. Now they feel the fruitless longing

-
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Christian Family.

Memory's Angels.
When the crystal heights of silence
Are with starry splendors crowned.
And the night's stu; us shudow .
qur.tln Dreaming World around ;
Thro' the purple gates of Twilight,
hl'l::hod '(i‘lh l:;:ﬂ'. dying glow’
t s departing footsteps .
Bilon:.imh come and go |
Unforgotten deads of kindness,
Gentle ;ﬁ ::: lightened mé:.‘
Claspin s cherry
Thl:it ve blest us m'st‘:... ' s
Hopes, whose rainbow light of promise
From unclouded ether shed, i
Amh«‘llon"r morning dreams with splen-
or i
In sprizg names that are dead !
Love, that lured us with the vision
Of a nobler life than this,
Where the Sonl's inoarnate Ideal

Dwelt in Apothesis ; ’
F.jma_dl“‘ oanceled —that were plight-

To the friends of other years,
Tonch the sealed springs of feeling,
And unlock the t of Tears !

In the silence, palpitating
With the sense of unseen things,
We can 186l their phantom touches— !
Hear the measured sweep of wings—
Catoh the fleeting, shadowy fragraLce
Of Unearthly roses, shed |
By the fair, unfading gurlands
Wreathed about each shining head !

In owr soals some sleeping sorrow
Wakes the throbbing life again ;
Smoaldering grief to keener passion
Leap beuneath their touch of pain ;
Lost delights—unstable pleasures—
Dreams that died and made no sign—
Shadowy ghosts of joy departed.
Our departing heart divine !

Of nusleeping Memory,
For the loved yet banished faces
We no more on earth shall see ;

| was getting sour.

but the Saxons gave no signs of com-
ing to terms with the fat general
And Proenpius, although generally so
clever and goed-natured, began, we
are very, very sorry to say, to lose his
patience and his tewper. %

It was far past midsummer. The
roses were falling, and thé cherries
were rotting, and Procope himsell
So one morning he
put on his high-heeled boots, amd
seemed to be unusvally out of serts,
and he sént a terrible message to the
gocd people of Naumburg that, if
they did not surrender the town be-
fore the end of the week, all of the
people in it should at Jast be put to
the sword.

Oh, then there was distress in
Naumburg. Yet the stordy old
Saxon lords refused to swrrender t_,‘h'a
town. ;

But at last the store of food in the
town was nearly gone, and strong
walls grow weak when the people
have no bread. The women began to
be hungry, and the children to ery
for food, _

What was to be done? They
called a council, but the couneil eould
do nothing. The besiegers were
strong without, and the corn was
gone withim, and their lives were for-
feited if they opened the gates to che
enemy.

There came to the counecil an old

Or, with tender bands they lead us
Back by pleasant paths of yore,
To the lowly grass-grown threshold
Weary feet shall pass no more |

' German schoolmaster, and when the
| lords and. ehief- men could offer no-
thing, he begged leave to say a few

.
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~ . halved, quartered and rounded again ;
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The Filnniest General in all the
World.” - 4}

Ever so long ago, there lived and
fought in Germany a mighty gemneral,
and he was awfully funny. I think |
he was about the funniest general in ‘
all the world.

words to them.

“ Procope,” said he, bowing -very
ow, so that his queue stuck out like

-a horn behind, “ is very fat.”

“That will net help our leanness,”

said the lords.

“ Fat men are very clever,” said the

spare old pedagogue.

“ All the more inglorious to die at

He was very fat and very clever,| the hands of a elever man” said the

and, like all fat, clever people, he | |ords

Joved little children. The fatter he

-
“ And clever, fat men love children,”

grew, the more clever he grew, and | said the pedagogue, looking very
when he had a dozen or so of children | wise.

about his knees, he wasn't much of a|

“That does not help our case,” said

general, as generals go, not much of a | the lords.

fighting general, 1 mean.

But we must give the name and | hasies the parent,” said the old
date of this general, and so erack the | gogue.

historical nut-shell, be‘ore we can set |

“ A man who loves a child will nof.
peda-

“ But the Hussites do not love our

our readers the sweetmeat of our | children.”

story. This we will do in a single
paragraph, and we shall have all Lhei
rest of the space to tell you about the'|
agreeable general, and the funny |
things that he did. :

Procopius, or Procope, the famous |
fat general, was a Bohemian, and  be- |
came commander of the Hussites, who |
were almost an army of giants, in
1424. He won many victories with
his terrible army, and caused the
princes of  Moravia, Austria and
Saxony, to sue for terms at his feet.
The fame of his great deeds and won-
derful victories filled all Europe for
eleven years, when he was killed in
battle in 1434. Now, the historical
nut-shell is eracked, and we will have
some account of the funny fat man
who loved the children.

In the summer of 1432, good-
natured Procopius and his tall army
came marching through the hot moun-
“fain pasces “info" SaXony, WA éH-
camped in a very lovely valley on the
banks of the Saale, and invested the
old walled town of Naumburg. It
was cherry-time,—a lovely time of
year to lay siege to the tough old
town,—and the valley was full of
cherry trees, which was calculated to
make fat Procope and the tall besieg-
ers, who were very fond of the good
‘things in the world, contented and
happy. So, while a part of the army
besieged the town, the rest went
cherrying, and a very comfortable
time they had.

But the Saxons who were shut up
in Naumburg were resolute and
stubborn, and refused to yield. The

moen that hung over the Saale
on the still nights when June per-
fumed the vale with roses, waned, and

“Every man has a tender place in
his beart,” said the wise pedagogue.
“ (et at that, and one is safe.”

“ But how dees that apply to us?”
asked the lords.

“ Listen,” said the pedagogue, look-
ing still more wise, and bringing the
tip of one finger over into the palm
of his other hand, in a very knowing
way. * Procope loves children, and
when they are around him, he grows
Jolly and mellow, and his heart gets
warm, and his sternness all melts
away like a glacier in the spring sun-
shine. Send the children of the town
out of the gates to him. Tell them
to cling about his knees, and elimb up
into his lap, and when he begins to
pity them, and grow fond of them,
tell them to beg mercy for us, and the
foodless town of Naumburg,”

That quiet summer afternoon the
gates of Nauwburg swung open, and

girls issued forth, and wended their
way through the astonished Hussites
to the gay pavilion of Procopins, We
fancy we can seé them now, and an
old German picture we have seen
helps our faney. This old picture re-

behind with a bund'e of books under

other hand, with_which latter imple-
ment he was refreshing the memories
of sotue of the little boys in the rear
by a wise application in the usual

way.

\{'henl’roeoponwthumhgha
seemed mightily pleased, and with
large eyes and puffing lips he waddled
uteet them.

his funny legs,
and hugged him tight, and the

& Tong prodéssion of Tittle boys and |

one arm, and & brisk switch in the.

“0, good Procope, we've come to
you to protect us.” :

What could Procopius do? He
tried to be hard, but it was impossible.
So he sat down under @ big cherry
tree near by, and the boys snd girls
mn & few minutes were running all
over him like goats over a mountaim.
His heart was besieged, and a breach
was soon made in its weakest place.

He put his hand on one little boy’s
bair and kissed another little girl,
who looked so pretty and innocent
that he could not help it. And his
great arms clasped a half a dozen
children at once, and his heart grew
warm and mellow, and he found that
he could resist no longer. So the
clever fat general suddenly cried out:

“It's no use. I can't see the child-
ren suffer, you know. I guess I shall
have te surrender.”

Then he ordered the Hussites to
bring him baskets of cherries, and he
and the children had a cherry feast,
and great was the happiness on the
banks of the Saale, near the foodless
town of Naumburg. .

The children returmed to the city |
at night, and each one hugged and
kissed Procopius as they parted, and
said in a low, sweet vaice :

“ Spare, for our sakes, the town of
Naumburg. 3

The moon hung over the Saale in
the golden air, and in the late hours
dipped behind the far mountains.
The stth rose fair, and the watchmen
looked down from the grim walls of
Naumburg om the long valley; but
Procopius and the Hussites were gone,
and d happier day never was seen in
the town.

For four hundred years the Saxons
have loved to recall this delightful
event of history, and -have’ celebrated
it by the * Kinderfest,” or “Child-
ren's Fete,”, or, as it is often called
“The Cherry Feast- of Naumburg.”
This festival ecorresponds to our
Fourth of July, and occurs on the
28th of July, and a right glad day it
is ta the children of Saxony. And,
would you see how long the happy
influence of a single good deed may
last ? why then, when you go to Ger-
many, drop down to the Saale in the
summer time, and eat some cherries
with the Children's Fete, in honor of
the funniest general in all the world.
—8t. Nicholas.
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April Fools and Other Fools.

The custom of playing a joke upon
one's neighbor upon the 1st of Amil
is of very ancient origin, dating so far
back in the past that we are unable
to tell just when or with what nation
it had its birth,

Among the Hindeos there is a feast
which is still observed, called the
“ Huli,” which, continuing thirty
days, terminates on the thirty-first of
March. One of the distinctive features
of the feast is, that, every.one en-
deavors to send his neighbor upon
some errand to some imaginary per-
son, or to persons whom he knows
are not at home ; and then all enjoy
a good laugh at the disappointment
of the messenger.

The observance of this custom by
this peculiar people seems to indicate

mankind. In fact, it is not impossible
that the manner in which the day is
observed by us may Jiave been sug-
gested by some pagan custom. But
whatever or whenever its origin may

ERACTC TR & very edrly drigin wntong the meedier oo

have been, we find it so widely pre-
presents the old pedagogue following |°

s

—

cobbler's for a little ‘strap-eil, in
which last case the mestenger secures
a hearty application of the strap to
his shoulders, and is sent home in a
state of bewilderment as to what the
affair meams. The wrehins in the
street make s sport of ealling to some
passing bean to look to his coat-
skirts ; whem he either finds them
with a piece of paper pinned to them
or not ; in either of which case he is
saluted as an * April-fool I'”

It has been said that “ what com-
pound is to simple addition, so is the
Seotch to English April-fooling” The
people living in Scotland are not con-
tent with making a neigber believe
some single piece of absurdity, but
practice jokes upom him ad infinitum.
Having found some unsuspecting per-
son, the individual playing the joke
sends him away with a letter to some
friend two or three miles off, for the
professed purpose of asking fer some
useful information, or requesting a
loan of some article, while in reality
the letter Fmt.sins omly the words :

“ This is the first of April,
“Hunt the gowk another mile.”

The person to whom the letter is
sent at once catches the idea of the
person sending it, and - informs the
carrier with a very grave face. that he
is unable to grant his friend the favor
asked, but if he will take a second
note to Mr. So-and-se, he will get
.what was wanted. The obliging, yet
unsuspecting carrier reeeives the note,
and trudges on to the person -desig-
nated, only to bé tfeated by him in
| the same manner; and so he goes on

from ome to another, until some one,

taking pity en him, gives bim a gentle
hint of the trick that has been prac-
ticed upon him. A sueecessful affair
of this kind will furnish great amuse-
ment to an entire neighberhood for a
week at a time, during which time
the person who has beem victimized
can hardly show his face. The
Scoteh employ the term “gewk” to
express a fool in general, but mere
especially an April fool ; and among
them the practice which we have des-
cribed is called “ hunting the gowk.”
—Wide Awake,

LE L >4 L S T

The Afghans are tall, of large and
well-knit frames, muscular and hardy.
Their strong, heavy features and dark
skins give them a tierce expression of
countenance ; their black eyes—“ their
lids tinged with antimeny to add foree,
beauty, and dazzling brilliaucy to them
— are full of fire, so that their swift,
bold, and flamingglance is very impres-
sive. They wear their hair shaved
from the forehead to the top of the
head, the rest falling in black thick
masses to the shoulders. The dress of
the people is of eotton, or of eloth eall-
ed “ barek,” made of camel’s hair, and
is worn in two long and very full robes-
the material used by the wealthy class-
e being of silk or cassimere; blue or
white turbans with slippers complete
the costume.

The garments of the young chiefs
are often quite gay with gold-lace or
gold-thread embroidery. This orna-
mentation is done by the women in
the harems, who are very skillful with

but it would seem from the very na-
of things as though this glowing de-
seription must be overdrawn: just as
the bandsome, pensive, yonng Uncas of
our well-beloved West Indian roman-
cer, James Fenimere ("ooper, can hard-
ly be recognized in the medern Modoe.
Still, abundant testimony claims a
dark and hardy beauty for the Afgh-
an in his prime.—Harper's Magazine.

Hawarne’l_ ﬁm and Work.

Of Nathaniel Hawthorn as a young
man, Colonel Higginson gives a pleas- -
ant picture in The Literary World.

“1 first met him,"” he says, “ on a sum-
mer morning, in Concord, as he was
walking along the road near the Old
Manse, with his wife by his side, and
a neble looking baby-boy in a liitle
wagon which the father was pushing.
I remember him as tall, firm and
strong im bearing; his wife looked
pensive and ‘dreamy, as she indeed
was, then and always; the child was
Julian, then knewn among the neigh-
bors as ‘the Prince” When I passed
Hawthorne lifted upon me his great
gray eyes, witha look too keen to
seem indifferent, to shy to be sympa-
thetic—and that was all. But it
comes back to memory like that one
glimpse of Shelly which Browning de-
scribes, and which he likens to the day
when he found an eagle's feather.
Again I met Hawthorn at one of the
sesions of a short-lived literary club;
and I recall the impertuable dignity
and patience with which he sat
through a vexatious discussion, whose
details secemed as dwarfed by his pres-
ence as if he had been a statue of
Olpmpian Zeus. .. . . . . .,

Mrs. Hawchorme told me that her
husband grappled alone, all winter.
with the ‘ Scarleé Letter; and came
daily from his stedy with a knot in
his forehead ; and yet his sell-mastery
wag so complete that every sentence
would seem to have erystalized in an
atmosphere of perfect calm—ZEr,
G
Giving

It is & pitiful sight to see a young
disciple going about and asking every-
body how much he must “give up”
in order to be a Christian,

Unfortunately, many of those who
take it upon themselves to instruet
him and give him the same impression
of Christian discipleship—that it con-
sists chiefly of giving up things that
one likes and finds pleasure in. But
& man in solitary confinement might
as well talk about what he. must

"

“give up” if be is pardoned out of
prison, or & patient in consumption
about what he must “give up” in
order to get well. The prisoner must
give up his fetters, and the invalid
his pains and his weakngss—these
are the main things to be sacrificed.
It is true that the one has the privil-
ege of living without work, and the
other the privilege of lying abed all
day ; these are privileges that.must
be relinguished, no doubt. And se
there are certain sacrifices to be made
by him who “enters upon the Chris-
tian life, but they are “ not worthy to
be compared ” with the liberty and
dignity and joy into whieh the Chris-
tian life introduces ;

Christian

Up.:'

Comte de Gobineau in his “ Roman-
ces of the East” thus describes a young
Afghan chief, whose name was Mosh-
en, meaning “beautiful:* “His com-
plexion was richly tawny, like the
skin of fruit ripened by the sun. His
black locks curled in wealth of ring-
lets round the compact folds of his blue
turban striped with red; a sweeping

delicate outline of his upper lip, which
was cleanly cut, ‘mobile, proud, and
breathing of life and passion. His eyes,
tender and deep, flashed readily. He
waas tall, slender, and broad shoulder-

purest Afghan blood flowed in his
veina.” ¥

" The beauty of young Afghans i fe-
quently spoken of by Eastern writes

-

ed. Noone would ever dream of ask- |

emplasis upon this negative side of
the Christian experience, as so many
are inclined to do, is & great mistake
Sunday Afternvon for February,

After the virgin snow melts and ;-
lently steals away (orever, many ugly
llld repnl.live ﬂbjm ‘pp‘" Upon 'hﬁ
surface of the earth which we did not

suppose had " any  existence. So ¢

will be in the great
when God, by the ‘silent operation of
absolute Jaw, will reverse the decis.
ions of all eoﬂuptjud‘“, and, by o
vindication of his divine

»

j80d to put the. ... ..




