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Crarere XXVIL

8ally, ili+ red-checked houssmaid of
Chlverley Reotory, had one great virine to
whioh possibly ler healthy complsxivn
might bs attributed ; she was an early
viser ; aprd ou the following morning, even
the summer dawu—~so swifily overtaking
night~bad ronros filled the sky with
er%maon light, when sho was already to
be sean on her hands and kunees, busily
engaged in cleaning the steps at the front
door. In the coures of this oporation she
was suddenly atartled by hearing u step
cominy along the hall at that unﬂmqu
hour, when, genorally speaking, all the in-
mates of the honse weresburted in slum.
ber. Sho looked up, to seo Mr. Pember.
ton, with a face almost livid in its pale-
ness, and with dark lines under tho oyes
that ovidently bad been slespless all night;
he had a travelling bag in his hand; and
Sally rowo to hoe feet fooling torrified, soo
soarce kuew why; he had always beon
civil wud kind to hor, and she hed a great
respect for him, aud folt pained to see
how dismally ill he was looking. ,

“Ihoped to find you here, Bally,” ho
said; ¢ I want you to do me a service.
Will you tell Mr. Wyndham from me
that + have beon obliged to go away very
suddanly, aud that I will wrile tv him
fully on the subjectin & day or two? My
luggage is all ready paoked in wy room,
an\f Rg should be muoh obliged if you
would have it sont to the station by the
carrier. Good-bye, Sally, I wish yon
well{" and he gave hersa ‘Yiece of gold,
which she almost dropped in her dis.
m

ay.
] Dear heart, Mr. Pesmbertox ! ghe ex.
elaimed; * surely you are not going away
for good, you as hias been one of the fam-
ily, so to speak, for such a time; the
heuse would seem quile strange without

““Yes, Sally, for good or for evil, I am
going right away; no one will over sce
me hore any more!” aud shaking her
rough hand, be went past her down the
steps, through the shrubbery to the gate,
snd then took the road ihatled direct to
the station. It was a lovely morning,
with exquisite freshness in the air, and
dewdrops glittering on eovery blade of

8} %snt John Pemberton walked with
mui bent, feeling unworthy so much
as to raise his oyes to the pure cloudless
sky, for hg counted himself nothing less
than s redegade from the frue feaity and
devotion he had once vowod in such sin-
cerity to his ocrucified Lord. * I will arigze
and go to my Father!” Lo had said to
himeelf that night, when a!l the piteous
reoord of his faithlessness soomed to bave
been rolled out before him ; but he did not
feel that he could dare approach even to
that moet merciful God, until, by some
hard service, some shiarp discipline, he had

roved himself now to be sincere, with a

eathless truth, which no human hand

could touch or mar. The first step as.
suredly was to put away from himselt for
ever the sight of that face whose bewitch-
ing beanty had beguiled him to such fatal
losa; and though Lie kuew it would be like
tearing asuudsr the very heartstrings to
leavo the roof which shisltered Laura, le
resolved that the morning sun should not
find him still withiu the walls of her home.
Like Lot fleeing from the city on which
the vengance of God had been donounced,
John Pemberton went his way for the
Inst time from Chiverley; but the thought
that bowed his head with shams, and held
back his seul when it would have risen
inswift progresa to Gud, was the bitter
knowledge that he only left Laura now
when she was already lost to him, that it
was to late for him to make the sacrifico
of her love for the dear Lord's sake; he
had been put to the {est, and failed, and
never more perhaps would the opportu.
nity be given him of making a worthy
sacrifice to the cause of his Divine Master,
Thankful he might be, and was, that the
strong hand of his God had plucked him
eutof the suare in which Ins feet were
set, and flung him down, wouunded and
bleeding, where he was free to turn once
more to holinses aud truth; but the power
to give the first fruits of his young heart
freely to his Master was gouo “beyond re-
call, for they had all been Javished on one
who wasfalse to her God as shie had Leen
to him. A=ndso it was that on this fair
summer morning John Femberton walked
away from that fatal house, heart.stricken
and ashamed, with all the beauty and
glory of his life reft from him for ever by
the selfish oruelly of a heartless and
designing woman, ~ Well for him that He
who bade us forgive until seventy timen
seven is ever watching for the wandering
son’s return, and, a thousandfold more
merciful than maw, is ready to erown ing
faintest aspirations with 2 love that can-
not deceive orfail.

Sally delivered her message to Mr.
Wyndbam wheu the lanuly were seated
round the breukiact-iable, which he ro.
ceived in bland astonishment, Ho was
too apathetic and depressed ever to taito
note of what was going on in his houce-
hold, and ke did not in the slighte«t Jle-
groe conneet Juhu  Pimberton’s unrxpret-
od flight with Lawra's wircnded marrue,
His wife, woruan.iike, was quicker-witted,
and she said, with uaneual energy, I do
hope John Pemberton bus not feft us al-
togg:her; wo caunot effoii ty lote «
upil.”

P erirand, wmeauwhile, was lookirg at
Lurline with no very pleasunt expec-sion
of face. Ho had uever been abla g,
divest himsolf thoroughiy of un naeasy
suspicion that she hal o dealt fauriy
with the young man, whom she chase to
call ber brother; and &3 v slanced from
her to Mary’s sweet, pure face, lio coulid
not holp reflecting how imipos stole 3t would
hiave been for him ever to have had such
A suspicion of her.  S. soon ns breakfast
was over he drew Lurline out into the
garden slons with him,

“Tell m 10 truth, Lurline,” he said,
with much greater aternnees of tone than
had ever been used to her bafors; “ can
you aesure mo that your past conduot with

Jobn Pomboerton has had no share iu his
auddon departure,” .

«0h, you darling Bertravd!” she ex-
olaimed, glngimg hersolf upon his arm in
the most caressing mauvnor, and olasping
both hor hands round hig, * can you not
onderstand that the poor follow loved me
too tenderly, whuthor as a brother or not,
ta bo able to sres me with ocomplacoucy
wholly monopolised by you. I dare say
he was afraid ho would pot always be as
cordial to you ag ho would wish to bs to
my future husband, so ho thought it best
to go away for a thmo, till he got ac-
oustomed to the change, I think he was
quito right, and I am veory glad wo shall
have noone to disturb us.” 7

* But would ho have felt thusif you had
uot at somse time given lum hope? 1
must know, Laura ™

“You know that I told him he shonld
be my adopted brother, you do not eall
that giving him hopo, I suppose ? I think
1t is very hard, Boertrand,’ added Laun},.
with a movement of her bright oyes, as it
she wore winking tears off their long
lashes, where, however, no moisture was
to be seen; * I have told you that I never
loved any one in thix world till I saw you,
and I think that ought to bo enough for

o, it is not my fanlt if other people
oved hor moro than I wished; why do
you blame mo for jt 2" ,

Heor aggrieved {one touched Bertrand’s
chivalrous nature at once, and he was
too completely enthralled by her to rotain
even the lightest suspicion againat her
aftor hier donial, so in a very fow minutes
John Pomborton was as entirely forgolten
by them both asif he had never oxisted,
and it was not long before his name
consed to bo ever heard at Chivorley Rec-
tory. Two daya after his departure there
arrived & letter from him to Mr Wynd-
hat, enclosing & year's payment in ad.
vance of tho sum for whioch he was re-
oeived as pupil, and merely suying that
circumstances had obliged him to alter
his plans for the future, 80 he should be
unngle to return (o the Reotory. Hoe then
thanked Mr. and Mrs, Wyndham for their
kindness, and begged to be remembered
by Miss Travelyan. He was too honest
to speak of Laura 84 & mere ordinary ac-
quaintance, 20 he did not mention her a$
all; and as his leiter was read out by
Mr. Wyndham before Bertrand Lisle, she
bore him no grudge for the omission,
Perhaps the only person who thought of
poor John Pemberton with regret, or
with sanything like appreciation ef the
migory that had fallen upon him, was Mary
Trevelyan, for she remembered what
Charlie Davenant had prophaesied of the
fatal result of his love for the Lovolei. It
was becoming almost impossible for her
to believe now in Laura’s goodness and
truth ag she had done so long; the reality
of her gelfishness and intriguing dispost.
tion was beginning to force itself even
mpon her pure mind as an unmistakable
certainty, and one of the sharpest pangs
she had to endure in the dreary days that
procoeded Bertrand's departurs wasin the

rowing conviction that he—to win whose
gnppiness she would willingly have died—
was about to join his fate to one who was
in no sense worthy of him, and therefore
but too hikely to cause him dissappoint.
ment and distress. ‘Terrible days these
were indeed for poor Mary; she had steel-
ed herself to endure them without taking
flight, as John Pemberton had done, leat
she should betray her real feclings, but
she found them very hard to bear.
Laura was absolately determined that
Berirand Lisle should not leave Chiver.
loy iilt every arrangement for their speedy
marriage had been made, and all day long
Mary was doomed to her discussions on
this subject, aud to listen to Lurline's ex.
ulting pians for spending their honeymoon
in Paris, as being the place where she
could bave the most unceasing amuse-
went, There was soms little difficuly in
fixing the time of the wedding, as Bert-
rand was uncerlain when he could get
leave, but after come correspondence with
the Foreign Office he fonnd he counld be
allowed two or three weeks in September
for this special purpose, provided he re-
furned at once ts his post. He determined
thereforo to leave Chiverley the morning
after the recoipt of this letter, whioh had
seitled all their plans so definitely that
there was no longer any occasion for his
remaining. And so il was on just so fair a
morning as that which had wituessed his
arrival, Mary Trevelyan rose from her
sleepless bed to {he full consciousness that
the visit from which she had anticipatad
such uvnuiterable joy was over; that the
last dey was come, and that the result to
her bad been simply the crushing out of
all eartbly happiness from her loyal and
faithfal heart.

Bertrand was to start immediately after
breakfast, and, of conrse, Lurline was going
to drive with Lim alono to the station.
There was no question of Mary haviug
any claim {o join him now; but sle felt
that it was more than she could stand to
tako Jeave of him in the prerence of Laurs
and tho others, As he wont up.stairs,
therofore, after the meal was aver, to
make his final arrangoments before start.
ing half an hour luwer, Mary saddenly
camc swiftly and noisclessly towards Lim
from the other end ot the passage, Put-
ting her band in his, che said, with her
low voice, tremnlous in spite of hor offurts,
* Dear Bertrand, I elall not rer you aaaing
let e say now ho v uncensingly I shall
pray that yon way hsvo every blessing
and happmesa this life can giva yon!"”
and betore he could auswer, befire he
could even speak & word, ehe was gone,
He tried to tollow her, but her light stops
carried her quickiy away, sad she bad
dizappeared  comnpletely betore he could
reach her.  When he went down to the
pony-canigge slie was nowhero to be seen,
and drove away without Jooking on her
fuce again, Little, indeod, did he dream
of the strange scone in which it should be
givin lme to seo Mary ‘Trevelyan once
mor.,

Cuavrer XXVIIIL

Most of us remember the 15th of July,
187h—that day fraught with snch tremen.
dous consequences—when over the restless
walers, whero mauy cf us liave passed on
busiuess or pleasure, that terrble wAr-ory
sounded which was in truth the death.

knell of sucli myrinds of our fellow-crea.

ture. Allene to na in raco and nationality
as both the contending powors were in the
Franca Pruasian  struggle, yet probably
thoro wore fow homer evon in England
whero sume sympathatio notes of terror or
grief wae not siruck by thai ominous
heading to the forolgn telograms, ** Declar-
ation of War.” To manf( an ILuglish
heart it brought & dire propliecy of evil for
frlenda and relatives in sanng Franco or
klndlfr Germany ; and assnredly, if it
sounded the kuell of unnumbersd lives,
far more did it ring the dirge of all the joy
of life for thousands upon thousands, who
have even yot to mourn the anorifies ol
rrenious lives, and the destruotion of happy
homen,

Tho news was known nearly all over the
country early on that day, but Mary Tre-
velyan wag ono of the few who did not hear
1t till Iate in the nfterncon. We find her
in a very different scene from that in
whichwo left her, She iwin s long lofty
room, with large windows letting in the air
and sunshino, a row of littlo white bods
down cither side, each ono of whioh is
tonauted by some poor ohild, suffering all
of them more or less in body, but pationt
and cheerful in the atmosphers of kindness
that surrounds thom, Mary Trevelyan is
moving about from oue anothor with her
noisoloss stop and swoet smile. She wenrs
& simplo groy drese of some soft material,
whose folds mnke no rustling sound, with
a littlo whito muslin apron, but no cap or
veil hidoes hor smooth dark hair, folded
plainly round her protty hoad, for she has
Joined no sooiely or religious order what.
over, but hag merely takon oharge of the
littlo hospital for throe months, while the
Lady Superinterdont reoruits her health
at the sea side. The period of her stay
was already at a olose, nud in another
weok she resigus her charge to the estab.
Tished authority,

Mary had offerod herself for this tem.
;leorary work immediately after Bertrand

isle's departure from Chiverley, and her
sorvioes hind been gladly ncoepted, with a
request that she would enter on her duties
at once. Sho had only been too thankful
todo so. She had gono through the ordeal
of the few days that Bertrand had re-
mained at the rectory after his engago-
mont, from the delicate consideration for
him, and maidealy gride as regarded ler-
self, whiok prompted her to conesal from
all the utter waste and rain he had broughs

pon Ler happiness, by looking on with ap-

arent composure at his devotion to his
future wife ; but when he was gone and the
necessity for this oruel self-restraint was
over, the compauionship of Laura, in
whoso sincority it was impossibls for her
any longer to believe, became simply {er.
rible to her. Every word the false-hearted
Lorelei said, only scrved as a fatal proof
to Mary how cortain it was that she would
never make Bertrand happy, for her whole
conversation {urned on the gaiety and
amusements outside her home, in” which
she intended to spend her married life.
Mary could not sympathize with such un.
hallowed visions, and took refuge in
silence, which irritated Laura, to the dis-
comfort of the whole household ; and when
the proposal came for her immediate do-
parture, to enior on her new work, sho saw
readily enoygh that it was welcomed with
satisfaction by every inmats of the rectory.
Charlie Davenant bad not returned, and
nothing more had been leard of John
Pemberton, and poor Mary, with all her
quiet strength, could not help feeling
dreary enough on the day when she laft
the house where none regretted her, and
where she had endured the loss of all that
made life dear to her. She went for that
first night to the house where Mrs. Parry
lived, and when, at the close of her long
solitary journey, she found herself in the
arms of her faithful old friend, and heard
her exclamations of dismay &t sesing how
ill and wan her doar child looked, then all
poor bary's long continued self-control
gave way, and clinging to the familiar
hands that had tended her infanoy, she
eried aloud, in utter abandonment of grief,
*Oh, nurse, my heart is breaking—my
hoartis hreaking—how am I to bear it !
Then Mra. Parry broke out into vehement
indignation against the Wyndhams. What
bad they done to her darling, ler sweet
lamb? ~She had hated leaving hor there,
and she could see they hLad well-nigh
driven the life out of her, and 8o on, with
many strong words, till Mary wearily im-
plored her to stop.

* Do not blawme any one, dear nuxso, snd
do not ask me any questions; only let me
rest my Lead on your lap a little while,
a8 I used fo do when I was a tiny child,”
aud slipping down from the good woman's
hold, asthe nurse sat in Ler easy-chair,
she 1aid her liead on her knees, and there
let herself weep silently, but nurestrainedly,
till she wasquite exhansted.  Mrs. Parry
asked no further questions, but soothed
Mary with gentle carcsses and tender
words, till the paroxysm of grief had sub-
sided. Then she perauaded her to go to
bed, aud gave her a good-night kies as she
uted to do in her childhood's duys, and
finally watched by her till sho saw her fall
into a slumber of complote exhiaustion. It
wae Mary's Iast oxhibition of wesakness:
when the next day dawned she had ro-
covered her composnre and her stvength,
and no word us to her own trials ever
again passed her lips. Mrs. Parry con-
tinued to cherish o socret anl most bittor
rancour against the Wyndhams genorally,
which sho was wont sometimes to confide
to the ancient cockatoo, when the sight of
Mary's sweet putient face mado 1t impossi-
ble for Lor to kecp rilence; but the quiet
dignity of her ¢hild, as she called her, ef-
fectuuily closed her lips in any othor way.

After one day spent with her old purse,
Mury Lad como to her post at tho huepitul,
and sho bad found in her duties, fatizning
and often irksome ag tliey wore, a dogren
of solace sud consolation which she could
hardly havo believed 1t possible anytbing on
cartl could have given her. 'Tha sufloring
childien, whoso pain sho soothed, whose
epiiits sho cheered, and whoso hitle grate.
fut hearts she complotely won, soon learn-
en to chog with touching tenderness to
tho dear Miss Mary—they had found her
samame g0 hard to pronounce that she
had wilingly tuught them to call her by
the simple hame—and, young a8 sho was,
no mother conld have entered more en-
tirely into all the wants and tronbles of
these forlornlitile ones, thanshe did before

she had besn many days in charge of the
home some good Ssmaritan had provided
for thers. She hasnot had the heart to toll
them bow soon ghe is to learo them, and
shio ig thinking how hard it will be to part
from them asshe walks down the ward,
spoaking a fow bright words to oaoh, until
she Yeaciies the bed of & pocr little girl of
four or five years old, whuse broken limb
she procecds to arrange iu preparation for
the examination of the doetor, whose aftor.
noon visit she1s expeoting, The little one
is fiightoned at the fdoa of the lamaged
foot bving touched, and tears begin to
gathor in the round blue oyes, which Mary
noticos without making any remark ; bat
she immediately begins to teil her a oharm-
ing story of the gambols of & kisten, who is
the plaything of the ward, and who has
been porforming wonderful foats with a
bandage roll, and gradually the innocont
hips volax into » succossion of smiles, and
the twolittlo armns aro throwo around her
neck, whilo the ohild exolaims, *‘Pottis
loves Miss Mary!”

“ Dom Tottie,” says Mary, I am snre I
love you,” and while these teunder vrordy
avo pussiug botwoen them, the door of e
warx swings ov its well-oiled hingos, ang
the hospital doctor comes in—an elderly
man, with s shrowd kind face, and a gg.
aided and rather sharp manner, which
softous to a beautiful gentloness whon )o
addresses the suffering children., For o
feo or reward doos lis minister to their ne.
ceseities, savo the answer of a good con.
soionce, and Mary and he faol equal re.
speot_for each other, and are oxcellont
friends.  Sho follows Lim from bed to bed,
giving a clear conoige ascount of what hasg
ocourred medically in eash oase since his Jast
visit, and thon, note-book in haud, she
takes down all his direotions for the hours
which must elapse till he comes again,
Tottie's foot is made more comfortable
than it was before, at the cost of a little
temporary pain, which sho bears bravely,
with Mary’s hand clasped tight in hers,
and Mary's soft voice whispering soothing
words in her ear; and when all the cases
had been examined, Miss Trovelyan moves
down the ward with the dootor, hearing
his olosing directions. Ho has reached the
door, aud shaken hands with her, when,
just as ho is_going to descend tho stairs,
he looks baok over his shoulder and suys,
“Porhaps you have not heard the great
news: war is deolared between France and
Prussia.” Ho nods to her, andis gono be-
foreshe has timo fo ask n question, bui
shiohasheard and understood the fall import
of tho one brief sentence, She turns bagk,
and walks slowly down the ward to the
other end, where s large window looks out
on one of the London panks, and as sho
passes through the rows of white beds
some stranvge change must have taken
place in her aspoct, which makos itself
folt evon to the uncomprehending consei-
ousness of the children, for the little hands
that are stretched out as usual to catch
hold of her dress aud bring her nearer to
thom, are drawn back instinctively, and
while their eyes follow her with wondering
glances, they let her go unmolested on her
way. She standa bofore the window, and
looks out upon the eummer sky, whioh is
calm and bright, asif no thander-clouds
could ever darken its serenity, and watches,
without hardly being aware of it, a bird
cleaving its way swiftly through the im.

alpable ether, as if on some hasty errand ;
gut swifter far even than the passage of its
light quivering wings, has been the dight
of her owa true spirit to the prescuce of
him for whom, in her alonce, she cares
with au over-loving sympathy, day by day,
and hour by hour—DBertrand—hor Ber-
trand no longer—but still tha one lovo of
her ife.  What will this momentous news
bo to him? She kunows it all well, by the
instinet of her true affsction, as none
othor upon earth can know it, and her
heart sinks within her with a leaden
weight of terror, for she understands that
the very fact of an enemy confronting
France will raise up all hia patriotism,
stifled rather than slumbering, like a giant
in his strongth, and that he will fling him.
folf into & convalsion of anxiety to share
the perils of his own true country, His
duties as an employee of the English Gov-
ernment will seem to him like the galling
fotters of an iron ohain, but his atrong
senso of honour may lead him ¢o consider
himself still bound by them if Franes is
trinmphant, and seams to have no need of
aid of auy save thosa who are cutwardly,
a8 well as in heart her sons; but if she
should prove unfortunate, if raverses shonld
befall Yxer, and her mighty fos should
wound her to the heart, then Mary knew
it wonld be to Bertrand Lisle as though a
blow had been struok at Lis mother, and
tliat all other consideration would be flung
fo the winds in order that e might fly to
her aid, and give her his single life at
least, ifhe could do no more. Mary looked
up to hieaven, and her lips moved in an
earnest prayer for his safely, the first of
the unceasing supplications for his preser-
vation which were to rise from her hLear!
night and day through all the trying time
to come, Then she thought of Lurline.
The marriage would have to be postponed,
that was cerlain, whether Beriraud joined
the Irench army or not. He would cor-
tainly not entangle himself with such a
binding tie while Frauce was in peril; but
except the immediate anxiety for his safo.
ty, 1t ouzht to make little differenca to
Lauva; if she loved him tialy she wonld bo
ieady to wait for him as louy as might be
necessary, amd to marry him ultimately,
nuder whatever change of esternal circum.
stances, Iow ecarnestly did Mary pray
that Lurline would now give him ali the
heartfelt sympathy she would hersolf have
accorded to hum had she ntood in the place
of hia futuro wife, letting no thoughl of
herself or herclaims upon hiwn add a
feathor-weight to the anxieties whioh
would &t once oppress him. Mary kuow
rothing of what was going on at Chiver-
ley; nons of the Wyndhams had taken the
trouble to write to her, and she had re.
coived but one letter from Bertrand. It
hind come only aweek or two after she had
left the roctory, nccompaniod by a business.
like despateh from his solictor, aud it -7as
written to tell her, in the most delicate
mauner, that he had settled upon her a
part of his incoms, and that the lawyor en.
closed her the deeds which secured it to
her. She avawered it by declining gently,

—

but almost absolutsly, to reosive even the
smalloat amount of money from his hands,
Bhe returned the legal dovuments, and as.
sared him that she reqaired nothing what.
evor, aa all her wauts wore supplied in the
now life shio Liad chosen for ﬂersalf. Iy
might bo that her determination had offend.
od hiim, but, anyhow, ha had nover written
to her again, and she know nothing what-
ovor of his movements. Muny sad nad
anxious thoughts disturbed poor Mary's
faithfal heart as sho stood thore looking
out on the tranuil sunshine ; but sndden-
ly an idea passed into hor mind which
wokeo a light of forven: joyfulnoss in hor
dark eyes. Romoemboing how wowen
wore allowed to go out from England to
help tho viotims of ths Orimean War, it oc-
curred to her that somo similar organiza.
tion might bo cmployed in ail of the
wonnded in France. # Ifgo I aliall go,”
sho said to horself; *I shall go o help
Bertrand's countrymen-——perhaps—perhaps
himsslf!”

{To be continued.)
An Army of Ants.

In anopon Oaribi house I was sitting
one afternoon reading, be'ng quite alone,
for we had found no inhebitants there,
and I had sent my Arawak orow in various
direotions to sonrch for them. A sharp
bite cnused me to look at the assailant.
1t wag a * yakman” which hsd given iy
ankle & nip, just to seo what it was 1ade
of. A score of his somrades were running
up my legs, and I had to hasten out of the
house~which was by that time nlive with
them—and brush them off. Thir was
effected with little damags, and I had then
a fine opportunity of observing the tactics
of this predatory horde. One imwmense
column came through the forest, marohing
aloug the ground, and winding its way
round the roots of the trees, Tho cap-
tains, whoso hends and foroepy are twice
a8 big as thoso of the rauk and file, were
mavrching af iutervals alongside the
column, and divecting theit operations,
Just ng the column approached the house,
it divided into threo; one camo round on
the right flank, snother on the left, while
the main attack—which bad driven me
out—wng from the oceutro. No inseot
without wings could escape them. Even
those ableto fly, as the great South Awori
can cockroach, seemed paralyized with
fear, and, {rying to hide themselves, wore
cought under the troolie thatch. Down
thoy fell, covered with ants; and hun-
drods moro on tho ground threw them-
selves upon them, until they w.co com-
pletely bidden by a living mass. Resist-
ance ceased, aud tho work of outting up
aud dragging off commenced. In $wo
hours the ants had cloared ,out the whols
building, It was then about four o’clock,
whou, as if by somo recogaized signal,
they guthered into three colaumus, falling
by the same routes into one main body,
which continusd its long winding march
through the woods When they rest for
the night, they cling togethior in an im-
menso oluster. I have’ ! ' {n
cotnlc:r offa, rootlz: theré:z‘! 3ol
reaching from the floor it
ing, and from one to two. et ANN-T TR
the mudet of these living masres are their:
eggs, or pupx, whioh they most carefully
guard from the oold and damp, and which
are hatohed there.—Mesion Life.

]

Hindoo Buparstition.

Long before a Hindoo ehild is born the
mother—-who is treated with great kind-
ness—performs certain ceremonies to avert
evil from her fature offspring. As soon as

the father visits his new-born child he
"pntsa]ihle mouney into its hand, andall
the relatives who accompany him follow
his example. On the fifth day the mother
bathes ; on the sixth she ‘worships the
goddess Shasthi in the shed whers the
child had beeu born; and on the eighth,
sight kinds of parched corn and rice, pre-
pared in the house, are scattered in front
of the door, aud are esgerly picked up and
eaten by poor childven, who are always on
the looi-ont for such wind-fails, The ori-
ginal design of scattering this grain and
rica seem3 to be an offering to the god. On
tho twenty-first day from the birih of the
child all the woren of the family asasmble
under a fig treo, and worship the goddess
Shasthi again. The woman, if her child is
a male, i8 now rogarded as pure; but if it
isa female, then shoe must extend her

oriod of nonpurification for & mouth,

hess ceremonies over, the child's nativ.
ily are cast by an astronomer, and its for-
tune told in that vague, mysterions, non.
compromising language so mueh in force
among this fraternity ali the world over,
A name is then bestowed upon the infant.
‘This 13 ueunlly the mother's prerogative,
and the namo given is ¢ommonly one
taken from their mythology, such as that
of oue of tho gods; or sometimes, if the
motiter is of & sontimental turn of mind,
tho name of u flower or a tree is given to
the chill, Sometimes parents will give
their childron soft and harsih nawes alter-
aately, hoping thereby to obviate the onvy
of their nerghbours, and their consaquent
mahee, if all tho ch idron had pleasant-
sonnding names.—IFron * The Races of
Mankind.”

LiTrins have been recsived from Mr,
Edward Young, R.N,, the leader of the
Free and United Presbyterian Church
Mission {the ** Livingstonis Mission”) to
Lako Nyanza, dated Mazaro, August 17,
Allthe party were well, aud_tho little
stoamer had proved a saccess, Mr. Young
bad been mot by his faithful old gervant,
Juhn  Gaitty, who accompanied him in
his former oxpedition. It iz probable that
by this time the miesion atation has been
cstablished at Cape Maclear and the Inke
explorad.

Ar Ivybridge Alessrs. Allan and Son,
who own the paper mills in the village,
which is kuswn a8 the “Garden of Davon-
nhire,” formally handed over to tho Wes-
leyan denomination, vepresented on the
oscasion by the Rev. Morley Punshon, ex-
president of the Conforence, a ohapel
whioh had cost them between £7000 sad
£8000, and is complete in everyrespent.
It in, in all probability, the most handsowe
Wasloyau pisce of worship in the United

Kingdom.



