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will not fall short of $45,000,000 i
to the

InTrrMarriace or Cousins.—The Nor-
folk Reflector says that the Assessor's re-
turns of Huron county show 11 blind, 12
deaf and dumb, 12 insane, and 12 idiotic
rrmin the county. The parents of

ve of these were by relation cousins be-
fore marriage. Three of the five, 2 blind,
and 1 idiotic, from infancy. The fifth
was deal and dumb for a time not ascer-
tained—probably from birth. [t is pro-
bable that the number of parents so re-
lated to each other is larger, and there
was no information obtained as to part
of them.

A Goon Wirs.—In the eighty-fourth
year of his age, Doctor Calvin Chapin
wrote of his wife :—* My domestic en-
joyments have been. perhaps, as near

perfection as the human condition per-!

mits. She made my home the pleasant-
est spol on earth to me. And now that
i she is gone, my worldly loss is perfect.”

How many a poor fellow would be
saved from suicide, from the penitenti-
ary, and the gallows, every year, had
he been biessed with such a wile!

“ She made home the pleasantest spot
to me on earth.”  What a grand tribute
to that woman's love, and piety, and
common sensc! Rather different was
the testimony of an old man, some three
vears ago, in the Tombs” yard ol New
York city: 1 didu’t intend to kill my
wile: but she was a very ageravaling
woman.”’ Leteach wie nqu i
wift am | 1"—Hall's Jowrnal of Meaith.

Tue Zviv Womex.—An  Alie
respondent says—** The lavour ol dig
planting, harvesting, getting ]
drawing water, grinding, cooking. care ol
the children, indeed, all the hardi st of the
work among the Zulus, is performed by the
women.

n cor-

the gardens, and drive away the birds, and
wild pies, hunt, lounge, and drink .lu" v
and this is pretty much the extent of thei
employment; but the degraded women worl
from worning till night, and il onc of them
shows any symptoms ol laziness, she is sure
of a beating from her unmercilul husband,
who gives as a reason for his conduct, ‘1
paid too many cows [ur you to let you re-
main idle; you shall work and pay me by

<

your labour all which I paid for you.' I

have often seen a native woman digging
without cessation from morning tll wuight
with her heavy pick (native hoe) in the
hard hillside, having an infar t suspended
in a leather sack on her baci'; and after
her day’s work, she would return bome
with a large bundle of fire-wood on her
back, the pick on her shoulder, and the
child on ber back. It is no uncommon
ight to see a company of native women go-
= into Picurnz:ililmr‘, or D'U_rbnn.
their Kraals in the country, distaat
* thirty miles, each carrying on their head a
basket of Indian corn, holding little less
than a bushel. A man, usually the hus-
band, leads this company, gives orders
rest and when to march, l:ll'ry‘l:i

himself

his shield and ars; as
when ’Nlch the W-T: greedily
takes the money, with which he pays the

tax, or buys cows, and .-nh
ﬂ augments the number of his wives.

%

i

L)
lire-wood,

The men buiid the huts and fea- juie
ces, milk, and take care of the cows, wateh |«

THE PASTOR'S BRIDE.
Great was the consternation in the little
Ferris. when Mr. Bryce, the Pastor of
| dissenting cammunity’ returned an
'h..ii- -u.: w u'.'i.‘b
witl a ! as a thi
. 'mbf.:"'"'“"{.'“'*”h:u
very liu iag 100, he might have
Chesterfield, Jnhﬂn‘ s year into the
bargain ! eould he have fuiled 10 have nuticed the
attentions of the who had evidently no
other motive than a 1e v secure Him iovillo

been so hardened as 1o despise the scarce
ed regard of preny Lucy Beresfurd 7 Yetoeoh
follv of maukind !—he had turned away from all
o bring amongst them some penuiless northorn
beauty, whuse fangled ways would disturb
the neighbourhood. !

So spoke the gossips of Ferris on “the evening

of the return.  They had had evidently a notion
that the minister could have no right to dispose
{of himself 2s an ordinary individual—perhaps a |
| & meeting of Chareh and congreg ition, 1o deeide |
for him on whom he should bestow his sffections, |
would have beco more in accordance with the:r |
views.
Meanwhile the object of their remarks was
receiving a visit from Miss Chesterfield, for vo
consideration of delicacy could avail to keep that
lady fiom the house uniil a seasonable hour for
ealls should have arrived : her curivsity was
excited, and ‘*as a member of the chureh™ she
had a right 1o see the bride. We find her there-
fore iu the modest drawing room.

“You must have had a dismal journey™ said
the visitor, fixing ber black eyes on the suany
face before her.

“lndeed, no,” said the bride, with a glance at
her husband.

“Well. I mea ., if you have mueh feeling, Mrs.
Bryce.”—the lust two words came forth with an

perity it is impuossible 1o y to the reader,—
| *but perhaps you had net a very happy hone,and
| 80 rnuu..- with your parents did not affeet you.”
| The blue eyes of the young wi‘e filled with
| 1ears, but noticing the rising eolour in her hus-
| ba brow, she hastened 1o reply 10 the evurse
| utterances that had displeased him.

i *1 had a happy home,” she said, “‘and it was
(with saduess | bade it farewell, but | had been so
i famliar with the thought of ab<ence, and
wy parents and sisiers were, for m. sake, s
tebeerful, tat 1 eonld not, in the society of—1|
wean, | cou'd not well be sorronful.” She
paused, and blushed so deeply, that the pastor, in
bs luving svipath , drew off ahe attention of

thetr unweleone goost,
*You have nad come exeallent sermons from |
Mr. dlevbura, nmy abse:
Oh excellem ' cadl
couid have heard fam on ¢
st wiiab the
viere workd) y-tiad
ewphatic
atr. Biyee eould no® kee
exciaed 1L by saving
g-@ szdasmuch it bo vizit you durin

fv, **! wish yon

Bever,

probably |
his stav?" |

tor the vext Sunday, by opening up a L vle of the
wickediess ol the people.  Liold i of those |
drossy Harpers and of that flining Luey Beres
] vy vise had given him even a hiot,
said Mr. Brye-, Miss Chesterfield's
welede e shade upo
iy quntcd  the s g
ool bas gentle reprools shon'd r
A pilane ! e ex-|
tewards the instrament, “piay |
es. Biye

lord.,  DNobu

|

the brst twe o her Jor,
slimncd, woving
1o me, 3

i hustces was too abliging 10 hesitate, and
tovchidg the dustrument with  the graee of wn
expeticnee d tuasiclan, the sang vne of the “* Sonas
ol daon.”

Miss Chesieeficld was not very ford of musie
‘-—lc\\ such  perrons sre—and  she m@tioned 10
jdepart witkout askin © for an eveore
[ *We are tortuns o, Agues” said Mr, Prves, |
; when she had retiied, *in posscssing the means
(ol dizuissing Aliss Chesterfield just when wve
| please.”

“*1 do not understnd,” said the wife, looking
up, 1 mean that music wil send her off at any
ume,” explamed Ler companion, with a gl nee ol
subdued humour that was iriesistible A gnas lavgh-
ed hearuly,and then began a grave rebuke, which
was stopped in the midst of it—wo matter how.

Three days passed away, and Lucy Beresford
had vet yet erossed the pastor’s threshold ; Luey
bad doue 30 mwuch 10 prepare the house for his
reluru !

**l am surprised,” said Mr. Bryce; ** Mise
Betesiord is the most uncermonious person )
know, yet she has not welcomed you, Agnes
There is some myeiery here I And wruly ther
was a mystery’ which a woman aloue eonly
unravel. At length she came. Agnes was not
alone, for Mr. Bryee had requested the wife of
one of his d , 8 ol some education,
and most atiractive piety, 1o be present whea his
bride received her visitors ; and the two were
already friends. Lucy was embarrassed but
Agues encouraged her so kiudly, that she soon
h'“ her awk 1 and 'AJ in ani "
conversstion. Presentlv the door cpencd, and
Mr. Bryes camein. Miss Beresford was the
first to remark his entrance. With 2l a woman's
intuition, Agues learned the secret of the flus

or MaryAnn ! and a above all, could he have Pef

¢, Miss Cliestcefield.”” | -

and the eompliment to her honewifery.

Ub zes,and Dleltstmy  duty g0 prepare him | 5

his brow, and o

%t:hquh umhbnl':
although Agoes ecould s

discover this, her husband was, happily,
unconscious of it.

mean 1" ]

Miss Chesterfield leaned against a stile, and
said with emphasis, “Mark my words—this
piano-fingering and French jabbering will come
to no good, Mr. Burten,” and a minister, who
ean take sach a wife as that, ought 10 be ashamed
of himself.

The farmer looked shocked. ‘“And she’s that
sort of m is she 1"

“A fabivnable, musical, Frenehified doll.” said
the lady ; why, her very bonuet would have told
vou that !

Mr. Burton went home, ‘“Mary,”" said he,
*‘dont you go aigh the parson’s wife.””

L '?t" asked the dame!

& w of your haristocrats,” replied
the b H we don’t want nono of her
ho""

3o Mrs. returned home.

A fortn passed ; Mrs. Burton was
preparing o comfortable tea in the diamond
paaed window of her kitchon. There was a
gentle knock, and the pastor and his wife pas-
ed into the room. Mrs. Barton felt confused,
her honest pride forsook her, she courtsied and
would Lave led them into the parlour.

*Not s0,"” said Mr. Bryee ¢ [ told my wife
of my many Ip]clunt tea-drinkings in this old
hitchen, with its broa! fire-place, and its rose
docked lattice ; and 8”@ cume expressly to ask
leavo to taste the tea and wit heside the roses!™

“Yes i " said a sweet kindly voice at

bhow, a farm house, Mrs. Burton,

. 1
looked up in sarprise.
+¢ It is strong 1 know,”’ said Agnes,
« but it is nob .
The girl into tears.

;
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she exclaimed ** surely our God has
how to give me aid. T kaow that he w
these pra and belp me to act aright.”

's true heart was full ; Lucy went
on:—
*¢ And T once hated you!"
“ Hated !"" cried Agnes, starting.
* Yes, when] you first came here! but

have won me y
Agues ; what friend have I in the world—an
orphan like my pastor’s bride 1"’

# braced her fondly. From that

time she was as an elder sister to the negleated
Lucy. Would you know the resalt of her
taition.  Go, ask the people of Mr. Heyburn's
charge, and they will tell you that their
tor's wife for such is Lucy now—is all &;
oot'ald desire !

it ible, dear Mr. Bryce, thit you have
invited l’;'l.i.u Chesterfieid w”:uy v’i‘:h you
while her house is painted!”

Bo spoke the deacon’s wife one morning as
nhrl stood beside her friend at the kitelien
table.

** Yes™ said Agnes looking up from her pie-
crust, ** | have done it, Mrs. Clifton.

*“ After all the ill-natuaed vremarks she las
made.”’

** just 8o, [ mean to cure her.”

Mrs. Clifion's face grew hrighter—

“ls it at your feet,” she said.

¢ Nay,” returnel Agnes, ** let us rather sit
tog ther in the place that Mary loved—learn-
ing of him who, * when he wus reviled, roviled

afd | wanr rn the seeretof hread making,
for w my husband gives you so much
credit.”’ ) ¥

Wha as the good woman to say!

. | could refuse nothing to that voice and smile=

She
o’s wifs [rom$ a° time forgh.
in the broad recess of the
o, And, having protes sad
tion of our ¢ hest cliuna’ drank
earthég-ware the ¢ well br
thé minister had spoken.
in carnest talk: the delicious
slesome eountry byead, the rich
d butter, had each received o meed of
alse, aud the good wife was in her most
ny humour, when the kitchen door llew
u, and the farmer stood before them.  Mr.
eo went forward and shook hands—it was
the farmer

nrd Lo went through the intro-
le with a goud grace.

s You ure ¢ weleome, ma'am,’ said
he, - and T'd ko vou would eomo to our
ploca eo lideadly like a3 this, | wouid never
ha o listenc to Miss Chsterficld and kept my
Mury away.”

< Hus'i man”’ said bis wifle, ¢* Miss Chestor-
feld won't thank you for telling that.”

« Never mind,” said the farmer, I'm right
glad to sce you Sir, and lhu':-_ all about it.”

Tt was moonlight whon our friends bent their
steps bomeward. The good folks wutched them
as they crossed the meadow. The farmer was
thie first to epeak.

«« What a beautiful prayer he made to be

m:c;\nd ske,”” put in u'l.l wifnh. "ll could have
istened to ber singing all night long ™’
I“-k‘“ll Iikooto hear r‘ulk." :id the husband,
and he drew his hand across his eyes as he
added, *- especially about our little Minnie,
'i":a'Yu. es, and the voice trembled as she
spoke, ** she has comforted me more than any

Ah, if I was only a Christian, like te
them I’

It was evening—and while Mr. Bryce was
doing duty for a friend at a distance, Agnes
and Luecy sat in long and earnest
conversation. At the last the younger lady
threw aside her work, exclaiming—**Oh, my
friend what must | dot”

* you have not told me what your d.:r“:r-
row is,” replied Agues; bu: in all his
nobmdllhl-.doquv;ht-oﬁ-

of her bakir
duction tot

to e
-? m’.':{mmu 1 onee did.”

| upon her brow, her sudden silcnce, her abrub

“Then have not yet forgiven Him who
laid his -3:' upon ,..57"

ot ngain "’
* [ shall have a miserable time of it,” said

Miss Chesterficid to her [rieads, **bat [ cannot

beer tho smell «ol puiat, wud therefore { shall

go!”’

And this waa all the rema

that the kind
nvitition of the young wile d.

evor dauntad ;

Bu: Agnes was u :
-3 Chesterfield,

termianed to cure
her by God's blesssing she .u/d.
morming sl remembored this in prayer : early
and late sio pondered the means to ho em-
nloyed Knowing it was thc grief of Lim spo
oved best oi all things carthly, that she cuuﬁd
have an enemy in the very midst of Lis people,
she had reserved to suceeed, if suce were

she

Y 0 e oW s =
iy gripe, such ns bo knew s o |not al possible.  Doubtless it was
[loved. The man could no more resist t' .t very t. then. it also very Jike
is wily e i be praiscs |
pressure, than his wifs could resist the pra * 1 the condu ever stood

{on earth ; J
tempt and wrath, which it is the custom of the
worid to bestow upon oaes’ foes, was nover
couuntenanced by heaven’s Anointed one !

Such, then, was the course cur pastors wile
marked out.  For two whole weeks she was the
constant companion of her guess | the despised
pisne was scarcely touched ; the sound of Fiench
was a thng forgotten ; Agoes received loig
lessons in the enlinary  art. and very modesily,
gave lessous in reiurn. Quietly she drew Miss
Chesterfield into the hoascs of their poorer neigh-
bours ; willingly she viclded up 10 her the
honour of their united cffons ; carelully she
siudied all her waois and wishes. The heart
must have been hard, indeed, 1 .at could withstand
such effurts ; the fortress begau already to show
~igns of surrender.

“] don’t know how it is,”” said Miss Chester-
iield 1o her friends, **but whether | like that Mrs.
Bryce or not, she will love m2, and | cannot
prevent it !"

And, ere she lefi that hospitable roof, the
enemy had become a friend, her ardent admiration
—nay even her affection, had been wun, in fact,
Miss Ciesterfield was cured.

“Dear Agues,” said the pastor ““you have
made me very haypy ! ‘There is not one of our

"ho does mot see the wisiom of my
»

She Ingbd her merry laugh. ‘Il do you
eredit u.'.il-h,\hnﬁn-ith-—t.
she added earnestly, ** Ah Hoary, of myself | can
do nothing !

‘ He looked down om her with a thoughiful

and felt what treasure he had 1aken to his
hearth and heart.
Such was the Pastor’s bride !—The Freeman.



