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Poetry,
a the DESERET NEWS.

JOAN D'ARC.

A child stood by a cottage door and looked upon
the sky,

With a strange, mystic loveliness of brow, and
lip and eye,

Hert face was beautiful yet sad aund, even when
she smiled, y

It wore a diadem of thought too heavy fora

- child,

T was seldom that a tear-drop gemm'd the lash
of her brown eyo;

*I'was seldom that her guiet mouth closed gquiv-

" ering on a sigh;

Twas seldom that a barning flash of feeling lit
her cheek;

Yot her mute cloquence of 100k was more than
these could speak. |

Her fiand was small and on her breast—laid
quietly away,

Yet seemed to hold a scepter wand few monarch
arms could sway;

Xer volce was almost murmerous low, yet some-
thing in its tone;

Was more than many a loud command, tho'

~ thundered from o throne, |

ghe spoke to a grave looking dame, who sadly
shook her head -

And wondered if the fairics witched her bhaby's
cradle bed,

“J cannot tell thee why, mother,

. I cannot tell thee why,

Yet oft, in hours likethis, I feel
A solemn wish to die,

Nay donot cloud thy brow, mother,-
The hour may come to theo

When thou wilt share the bitter thought
And wish the same for me,

1 cannot tell thee why, mother,
1 cannot tell thee why,

My spirit hath a soaring wing
Forever lifted high;

The plume that nestles low, mother,
May rest on blossoms warm,

The restless plume that flies mother,
Is broken Ly the stormm.”

11, :
A woman form in armor dressed, a glrlish form
and slight,
Stood where a thousand lances flashed defiance
to the light,
A prince had placed his signet ring upon her
slender hand
And the proud chivalry of France stood waiting
her command.
Stern chieftains gazed upon the child—in truth
; she seemed no morg, ¢
She looked so small and fragile in the martial
garb she wore . '
And wondering met the slill, brown eyves that
thro’ her vizor bars ’
Poured a proad purity of thought uplifted to {he
stars, :
She lead the army to the fightl—the thought
awoke a gneer,
Tiht faded to a pitying smile that might have
been a tear;
She was 8o young, so beautifil, so gentle, and so
racek,
With long, dark lashes sweeping down upon her
quiet cheelk,
Ther wondered if her sight could bear warm
life-streams gushing out,
Al, who could meet her steady gaze and dare
_ again the doubt, |
They almost deemed 1t sacrilege in thought to
-blame her there, '
Ia her pure carnesinsas of fadth she seemed so
like a prayer, .
“Thoun canst believe, girl,” said the prince, “that
. thou wilt win the day,
Yot arm so slight hath never dared,
proud a fray?”
Sae bent her lip to the palo hand that wore bls
signel ring,
*I leave thee here a prince,” sho said, “shall find
thee herpa king.”

’ 111
Where the murky ciovd of battle gaihore thick-
est in its gloom, |

With its flaghing shine of sabres and its loud-
voleod thunder boom, -

1s 2 dainty golden helmet and a white far-float-
ing plume; '

And a small bare hand nplifted, like a resticss
flulze Of sROW, . -

j o
S e T

o
belere so

Nioatiig. thro’ the tide of battle wheroits deep-

eal surgoes flow, !
Blazoned by a single jewel shining like ahome-
"‘Torn In its proud, pulsing glory from the Lurn-
ing heart of day. !
ifa¥ in awe, thoy knew mot wherefore, fought
. the chivalcy of Frange,
foamad a8 tho' o hand of iron-steadied theirs
upon thélance.

@30tned as tho' each breast was girded by a belt

of lightning fame, .

Dashing every British weapon back, in eplint- |

ers, from its aim, - . <

Seameaed a8 tho' tho burning ardor of mhlmp-_ And

ing patriot vein. ., - i
Peadoned evory coward fooling, deadened every
", selfish palm, -
~ faltered, foomen sank,
Woade: wi
| ous $hat they shrank,

-.J Fnrthur the white
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| gemm'd hand floated

Till the day’s last pulse was

in erimson fire,

Then the-proud French army shouted and the
English army fled, .

Every foe of France unrouted rested on her bo-
som dead. |

Standing where her nation's banner proudly
soared towards the gky

Was the falr browed woman warrior, with her
pile hands lifted high,

There were jeweled helmets lowered, there were
haughty faces stooped,

Where the foe's deserted colors o'er unconsc¢lous

er, -
o'er the hills,

bosoms drooped.
Steadfustly she raised to heaven the deep lan-
guage of her glanee, ”

While the chieftains round her shouted, “Prai-
g0 to the God of France!”

1V.

There was low and dreamy music throbbing

passion thro' the hours,

There were golden lamps that glimmered thro’

& wilderness of flowers;

There were many-tinted jewels, there were

many-colored blooms,

And the glowing air was heavy with a thousand

mixed perfumes;

There were low feigned tones of laughter, there
were false illusive smiles, =

And the specious phrase of fashion, and its pret-

_ ty painted wiles:

There were proudly trailing garments, there
were proudly lifted plumes,

And a'world of beauty flashing thro’ the lighted

_palace rooms:

There a monarch’s lip was speaking, in a gay
half jesting tone, :

To a pale, white vestured weman, standing si-
lent by his throne.

“If & dindem unlighted
By the jewel of thy smile '
And ascepter that is slighted
By thy sadness all the while,
And a throne that cannot lift e
Where my hope hath perched its wing
Are a Kingdom in possession,
Thank thee, lady, I am king,

“Lady, I were proud to thank thee
For the diademy' I wear.

Had it power to awe thy sadness,
Or make vassal of thy care,

Lady, I were proud to thank thee

. Yor my scepter's flashing play

Could it but command a gladness

In thy gentle breast to stay.,

“'Tis so long since Ufted lashes
Showed me where thy feelings speal,
And thy heart—obdurate miser!—
Locks its Tubles from ghy chieek,
Thou wonldst seem a perfect statue,
Fashioned of the Pariat stone
Like a white, reproachifullgoddess,
J Home-sick for an Aiden throne,”
Bowed the meek faee lower, lower, and the guiet
hand was pressed
Very gently, very meekly, on the white robed
) woman-breast;
And her low, clear voice seemed floating o'er an
ocean wide and deep,
Where the tempest-wearied surges sofily
bed themselves to sleep. :

41 am weary of the musie,
I nm wedry of the light,
And I loathe my thorny garland
And its garrish bloom to-night,
I ama weary of the glances
That insalt with polished art,
"And the lips that touch my fingers
Send a shudder to my heart,
I am weary, weary, weary,
_And I leng to rest once more
‘Where the tangled vine leaves gulver
O'er my futher's cottage door,

“It was God that saved Natlon,
1t was God that crowned its king,
Not the hand that led its army
Dy its monareh’s signet 1ing,
ot the Nation's weal be trusted
To the highest everywlere,
e bestowed the trinmph answer,
I was but a’patriot prayer.
And my woman heart is weary,
It me go and rest onee more
_Where the dewy vine leaves guiver
O'er my father’s cottage door.”

Onee were the brown lashes lifted from the
dy altar-fire

Thoat her warm hbeari-pulses kindled and her
pure eyes lifted higher,

Tien the king gazed, awed and silent, on aquiet
darooping lid,

~ less thought It hid, B3 e
Flad his scepter one white brilliant, had his dia~

dem o pearl T
Yurer than the spirii-beauty of that low-voiced
cotinge girl? ) ] X
And isbrow grew daniker, darker, shaded by a
cloud of pain, > |
his wvolee had burning pathos when it
touched his lip aghin, " |

[; O I ask thee—nay implore thee

. Donat ledve mé here alone,
. Let'nie haye one Eden blossom

gall the whilo thoy ﬂﬂdﬁ.mnﬂl

In the shadow of my throne, v
If the false and base are near e
" Do ot leave me desolate, *

ume was drifted and the

¢ Toa siekly adulation | *
' Masking a black, coward hate.
Lot me know there's one beside me
With a lip that never lies,
One whose darkest thought dare enter
The white gate of Paradise,
If the false and base are near me
No presumptuous lip shall dare
Bpeak of thee but with an aceent
That is reverent as o prayer.
They shall rue who name thee lightly,
They shall die who dare offend,
'Tis the king of France, sweet Lady,
Pleading, pleading, for a friend.
Angel guard, do not forsake us,
Still the English foes advanee,
Uusupported by thy presence .
Shall we lift a steady lance?
Bo but what thou hast béen gver,
Lady, be the friend of Franee,™

Onece again her eyes were lifted, very eslm they

: were and still,

Veiling the high, martyr purpose that had
grieved her woman will,

And her voice was very gentle, very qulet, very
low, Nk

Simple In its meek deyotion, “Thou hast chosen
be it 50.”

Y.
Went she not, the woman warrior, with the fly-
: ing Britieh host?

Saw they not her white plume floating north-
ward to the English coast? pRL ¢

Fading, fading, gone forever, from her sight
that native shore,

Where the sunlit vine leaves quiver o'er her

. Tather’'s collage door.
Faded from her sight forever, faded—yes, fof
evermore, ' -

I+ her dreary English prigon she will think of
this and weep, . |

She will hear the vine leaves hymning their
low music thro' her sleep,

Shoe will wake to hear her fetters clank an an-
‘swer harsh and deep, ;

From a dungeon céll they led her, very quielly
she came,

Noting not the coarse reproaches thal were

L fiung upon her name,

In the glory of her trinmph she had never seem-
¢d se proud, ol

Yet her cheek could not be whiter tho' her be-.
gom wore a shroud,

Searcely did -her slight arm shudder rudely.
grasped by fingers strong, ,

And her hand retained iis scepler prisoned by
an iron thong,

! l- i l - - h

(October 12, 1864,

—
ADh! never feel reniorss, 0 0

"T'would burst an iron henrf Ly shivers;
"Twould stamp existonice-self acurs'd

'Twould drain your core in rivers,

There is learning for yourstudy King!
the first line beginning with an excla~
mation and the three following with,
"Pwould. Dublin university may well
be proud of such a scholar. At this
point in his criticisms, he looked horri-
ble, just such a look as T have seen an
exccutioner glance at the eulprit, before
throwing him off’ when pleased with his
preparations for death! Then stretch-
ing out his hand with the number to-
wards me he execlaimed emphatically.
‘This I know te ba Tim’s composition,
and if paper could blush at his extrava-
gance, it would change to as many
colors as the ink on the title page.
Who would ever feel remorse?—no per-
son, if it could be east off like an old
coat. And then, an iron heart bursting
to shivers, and blood being drained out
of the human body, like rivers, are sim-
ilitudes, that properly speaking, belong
to steam boilers, and large reservoirs
bursting.,” Here he lifted the number
up to.my face. ‘Remorse, King, is a
feeling in the mind, that torments us
from a consciousness of having done
some irreparable wrong, and you oughs
to have that feeling, for engouraging &
whimsical coxcomb, to publish such ex-
travagant, rediculous nonsense.” Here
he paused as if out of breath, in round-
ing his last sentence; he then turned
over te the poem of “Lovely Scotland,”
and read :

The sun =et red, in rebel smiles—
W here Scotland, and her sea-girt isies,

 Pointed the finger.of her proud free hand,

In scorn at Ircland, wearing the slaves brand, |
Saying, see the waste, of not a century’s years
And Erin's land, now sepulchered in tears!

When done he exclaimed in fiendish
triwmph, ‘where in all the creation of

| imagination could be found suech rigma-

role, trashy, raving stuff, short of bed-
lJam? But continued he, ‘I will henor
him with a review of his contemplated
book, to-morrow.’” 1 begged of him at
the conclugion of his remarks, to desist
interference, in consequence of Tim's
poverty; but that impersuasible, impla-
cable eye, fixed wupon mine, never
moved in its socket, till it gazed me out
of the oflice.

It is strange that spirit greatness never can 50
perfect be

tensity,

k Ty oman, if thy 11p will nler that s Loast hath

©_ been a lie, . |

Tho' o thousand tongues condemn thee, merey

| gpeaks thon shalt not die.”

|| Was her white mouth nuombed or frozen that it
did not shape o breath?

Did she know that she had chosen, by the scorn
of gilence, death?

They have led her in her beauty, that fair, gen-
tle, woman-child,

Where the pitchy, splintered fagots ready for
the flames are piled.

“Woman, even now we spare thee if thou wilt
confess the lie,

“I have never ied,” she whispered, *1 am ready

~let me die.” 1s

When the fire was throbbing round her still
they shouted, “Thon mayest live," _

Own that God did not inspire thee, own but

| this and we forgive,” ~

r

Baw thay, thro' red flames upsoaring still that
high, unshrinking glance,
Heard they, thro’ red flames mad roaring—‘Jt
e s sweello qi.;,; Jor France," ~
8. E. CARMICHAEL,
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. [Written for t]m'll:mnm ‘}H EWS.
| SCRAPS FROM THE NOTE BOOK
OF AN OLD REPORTER.

The evil that men do, lives after them;
E _frlm' gaod is oft i}ltﬂrml vgith éﬁ;ﬁ:ﬁ’h
Witlr fame, in just proportion, envy grows;
The man that makes a character, makes foes,
0 ' YOUNG,
Heére was a bill of fare for an unsus-
cting world!. The first number was
out the week following, and being:
anxions for its success I ventured into
the K—— Journal office, to learn if
Skelly was aware of Snissel’s folly.
There the indomitable purveyor stood,

| =
Thinking that it was not whiter than the stains |

with his back to the fire, tuml;lﬁ his
swivel eye all over the room. Nota
golitary being was in the office but him-
gelf, when 1 stepped forward and gave
him my customary, ‘how do you do,
sir.” ‘Comfortable, comfortable,’ he re-
ﬂ;ed dryly. ‘Ha ﬁjng’ have you seen
Timothy Snissel’s first

nwnber, eh? |

Hum—a rare specimen of florid bom-
bast, a pusilanimous, drivling, made-
up counterfeit of other men’s works.
Something of his own here, and there
to be sure, but they are all marked
Snissel, wherever his sentiment or ex-

ressions aj pe.ﬁr ‘Hear,’ [said he, lift-

g the first number and fixing his glass

In passing away from this scene of
personal hatred, and imbodiment of

In its flashing hoar of trinmph as its pain's in- | selfish interest, I had only one reflec-

tion. And that was,—of all the infatu-
ations following the morbid state of the
moral feelings, ‘‘Love of approbation,”
concentrated in the love of fame, was
the worst. And that a desire to be res-
pected, honored, and even applauded.
for good and praiseworthy actions while
living, was a noble and virtuous emo-
tion, which would prompt t6 universal
yhilanthropy, but a thirst for fame,
{_:med on the admiration of the world,—
was sure to end in disappointment and
final ruin!

The K— Journal, came out in its
usual time containing a lengthy review
on Tim's eontemplated volume, an
criticisms on the first number; but the
article was too severe, to be taken for
any thing more than a burleaque.

The first number was bought up
rapidly. The sale of which was helped
considerably by Skelly's review, which
yut its author in high spirits, and set

im on more energetically to cull his
begt pieces for the second number, It
is said, that, ‘‘there is a tide. iny life,
when taken at the full, will lead to

{affluence and fame,” but this was not

the consequence in Tim’s proceedure,
The second issue fell off’ considerably,
even among the subseribers; so that he.
was hard pushed to furnish the needful

-bﬁ* promises, and seeurity for number
three

He had also found that many of hia
productions were not well adapted for
publication,—moreover, he had contem-:
plated writing for its pagos as it emi-
nated from the press; but all his time
was taken up in reading, correcting, and
reviging his proofs, so that by the third
issue, he was stranded for matter, ag
well as means., Taking all.these unfor-
gseen circumstances, namely, want of
money, want of matter and want of
credit, Tim’s wonderful proposed vdlume
fell dead from the press, at the one hun-
dred and forty-cighth ,deéaving him
in debt to the amount of sixty Eﬂlﬂdﬂ
sterling, for which he had nothing to
represent his loss, but a pile of unsold
numbers. -

No bankraptey could have created
locally, agreater noise, nor more grief
}0 }mur Tim. -Skelly, chuckled over hias

al

likea h ~over a dead carcass, -
aud‘-attﬂbutegto the evil he had done a
ublic benefit. Jinks and Bellows had
E&kan the o ite side in their critieal
review, for their own interest, and were

chagrined, and left minus to a consider-

eye on the page,] what I read’

-

ka.hla amount

of money. While some of

»




