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PASTOR DANKMARDT.

PoMEnAMA, 1807.

'Twas in the Northon German land,
Fast by the Baltia Ses,

When the French Emperor sent hs troops
To bend the people's knee,

And dwell within their houses,
Feaiting on wine and corn,

Till German hearte should larn te feel
The might of foreign scorn.

They came to Bodenstede.
A hamlet green and still,

With fountam in the market place,
Where maids their pitchers fill.

They overran the villago street,
They overran the inn,

They stole the peasants ripening crops,
And strove the maids to win;

And up and down throughout the night
They sang their ribald song,

While hidden evils darted forth
To join the lawless throng.

How fair was Bodenstede!
But deedsa the Fi-enchnan wrought

Among her pleasant sumner fields
No peaceful harvest brought.

The peopleseized the soldiers,
And bore them to the strand,

And shipped them to a barren shore
Withn a hostile land,

And then returned rejoicing;
But he, the nations' fate,

Quickly ds tched a nnight corps
To hold t e conqueredsae

Alas for Bodenstede!
How sad the sun uprose

That day the foreign lag returned
Before his golden close !

Rode forth Commander Mortier:
"Seize all the men," ho cried,

" Who rule in Bodenstede,
And place them side by side;

"And at the signal given,
Shoot each man where ho stands.

They that rema n shall live tsee
Their blazing homes and lands."

Thon forward stepped the tor;
Ris eyes were biWght as ane;

"If any man ishot, shoot me !
Mine is the guilt and shame.

"«I bade tho eople to revolt,
And drag = men away ;

I sent them to the Swedish shore;
Twas I urged on the fray.

"Hear me, O sire, how innocent
These people surely are;

I pay thce burnmy guilty roof,
ut al the othersspare."

The stern Commander Mortier
Heard what the pastor said,

One moment stood irresolute,
Then tumed his bors's head:

And putting apurs ta flank, they rode
Ont from thé wandering town ;

And as theypassed, the word .was 'ven," These fisher.hut burn down il,

A few poor sheda whore no man dwelt!
No blqO4 that day was spilled:

And thua Commander Mortier
'The Emperor's law fulfilled.

Thosa battle-fields are overgrown,
Dim ia thoir glo now,;

But Virtuo ever waoeful shines;
The stars arn on her brow.

The pastor in his flowing gown,
Bfore the armed hoast,

JOyfully giving life and home
If ho may sav' the lost :

Deep in the German father-land
This rooted memory grws,

And safé within the chldren's heart
The living picture glows.

--Axm FrELDs, in Harpr's Magasine forjanaty.

THE OLD BRICK SCHOOLHOUSE.

BY OEO. x aumR.EIOH.

The Old Brick School House on the green,
With its pyramid roof and windows high,

And the sentinel poplars, tall and lean,
That seemed ta my fancy and boyish eye,
Standingup stifly and brushing the aky

As a trooper's plumetis seen,-
I fie them still as I saunterby.

ough house and trocs, and the g'een itself,
Have gone at the touch of Tirme, the elf;
Who leaves, for old things laid on the shelf.

Only new ones, -and a sigh !

How the bolt-up benches were hacked and hown
By the Yankee jack-knife's hungry edgo,

Into scrap, transverse, and demi-lune;
What sculptured names on the window-iedge,
And beetle-head profiles, with ncze for a wedge,

Just itplitting a carved moon !
And how the dear dumpies, with legs ta short,

Hung on thA fore-forms perilous pcrch,
With nothing ta touch'on the back, but the birch,
And nothing below to recover a lurch,

But the far-floor futilely sought I

There were gaps in the wali and a crack round the door,
Where the wind would came and whistle in school,

Ana gaps in the aU.eolian floor,
To serve, as the her.i broiled more and more,
To kep us the dear feét cool 1

And the woodwould fail in stormy days,
So only the boist'rou boys could stay;

With logs and laths in a roaring blaze,
To warm the house we would nearly raze,
In the other sense, with our tearing plays.

Through the howling of gale(y)-day.

The fire.place, which had long subdued
The ardor of fuel ta "latent heat,"

For the stubborn rebel, hot and rude,
Proved most, for a cooling dangeon meet.
While the hugo atove-pipe,-an iron street,

Or Menai bridge, pursued.
By tho haunting notion a fall would soot.

Thé boys bhlow nia striking joke,
Would slip its joints like a. crab, and do't,
Scorching the fingers put rashly to't.

While fire and boys rushed out with a hoot,
And the wholei thing ended in smole)1

There were noble boys and fairy girls,
Whom now I see through the haze of years

As throngh that smoké's voluminous curls,-
My cycs repeating the same old tears,
Thoughmoving far in thoir sunderad spheres

Their chequered -<oibinunrls ;
Some plant new States in the stately West,

Somé plaut potaWes and onions hero ;
Some rock their little ones on the breast,

And.some, il les happy perchance asblest,


