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1 the dark ages, when Paganism ruled over
the land and the light even of civilizetion but
faintly shone, there lived a king in Denmark,
whese same hasnot descended to later times.
Yet hogoverned a fair country and possessed
mach power, <At the period of this story he
waas ia the decline of life, and had been twen-
ty years a widower. His only child was a
daughter, the beautitul Ruscha, whose mother
bad died in giving her birth.

In all of the neighboring kingdoms the fame
of the princess Ruscha’s bzauty was widely
spread ; and many were the noble suitors for
ber hand. But the princess was proud and im-
perious as fair; she rejected every proposal of
marriage, and treated her lovers with so much
aéorn, that almost all were incited to hate
asd speak ill of her. Shie thus raised up ene-
mied o every side, y

The old king was much incensed at this con-
dwot and sharply reproved his daughter. “Was
it ot enough,” he, said—* that .thou wouldst
not make choice of one of thy suitors—but
theymust be repulsed with such bitter contemptt
Thy haughty bearing and evil tongue have
convarted these (riends into foes. Murmurnot
therefore, at what I shall do: I am old and
feeble ; o few years—and I must depart from
thia earth to take my plece among the heroes
of Valhalle and drink the' mead of Odia. Thou
art young, and ¢ woman ; who will shield thee,
whep Tam gone from the powerful warriors
~~thy enemiest By the hammer of Thor do I
swear, thou shalt choose thee a husband—who
may be thy protector and king in my place.
1f thou dost still refuse to do this I swear by
the Odin's golden hors, out of which heroes
drink, I will name me a successor! I will not
ouffer thee, ungrateful girl, to rule my peoole
according to thine own capricious will!”
Whea the king had thus epoken, he went out
leaving the princess alone. Her face was
crimson with auger, and her blue eyes fashed
resentment, She paced the room for some
time with uaquiet steps ; for the thought that
the sovereignity might be wrested from her
was too painful for her to bear, At length she
threw herseli into @ seatand sat long with her
fair head drooped upon her hands; Thea
w@arting up, as ifshe had suddenly formed a
resolution ake retired to her own apartment.

For many days after the old king showed
muoh severity toward his daughter and his
harsh rebukes were frequent. At length she
informed him she was williog to choose a

~ oogeort. “ Let all the ueighboriag princes
sud aobles aad those who have t me 1
marriage,” she said, ** beinvited to the court—
that T muy make ¢hoice among them ™ But
her father answered, * Notso, by Odin and
Freiat The princes and nobles of the neigh-
bouring countries have ne longer any pleasure
in thee! I counsel thee to choose ome of thy
own kmmsmen, What sayest thou to Bue, the
stout, or Erie—er Swed, the squinter?”

The princess curled her haughty lip in seorn
ba: asswereéd not. But after some days she
slgnified her ohoicer The person she selected
was not among her rejected suitors, 1t way
Teke Jarl, surnamed the slender; he was of
prinoely descent, possessed a large patrimony
of land and was moreover distinguished for
courage and manly beauty. He was richer
than Ruscha’s own kinsmen, so that the old
kiong made no objections to his becoming the
husband of his daughter and his declared suc-

* cessor. He despatched messengers to Toke
_Jarl to anmonnce to him his good fortune.Toke
was well pleased with the intelligence and
praised the blue eyes and the ripe judgment
of the princess. He ordered some of the best
horses and his finest oxen to be led as a present
o the king, with thanks for the homor doae
him; and announced that he would the next
day presont himself as a suitor before the beau-
raful Ruacha, who should never have r=ason to
tepent her choice. :

The marriage was celebrated with due splen.
der at the king's castle, where Toke Jarl pro-
vod himself & veritablo hero; for he drank
not only his father~in-law under the table, but
a0 his cousias Bue, the stout, Eric, and Swed,
the equinter; without showing himself the
sl;ﬁ_h!eot eymptom of inebriation. After this
‘ashisvement he toek the fair bride from her
maideas and led her to the nuptial chamber.

ituscha wasnot happy, even &fter her union
with the object of her choice. Ambition was
er ruling passion ; and she longed to feel the
goidea circlet of roya'ty upon her brows, even
before it could lawfully become her’s by the
death of her fathrr. An evil spirit possessed
her, and she hated the good old king from the
day he had se harshly reproved her and pro-

pesed & marriage with one of her cousins.

She knew that Toke Jarl loved her passion-
ately ; and resolved to make him her instru-
roeat for the gratification of her wicked desir-
3. She assumed a deep melancholy—and a
gtisl wora aspect—as il she shed many tears
m eecret.  ** What ails thee, Ruscha " would

. hewask : and she would make no reply. When

Toke would ewear by Thor and’ Odin that if
eny ore had vexed her he should die. The
cwAamBgZ priacess wept more bitterly, and
whispered, ‘“ Couldst thou take away the life
of the king, my (ather, and escape theinfamy
of bewag called his murderert”

Twke Jarl started and looked earnestly and
mfosmily upon his wife. It is the king,”
ioe costinued, * who torments me day by day.
X @se i be is sutloced to Live. Kaow slso,

Toke, that he is about to disinherit me and

thee, and to declare Eric his successor.”

The brow of Toke Jarl grew black, “Then
hast eaid it!” exclaimed he. ** It shall be
done!” And he went ont hastily.

The same day one of hisslaves, a Finlander
by birth, stole from the armory of Eric an ar-
row marked with his name. Toke Jarl went
forth into the woods with this arrow, where
the king was accustomed to hunt.-

When at evening the menarch returned not,
men were deepatched in search of him. They
found his corpse in the wood, the arrow buri-
ed in his side. The bedy was brought back
with loud lamentations ; the people ran tumul-
tously to the palace gates ; every one recogni-
zed the arrow, and she cry was, *‘ Erie, the
bloody Eric, hath slain our good king! Death
to the murderer!” Toke Jarl despatched offi-
cerato arrest his wife’s consin,and had his head
stricken off in the sight of all. Then he was
proclaimed king and solemnly crowned, with
Ruscha his wife.

The guiity pair wore now atthe height they
had longed to reach; but happine:s came not
with power. On the centrary, both grew
every day more and more gloomy and deject-
ed, and each one diairusted the other. «If
the queen ecrupled not to doom her own father
to death,” thought Toke Jarl, * much less
would she hesitate to compass my destruction!”
And Ruscha refiscted with ‘equal reason, that
he who had basely taken away an old man’s
life at her prompting, would as readily sacri-
fice her whenever his love should be transfer-
red to another. They looked on each other
therefore with suspiciouseyes; the king watch-
ing closely. every word and action of his con-
sort, and jealousy preventing her from any i«
terference inthe concerns of the kingdom, lest
she should win from him the hearts of the
people.

The queen hated her husband more and
more every day and would gladly have rid her-
self of him but that she feared to undertake
any deed of violeace. The people loved their
young sovereign,who ruled them wisely though
he was severe even to cruelties in the matters
of punishment.

Ruscha however was deceitful and cunning,
and pondered day and night on the means of
accomplishing her wishes without drawing sus-
picion on hereelf. One day she wandered
alone in the forest, in the depths of which
dwelt an old woman, whom common remour
accused of intercourse with evil spirits of the
wood' The virtuous feared and shuoned her,
but the queen now sought her abode and was
not long in finding her. The old woman was
picking up sticks. She looked up as she saw
her fair young visitor and & smile curled her
withered lips,

“ [ am tae quees,” said Ruche coming at
once to the object of her yisit. *Iseek thy
wd against Toke Jarl, my husband.

““ Wha: hath hedone 7’ asked the wirch.

“ He practices treason -against my hfe. I
would be beforehand withhim ”

The old woman dropped her bundle of sticks,

2nd stood upright looking full into the eyes of
the queen. ‘1 can do nought for thee,” she
said ** till thou form a compact with ine and
those with whom I am leagued. Thos must
sign the compact and give me thy blood ; then
shall thy veids be filled with the fire that ani-
mates immortal spirits and thou shalt never
taste of death.”
. *“ Wilt thou promise me then, revenge on
Toke Jarl?” asked Ruscha, her blue eyes flash-
ing fire. The c¢id woman nodded. * Then I
will comply with thy conditions,” said the
queen; and the wood-witch led the way toa
cave hidden from sight by very thick bushes
and foilage that shut out tha beams of sun
even at noon day.  Within the recesses of this
cave the deep darkneis was rendered more
horrible by. hideous shapes that flashed like
tongues of flame before the sight, and by the
sullen glare of the fire over which hung the
ealdren of infernal preparations. When the
queen reappeared from that den of demons, a
changs had taken place in her looks; her skin
before so delicately fair, had a strange duzzling
glow, as it tinged with the reflection of sunset;
her eyes were much darker and flashed with
almost into'erable brightness. With a light
step aud joy in her face she returned to the
city and the palace ; having promised before
she parted with the witch, to visit her on the
seventh day of every month to renew the lea-
gue into which they had entered.

From that hoar king Tcke Jarl was attacked
with illness.  During the day he suffered not,
but essoon as night came, the most agonizing
pains tortared him in all his limbs. It seemed
to him as if molten metal, instead of blood,
flowed through his limbs. The anguish was
so intense that it threatened to destroy him.
He grew every day more emaciated, and wan-
dered like a spectre about his palace. All the
science of his physicians could avail nothing.

The little Finnish slave, hopeless of relief for
his master {rom ordinary means, determined on
a desperate remedy. He went about through
the woods, and wpon the mountains, and ga-
thered herbs in the moonlight, from which he
prepated a drink acd administered it to the
king, who lay helpless on his eouch and
knew not what was done to him. After &
while the pain abated ; Toke Jarl roso up in
bed and looked around him.

* What has been donse (o me 1’ he asked.

The Finnish slave threw himself on his knees
before the king. *“My gracious lord,” he
cried, “I know now what is your malady! I
have sought the most poisonous herbs impreg=
nated by tae moonbeams and banned by evil
spirits and distilled them into a drink of which
you have ukg-. The potion hasdone you no
harm, but drivea away your pains. This would
not have happened had your malady beea &

matural one.  Now kuow I that my lord the
kiog is bewitched ; and I know moreover that

s i et

ifhe find not means to break the epell his life
will be sacrifided and the land will have to seek
another ruler,

Toke Jarl sprang in herror from his couch.
* By Thor’s hammer and the horn of Odin [
swear,” cried he, “if thou dost help me to
discover who hath done me this evil turn, from
that hour thou ehalt be free, and the highest
noble at my court!”

But the boy quietly seated himself on the
footstool by the royal couch, and amswered,
“My lord and master, I would always remain
yonr slave and servant, and receive from your
hands my wheaten bread and honey, and cured
bear’s flesh and as much old mead as I can
drink. May this be, I will speak my whole
mind ”

Toke Jarl nodded, and the boy went on:
“ Consider, my lord, how long it is since this
bad demon had power over you! Was it not
from that very hour when my royal lady the
queen was missing all day from the palace and
returned Iate, saying she had lost hiérseif in the
wood ? Has she not three times since wander-
ed in the same wood, and been lost, and re-
turned at might? By all your gods, my king,
and their horns and their hammers, of which [
know nothing, I do believe that my lady the
queen knows but too well the way to the dwel-
ling of the old witch Runna, who can eonjure
all the wood spirits, and has for a servant, a
dark looking elf; alittle demon with red tongue
always hanging ont of his mouth.”

The king grew paler and paler while his
servant was speaking. Then he seated himself
upon the bed side, and mused & while. At
length he said, * Thou art right; yes, I do
believe thou art right.  May all good and evil
spirits help me to take vengeance on my faith-
less wife. Tell me, boy, hast thou observed
when the day returgs 1”

“The day after to-morrow, my lord.”

“Ttis well ; and the hour, krnowest thou it1"

** Ido, my lord. We will follow the queen
and hear what she will say to old Runna,”

“ Well raid, boy; now give me another
draught of thy poison drink that I may go to
sleep. Yonder golden hormis full of excellent
mead, drink thou to my health.”

Griep administered to the king amother
draught of the medicfne, and the monarch fell
inte a slumber, while the boy crouched on the
low stool, sipped the mead from the golden
liorn and pleased himself with the prospeet of
;b:;dnee of honey, wheaten bread and bear’s

esh.

The next day and the following, queen Rus-
cha observed that the king gained strength vi-
sibly in spite of the power of herspell. The
poison draught of the little Griep had restored
him.

Her dismay was excessive. She longed
impatiently for the seventn hour ef the evening,
and as seon as the West was crimson with sun-
set she departed, attired in & plain dress and
her face concealed by a veil, She left the city,
and with steps trembling from eagerness has-
tened into the forest. *

Griep led the king also by a secret and
shorter path through the wood close :o the old
witch’s cave, There hidder among the bush-
.es, but near enough to hear all that was said,
they awaited the arrival of the queen,

Ruscha came at length, stood before the
cave and called ** Runna.” three times. At

within the cavern; the iron door, which had
been closed, opened slowly and the old witch
appeared

““ What would’st thou 1” she asked,

““ Help,” cried Ruscha. “* Thy epeil has no
longer any effect. For the last three days Toke
Jarl hasbeen on the recovery.  In vain every
night by thy direction [ have strewed coals
arouud his waxen image and enveloped it in
poisonous vapours; he has seemed yesterday
and to day stronger than ever.”

The hag knit her brows; * If it be as thou
say’st,” she replied, *there must be a counter
spell at work more potent than mine. If this
availa not, thou must deprive the king of life at
once.”

¢ And lose the pleasure of tormenting him1”
cried the evil queen. * But how can it be
done 7"

The witsh laughed bitterly, for she was pi-
qued at the failure of her magic in the first
instance. *“ Were he a hero as mighty as the
great Thor himself,” said she, * he must yield
to the word of power which I shall give thee.”

Rusche's eyes sparkied. * Oh, give it me,
good Runna,” she exclaimed.

Ruanna pronounced the word of power. The
king listened breathlessly. * When thou dest
meet Toke Jarl,” ‘continued the witch, * fix
thine eyes steadily upon his; utter the word
and call him by name. He will fall instantly
struck down by its magic. Now, fare thes
well. My spirits summon me.”

The witch vanished, and Ruscha turned
from the cave on her way homewards. At the
entrance of the wood she anddenly encountered
the king standing in a threatening auitude,
with his drawn sword uplifted. She  started
back with a scream of terror; but with scornfual
mockery he shouted the word given her by
Runna, addiog her owa mame; and at the
same time dealt her n furious blow with the
sword, which cleft her head, Ruscha sank to
the ground ; Toke Jarl fled to his castle, wiping
the blood from his sword with his hand, ere he
retaraed it to his sheath.  Soon his haad be-
gan to buro, as if scorched with fire. ' Ia vain
he plunged it into water and moist earth; the
horrible burning extended to his arm, gradually
spreading over his whole body; and before
many aowrs elapsed he expired in dreadful
terments.

Ruscha could not die, as the witch had as-
sured her, nor could she live like the other in-
habitants of the earth. To this day itissaid

she waaders about her native eount bei;
who beloage neither to the uviu:’ur’&:m!d'.

third call asolien rumbling noise wase heard |

Many persons have averred that ..MINM
seen wandering at night, in white Suttering

her veil red with blood that continuslly flews
from the gaping wound in her head. C J
young in Denmark believe in her existesoe,
end that she sometimes appears. From the
circnmstance that the * word of power” given
her by Runia, was supposed to sound like:
“ Cap,” that has become the popular prefix &
her name, and she is universally knows &
fair but evil witch Caprusche.

Frem the same.

BY HENRY A. CLARK.
Oxce rambling o’er a sunny hill,

With gentle care and wondrous skill,

Each leaf was made as passing faity,
Each hue was painted and each fibre wove
As fairest flower that lady tends with le¥s-

Such is the goodness of our God—
Though *“many & flower maust blesss -
seen”
Yet all that blossom from the sed, ~
Are fair and beautiful and green
Alike his kindness to the forest flowse

Plant of the wildwood ! faraway
1 bore thee from thy forest home.
The morning lark—the chattering jay,

oome

To sip the dew which sloundlesy rwilight
leaves thee,

thee. :

Between a violot and a ross,
1 placed thee in a gardea faie,
Where every gentle wind that blews
Might waft sweet kisses on the air;
Companionship I thought would joy res®®
And make thee mourn thy forest home M
more.
Alas! Isaw thee droop and die,
I saw thy hues grow dim and pads ;
1 heard the wind that rustled by,
Thy melancholy fate bewail,
Atd o’»r thee. bent thy sisters of the bOVe
Au if they wept the lovely forest Sowes.

I wonder not the poor flower died,

For never—though that home be rude
In wild wood deep, on rough hiil side,

In dark and lonely solitude— 5
Oh, never can there be to man, an eartk
So green, or sky so pure, or omucrlﬂ',‘

80 welzome, and so warm and bright,

As where nis boyhood’s years fled BYs .
Like golden rays of purest light

Shed from a cloudless merning sky. »
To every heart the cherished home of birks
1s dearer—lovelier than all else of sarth
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PULPIT PORTRAITS OF POPULS”
PREACHERS.
BEY A COSMOPOLITAN.
EDWARD IRVING.
Wito has not heard of Edward Irvisg ! I

ving 1 It was my good tortune, W'“";.g
London, frequently to hear him pn"’é.“
before and after his secession from the po’ s
of Scotland, and never shall I forget the r
the matter, and his manner. l.”-‘";.tl‘
met him towards the close of his lifes

social circle, and I will endeavor to l":."
reader some account of him as a mad

minister. "ri‘"
He was, ag every one knows, at on® H iher®
pastor of a Scotch Church, in LonJon, 88¢ aditt
it was that I firat heard this remurh_N:" 5
dwal. One Sunday morning 1 proceédeds "o
hours before the time for the ”"'d s
ment of the services of the church, ‘?.“ i
at that early hour, hupdreds were waitl 8 i
the doors should be opened, all eager 30 205y

admission.—Long before the erowd and S
the carriages of Duke thie, Lord * ;'i.‘,,‘cl
something the other, drove up, and and

beanty, for Irving was then the m:l'c 3 He
dergoing the procees of being "Z‘ Lot
was, indeed the great Sunday Lion o

and what would the fashion-hunlé i
modern Babylon do, without an ¥ 0_" whe-
one they must, and have one they '"‘" of
ther it be a specimen of mental 8T8 T 0" o
corporeal littleness. From the QASE yoypr
throne, down to the giver of & '"“m
there must be the daily mensire, 89 WE "y gye
duily bread. Any thing will do ; °:l fraet®®
geen, in this our d:’y,'m inﬁm'l “’lﬂ

of humanity petted ia a palsce

itself, whilst genius stood Ihl":::s :‘P.’:." e
tals wishing that God had confe b
Trving was ontre enough to eatisfy ‘
cravings of a fashionable mob —Welrioy e,

garments, with face beautiful but ghasrly pale..

TO A TRANSPLANTED FLOWEB-

distinction of litleness. Anything .w.-.pl“‘ 4

I found & wild flower bloeming there, < *

And to the loveliest in the gardes bowst,

And dark brown thrash ne mere Y

Or watch the hues sach vunay morsing F*

eloquent, the gifted, the pious, the errs!i® T

their freights of wealth, and fl'hi::" &,

d If in, I 8 a standing i
et o L el e 5
going on, aad pmelﬂ] wving eectRTT
wlpit.
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