm ing  force o f 
ants kills a ra t in less than a m inute, 
in spite of the most fran tic  s trugg le s, 
and in less than ano ther m inute its 
bones are  stripped . E v e ry  living 
th ing  in the house is d ev o u red .— 
T h e y  vvill no t touch vege tab le  m a t
te r. T h u s  they  are in reality  very  
useful (as w ell as dangerous) to the 
negroes, w ho have the ir huts 
c leared  o f all the abounding v e r
min, such os im m ense cockroaches 
and centipedes, at least several times 
a y ea r.

W hen on th e ir  m arch  the insect 
w orld (lies before them , and 1 have 
often had the approach  o f a bashi- 
kouay a rm y  heralded  to me by this 
means. W h e re v e r they  go  they
make a clean sw eep , even ascend
ing  to the tops o f the h ighest trees 
in pursuit o f th e ir p re y . T h e ir  
m anner o f attack  is an im petuous 
leap. In stan tly  the stro n g  pincers 
a re  fastened, and they only let go 
w hen the piece gives w a y . A t 
such tim es this little  anim al seem s 
an im ated  by a kind o f fu ry , w hich 
causes it to d isregard  tn  ire ly  its 
ow n safe ty , and to seek on ly  the 
conquest o f its prey. T h e  bite is 
v ery  painful.

T h e  negroes re la te  lh a t crim inals 
w ere in form er times exposed in 
th ;  path o f the bashikouay ants, as 
the m ost cruel m anner of p u ttin g  
them  to death . T w o  v ery  rem ark 
able p rac tice s  of theirs rem ain to 
be related . W hen on th e ir line of 
m arch  they  require  to cross a  n a r
row  stream , they  th row  them selves 
across and form a tunnel— a  living 
tunne l— connecting  tw o  trees or 
high bushes on opposite sides o f the 
little s tream , w henever they  can 
find such  to facilitate tho operation. 
T his is done w ith g re a t speed, 
and is effected by a g re a t num ber 
o f ants, each  o f  which clings w ith  
its fore c law s to its nex t neighbor’s 
body o r hind claw s. T h u s  they  
form a high, safe, tubu lar bridge, 
through w hich the w hole vast reg i
m ent m arches in reg u la r o rd er.—  
I f  d isturbed, o r if the a rch  is broken 
by the violence o f some anim al,they  
instantly  a ttack  the offender w ith  
the g re a te s t anim osity . * * *
T h e ir num bers are so g re a t tha t one 
does not like to en te r in to  ca lcu la 
tions'; but I have seen one continu
ous line passing a t good speed a 
p articu la r p lace for twelve hours.

A Double Fish.—If a man cannot skate 
he will probuljly flounder.

W h y  C o f f e e  B e a t e n  i n  a  M o k -  
t a r  is b e t t e r  t h a n  C o f f e e G u o u m v  

i n  a  M i l l . — It is n o t:1 g en e ra lly  
know n th a t coffee w hich has been 
beaten, is b e tter than tha t w hich has 
been g round . Such , how ever,is  the 
f a c t  J and in his brie f artic le  upon 
this sub jec t, S av a rian  gives w hat 
he considers the reasons for the di- 
ference. As he rem arks, a m ere 
decoction o f g reen  coffee is a m ost 
insipid drink , but carbonization  de- 
velopes the arom a, and an oil,w hich  
is the pecu liarity  of the coffee w e 
d rin k . H e  agrees with o th e r w m  
ters, th a t the T urks excel in this.—  
T n e y  em ploy no mills, but beat tiie 
b e rry  w ith w ooden pestles in m or
tars. W hen  long  used, the pestles 
becom e precious and b ring  g r e a t  
prices. H e  determ ined  by a c tu a l 
experim en t w hich  of the tw o m e th 
ods w as the best. H e burnetf c a re 
fully a pound of good M ocha, and 
separa ted  it into tw o equal portions. 
T h e  one w as passed through tho 
mill— the o th e r bea ten  a fle r the 
T u rk ish  fashion in a m ortar. H e 
made coffee o f each , and pouring  
on an equal w eigh t o f boiling w a
te r, he tre a ted  them  both prec ise ly  
alike. H e tasted  the coffee himself, 
and caused o th e r com peten t ju d g es  
to do so. T h e  unanim ous opinion 
w as, th a t coffee beaten  in a m ortar 
w as far b e tter than  tha t ground  in 
a mill.

A N e w  E n e m y  i n  t h e  C iio r s . - -  
W ithin a few  days past, in the tow ns 
of S tra tfo rd , W ashington , P lea san t 
V alley , Poughkeepsie , and doubtle'ss 
e lsew here  in th is  coun ty , oatfields 
have been visited by insects h e re to 
fore unknow n to o ur farm ers. T h e y  
cluster like baes, on the slem  th a t 
joins the grain  and  head of the stalk, 
and near the base of tiie grain . T h e ir  
num ber on each  grain  is estim ated  a t  
perhaps th ir ty , fifty, o r m ore, giving 
thousands to each  head. T h e y  ev i
dently  in te rcep t and feed on the sap  
flow ing through the stem . T he  ef
fect produced  appears to be th a t the 
stem  is d ried , is easily b roken off* 
arid the g ra in  falls to the g round . 
P robab ly , in process of h a rv es tin g , 
much, if not all, o f the crop so visi
ted will be shaken from the stalk and 
lost. P o rtio n s  o f some fields only 
a re attacked . S pots w here  the 
g ro w th  is sm allest seem  to bo selec
ted by these new  m arauders for the ir 
w ork. Specim ens o f these insects, 
in various stages o f developm ent, 
have b e jn  show n us, and m ay be g e 
nera lly  described as a brow n fly, 
about one-fourth the size o f  the com 
mon house f ly .— Poughkeepsie Tele
graph.

S i m p l e  C u r e  f o r  C r o u p . — W e 
find in the Journal o f  Health the fol
low ing simple rem edy for th is  d an 
gerous d isease. T hose  w ho have 
passed nights o f agony  by tho bed
side o f  loved children will tre a su re  
it up as a  valuable inform ation :—  
If  a child is taKen w ith  the croup, 
apply  cold w a te r— ice w ate r, if pos
sible— suddenly and  freely  to tha  
neck and chest w ith  a  sponge. T h e  
breath ing  w ill in s tan tly  be relieved. 
Soon as possible le t the sufferer 
drink  as m uch as it cap, then w ipe 
it d ry , cover it up w arm , and soon 
a qu ie t sleep w ill relieve the p a ren t’s 
anx ie ty , and lead the h ea rt in 
thankfulness to the P o w e r  w hich 
has given  to the  pure gushing  foun
tain such  m edical qualities.

Genius.— T h re e  indispensables o f 
genius a re  understanding , feeling, 
and perseverance, and th ree  th ings 
th a t en rich  genius are  con ten tm ent 
of mind, the cherish ing  o f good 
thoughts, and  exerc ising  tho 
m em ory.

A Fretty Home Truth.—Man may be 
the head of the family; but, far better 
than that, woman is the heart of it.

Truth is r.evi r the less so for not being 
attended to ; and it is the nature of actions, 
not the number of actors, by which we 
ought to regulate our behavior.

Energy.— Before exertion, there must 
be energy; and before you can be stirred 
to energy, it is necessary for you “ to 
make the strong divinity of soul” that 
overcomes all the temptations to present 
ease and indulgence.

Woman by a Sick Man’s Couch.— I t  
has often been truly remarked that in sick
ness there is no hand like a woman’s hand 
no heart like a woman’s heart— no eyes so 
untiring—no hope so fervent. Woman 
by a sick man’s couch is divinity im
personated.

In Spite of His Teeth.— King .Tohn 
once demanded of a certain Jew 10,000 
marks, on refusal of which he ordered one 
of the Isrea^te’s teeth to be drawn every 
day until he should consent. 'I’he Jew lost 
seven, and then paid the required sum. 
Hence the phrase, “ In spite of his teeth.”

A Ghost Sold.—The R'ev. Dr. Wolf 
tells a story of a certain M. Preisweg, of 
Geneva, a good and excellent Christian, to 
whom a ghost appeared as he was going to 
bed, and said, “ J am the ghost of a person 

ho was hanged here six weeks ago.”  
“ That is no business of mine,” replied 
Preisweg, “ so good night!”

Cato and Kissing.— Among the ancient 
Roman matrons and virgins Ihe use of wiue 
was u n k n o w n ,  and the women was taxed 
with immodesty whose breath smelt of the 
grape. Piato said that Cato was of opinion 
that kissing first began between kinsmen 
and kinswomen, that they might know 
whether their wives, daughters, and niece's 
tasted wine. Cato w a s  an old coori! foe 
kissing is better than wiue any day.


