
FRAGMENT BASKET.-POETLRY. 2

lift or die !" And thiey did lift. Up-up-went the frarne. A strokco of the
hammer, and ail was safo. The reactien conflned sorne of that number to the
bouse for wveeks.

Vie hiave often thoughit of the incident when a crisis cornes to the church of
God. The spiritual bent ivili risc bofore the power of faith, and thon suddenly
p ause and hang in suspense bef'ore the tettrful gaze of the believing boart. The
Hcad of the Churchi issues bis cail te his servants, urged by the peril of the souls,

dear to thoni. If not obeyed, the falling bout crushos eout the life which might
have been saved.

And so in national and individual bistory, the 7iour of decision cornes wben the
summoning, of forces in heroic bafrmony of effort alone eau save froni fatal reverses.
Wise and happy that churoh, that nation, a.nd that seul, whose dliscernaient and
moral courage are equal to this "ltide in the affairs of men."-Tract Journal.

TUiE KiNG AND TME POT'Ra.-In 1558, Ilenry III., thon Ring of F'rance, finding
ho could ologr witbstand thie clamor for PaLlissys exocution, and reluctaut to:

sacrifice the old potter, wvhom ho liad known and respected frum bis boyhood,
visited, hirn in prison. "lMy poor Master Bernard," said the King, I arn go
pressed by the Guise party and mv Deople. that I have bpen ettmnelleà in spite cf
mnyseif, te iniprison thiese two woeon and *you. Tboy miust be blurnt to-niorrow,
and you. teo, if you will net be converted." &"Sire," replied the fearless old mian,
diyou bave ofton said that yeu feel pity for nie; but it is 1 who pity you, who
have said, 1 «I arn conipellod." That is net speaking like a Ring! These girls,
and I, -%vlio have part in the kingdorn cf hicaveiî, we will toacbi yeu to talk royally.
The Guisarts, ail your p eople and yourself, cannot compel a pottor to boiw down
te images of dlay 1" ŽNot niany oths afterward, the twe fair girls w'ere led te
the stake, singing praises te, Godasn tbey reeoived their crowns cf xnartyrdorn.
A year Inter, in 1559, i11 bis eighty-first year, Bernard Palissy, the petter died in
the Bastile.-The Adrt of Doing our Besi.

FORGIVENESS.
Whien on the fragrant sandal troc

The wooduîan's axe descends,
And slue whio blooed se, beauteously,

Beneath the weapon bonds;
E'en on the cdgc that wrought lier death,
Dying, she breathes lier swcetest breath,

As if to tok-en ini ber Lall,
Pence to lier focs and love te ail.

IIow hardly nian this lesson learns
To suffle and bless the baud that spurns,
To sec the blow, te foc! the pain,
And render only love again.
One hiad it, but Ho camne fromeinleven,
lteviled, rejected, and betrayed,
Ne ourse Hie breathed, ne plaint Ifo made,
iBut wlieu in death's dark pang Ho sighi'd,
Prayed for Ris murderers and died.

123


