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Like a fendilng inslumber, the summer day lay
Un the erimsonisg threshold of even,
“Aud | thoughy that the glow throngh the azure-
arched way
Was a glimpse of the coming of Heaven,
There together we sat by the beautifal stream;
We had nothing to do but wlm'enflwm.
In the days that have goue on before.
Thest are not. the same days, though they bear
the samie name,
With the one I shall welcome no more.

But it may be that the augels are calling them
o'er,
For a Sabbath aud summer forever.
When the year's shall forget she Dececmber they
woro,
And the shroud shall be woven, no, never !
In o twilight like that, Jeonie June for a bride,
Oh 7 whit more of the world could one wish for
beside,
As we gaze on the river unroll'd.
Till we Ticard, or we fancied Iis musieal tide,
When it flowed through the gateway of gold.

“Jenufe June,™ then I said,
mone
On the banks of the besutiful river;
Lt the boat be anmoored, and mufled the oar,
And-we'll stea! into heaven together,
If the angel on duty ouwr coming descries,
You have nothing to do but throw off the dis-

let we linger no

guise
That you wore while you wandered with me.
Al the sentry shall say, * Welcome brek to the
- akies,
We have long been ur_nim:; for thee.'**

Oh! how sweetly she spoke, "ere she uttered a
word,

_With that Ulush, partly bers, partly even's,
And the tone, like the drewm of & song we onee

henrd,
As ¢he whispered, ““That way Is not Heaven’s,
For the river that runs by the reslm of the
hlest s
Has no song om Its ripple, no stafon its breast—
Oht that river is nothing like this,
For it glides on in shadow, beyond the world's
West,
Tl it breaks into beaunty nad bliss.”
I'am lingering et but I linger alome,
On the hanks of the beautiful river;
"Tis the twin of that day, hut the wave where it
shooe ’
Bears the willow tree’s shadow forever.

[From Onee o Week.]
LULA'S CHOICE.

Lula Thyri was um only dmghtar of
an old couple who lived ina solitary
cottage ou the outskirts of the small
village of Gonar. The Thyris were
stingy, surly and bard-hearted, and
were therefore no favorites among the
scanty population of Gonar, but for
the sake of Luln the old people were
tolerated. TLulahad many friends, for
she was by far the sweetest-tempered
and ‘most contented girl in Gonar.
She was also the plainest, s fact which
gained her friends even smong the
euvious aud ill-nstured. Lula’s pa-
rents treated her with such harshuess
that it was considered a wonder she
could always look so smiling and
happy asshe did. And, perhaps, what
was even a greater wonder, Lula,
though her life was a hard one, not
only looked, but was happy. What
her friends called drudgery was to her
only wark, which was dome with
cheerfulness, and when she had fin-
ished it, she knew where to loolt tor
pleasure.

Gonar was a dull place, and the
Gonar people led dull lives; but Lula
had days of excitement as great as if
she wasa grand Indy. No grand lady
ever waited with more anxiety for the
arrival of the wreath which was to be
worn at the next court ball, than Lula
watched for the opening of the bud
which told - that spring was near;
neither did the finest singer give that
same lady greater pleasure than Lula
felt when she heard the song of the
birds, which told her that spring had
come. Amnd thus it was thronghout
the year; Lula had always something
to look forward to with that pleasur-
able longing which made each day in
its turn a happy one.

But thsre came a time when even
Lula had-cause to weep, and it hap-
pened thus: Her parents did not love
her, because she was not beantiful,
and when they had nothing else to do,
they nsed to sit and gruomble at the
fate which had given them such a
daughter. One day Lula overheard
their lamentations.

“WWas ever women born so unfortu-
nate,” said Frona, “as to have had
given her so ill-favored a damghter;
why, she will be on our hands all our
lives.”

“You speak truly, wife, for sure
enough no one will marry the wench
unless it be Kolf Lyn, who, for the

- sake of a few pence, would marry sin
lierself.”

“Well thought of!” exclaimed
the ‘old' dame. <If Lafla ean’t be
maiched any other way, Kolf’s wife
she shall become.”

Lula, like other people, had built
her castle in the air, but a certain Os-
wald Erling, and not Kolf Lyn, had
Been the lord of it. At her mother's
speech the castle vanished, and she
trembled, for dame Frona’s wish was
will in that house. Then Lula went
into the woods, and sat in her favorite
nook and cried bitterly.

“YWhat do you weep for so bitterly,
my little maid ?”

Lula started, and on looking round
saw that an old woman of the village
had sat down by her side. It was
diffienlt for Lula to tell the trouble she
was in, g0 she merely replied that she
was not crying about anything in par-
ticular. -

“Yet you are notone to cry about
nothing. Come, tell me your trouble ;
perhaps I could ease it.”

Lula declared that no one could help
Lier.

#Ah! then I know what the trouble
must be,” said the old woman, smiling,
and plucking a dandelion, gave it to
Lula. “Now let us see whether it is
yes or no.”

Lula grew very red, and threw the
dandelion away. “No,” she said,
while her eyes again filled with tears;
“jt isno nse; I am too ugly for that
sort of thing.”

The old woman langhed, but kindly.
“Tears won't give you benuty, will
they, now "

# No, but-what will ?*

“3Why not take a journey to the
Dlack Inke ?”

Lula shuddered as if struck by a
etdden fear, for she knew well what
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“Dow’t despair; the qﬂnt d' the
lake nyhe kindly disposed toward
you.

“Ah, well,” said Lauls, sighing;
“gven if it leads me toa bad fate, it
cannot be a worse one than becoming
the wife of Kolf Lyn.”

“Luck befriend yom, little Lula;
don’t forget to go before sunset, and
take with you, in exchange for what
you ask,-the grealest treasure you
possess.”

The black lake was sitnated in the
heart of the mountains sround, and
was supposed by the Gonar people to
be the abobe of = spirit who had the
power to eonfer upon mortals the gifts
lake was held in gréat abhorrence; for
the spirit was said to be a malevolent
one, and 1o lure the people to their
destruction ; but there were some whe
had been heard to defend the spirit of
the lake, rnd to atiribute the evil fate
rather to the nature of the gift de-
manded- than to the malico of the
donor. Lula, however, had no very
great uneasiness, for she fancied that
there might be seme truth in the latier
theory, gnd if so, the gift she was about
to ask for could mot possibly lead her
to evil. As soon ss Lula had made
up her mind to brave all danger, she
beumetheududinhrnuﬂetyto
g0 on her expedition.

Dame Frona was not quite so exset-
ing as usual thai day,and Lula was
sble to start the same afternoon. As
soon as she saw that her parents had
sat down by the kitchen fire to indulge
in another long grumble, she slipped
out, taking with ber the little stock of
savings which she had been for many
years hoarding up, and which she
locked upon as her only treasure.
Very demurely she passed through the
village, but as soon as she had left it
behind her, she ran at the greatest
speed, so fearful was she that she
might not arrive at the Inke before
sunset. Forgetful of the roughnessof
the road, she scrambled up the moun-
tain, slipped, fell, jumped up, reached
the top breathless, them half ran, half
rolled down the other side, and at
length arrived panting at the border
of the lake. :

The sun was rapidly sinking down
in the west, and the black might have
been called. the golden one, so bright
did the reflection of the sun render it.
Lula knew that it was good omen if
the water took a golden hue, and her
courage rose at the sight.

As she looked, she saw that the large
biack swan, the warden of the

had seen her, and was coming town-d
her. She scarcely dared to breathe, so
anxions was she to know whether it
would come in anger or in gentleness
to do her bidding. Buit om it came,
gliding smoothly through the water

‘straight to where she stood. Flowers

of all sorts grew in sbundance in the
sheltered walley, and without a mo-
ment's delay she stoopéd and plucked
abunch ef the musk rose. She started.
The swan had risen, and was flapping
its wings, while a sound very much
like a human laughter seemed to be
proceeding from its ontstretched
throat. Then en it came sgain, and
when the bird had reached the water’s
edge, Lula, trembling, held out toward
itthe boneh of roses. Away it glided
with them in its mouth; but when it
reached the middle of the lake, it
dived its head and disappeared under
the water. Hitherto there had been
that peculiar stillness in the sir which

if all life dared not, even by a breath,
disturb the last moments of expiring
day. But suddenly the earth seemed,
as if by a sudden comvulsion. The
birds flew hither and thither, the cat-
tle sought shelter under the trees, and
strange wailing sounds were borme
upon the air. The rushing wind
stirred up the water, which hissed
and foamed, and rose as one great
surging wave. Then the wave burst
in the eenire, and the divided waters
rolled over and over to the right and
left of the lake, until they reached the
base of the mountains on each side,
up which they seemed to be drawn by
some magnetic power. Buttheangry
water came rushing down agsain, and
the more it was drawn up the more
angry was its roar.

Luls was stunned by the noise and
blinded by the spray caused by this
momentary hurricane, so that, for a
moment, she saw nothing. By de-
grees, however, a feeling of indescriba-
ble fear stole over her, for she becamse
aware that tomething was before her.
At first it appeared as a shadow be-
tween her and the sky; then it took
the form of a very aged, sorrowful-
looking woman. Close against her
was the black swan, and the foaming
cdataract on each side seemed to be
keeping guard over the two inhabitants
of the lake. In her hand was the
bunch of roses, and pointing them to-
ward Luls, she began in a pityving
voice :

“My little damsel, I see that you
‘have asked for besuty; and the sigh
she gave as she spoke seemed echoed
all round. Luls, I grant your request.
What do you give in return ¥

The woman’s tone had reassured
Lauls, and she at once came forward,
and timidly presented her small stock
of savings. Butwith terror Lula now
heard the strange spirit's mocking
Inpghter.

“We have no use here for this; itis
one of the treasures of your heart
which I desire.”

Lula wondered what she meant;
however, ehe merely timidly said she
might take anything she chose. 0

“X shall take the gift which nature
has most endowed you, the value of
which you have begnn to lose signt of.
When the clock is to-night on the
! stroke of twelve utter the name of the
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made,”
Lala was abontto express her grati- |

seemed to be listening to the wail of
lament whieh now rose on all sides.

hear those sounds?

others, like yourself, have been so
ready to cast out of their hearts.
They are enfreating me to pause be-
fore I grant yvour wish. You please
me, Lala, and I will listen te their
prayerand show you mercy, by giving
you time to undo a foolish aet. There-
fore, when your face changes the meta-
morphosis will ouly be visible to your-
self for the first twenty-fonr hours.

you regret the exchange &0 and drink
of the water of the spdng)lhsch used
to rise at the top of the mnnmn It
has long been drr,hnl.iwﬂlﬂowat
vour bidding; and when you have
drank of it, yon will be yourold self.”

Lula was abont to say that she had
no fear for her happiness now that she
had obtained her wish ; but with her
last words the womsn had disappeared
and the waters of the black lake were
fiowing as smoethly as ever, over
which the swau resamed its guard.

Briskly Lula started on her jour-
ney homeward. Never had she been
s0 happy. Her voice echoed, merrily
throagh the mountain passes. Her
feet seemed scareely to touch the
ground as she bounded along, so
blithe, so joyful did she feel. As she
came in sight of the cottage she be-
came a little uneasy for fear her ab-
gence might be discovered, but to her
relief she found that her parents had
gone to bed, and she crept quietly to
her room, carrying the old time piece
with her ont of the kitchen. It was
still early, and for some time Lula's
mind was taken up in deciding the
important matter of which one of her
friends she would choose to be like.—
It was & most difficult point to settle.
Which wonld she rather be; fair or
dark? She admired Erica’s black
hair and blue eyes ; but perhaps Snli-
ta’s golden hair and brown eyes were
even pretiier. Then there was little
Fredda, with her short upper lip and
pearly teeth—how charming she was
with her bright sparkling expression ;
yet she was not sure that Juanita, with
her saint-like beanty, was not more
lovely than all. It was doubtful
whether Lula would ever come to any
decigion, if she had not suddenly re-
membered that she had once heard Os-
wald Erling say that he considered
Erica, with her long black hair, to be
the most besutiful girl in the village.

‘Her mind having at length béen set at

ease, she began to fhinkof how she
would feel when she was like Erica,
and how she would wear the long
black tresses when they were hers.—
But she was not acenstomed to sit up
to 2o late an hour, and soon she began
to feel drowsy and fell asleep. The
wind had risen, and each gust as it
came bronght some ghastly sound,
which made Lula start up ina tremble
out of her uneasy slumber. Owls
hooted in the distant trees; bats flew
out and hovered round the windows,
flapping their wings agamst the glass.

ing murmur, which she had heard
“Roating over the lake, and which now
filled her with a strange sorrowful
feeling. Then the words of warning
uttered by the spirit came back to her,
‘and she knew that the wail was in her
own heart, and that the virtue she was
about to banish was making one last
L

But Lula was obdurate dozed eoff
agsin so that she might not hear. The
clock was just on the stroke of twelve
before she woke again, and then she
started up with a scream of terror, for
she had had a strange and fearful
dream. Bhe had dreamed that at the
asppointed hour she had uttered a
name, but it was that of Kolf Lyn, the
miser, His dreadtul name was still
ringing in her ears, and with a ghastly
face she looked up at the clock, to see
whether in her sleep she had brought
upon herself a terrible doom.

It was just on the stroke of twelve.
One—two it began, and with » trem-
bling voice Lula called out the name
of Erica. Louderand louder rose the
despairing wail. The sair seemed full
of it, and again her heart was rent by
a terrible pain. Three more strokes.
The wail was dying ont in the dis-
tance, snd & sound as if of mocking
laughter came nearer and nearver. The
last stroke, and Lula saw a dark shad-
ow towering above her. An icy hand
fell heavily on her face, each feature
of which was jerked out of its place;
an iey clutch tore something from her
heart, and partly through the intensi-
ty of the pain, and partly through the

time lost all sense

When she regained consciousness
she was unable to remember what had
happened, .but memory returned to
her as she caught sight of the long
black bair which fell in Inxuriant
masses over her shoulders, Running
excitedly to the glass, she there saw
the face of Erica. With what joy did
she look at the large blue eyes, with
their long black lashes, and her small
rosy mouth. BShe smiled, and she saw
the pearly teeth; she spoke, and she
heard & woice full of charm issuing
from those lovely lips. With what

cheek, clasp the tiny white hands to- |

delight burst from her lips. The
thought of the fuce which that glass
had slways before revealed was now
horrible to her; and she almost
lauglied aloud as she thought how lit-
tlo the inhabitants of the lake could
know of human nature to imagine
that she - would ever regret the ex-
change she had made. Excited thongh

she was, she felt tived. and she threw
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herself on_her bed l‘o[!!;lli:‘:h;f!" £ of aorTow- .
hours’ repose. G el ﬁ;!:m q-ﬁﬂ1
asleep at once ; but the timqht of her | o to Jook for the spring it chenged to

tude, but she was stopped by the look [ newly acqumed beauty made her,
‘of sorrow on the spirit’s face, who | wakefnl and restless, Presently the

bed she had hithgrto found so com-

| fortable appeared to her a very hard
“Thank me not yet, Lula. Do yon one; 8o hard that, instead of giving
They are the |her repose, it made her limbs ache.

groans of the banished virtues, which | painfully.

What 8 misery was a hard
bed. She wassure that Erics; whose
parents were much ncher ﬂnn "hers,
had & much softer couch ; and she be-
gan to feel that she had been used very
hard in not being born rith. In the
midst, however, of this m&den fit of

If, before the expiration of that time, |

pettishness, she fell nlaep. On wak-
ing, she ran at once to the glass to see
that her beauty had not flown ; but, as
she looked and saw that it was still
lhe::e, it occarred to her that she was
not as pretty as she thonght; and she
began. to wish that she had chosear to
be like Sulita, who had the soft brown
eyes and golden hafr. Very much dis- |
gusted at the mistake which she had

lenly sat down to breskfast. Never
before had she noticed how coarse her
fare was; and again she considered
herself ill-nsed. for she felt certain
that Erica was eating 8 much befter
breakfast. Then she thought how |
wretched the room was that she m
in, how harsh were her parents’ voi-
ces, how toilsome were the duoties
they asked her to perfonn What a
hard life was hers! Wasever a girl}

she was, she might have been Lorna
queen.

These and many such like thoughts
passed through Lula’s mind ; and, al-
most weeping with vexation at the
thought that she had not asked for
riches instead of beauty, she went to
find consolation in some of her favor-
ite haunts in the wood. But the t
morning sun had no charm_ for
that day, nor the fresh budding trees,
and bright Spsing flowers, The sing-
ing of the birds wearied her, and she
thought how tired she was of the coun-
try. She longed to be in a town,
where she could gee houses instead of

made, she went down stairs and nii- ]

so wretched ? and now, 20 lovely us|%

trees ; gay shops where she could buy"
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dull one which was now hers.

But where was the interest gone with

fine dresses. Abeve all, she longed
to be where her beauty could be ap-
preciated, and where she could lead a
more amnsing life than the intolerably

With a feeling ot intense weanness
she veturned home, and mechsnically
went through her round of duties,—

which she nsed to do them? Where
the pleasure with which ‘she fed her
numerous pets? Where the happi-

Apax was nine hundred and thirty
vears old whea he felt in himself the
word ef the Judge—*“Thou shali die.”

defore him, many hundred in sumber,
and they prayed for his life. “Which'
of you,” spake .Adem, "‘Fﬁllﬁh“ﬂ:
Holy Mountain, that he may find pity’
for me, and bring me the fruit of the
tree of life.  “Immedistely all his sons

ness that she felt in the fact that she
Jived m a beautifal world, that she

offered themselves; M&t&.ﬁ-m

But sbove-all Lula héard the despair- |

was given to be enjoyed 7
Later she went out into the village,
but her second walk gave her no more

had become.
away for Luls, and, toward evemning,
she went ont again into the woods,
and sat herself by the side of a brook,
such as ¢he had never felt.

dered.

existénce.
life almost with loathing? .And then

fer at her feet.
% Has Lula obtained her wish #”

and saw the old woman she had seen
before.

her misery.

what more do you want??
I have,,’ said Lula despairingly.
1lp *”

er of being happy.”

filled your heart ¥’

ment’s hesitation.

tented expression.

terror that had seized her, Lula for a|

have shunned her equally.

the mountain.

mountains,

one side, and mocking langhter on the
other, made her each moment start;
but she had no feap; on she hurried,
heedless of everything. Bhe eould
think of nothing but the tireasure
which she had bartered away, and
without which she thonght she must

die.

self at the top of the mountain.

strength, with which to enjoy all that

pleasure than the first. Her friends
seemed to shun her; and the little
children who generally eame prattling
up to her seemed to run away ssif in
fear, But she tried to think that to-
morrow it would be very different,
for all' would see how beautiful she

The day passed wearily

with a feeling of despair at her heart
What had come to her? she won-

Even the thought that she might be-
come Oswald Erling’s bride seemed to
have lost its charm, for as a poor man's
wife, she would have buta toilspme
Why did she look upon

a kind of terror seized her, for fearful
thoughts came into her mind as she
watched the calm flowing of the wa-

And nt the words Lula looked up,

Lula nodded her head, but told of

“ How is this, Lula? you have been
promised beauty as great as you can
desire, and yvet you are discontented,

“Everything in the world but what
“What was the treasure vou gave
“1 know not, unless it was the pow-

“And what, child, will give yoh
happiness but the content that once

Lula waited to hear no more, but
ran back to her cottage without a mo-
Once more she
looked into the glass. Beautiful as
she was, how repulsive did her face
now seem, with its miserable discon-
Now she under-
stood why tlle children had ayoided
| her, for though they had secen her still,
they had seen her when content had
gone from her, and she felt that even
had her beauty been visible, all would
With a
thankful feeling at her heart that she
had not met Oswald Erling that day,
she started again for her journey to
She had been anxious
to reach her destination quickly as the
evening before, but her anxiety then
was nothing to that which she felt
now for fear some accident might/pre-
vent her from reaching the spring un-
til after the appointed time. Ewvening
joy did she touch the soft, blushing | had set in, and it was lenely on the
Strange sounds again
gether, and then, coiling round her | filled her ecars, despairing groans on
head the long black tresses, a cry of

At length, almost exhausted with
her efforts to reach it, she found her-

chosen by his father for the
m-'a."'no sprinkled his head with

ashes, hastened and delsyed mot until
he stood before the gate of Paradise.

One,” thus prayed he, “and send him
fruit from the treos of life !”

Quickly the glittering Cherub stood
there, and instead of the fruit of the

of three leaves—“Carry it to thy fa-
ther,” so spake he kindly; “it will
console him—for etermal life dwells
not on earth. But hasten, his hour is
at hand.”

Swiftly Beth hastsned, snd threw
himself down and ssid, “Alss! my fa-
ther, I bring thee no fruit of the tree
of life, this twig alone has the sngel
given me for thy lastconsolstion.”
The dying man took the twig and was
glad, for he smelled on it the fragrance
of Paradise ; thenwas his soul elevated ;
“l(ychﬂdru, suid he, “eternal life
dw8lie et Yor tis on esrth; M'l:l!
follow me ; bntonthenlumlm
Airofunﬂler and s happier world.”
T!:enhhl!!ahﬂad,mdh&tp{ﬁtl.d.

Adam’s children buried their father
and wept for him thirty days long;
but Beth wept not. He plantad the
twig upon his father's grave, at the
head of the departed one, and mamed
it the twig of & new life, of the awa-
king up out of the sleep of death.

The little twig grew up into a high
{tree, and meny of Adam’s children
strengthened themselves by it, in hope
of a better life. So itcame to sneceed-
ing generations. It blessomed fair in

ated son began to doubt his immortal-
ity ; then the twig withered, though
its blossoms camne among other nationa
And as on a stem from this tres the
Bastourofmuuy gave up his
holy life, the sweet fragrance of the
new life scattered itself around far
among all nations.

Women in the middie rank are
brought up with the idea that if they
engage in some ocoupations, they shall
lose “their position in society.” Bup-
pose it to be 50; surely It is wiser to
quit a position we camnot honestly
maintsin, than to live dependent upom
the bounty and caprice of others ; bet-
ter to labor with our hands than est
the bread of idleness ; or submit to feel
that we must not give niterance to our
real opinions, or express our honest
indignation at being required to acta
base or unworthy part. And inall
cases, however sitnated, every female
aught to learn how all houschold af-
fairs are managed, were it only forthe
purpose of being able to direct others
There capsiot be sny disgrace in learn-
ing to. make the bread we eat, to cook
our dinners, 0 mend onr clothes, or
even toclean the house. Bottar to be
found busily engaged in removing the
dust from the furniture, than to let it
accumaulate there until a visitor leaves
palpable traces where his hat or his
arm have lain upon a table.

“ Father,” said & cobbler’s lad as be
was pegging awsy atan old'shoe, “they
say that trout bite goed now.”

“Well, well,” replied the old gentle-
man, “yoti stick to your werk and they
won't bite you.”

THe cup of joy, unlike s! others, is
helaviess when empiy.

'

“Let my father find pity, Merciful

tree of life, he held in his hand a twig

the garden of David, until his infata-| g
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TI yo lame heir mad dewires.
How the vampires of “the nation, ™
Flay the Oriental relo!
In the name of lagislstion,
Warp (4 ends, ind mock eontrolt
Fow they bent tham  the masses,
Whils the masses yet wers froe!
How ey grind the “lower " classes,
Filohed of faith sad Hberiy!
8¢l in power, Bo. |

HISFOBICAL SEETCEREE.
Joaa of Ave (Ganme &'Avel, Mald of

—_— ]
rwe--mmr-_;
In the valleys of the V.

old mﬂmottmnim, thvil-
Iage Domremy- la Pucelle, on the
bankp of the Meuse, lived » peasant
dﬂ.md'mmmwm
common country people of reputable
character and in pood circumstances
for their station. In the midst of
timid and superstitious persons, who
were in continual troubleand alarm at
the misfortunes of their country, Joan
was quietly occupied in domestic em-
ployment, and o driving
the esitle to pasture. of deli-
cate frame and uncommon

of temperament. This, perhaps, was
heightened by the eirenmstance of
herbein'axa-ptbm maeouma-
law of her #ex; and has
r-n'hdhow nhmm
her spirit of devotion may account for

of the maid. her companions
were s beneath the fairies’ tree,

chapel of “Our Lady of Beflemont,”
which she ususily visited on SBaturdsy.

sucossaful. With 10,000 men, under
Bt. Sewerre, Dunocis and La Hire, she
Blofs, and on the 39th
entered Orlesns with)
By bold sallies, f0 which
sheanimated the besisged, the English

a,llﬂ- Jmnu:tnphndm
places in the enemy’s possession, and
defepted them in a battle nesr Patay,
where General Talbot was taken, and
‘the valisnt Falstaff was foroed to fly.
after mapy brilliant achisve-
nuu.lmfellhhthnpowatth
Eaglish, through whose influence, sdd
at the instigation of one of her own
countrymen, Pisrre Conchon, Bishop
of Besuvais, a process was instituted
aguinst her, and ihe University of
Paris demanded her execution. She
was condemned by the Churchasa
sorcersss and a herstic. The seculsr
arm bad mo control over thia decres.
Bhe was sentenced by the inguisitore
¢ Rousn to be harnt for sorcery and
intercourse with infernal spirits. She
was burst by & slow fire at Rouen
May 8, snd her ashes were

thrown inta'tha Beine. Bhe died with
undsanted fortitade. When they ware
putting the lnguisithon osp en hex

NO. 17.

: _before going fo the
ﬁﬂhkmt, “Maitre, par g
grace de Diew, je serai ce soir en
. (Master, by the. grace of
God.llbﬂlbotﬂlnixhtinhndiu.)

Poetry 88 well as history has cele-
brated the illustrious deeds and virtues
of this wonderful pessonage. Many
poets have variously sung her fame,
smeng whom the most noted are
Chapelain, Voltaire and Robert
Southey. Dumenil, D’Avrigny and
mmmmmdmm
the samo subject. But all these fall
infinitely helow the noble tragédy of
Schiller. He has restored the high-
souled enthusisst to her rightful place
in the sge of romance to which she
belongs. He shows us the chivalrous
beroine 43 an instrument of Heaven;
éengages our love for her, and makes
her fall in glorious strife with her
eonniry's foes.

As a specimen of Bchiller’s tragedy,.
v Die von Orlsans,” to ex-
kibit & trait of its character, I have
Wﬁ-hhﬁuwﬁcm
the German:

FOURTH BCENE.

Jogn (alone)—Farewell, ye moun-
talns ;. yo beloved pastures, ye familiar
sad peaceful valleys, farewell! Joan
‘will never again walk over you! Joan
now says to you an everlasting fare-
welll Ye meadows, which I have
watpred, and ye trees, which I have
planted, may ye henceforth joyfully
flourish! WFarewell, ye grotioes and
:omlh'ﬁnhiu,ud thon Echo,
the sweet voice of this valley, that oft
bast given answers o my songs; Joan
m!daprh, and never will return to
yon

All ye muduypoeeful joys,
I leaye you behind me forevermore!
Ye lambs, now wonder over the heath,
for ye sre henceforth s flock without
& shepherd ! for another flock I must

watch away yonder on the fleld of

danger. ¥or such is the ecall of the
Bpirit which has come forth to me.
For He who descended upon Horeb’s
heights, appearing in s bush as a
flaming fire, commanding Moses to
stand before Pharach, who once chose
the shepherd, the pious son of Jesse,
to wield the sword, who hath ever
manifested himself gracious to shep-
berde—He hath spoken to me from the
boughs of this tree, saying: “Go
henes, for thou must bear witaness for
me on earth.”

“Around thy frame must thou gird
the hard braxen armor; with steel
must thou cover thy tender breast!
Ia -qahmlou, ne sinful flame of
vain earthly desire may touch thy
heart. -No bridal crown shall adorn
thy locks ; no lovely child shall bloom
qutlyhust. Yet will T glorify
thee with warlike remown more than
sll other women of this earth.”

“¥or when, in the battle, the bravest

despair, when the last destiay of

France scems to approach, then wiit
thou bear my oriflamine, and ss the
strong reaper cuis down the grain,
thou wilt prostrate the proud con-
gueror; thon wilt roll back his For-
tune’s wheel, and bring salvation to
the heroic sons of France, deliver
Rheims, and crown thy king.”

A sign hath Heaven promised me;
He sends me the helmet; it comes
from Him; with god-like power its
steel inspires me, and the courage of
the Cherubim flames through me; it
will violently impel me into the revel
of war; it will drive me forth with
the fury of a storm; the battle cry 1
hesr mightily wave to me, the war

horse comes and the trumpets sound.

Hudsos, Ohio. N.P.

T wo Man Ask for Lelaurs.

The most falicious ideas prevail re-
specting leisure. People are always
saying to themselves, “I would do
that if I had leisure.”

Now there is no condition in which
the chance of doing good is less than
in the condition of leisure.

The man fully employed may be
sble to gratify his good disposition, be
improving himself or his neighbors,
or serving the publi¢ in some useful
way; but the man who has all the
time to dispose of as he pleases, s
but a poor chance, indeed, of doivg
80. To do, increases the capacity of
doing ; and it is far less difficult for a
man who has an hibftual course of ex-
ertion to exert himself a little more

| for an extra purpose, than for the man

who does little or nothing to put him-
self Into motion for the same end.
There is a reluctance in all this to be
set agoing ; but whi that is got over,
then everything goes sweetly enough.

Just so with the idleman. Inlosing
the habit he loses the power of doing.
But aman who is busy sbout some
regular employment, for a proper
length of time every day, can very
ensily do something else during the
remaining hours; indeed, the recrea-
tion of weary men is apt to be busier
than the perpetual lelsure of the idle.
As he walks through the world his
bands hang unmuifled and ready by his
side, and he ean sometimes do more
by & single touch in passing thana
vacant man is likely to do in twelve
months.

Let no man ery for lelsure in order
to do soything. Let him rather pray
that he may never have leisarc. If he
really wishes to do any good thing ho
will always find time for it, by prop-
erly arvanging his other employment.

Inwaxcy.—As the infant begins te
discriminate betweoen the objects
around, it soon discovers one counte-
nance that ever smiles upon it with
pecalisr bn.ll*'. When it wakes
from ita sleep thers is one watchful
form ever bemt over its eradle. If
wstartled by some unhappy dream, a
guardian angel seems ever ready to
soothe its fears. If cold, that minis-
tering spirit brings it warmth ; if hun-
gry, she feeds it; if happy, she ca-
resses it In joy or sorrow, in weal
or wae, she s the first object of its!
thoughts. Her presence i& heaven.
The mother is the Deity of infancy.
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don, on one owuieu.ﬂ:a Rév. Thomas
Binney remrkcd nponinattention in
allowing persons to stand in-sFplace s
of 'worship where there was ‘Foom .
near at hand “in the pews. He would
cite, he said, an instance fromrhis own
experience. He was preaching ima |
chapel not over-erowded, and in one
of the ‘aisles of the chapel stood f: .
young woman, apparently mnot too
strong or robust, leaning upon a-pew
in which were only two young. men—
“and would you believe it?” said the
preacher, “there they saf, and never
opened the pew-door for that youmg
woumnan ; ‘there was no oceasion for
them to vacate their seaf,although that
might not have been too much ina
drowded chapel, had they been gentle-
men, and bad she been a servant girl
—no! nol there they sat, How strange
the coimcidence!” continued the
preacher; “it was just such a chapel
as this—the aisle was just like yonder
nisle—ay, it was just this day of the
week, too—just this day of the month
—yes, and this very year—and in this
very place—it is this very night—there
is the place—there the aisle—there the

pew!”

How the universal heart of man
blesses flowers! They are wreathed
round the cradle, the marriage alter,
and thie tomb. The Persian in the far
east delights in their ' perfume, and
writes his love in nosc-gays, while the
Indian child of the far-west claps his
hands with glee as he gathers the
abundant blossoms.—the illuminated
scriptures of the prairies. The Cupid
of the ancient Hindoos tipped his ar-
rows with flowers, and orange blos-
soms are & bridal crown with us, a
nation of yesterday. Flowers garland4{
ed the Grecian alfar, and hung in votive
wreath befors the Christian shrine.”
Al these are sppropriate nses. Flow-
ers shonld deck the brow of the °
youthful bride, for they are in- them-
gelyesa lovely type ofmarriage.  They
should twine round the tomb, for their
perpetually-renewed beauty isa sym-
bol of the resunrrection. They should
festoon the altar, for their fragrance
and their beauty ascend in perpetual
worship before the Most High.—frs.
Child. 3

Hasprr.—*1 trust everything, under
God,” said Lord Brougham, “to hab-
it, upon which, in all ages, the lawgive
er as well as the schoolmaster, hus
mainly placed his reliance; habit,
which makes everything easy, and
casts all difficulties upon a deviation
from a wonted colirse. Make sobriety
a habit, and intemperanice will be hsite-
ful; make prudence a habit, and rock-
less profligacy will be as conirary to
the child, grown or adult, 8s the most -
atrocious crimes are to any of your
lordships. Give a child the habit of
sacredly regarding truth ; of carefully
respecting the property of others; of
serupulously abstaining from all acts
of improvidence which involve him
in distress, and he will just. as likely
think.of rushing into an element in
which he cannot breathe, as of lying,
or cheating, or stealing.”

A Cheap Iec-House.

A vorrespondedtof the Wesiern Ra-
ral gives the following bit of practical
experience, which may be valuable
-just now as this is about the season
for gecuring this great Inxury.

“Last Jannary I drew onelarge load
of sawdust and spread it on the ground
on the north side of my horse barn.
then drew the .ice (sawed in square
cakes) and built up a square pile some
eight by ten feet and seven or eight
feet high, fiilling up the spree between
the ¢akes with pounded ice. T then
set up scantling and .built a board
Jhouse around it, two fest larger each
way, than the ice; then filled in saw-
dust around, and two or three feet on
top and covered with boardsand slabs.
We have used freely through the sea-
son, eo'il to picnie parties, given away
to zick meighbors and have plenty of
ice yet.”

GENIUS.

Alexander Hamilton said to an inti-
mate friend: “Men give me some
credit for genius. All the genius I
have lies just in this: When I have
a subject in hand, I study itprofound-
ly. Day and night it is beforc me. I
explore it in all its bearings. My
mind becomes pervaded with it. Then
the effort which I make the people
are pleased to call the fruit of genius.
It is the fruit of labor and thought.”

Mr. Webster once replied to a gen-
tleman who pressed him to speak on a
subject of great importance: “The
subjeot interests me deéply, but I have
not time. There, sin,” pointing to a
huge pile of letters on the table, *is
& pile of unanswered lefters to which
I'must reply before the close of the
session (which was then three days
off.) I have no time fo master the
subject so as to do it justice.”

“But, Mr. Webster a few words
from you would do much to awaken
public attention to it.”

S If there is so much weight in my
words as you represent, it is because [
do not allow myself to speak on any
subject until my mind is imbued with
it.”

Demosthenes was once urged to
speak on a sudden and great emergen-
ey. “I am not prepared,” said he,
and obstinately refused.

The law of labor is oquallvbmdin«
on genius and medioority.

Sig THomAs BrOWSXNE says: “Be
‘thou substantially great in thyself and
greater than thou appearcst unto oth-
ers; and let the world be deceived in
thee as itis in the light of heaven.”

To get rid of your troubles, says an
exchange, stop thinking of them.

Whether you areas lively asa cricket
or as dull as rain depends less on the
size of your poeket-book than on the
condition of your miund,
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