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LITORATHRE. 
REASONS WHY WOMEN ARE ANGELS. 
Men call Women Angels, but all do not know 
The very best reasons why women are so; 
"Tis not on account of the form or the face, 
Tho’ glowing with beauty and fashioned with grace~ 
The sheen of the ringlets, or witchcrafts that lie 
Ambush’d in the lip, or the cheek, or the eye ; 
The form may be fatltpse-the face may be fair, i 
And yet not a speck of the ANGEL be there. 

.
 

Some women are angels, I know very well ; 
List, Maiden ' the why and the wherefore P’ll tell; - 
She has a bright gem in the casket confined, 
A gentle, pure, sober, intelligent mind ; 
A treasure nor beauty nor wealth can impart, 
A tender, confiding, and womanly heart; 
Tho, outward attractions the woman may spare— 
With the gem in the casket, the ANGEL is there. 

he
 

She stands at the altar her lover te plight, 
Her heart is as pure as her raiment is white. 
“1 promise to cherish thee—love thee—obey.” 
Is she not an angel 7 Ask Him, he shall say ; 
She bends o’er the bed where her baby doth sleep, 
The watch and the ward of an angel to keep ! 
Her lap is his altar, he prays on his knee— 
Which is most like an angel, the baby or she ? 

She waits by the sad couch of sickness and pain. 
Prays, watches and weeps. but doth never complain, 
If weary and care-worn, harrassed or oppressed, 
He finds in her bosom a sabbath of rest; 
Deserted by fortune—deserted by friends, 
Her love and fidelity make him amends ; 
She is more than an angel, that wife, T aver, 
No angel could nurse or console him like her. 

Know then, Angel-Woman, thy mission below, 
Not to fascinate, charm and bewitch—no, no, no 1 
To cherish the good, and the ill to repress, 
The helpless to succor, the wretched to bless, 
Thou doth sweeten our joys—thou enrichest the store ; 
Much does earth owe thee, and Heaven much more, 
Thou bright thing of tenderness, beauty and love, 
First an angel on earth, and then an angel above. 

[Rev. Mr. Barlow, of Chicago. 
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[From Blackwood’s Magazine for August.) 

A FAMILY FEUD. 
FROM THE GERMAN OF GODFREY KINKEL. 

Peace gives increuse, discord wastes. That is an old 
and a true saying, although many people put no faith in it. 
On a bank of the Lower Rhiue stands a little village, 

clean and pleasant to look at, and whose inhabitants are 
well to do, for fields and meadows are fertile, and the 
people are industrious and orderly, The richest man 
there was old Andrew, whose house and stabling were 
close to the river, where the towing path passes in front 
of the village. At his death all his earthly goods went to 
his two sons, of whom the eldest was named Casper, and 
the youngest Zebulon. 
From his youth upwards Casper was a strong, healthy 

fellow, who, at fifteen years of age, could guide a plough 
or handle a scythe with any man; and who, at night, 
when he came in for his supper, would take his share of 
soup and potatoes with the best farm-laborer in the coun- 
try. Zebulon, on the contrary, was but a ricketty boy, 
and for three years had to drink physic instead of heer, 
besides being tormented with all the maladies incident to 
childhood, After his fourteenth year he gained strength, 
but his legs remained crooked and tottering, and he was 
a bad customer to the barber, for he never had any beard, 
He had no taste for farming, but loved to lie beside. the, 
stove, playing with the neighbours’ children, who were 
much younger than he—making them all manner of toys, 
mending the broken heads and legs of the beasts out of 
Noah’s ark, and sewing clothes for thew dolls, Old An- 
drew, seeing he was no use in the fields, bound him ap- 
prentice to a tailor. He proved clever with hig needle ; 
und. before his father’s death, he had set up for himself, 
anc was doing well. But in spite of this, the girls of the 
village would have nothing to say to him—not even those 
for whose dolls he had formerly made clothes; they made 
game of him, and nicknamed Fim Master Scissor-legs, 
on account of the strange shape of his lower limbs, which 
had grown crosswise. This discouraged him; and at 
last he thought no more of falling in love, but clung all 
the closer to his brother Casper, who had married early, 
according to the good country custom, and whose wife 
brought him a child every year. 
When old Andrew died, the brothers easily a 

about the inheritance. Casper took all the frorland 
Zebulon had the house, with the large kitchen garden 
and adjacent meadows. He gave up the nd floor to 

|] 

his brother, with whom he took his lols Way offen. | 
‘himself dwelt in the r story, where Le had a lar 

ful room, one oy. ‘ ine 

‘|tor cows, and your wife for a new house. you assuredly 
‘remember that the house was, built, and. that the beasts; 

{way he made many a hard dollar, and had now a round. 
{sum ont at interest. The, garden especially was a great 

| less strip, which ldy between: the: house and the towing 

erty was divided, to use it as a drying-ground for her 
{iinen. Tt was an uneven sandy bit of seil, and sloped so 

i 

without knowing it. 
“the brothets -had: hed 1agether 

tf sonx Hg WIHESS Rak Hor ra tieg 
pets and dolls, at the twilight hour, whéh it ‘grew 

ard his play-fellows making game at him ; and thenge- 
forward they would ll, in turn, be troublesome andl im. 
pertinent, until their uncle took them by the arm and sent 
‘them’ FARE Ci This he was bora 8 do to all 
or any of his nephews and nieces. . 
Suddenly tHe. devil laid an egg in 1he howseliold. Cas: 

per had nowtwvelve children; small and big, hike the pipes 
of ancorgan. , Hei had been trugal and prudent; and had 
increased his faran by thel purchase of new pieces of land. 
This made a lgrger number of laborers requisite, and at 
last his wife found the ground floor of the house to small. 

sie ofthe old ese ; it must not be of wood and clay, bat 

to himself that; for the cost of a new house, he could hay: 
a dozen cows and an acre of land. "But his wife prefer- 
red a fine house and no cows. Reade, if ever you wished: 

were not bought. op 
But the ground for the House ? Néthing could be done 

till brother Zebulon agreed to give that ; for the land olf 
around the paternal dwelling belonged to him, and he} 
had fine vegetables in the garden, and. productive frt- 
trees in the meadow, and twice a week he sent down the | 
produce by the market-boat to Ress op Cleves, and in this 

o
t
 

enjoyment to him ; it did him good, when he rose {rom 
his tailor’s board, to busy himself with light garden work, 
such as sowing, planting, grafting, and the like. Casper, 
although he nad abundance of land, and many broad: 
fields, had nothing near the village excepta small worth- 

path. His wife hac conditioned for this when the props 

much towards the river that’it' was flooded almost every 
year. : 

‘The best possible place for the house would have been 
Zebulon’s kitchen garden. It was high and diy, had ‘a 
pretty view of the river, and the soil was firm and well 
suited for cellars and foundations. From the very first 
this bad been the wife’s opinion, and now'she spoke’ it 
out. When Casper heard it he scratched his head’ and 
said she had better break the matter herself to brother 
Zebulon. : 

This she did the very next evening after supper, when 
grace had beeu said and the children sent to hed. She 
treated the subject as a thing quite of course; and made 
n> doubt but that Zebulon would act brotherly, and let 
them have the garden a bargain. Zebulon made no an- 
swer, but rose from his chair, handed Casper, according 
to his regular habit of an evening, a pinch from his snuff 
box, wished him, as he sneezed, God’s blessing and a 
good night, in the same breath, and walked up stairs to’ 
bed. But there was no sleep for Zebulon that night.— 
For the first hour he lay thinking of the beautiful cherry 
and apricot espaliers which, only three years before, he 
had got into good bearing with the greatest possible trou- 
ble, and after planting, in vain, six different sets of young 
trees, Inthe second hour he thought of his ranunculuses, 
to which he had allotted the warmest and best bed in the 
garden ; his ranunculuses were. his pride, no one in the 
neighborhood, not even the nurserymen in the adjacent 
towns, could compete with him for variety of sorts. After 
midnight bis fancy led him along the neat, well kept walk, 
for which he himself had brought the gravel—two hund- 
red barrowfuls at least—with the sweat of his own brow 
and the toil of his arms, from the river's edge ; and he 
paced round the neat little plot in the middle, bordered 
with sea-shells, which he had seht for on purpose from 
Schevening. Just as the watchman called one o'clock, 
his very heart was touched hy the reflection ot the beau- 
tiful thick asparagus which he every year gathered from 
the raised bed under the hedge; at two o'clock he was 
full ‘of his fine summer cibbage ; at three he was preoe- 
cupied with green peas ; and towards morning all these 
things, the apricots and the shells, the cabbages and the 
ranunculuses, the peas and the asparagus, whirled con- 
fuserly through his brain. And he thought how these 
were all to be uprooted and cut down, merely to make 
room for a house which would stand just as well an 
where elsa ; and how in his old days, he should have to 
lay out a new garden, and perhaps never eat of its fruits. 
At last a happy thought struek Zebulon ; he took a re- 

solution, and went sedately and cheerfully down stairs to 
his noontide meal, Kis sister-in-law did not look very 
kindly on him, for she was vexed that he had not imme-. 
diately agreed to her wishes. But she held her tongue, 
expecting him to revive the subject. At last, seeing him 
silent, she got impatient, and came out with an abrupt 
question, ‘ Well, brother-in-law,” she said, “ bas wd i 
‘brought you gmc connml # For hew. much are we to 
have the garden ?” 

Sond away tha.children.” rephed Zebwlans # we can 
talk better with poly olf out them. 
The children gone, he continued. “ Dear sister-in-law,” 

he said, “1 cannot the garden ; it'is so profitable to 
me that I cannot giv regain, as behoves between 
hrathers. 

 — 

y away, and'he grew an bid bachelor | gle 

shop. Y{hepbe, ns gone, his pisies 
€ 

She plagued her husband to build a new ‘house by the| 

a good brick house, with a. wainscoted room: it-it. For | 
a long while Casper would notlistets-to her, for he said | 

cause tho 

‘not batild 3 k'would rather remain ‘in this bovse” 
nD AOR ASAIO: 20 adi ope “As you please,” replied Zeb “and (L tus edie 
got saucy to Zeh because be. hav all made a good Third, GY i ch walked 

quite friendly, out of the room, and went Up 16 the work= 
sister-in-law’ anger burst 

forth. he Pad answered her 1ui NA and Given Heh an’ 
excige to’ vent 

was, her bushand bore the brant. 
¥ Arprenty fellow you are,” she began, “witheut a word 

men : blow high, blow low, "tis all one 10. you men; andl 
‘when we stand up for ourselves, and for the good-of our 
poor children, we are set down as scolds und te ants.” 

boildm , and we gitita gife™’ FIERY 

Secissors-lags 10:8poil his view of the Rhine, and stop ‘his 
chat with whe hoatmen, the old gossip, the—" E 

par. i Fhe spring-thaws and the floods would suffér ne. 
‘houseto stand there jong. But ¥inust be off to the farm 2» 
Andie left the room. : 

together: bits of gaudy cloth to’ make a jaeket ‘which he’ 
had promised his youngest newhew; lite Peter; for his - 
new punchinello. © The child ‘had Lieen three times to 
fetch it,.and as hiswnele had promised him it should he 

| ready by three o’clock, his ‘fourth visit might seon be 
expected. {eins 0 bai 

. Three o'clock struck : the jacket was ready; but Jittle 
Peter came not. Zebulon took vp some other ‘werk: ‘the’ 
hoy’s gone a:fishing,” he thought to himself. Four ¢’¢lock « 
steuek, still no Peter appeared ; neither came the other: 
children, ulthough it wus their usual custom, after shoot 
to eat their bread and ‘cheese in their nnele’s room. 

But when five o’clock struck, he heard ‘tha urehiws 
shouting and rooming about in- the rooms ‘below. He 
went to the stairhead and ealled out—¢¢ Peter, bring your 
doll, the jacket'is ready.” im w 
“No, uncle,” answered the little fellow 5 “1 don’t want 

the jacket any more.” | ei 
Zebulon returned to his board, tetched the many colo- 

red jacket, held itup to the children, and said—* Who 
will have.it} if Peter does wot want it #7 

“ 1,” eried Michael, the yonngest hoy but one; and al- 
ready his foot was on the sires when his eldest sister, 
the pert Anna, sprung forward and pulled him back by 
the arm so violently that he fell to the ‘ground. « Keep 
vour jacket, uncle,” she said. “Mother says you are ‘a 
bad uncle, and that you have no heart tor your ‘bhrother’s 
children,and so we will take nothing more from you. And 
mother says, too, that we'are not to go any more into 
your room.” i 

“Yes,” cried one of the boys, “and I shan’ go any 
more to see you, you Uncle Scissors-legs. Oho! Unele 
Scissors-legs : in 
And thereupon the entire gang. hig and little; Michael 

included, shouted 1 treble ehorus! * Oho, Unele Scissor 
legs! Uncle Scissor-legs!” 
Zebulon turned as white as chalk with anger, and 

looked round for his yard-measure to thrash the litle 
rabble : but he felt his legs totter, and went slowly back 
into his room He rore the jacket inte shreds, and threw 
them. out of the window. Then he chmbed upon his 
board and began furiously te sew at a waiscoat. When 
it was done he found he had sewn in the sleeve on the: 
wrong side ; he threw it from him, and pulled on his 
coat, took his cane and went sut—to the publie house. 
When Caspar had done working in the fields, he also 

did not feel very comfortable in his mind. He had no 
inclination ®» go home, and thought te himsel—*My 
wife has made a blunder of it with brother Zebulon, so 
it’s for her to make matters up again at supper; I will go 
to the public house.” And so, because t he brothers avoid: 
ed each other, they met the sooner, and that in presence 
of strangers. When Caspar entered the tavern, Zebulon 
was sitting in a corner, reading n Rhine newspaper, He 
fooked ill, and before him —an unusual circumstance — 
stood a pint of wine. Heretofore the brothers had always 
drank their wine together, and out of the same hottle ; 
but upon this evening Caspar, as soon as he saw his bro, 

Y | ther, called for rum. A dezen of the villagers were in 
the room, | 

* Well, Caspar,” said the Assesygor, “so you are going 
to build, 1 hear *” 

“ Do ycu know that already ?” was the answer, “Yes, 
please God, next spring.” 

“ And where ?” ' 
“Don’t know yet, not yet ngreed with my next neighbor. 
Zebulon looked up a moment from his newspaper,and. 

the brother's eyes met. + li isn’t every one that’s ebli- 
ging,” continued Caspar. pyre Vz JhasE 
Zebulon laid down the newspaper, took off his specta- 

cles, but said nothing, A wo fpimrid da 
“ Pm thinking,” said the Assessor, “that the bast place 

would be on your brother's meadow.” Boe 
“ Yes,” baid will be, I 

suppose.” 
Caspar : “and that 3s where it 

“% On what meadow do yob sean, Caspar > sald Ziebu- 
ion ‘across the table. 

main street of the village, and the others across a patch 

hood und with every bx 

windows looked u the | lowers andl vegetables—I cannot make a gar 
dean i Serie ic por Sobuion.: 

oh like a hrosher, and Casper. already. « :- 
. But his wife was not coptent, be- 0 Fava "wd. SHE Hod GRAN. aril dG > 

otherwise, “No sha said, on: yonder swan pt 1 will 

heér vexation, it is possible hat, affer a 
goad scold, they might have been friends again. Asiit 

to: suy wm your wife’s behalt! Bovis with us poor wos: 

“ Wife,” said Caspar, © the meadow is good enough to 

“1 will'not have it,” cried theangry woman, “* Seoner © 

would l build upon the scrap offtand'by the water's edge; + 

which.is our own already: It would ‘vex that crooked 

+“ None but a'foel would build there,” interrupted Cas- 

‘Meanwhile Zebulon sat apon “hie board, and sewed 

“They will be making a bonfire in the ‘potatoe field,” said 
Zebulon ; “or can anythinghave happened 10 them?” 


