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§ 3 From the Gift. 

THE DAUGHTER OF JAIRUS. 
BY HENRY WILLIAM HERBERT. 

It _was the evening of a summer day 
Serene and breathless ; gentle dews from hea- 

ven 
Fell silently upon the grateful flowers, 
That all the livelong day had bowed their 

“7 heads 
Drooping with heat, but now from every sod 
Sent up their happy perfames to the sky, 
Purer “than man’s ‘thanksgiving. From the 

© brake ; 
Tufted with jessamine, gushed the enchanting 

song i 
Of the rap nightengale ; and round the well, 
Filling their pitchers, underneath the palm, 
The village girls, a gay and graceful throng, 
Stood laughing. But anon a sadder mood 
Fell en their spirits, as they thought of her, 
Who lay even now, beyond a father’s hope, 
To smile, or raise her fair young head again, 
Jairus's daughter. Hushed was all their glee; 
And their hearts smote them, as they homeward 

went, 
That they did laugh .but now, and she the 

while, 
Their innocent playmate, dying—perchance 

dead. 

He was a ruler of the synagogue, 
A dark grave man, not cheerful, but austere 
And stern withal, though pious. He had 

known 
Serrow aad suffering, amd had weaned his 

heart 
From earthly things to fix his hope on high. 
Yet ever would his gloomy brow unberd, 
As the blithe carol of that little maid, 
Or the clear treble of her joyous laugh, 
Spoke musie to his‘éar, and won his soul 
To smile on her, when darkest. 

: He had watched 
Long days beside her couch, and marked the 

change 
Creep o’er her face, the shadow which death 

casts 
Before his coming. Save his own, ne hand 
Had food her pillow ; none had raised but 

e 
The pais to her lips, whieh still were wreath- 

e 

Into the painful semblance of a smile, 
Striving to thank him for’t. Ile broke no 

bread, 
Nor tasted wine, but sat in desolate grief, 
Binice (he first night the fever smote lis child, 
Rending ' his garments, and with ceaseless 

prayer 
Sseking the lord ; until all hope wes o'er, 
And it was evident that, ere the can 
Should leave the plain, her scul must pass 

away. 

But while he mourned a neighbor entered 
in, 

And told him how the Son of Man waz 
Teaching the people ox this side the sea. 
Then he arose, and went his way, and fell 
Before the feet of Jesus, where he stood, 
And earnestly besought him, crying * Lord, 
My little daughter lieth, even now, 
At point ef death. . I pray thee, come to her, 
Aud lay thy hands on her ; and she suall live.” 
And Jesus went along with him, And they 
‘Who had been gathered round him, followed 

on 
And thronged him. And a certain woman 

< there, 
‘Which had been wasted by a flow”of blood 
TR eT years, came in the press be- 

in 
And ‘touched his garments’ selvage—for she 

said, 
“If Tbut touch his clothes, T shall be whole 
But he perceiving turned himself about, 
And asked the crowd, who touched his rai- 

ment’s hem : 
Then she, in fear and trembling, being heal- 

ed, 
And knowing that was done in her, fell dowa 
Qonfessing. And he said to her, * Arise, 
Daughter, and go in peace ; thy faith alone 
Hath made thee whole 1» 

And while he yet did speak, 
Came gon running from the rulers 

ouse, 
Which said—* Thy child is dead, why trou- 

blest thou 
The master farther 7 Bat when Jesus heard 
He said uato the father—¢* Yet fear pot! 
Ouly believe P* 

And thence he suffered none 
To follow after him, save James and John 
Brother of James, and Peter; ead he came 
Into the house—a pleasant house and fair, 
Shadowed by olives, and a creeping vine 
That wound about the casements, with green 

leaves © 

In the calm sunshine twinkling, and the plash 
Of a cool fountain from the inner court 
Murmuring pleasantly. Bat now the voice 
Of men that wept, and woman’s shriller wail, 
Filled all with tumult, and the sound of wo. 
He said to them—* Why make ye this ado 1— 
Aad wherefore weep ye 1—the maid is net 

dead ; 
But sleepeth 1° 

Aud they laughed him to scorn! 

Then did he put forth, and taking none 

But her that bore the maiden, sorrewing now 

With an exceeding sorrow, and the sire, 3 
And those that came with him, he entered in 
Where she was laid. : 

Her face was very pale, 
Paler than her white vestment ; and her lip, 
Parted a little, wore almost the smile; 
Which constantly played over them in life, 
Nor had in ‘death quite passed from them 

Her hands 
Were folded on her breast. 

flowers, 
Sweets to the sweet, scattered their perfume 

_.._ Tound, 
Emblems of teauty’s briefness—soon to die. 
But when he took her by the hand, and cried, 
* Damsel, I say to thee, arise I” a blush, 
A warm bright blush, shot o’er the ashy face, 
Conscious and beautiful ~the pallid lips 
Waxed rosy, and  bresthed forth an odorous 

sigh, 
And she upraised her eyes with a clear hight, 
Alive and lustrous ; and arose siraighiway 
And walked. 

Some fresh bright 

Astonished were all they that saw, 
With great astonishment; and yet their joy 
‘Was mightier than their wonder wae, or wo 
Had been. The father, the austere dark man, 
Who had not wept befere for very dearth 
Of tears and agozy of soul, weptnow. 
But these were tears of thankfulness, not 

grief. 

REVENGE OF LEONARD ROSIER. 

Ir was late on a summer afternoon that 
Leonard Rosier, a student of the most. famous 
school of surgery in Paris, was returning to his 
home in the Rue St. Honore. The merry po-~ 
pulation thronged the street, and many acquain- 
tances accosted him; but he stopped not to 
converse with any one, nor turned aside with 
the crowd to follow amy splendid. equipage. 
His face was handsome, but pale, apparently 
with study ; and it was singular that 1a one so 
young, and especially a Frenchman, the ex- 
pression should have been so uaiformly melan- 
choly. He went up the steps of a small house 
and knocked gently. © The door was opened by 
an elderly woman, whose face beamed with 
surprise on seeing him. 
“Tam so happy—so glad you are come— 

M. Rosier. I would have gone myzelf for you, 
had I known where to find you. Mademoiselle 
Eulalie—" 
“ What of her—is she worse 1 demanded 

the youth impatiently ; but without waiting the 
old woman's reply he pushed past her, aad 
went hastily up stairs. The woman looked af- 
ter him, and shook her head sadly. : 
Leonard entered a small front chamber just 

then lighted with the last crimson rays of the 
setting sun. Oa a couch near the window re- 
clined the pale and emaciated figure to almost 
ctheral thinness, had not destroyed the exquisite 
symmetry of her features. They were still per- 
fect in their delicate outline; and the beauti- 
fully-chiselled lips wore a tinge of rose which 
lise the faint spot of colour on each cheek in 
contrast with her otherwise dazzling paleness, 
wes evidently the effect of disease. Her eyes 
were large, dark, and supernaturally bright 
Elie held in her almost transparent fingers a rose 
p2rily faded. 
Leonard came sofily to her beeside, and, 

bending over her, said in a low tone of deep 
and anxious Jove, * Eulalie !” 
The lovely invalid turned quickly, and her 

eves beamed with joy as they rested on him. 
«¢ Oh, brother,” she murmured, * you are come 

at last 1” 
The young man turned away his face, and 

wept for a minute in silence. At length, look 
ing up, and addressing the nurse, who had fol- 
lowed him into the room, he asked, ** When 
did this fearfal change take place 

“About two hours since,” replied the woman. 
“ Mademoiselle, while sitting, on the fauteuil 
at the window, was seized with 2 violest fit of 
coughing, and ruptured a blood vessel. The 
bleeding was inconsiderable, yet it reduced her 
to this weakness.” 

“Brother !" said the invalid faintly, ‘and 
clasping his hand, she locked up imploringly in 
his face. 
“ Do not saffer her to speak,” said the 

nurse. 
“ I must,” replied the young girl; and by 

the slight pressure of her fingers Leonard knew 
that she had semething on her mind. He mo- 
tioned the old woman to withdraw ; she object- 
ed that it would be dangerous {o allow her pati- 
ent to talk. Buta glance at Leonard’ face of | 
despair convinced her that he thought his sister 
beyond hope, and that even the chance of pro- 
longing her feeble life was scarce sufficient to 
justify them in withstanding her ‘wishes. The 
‘nurse left the apar'ment. 

“ Beloved Eulalie,” repeated Leonard, again 
a bon his sister. 
¢ Brother,” exclaimed shs, with an 

that startled him; * brother, I have th ved, 
“ Him! whom !—Oh, heaven 1” sobbed the 

youth. Ealalie motioned for some drops that 
stood on the table. Leonard poured some from 
the phial, and administered them; they seemed 
torevive her. She spoke in a stronger voice 
and less interruptedly. 4 

** I saw him—the Marquis de Vermeij] » 
« The villian,” groaned her brother, 

¢ Yes—he is so, Leonard, or he | 
have acted as he'has done,” said Eulalie, rs strange ctlmness. “ To deceive a young irl 
like me by false marriage, and they - 
er—* 
« His life shall pay for it,” said : 

voice of agony. Leonard, ina 
“ Not so” cried Eulalie. “ Would such a 

ravenge profitme! Hear me, Leonard. The 
hand of death is upon me, and, ere | gio. I 
have a boon to ask. But, before | a 

you must promise—promise me solemaly, oa 

your knees, Leonard, and before God, that you 
will never attempt his life. —Leave to the Al- 
mighty Judge the punishment of my wrong. 
Leonard, promise me. It is Eulalie’s last pray- 
er but one.” 

Leonard, hesitated, but, adjured again and 
again, he koelt down and took the required 
oath. 

¢¢ Now hear me,” said his sister, ‘for my 
strength is failing, and the moments are num- 
bered in which 1 can speak at all. 1 saw the 
Marquis- de Verneuil from yon window. He 
drove pastitin his chariot, and beside him was 
seated a beantious lady, whom 1 judged, from 
the fond look with - which heregarded Ler, he 
means to make his bride, Leonard, I do not 
envy her, but isit wrong to wish that I could 
leave the world as the wile, notas the outcast 
mistress of him who once Joved me? Of the 
rights of awife I have been cruelly defrauded 
—would he not give them to me for afew jno- 
meats? Ishould not live to delay his second 
nuptiale. Oh, brother would he not 2” 

"The emotion that accompanied these words 
showed how rear her heart lay the request. 
Leonard answered not till she hed again urged 
it, and besought him to make her death happy 
by bearing her petition to the marquis. The 
shades of evening were falliag—there was no 
time to be Tost, 4 

“« Speed, brother,” said the low pleadizg 
voice of Eulalie, * for sute to morrow sin wiil 
not behold me living. Bring him to my bed- 
side, that 1 may forgive him—and be, for the 
closing moment" of ‘my lite—his bride: Go, 
Leonard ; but, whatever may happen, remember 
your oath !” ! 
And, summoning the nurse to watch by the 

couch of the dying girl, the young'man left his 
sister on his strange errant to the Chateau de 
Verneuil, some miles distant from Paris. To 
the burning irapatience of his spirtt, the fleet 
horse he rode went. slowly; . and thpugh yet 
early in the evening, it ‘seemed to him that 
hours passed before he reachedthe chatcav, 
His horse was wet with foam as he dismounted 
at the gates. ; Those gates weré not. solitary ; 
a growp of gallant steeds were Jed to'and fro by 
gaily dressed menials, and one or two lately ar- 
rived guests, with rustling plumes and broideted 
mantles, were admitted as he apptoached. 
Light streamed from the diamond shaded penes 
of the castle, and rich music oi on the ait, 
The young Marquis-held a very sumptous feast, 
and entertainadthe aristocracy of Paris. For 
an instant there was a pause im the ‘music; 
some toast was proposed ; then there’ was a 
burst of applause, presently drowned ‘in the 
rejoicing clamor of symbol, of bugle aud kettle- 
drum. 

it was a evlendid banquet, intruth, not» only 
in the viands and the choice wines, but 1t the 
wit of the courtly gaiety of that festive company. 
The soul of their mirth, the ingpirerand presid- 
ing genius of their xevelry, wag the Marquis 
himself. © The humor of his jests was the most 
exquisite part of the entertainment. There 
was not a shade on his face to show that eny- 
thing of sadness had ever marred the flash of 
his laughing eye; it was not in natures like his 
to feel any portion of the wo which his reck- 
lessness inflicted upen others. 
The revelry was at its height, and the. gay 

host about to challenge fresh admiration by 
some new and brilliant speech, when a servant 
whispered in his ear, and informed him that a 
very young man had arrived expressirom Paris 
and demanded to see him instantly, On this 

the Marquis sent his valet te question the stran- 
ger, and finding that his business was not of a 
dolitical bet a private nature, and probably euch 
as did not particularly concern De Vernwil’s in- 
terests—this was an inference of the valet’s on 
observing the humble exterior of the young stu- 
dent-the marquis returned answer that he could 
notuow be disturbed, utd directed the stranger 
te communicate his errand to the coufideniial 
gervent. 

Loonard bit hislip till the:blood came, as the 
or delivered his reply 3 then taking. a pencil 

and paper from his pocket, he wrote a few hur. 
ried lines to the marquis-+iaforming him. of the 
prayer of Eulalie Rogier, and imploring him 
[for his sister's sake Leonard stopped to en. 
treaty] to lose Jot 2 moment, as she could not 
ral the gigat, in doing justice to his victim. 
Y0 man could resist such an appeal 1 thought 
Leonard, as he gave his note te the valet. The 
man at first refused to disturb his master again; 
but moved by the youth's evident distress, he tac consented once more to fulfil his re- est. 

. _* By St. Denys! but the modesty of “this transcends belief 1” cried De Verneuil, as * he read the billet; and after giving ‘orders to his servant to eonduct the young stranger withous the ‘gates, and inform him that he’ might consi. der himself fortunate that he received no chas. tisement for his daring folly, the marquis laugh. ingly asked hie guests * what they thought of the sang froid of a surgeon's apprentice, who had the impudence to demand that he should on the instant leave kis courtly guests, to nde post haste to Paris, and marry his sick sister The shout of merriment that followed - this question fell like a thunderbolt on the ears of Leonard as he quitted the ¢ N 
de Verneuil. Quitted the gates of the Chateau 

The young student returned to his sister’ destibasd—witn what. tidings To tell or that her Jast nord gy been mocked —that her : gcolied at by the autho; er west, Ts, served to point a Ser a certless companions! Laogard rejoiced that when he again saw Eulalie, she was beyond the coneciousness of wrong or of woe. She did not even know her brother gg he knelt beside her, weeping bitter tears; g before sunrise she had sunk into the arms of death. IY 

It was high noon u : 2 - 20 pon a bright day iff Octo. 
ber, when a brilliant brida] company Ay “iv 

| coekade. 

ing from the church of 3t. Roch. It consisted 
of many of thé nobles'of Paris, and dames 
whose béauty wes dazzling even amid the 
splendour of their attire; whe possessed the 
gift more rare even than loveliness, —the arisios 
cratic mien, the high bred delicacy of air, that 
compelled the crowd about the churchdoorsi® 
fall back involuntarily. as. they: advanced. Jb 
the rear of the gorgeous train came the Margd$ 
de, Verneuil and, Jus bride, the most admire 
beauty in the fathionable circles of Paris, The 
magnificence of her dress, and the proud bearig; 
of the marquis, excited expressions of di 
and bowage as they moved. He bowed graces 
fully fo the ealmations of his friends— re 
distantly to mere acquaintances, and took 
hand of his fair bride to ussist her into the oat 
riage in waiting. Just then there was a sudded 
movement 1n the crowd, and a young man, B&% 
face pale as death, ’and his eyes glaring like 
those of a maniac, sprang into the space 
to the approach of eristracroey, and confro 
the’ bridegroom. He had a drawn sword in B 
hand. : 
“ Marquis de Verneuil ” cried he, as the 

ble stopped, alarmed at this wild apparition 
do not seek your life ¥' Ihave sword an: 
to the deed, Eulalie, to do you wo harm, 
and weld is it for you that I.heid my vows 
sacred. than you do youra! Bat. you shall 
pass without a memorial” fromme. Take 
—and remember Leonard Rusier.” 

As he spoke he struck the marquis on 
face with the flat of his sword, then t 
away, rushed into the throng. Stened by the 
sult, De Verneuil shouted to his friends 10 = 
him down, or secure him ; but in vein.— bert 
was little affection at that time among “the 
pulace for the corrupt end selfish aristroerset, 
The discontent which preceded the day? 
the revolution, had been long at work ; and § 
the first flash of a quarrel between a noble Sas 
one of their own order,” mogt of the infer 
class were ready, without inquiry to espouse! 
cise of the latter. . 
The young surgeon had insulted one of 8 

hated class of the nobility ; he was borae © 
trinmph bythe crowd. ‘When some of aimed 
quaintances recognized him, and Pp he 
Lis wrong, shouts ot defiance were flang bY Gy 
incensed people in the faces of Le gest 
pursuers, and the disturbances became ender 
ithat it was thosght expedient te let the = ring? : 
esc pe. De Verauil stopped into the C5q 
and took his seat by his bride, with Bish 
glowing with rage and shame, and M%Fee 
curses and threats, The bridal pe 
pursued as it departed by execrations rust 

from. the multitude, glad of any. oppo parsed ] 
give veut te the fire that had se hong "fad 
secretlyand cullenly, and was soon 10 | de® 
and amaze the world with its dreadft 

Years had passed. The re duit ed 
tipn, 

height. 1th horrors were enacted 
ly ; and the guillotine streamed with #5. 
of noble vicums. cons ore The 

Jt was wstormy winter night in 1 9 b# 
door of a honse in the Rue Nicais® ¥ 
ed by a party of sanseulottes, who wi 

ping along with them a prisonely of 
had seized coming out of the 

3 . 

Prince Vee, or 
They knocked loudly at the po © 8 

Citizen Rosier! upen the door We 
sabject for you t” A 
A pores above was throws opel & 

figure of a man with a lamp in B13 “igh 
visible, He wore a dressing dy sud 
wind blew back (rom his meagre hoy Jo? 
eoiled velvet cap, decorated with 8 5 

he with a » 

head pot off yon 
ni 3 

. 

“ A subject I” repeated 
voice. “A subject, and his 
© Not yet !” cried one of the ar © 

must give him quarters for an bo 
till morning ; for the guillouse 

work to-day. His turn rid 

morning ; unless he goes off rir” nt 

post, for he is helf dead wilh yi 
14 revi 

Se shat 0 towards ! ee whet you can d him 
and for a fee you shall hsve 

warm from the axe.” od the Pon 

“Bring him in, then, Teplie® ape 
and he desceiided to open the - : 

poset 

culottes dragged in their prisonet po 
in trith. more dead than pret” w cried ;8 
“Keep the bird well-cag®s ratio peed 

“We took him from an nr of the
 1€ 

band leagued for the destracil 

i J 
» ” 

pr Come in, and guard him. 

“Not so, citizen doctor 

well, and can trust you 
po 

er in your charge, for we have 

before us tonight, At ri 

away—il you bave Bel core Ando : 

himto death  Com¢, le 4 

doctor by the hand and beek Ce eli 

hand to ltis companions, 
€ ] Sr 

BR You deserve the guiller to is P50 

muttered the docto
r, then! Do pot 

oe 

er, suid epcoursging at p
ut yor plod” 

may bein my power t
o BEE thes 

{saved more than on
e victh 

hounds. ‘Troth, if they ha 

of me, “’twere af 
muct 

—Dbut let us hope 107 
the 

While speaking he he
 poe 

hed Been ext pguished 
2 

ed the door He turn 

gtood as if struck by B 

minute's space he 

~the surgeons PAS 

eyes glared fixedly p 

dod At lepgth recove 
nt * 

by a strong effort, be ¥ 
the honor of wee 

again?” 

Fu Mercy, mercy 

was trembling V1© 

sweat stood on 
his 
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