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JOAN darc
A child stood by a cotcottagetagetaze door and looked upon

the sky
with a strangestrange mystic loveliness of brow and

lip and eye
horher faotwo wwasLs beautiful yet sadead and even avwhenlienilen

she smiled
it wore a diadem of thought too heavy forforaa

child
T waswaal seldom that a teardropteart ar drop gemma the lash

of her brown eye
seldom that her quiet mouth closed quiv-

ering on a sigh
seldom that a burning flash of feeling lit

her cliecilecheekek
yet her mute eloquence of look waswils more than

these could speak
iierller handfiand was small and on her breast laid

quietly away
yet seemed to loldhold a scepter wand few monarch

arms could sway
ileriier voice vaswasi almost murimurmnerouscrous low 5yetet some-

thing in its tone
was more than many a loud command tho

thundered from a throne
fihehe spoke to a grave lookingloclot king dame who sadly

shook her head
and wondered if thothe fallica witched hlberherr babas

cradle bed
1I cannot tell thoo why mother

I1 cannot tell thee why
yetyut oft in hours likalkeethisthiathis I1 foelfeel

A solemn wish to dlodio
nay donotdo not cloud thy brow mother

the hour may come to tha
when thou ajlwiitwiltt shaleshaie the bitter thought
andrishand wish thothe same for me

1I cannot tell theo why mother
I1 cannot tell thee why

mysly spirit hath a soaring wing
forever lifted high

the plume that nestles low mother
mayhay rest oron blossoms warm

the restless plume that flies mother
IBIs broken bybythethe storm 11

11II
A woman form in armor dressed a girlish form

and slight
stood where a thousand lances flashed denndefianceaximaria

to the light
A prince had placed his signet ring upon her

glenderblender hand
and the proud clilchivalryvalry of fianceFrance stoa waiting

her command
stennstern chieftainseuichi flims gazedgaud upon the child in truth

blieehe seemed no more
snosoo looked BOso small and aragnefragile I1in tlabu martial

garb she wore
and wondering met the still brown eyes that

throherher bars
Ilauredroared a proadproud purity of thought uplifted to the

starsstans
shoshe lead the army to the fight the thought

avawokeoke a sneer
trattuat faded to a pitying sallesmile that might have

been a tear
shbire was s young so braut fuiful so doniongentlegentietletie and so

m el
with long dark lashes sweeping down upon bherer

quiett cheekcheck
they wondered if her eight could boarbear warmwarna

life streams gushing out
ai wowb could meet her steady gazegazo and dare

again the doubt
theyrhey almostalmost deemed it sacrilege in thought to

blame her there
la her pure she seemed so

like a prayer
thoumou caltcult believe girl said thetile princa that

monwon wiltwiitv lit win the day
yet arm so slight hath never dared before so

proud a fray
she bent her lip to thothe palo hand that wore hisills

sigbigsignetmetbet ring
I1 leave theothee here a primeprince shesho said hall nindfind

th horehere a kinhinkinghing

ill
tlet c murky cloud otof battle gutiare thick

c ini a its gloom
writh it11 iiaflaflailingvinzving ghineshino of gabres uundand itsita loud

thunder boom
Isiii a1 1 daindainey1 y golden helmet and a naxfar float

ing plume
adand aa smalsnsm dl11 barqbare hand uplifted like aarllearlie aa

fhilfhtill 01

latin thoth o the ame of battledattie when its d ep
cmilC L euriesleilitiiiroesroOS flow I1blazon byty a linglesingle jewel bruning likilkilkoliko
lc rf ray

torn in ilt proud pulpuiculangng glory from the burn
ininzine beartheart of day

aiuIAU in swekwoawetwo they knewknow natnot vui fought
ialtal chivalryc of franca

SS m d us ththo a hand of iron steadied theirs
upon twotuo lance

as tuotho each breastbreas was girded by a belt
of flame

dashia everyeveny british weapon baekback in splint
epcreere from its ataimalm ii

5 dined as thothol thouio burning ardor bt eachcah leapgargal
ingins patriot yeinvein

alienedeadenedenod evory coward fooling dcdeneabened every

klareciare that snowy plumaplemo was lifted foeann
A falteredfaltfaiteredcred formen lanhbanh

tletho while they yielded haibbalblailhall UulutinU
I1 I1us that therthey shrank I1

farther the white plume wasvms drifted and the
gemina hand floated higher

till the days last was sifted oeroenjerjen tht 6 milsmlisI1

in crimson firetire
then the proud french arrayarlay shouted nnaand the

english army fled
every foe of france rested on her bo-

som
be-

som dead
standing where her nations banner proudly

soaredgeared towards the sky
was the fair browecroweddoomanwoman warrior with her

pale hands lifted high
there were jeweled helmets lowered there wertwere

haughty nacesfaces stooped
where the foes deserted colors oeroen unconscious

bosoms drooped
steadfastly she raised to lieileheavenavell the deep lan-

guage of her glanceglauce
whilelothelethetiie chieftains round lieriler 43 prai-

ses to the godgoti of france

IV
there wwas low and dreamy music throbbingI1

amtonr asmon the hours
th 0 were golden lamps that olimglimglimmeredmerodmorod

a wilderness of flowers
there werewore mallymany tinted jewels there were

many colored blooms
and the glowing nirair was heavy with a thousand

mixed perfumes
there were low feigned tones of lauiaulaughtereliter there

worewere false illusive smiles 9
and tho specious fashion mdand its pret-

ty painted viloswiles
there were proudly traitrailinglind sargargarmentsmontemonts there

were proudly lifted plumespirmes
and a world of beauty flashing chrol tuothoth lightedlighted

palace rooms
therethe re a monarchs lip was t in a gay

halfJesting tone 14

to a paiepale whito vesturedred woman standing sl
lent by ills throne

if a diadem unlighted
by the jewel of thy smile

I1 and a scepter that laIs slighted
by thy sadness all the lywhilolillo

and a throne that cannot lift mome
i where my hope hath perched its wingwin

areaaroaarearo a kingdom in possession
thee lady I1 am king

lady idereI1 were proud to thank theethea
Ffor0r thothe diadem 1 wear

had it powerdower to awe thy sadness
orof make vassalvessal of thy care

ladladyy I1 were proud to thank theothea
for my scepters li pirpixplayy

could it but command a gladness
in thy gentle breast to stay

11 stisITIs so longiong sincosince lifted lasheslashed
showed me bhea thyilly feelings speak

1

and thy heart obdurate miser
iksils its rublesrabies lalytalyy ehteeeuteeCUefelltieTe

thou seem a pperfectact statue
fashioned of tile stone

like a whirwhite gaddas
homickbiome for an adilen throne

bowed the meek face lower lower and the quiet
hand waswms pressed

very gently very meekly on the white robed
woman breast

xera her low clear voice seemed floating oer an
ocean wide nulaami deep

where the tempest wearied surges sosoftlyatly sob-
bed themselves to sleep
1I am weary of0 the music

I1 nmram wearyveary of thotilo light
and I1 loathe my thonnythorny garland

and its tonightto night
I1 am weary of the glances

that insult art
and the lip that ningfingfingersaersgers

bendsend a shudder to myink heart
I1 amaln weary weary wearywea

and I1 long to neo more
where the tangled vine leareslestaa guiverquiver

oer my fathers cottagecottano door

it was godgoa that saved tabtapU nation
etwasit was god that crowned its hingking

not the landhand that led its army
kyby its monarchs signet oongring

lettast thenthe nations wealveal7 ealeai bebeti sted
to the I1 everywhere

lieile 1dl the triumph answer
I1 wawas 1 but prayer

anaand my woman icart Is weary
letiretIretiet mogo and rest once more

where the dewy vine leaves quiver
oeroen my fatfathersliers cottage door

conwon oc werevere the brown lashes lifted from thotha at
dy allaraltar faroaaro

that lierher warm heart pulses kindled andana her
pure eyes lifted higher

tilontam thetho king sazegazegazeddawodawedawod andeandaand silentilent onoti a quiet
drooping lid

thtil inuiiliaayiy tltuttuaA it was not whiter tuanthan thothe stainslain i
I1 lissI1 ssiss 01 light it hid
lladliaa hisrus sc oneonono wlm bi IAlind ldaidals dia-

demdoeboemo pearlnoarl I1purer iuanluan taiotilo spirit beauty of that lowlowivoiced
cottage girl

ajlaad waswis browlirow grew daisordardailor darker eliabliablindedaedded bi 0
clcoadoadvad of pain I1 I1

and his voicevolee had burning pathos rhewhentheairThealtaItit
touched I1

0011 askns aioo na i pioneprore theathee
I1

do not lodloa o
iiaila one iiilii

iauinudafnosnos throne
1 ifit thefhe faliofaisefalse and base are nearneannooruninia

dordo notnoi leaTO 4 1 I1

to a sickly adulation
masking a black coward hatohate

ki therostheres one bbesiderdo mo
with a lip that never lieboo

one whose darkest thought dare enter
the white ratogato of paradise

if the false and basadreare near me
no presumptuous lip shall dare

speak of theothee but with an accent
that Is reverentrevertutluttnt aas a prayerpra er

they rue whow ho name thee lightly
they shallrhall die who dare offend

alswishis the king of france sweet lady
pleading pleading for a friend

angel guard do not fonforaskoaike us I1

still the ensiEngl ifill foesfops
Vusupportedd byy tnythy presence

shall we lift a steady lancet
bobe but what thou hast been ever

lady be thothe friend of france
onoeonce again her oyeseyes were lifted very caimcalm they

vwewrovrevvow ro and still
veiling the high martyr

grievedp ie ed her woman will 1

and herlier voice wasw as very ggt atleatlo vvervvery ctetaeltietilet vetryaeiry

low V I1 A
simple in its meek devotion thou hasthaat cummclintein

be it BOno

V I1

went she not thottowoman warrior with tthee fly
ing

saw they not her white plume floating northnOrtlit
ward to thietrio english coast t

fading fading gonogone forevernorefore v cr gromfromfrom
v

her iamxio1111t i

that nativoanalito iloredioretherethore 4

where thetha vine leaves quiver merllaroer lirlirlAr
I1

fathelfathe 8 pottage door AX

faded froinfrom forever faded yye
evermore

iviz her dreary Eliellenglishglish prison she will iiiill r
this C itf

sheste will heatriest tuotho vinenine leaves hymning ubiUSI

low mugi tarol her sleep
shoshe will waiwaliankee to hearbear her fettersoetters clank anaitaatiaan

sengenewer harshharsil and deep

from a dungeon oeroem they led her very
slieble came

noting not hetile coarse reproaches that were
flung upon her name

in the glory dofherof herhen triumph she had never sceinseem-
eded so proud I1

yet her cheek couldconid not bobe whiter tho her ht
som wore a shroud

did her slight arm shudder ruderudorudely
grasped by fingers strong

antlanti ueherr nand retained its scepter prisoner by
I1 allan iron thonthenhong
it Is strange that spirit greatness never can so

perfect bobe
in itoits flashing hour of triumph as its painspales in-

tensitylorlsity
woman itt uisthy up win itaitsta kikui

deew a llelie
tho a thousand tongues condemn thee mercy

cpeaksspeaks thouthon not die
harher numbedor fratezi that it
did not shape a breathalbreath

did she that she had chosen by thothe scorn
of silence dethdeathth

they have led her inili her beauty illatthat fair gen-
tle

gen-
tie wamanvroman child

where the pitchy splintered fagotsfagons ready for
the60 iiamesflames are piled

IWwomanonan even now we spare thee if thou wilt
confess the lie

1I havohave never liedfled she 1I am ready
let me deedie at

ahn the firorire was throbbingg round her still
they shoushoutedtedled thou 1

own that god diddiadidiotnotnoh IRinspirefirefiro thee own but
I1 this andano wowe forgive

I1
I1

saw they red iiamesflames upsoaring till that
high unshrinking glance

lioardnoard they rod wamesfamesanies mad gag n
is0 sweettweet to diegordie fotfor lancajance
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SCRAPS FROM THE NOTE jivok

OF AN OLD REPORTERREPORTER

the ovilevil that men do liw after them
ehatha sod is ottoft I1interred dohaohuth their bonesdones

inili just propproportion envy gronikgro
thetilo man that makes a character makes noesfoes

botro
HLhaerore waswaa a bill of fare for antin

1c world the first number wastimPIolitit thee week following and being
alieffanxiousus for its success I1 venturedve iliiiiintoto
the K journal office to learn if
skelly wwas aware of anisseilsells folly
therethero the indomitable purveyor stood
with hislibi back to the fire turning hishia
swivel eye all neroverA er the room not ad
solitary being yas iliin theofficethe office buthiabut him-
self when I1 stepped fonaforwardard and gave
him mydiv customary how do you do
sir 1 comfortable comfortable hejie re

alicd dryly ha king have you seen
ir timothy first number elleh

hum a rare 6specimen of florid bom-
bast a pusillanimous drivling made
up counterfeit of other mens works
something of his own here and therethero
to be ssureburer but theytiley aroarp all marked
knisselSnisselissei I1 illshis sentiment or ex-
pressionspres appear hear saldsaid liehe lift-
ing thethye first number and fixing his glasarma
eyoeyeyo on the pagedpagepago what 1I1 read I1

aliah never feelfeet remorse
atwould burst an iron lt

raould itami seifself
atwould drain your core in riversrivern

there is learning for your study K ing
titheie first line beginning with allan excla-
mation and the three following with
atwouldTw dublin university illyilaymay wellweli

be proud of such a scholar at this
point in illshis criticisms he looked horri-
ble just suchguch a look as I1 have seenbeen an
executioner glance at uioulo culprit before
throwing him onnoff when pleased with his
preparations

az
for death then stretch-

ing out hisills hand with the number to-
wards me liehe exclaimed emphatically
this I1 knowhiow to ba timstima 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 everover feel remorse nolio poi-
son

per-
son if it could bobe cast off like allan old
coat and then an iron heart bursting
to shivers and blood being drained out
of the human body likolike rivers tireare sim

that properly speaking belong
to boilers and large reservoirs
bursting herohere lie lifted the number
up to my face remorse king is a
feeling in the mind that torments us
from a consciousness of having dono
somogomo irreparable wrong and you ought
to have that feelingfooling for encouraging11 a
whimsical coxcomb to publish suchsuehsUch ex-
travaganttravagant ridiculousrediculous nonsense hero
lie paused as if out of breath iliin round-
ingI1ng hisliis latlasit sentence liethenlielle then turned
OVoverr to tho poem of lovely scotland
and readrealreul
the sun set red in rebel smiles
whereNN herehero scotland and her sensea girt isles
pointed the her proud free haudhand
in scorn at ireland wearingearing the slaves brandbrund
saying peelee the faste of not a cent yearnyears

erinaerlna land now sepulchered in tears

when done lie exclaimed in fiendish
triumph where in all the creation of
imagination0 could be found such rigma-
role trashy raving stuff short of bed-
lamla but continued liehe 11i will honor
him with previewa review of his contemplated
bookhook tomorrowto morrow 1 I1 begged of him at
ththe econclusion of his remarks to desist

in of tims
poverty but that impla-
cable eye fixed upon minemille never
moved in its

I1 socket till it gazed me out
of the oiliofficece

jnin passing away from thistills scene of
personal hatredha irodtrod and im of
selfish interest I1I1 had only one reflec-
tion and that was of all the
actions soltollowingfollowing the morbid state of thothe
moral feelings 1 lovenove of aproapprobationbation
eaconcentratedmeentratnated 1inI1 1 thetile love of fame waswaa
the worst and that a desire to be res-
pected honored and even applauded
norfor good and praiseworthy actions while
living wasvas a nobleanoble and virtuous emo-
tion which would prompt totd universal
philanthyphilanthropyphilanthropy but a thirst for fame
based on the admiration of the world
was sure to end in disappointment and
final ruin

the K journal came out in its
usual timotime containing a lengthylength3 review
on tims contemplated volume andana
criticisms on the first number but tho
article was too severe to be taken for
anyally thing more than a burlesque

the first number was bought up
rapidly thetile sale of which was helped
considerably by BkSkellys reviewrevlow which
put its author in high spirits and betset
him on more energetically to cull illsids
heblheelpieces forforthethe second number it
is said that there is a tide ir lifeilfe
when taken at the full will lead to
affluence and famefaine but thistills was not
thetile consequence in tims dure
thetile second issue fell off considerably
even among the subscribers so that he
was hardliard pushed to furnish thethe needful
by promises and security for number
three

he hadllad also found that many of hlahia
productions were not well adapted for
publication moreover he had contem-
plated writing0 for its as it eemi
bated from the prespresss but all his timo
was taken up iliin reading0 correcting and
revising his proofs so that bythe third i

issue he was stranded for matter as
well as means taking alLthese
seen circumstances namely want of
money want of matter andand want of
credit tims wonderful proposed volume
fell deaidead from thetho press at the one hun-
dred and fortyjorty eightheight11 page leavingwaving illinhim
in debt to tilethe amouabouamountt of sixty pounds
sterling foyfor which helip had nothing to
represent his jossjobs but a11 pile of unsold
numbers

no bankruptbankruptcypy have created
loeloclocally a greater noiseallornor more grief

1

to poor tim asjkellyBkellyeils chuckled over hia
fall licciameta hhyenasonaana overovera a dead careasecarcasscarcase
allaliand attributed tlloatheth evil helie had done a
public benefit jinks and bellows had
taken the opposite bideside in their critical
review forfox their own interest and wero i

chchagrinedad and left minus to a consideronsloer-
abableabio10 amount of money chilowhile somekomo of


