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THE LOT FELL ON JOHANNA.
A STORY OF MORAVIAN LIFX IN 17—.

Paxr 1.

Clear and sweet rose the voices of the women above the
deep, strong voices of the men on that Easter morn.  Eacly,
90 carly, at the very dawniog of the glad new day, did those
pious brothers and sisters of the little Moravian setilement
gather in the gray stone chapel for their Easter service.

As their voices take up the wosds of the Litany—

* Glory be to Him who is the resurzection and the life*'—

men, women, and children rise, and forming the procession,
move through the quiet streets to the quicter graveyard.
They enter the gate, the little children first, then the singers
and the trombone-players. Next in the procession come the
elergymen—ithe old bishop and the young minister, Bartholo-
mew Richter, just aruved 10 America,  These are lollowed
by the wemesn; then come the men. Al are glad and
evety {ace is full of peace, though some of the women-faces
beneath the white caps are very pensive, if not absolutely

As the proeession enters the graveyard, the song of holy
melody rises to an ecstatic strain. The blue-bird and the
robin, ia the trec-top above the quiet sleepers, cease their
matins, and, flyiog to a loftier perch, look down with
wide eyes of astonishment and listen breathlessly to the
praise. The graveyard isnot a floom place to the Motsa-
vian. flis pure and simple faith looks beyond the cofen-lid,
and views death as the easy entrance into 2 world of bliss.
The grave is to hum *‘the cuvered ondge fiom earth to
heaven.”

Thae air was full of pleesant odours, and the sozl of the
spung went 1nto the blood, aad caused the heast of the
younp minister, Bartholomew, to beat with qucker and
stzonger pulsations. The woices of mea and women, the
distan? music of the tromboges, and the silver sinain from
82 childien at the hzad of the procession, thrilled the heart
of the young man and lifted his thoughts to beaven. It
was all such a new experience to him. Iis patents having
died when he was 2 yuzug child, Bartholomew had been
skot off from all home life aod tender associations. Vet this
life, barsenas it had been of social tics and home in8gences,
kad no? dalled bis quick seasibilities nor queached the Sies
of a feztile imagination. In fact, the loag years of patient,
unflisching brain-laboar spent in the college hall kad scrved
to sharpen his appetite for all that was ful of life and bean?y.
He drack in the pleasure which be sow found in his life of
freedom in the New World as a thinty man duaks nch, red
wine.  Yet this kezn esjoyment was aot wholly scaszoas;
bat, rather, sezse-delight, ander the coatrcl and llominae
tion of the spirit.  With an cye of fesh he saw the perfeat
besuty of the sprizgicg Sowes, and with an eye of fanth te
hard that fashioned its delicale lovehiaess.  1fe heard the
song of the birds in the braaches, and histencd for the whas-
perisg of the spirit, which he felt and keard within the
deopths of his own beirg.

As the stroog chorus of kappy voices floated cat apon the
als, there sounded—-aot abore tke others, nor yet Lelow
them, but clear and distingt from them—one voice, sweel
and strong as a seraph’s. It was a woman's vowce, and pet-
haps the zeason wh{ Bantholomew heatd it so plainly was
that the women walked, 1n the procession, next bekind the
clergymen. Posmbly this accozats; bat the sisters walked
bekind the brethren, remember, so that the young divine
knew 20t whetber the sizger wore blue, pick, or red rib-
bors for the sirisys of hes white cap.  1{ she wore the blce,
she was the wife of some one of the good brcthren at the
eod of the ion ; if pink, she washis “sinplesister 3™
if red, his gisl sister, in the first 8xsh of her fai yozog
womanhood —the beazttfal Mozanan maden, with ber mod-
est, quie ways, her shy, sweet glances, aad hez ever-chang-
ing T,

The procession morved orn, and sill the sweel voce rang
ot ot the s3ill awr, floated cpward watl she soanog latk,
and lost itself in the blze immeasiy. Lustatself? Who
koows? Nothing is logt enticely.

There is a break in the grocaxioa. Men, womeo, azd
children are scatiered throzgh the graveyard, by the sows of
graves, some sianding here, s0me there ; for tke pood Mo-
ravians are baried side by side, 10 the oider of thews death,
A Ezstesd and 3 wife may lie faranart ia theis last slcmber,
and masy graves may iantervene between the mother and
her chi S:3ll the service of song corticves; ba: the
voice of magicsweeiness s 0o fon er heard by yozog Brother
Ba.holowmew.

However, whea tac holy asthem sises 10l preatest hesphit
of 7ich melody, the sweet voice is 3zua heard, and, glase.
31, 10 the direction of the socnd, Brotker Batholomew sees
a grosp of womed and children siznding bF the graves op-
posite. Foraa izstazt ke s only conscions of the white
caps and the dificrent colocred nitbozns 5 butascoond glance
is saffcient to tell Nim Nat the yousg it standing a litile
lo}bcldxof the othess i3 the potaessor of the wonderfel

voice.

Sle is 2ill maging, and her facx, of marvellozs beazty, s
tamed half towards lim.  Her wide bise eyes ate raised to
the clear blae of the ! zvens, and seema to eqeal 3t i thews
perity and intensity. Hes compiexion 1 pale, wath jmta
tozch of coloct on the oval cheeck.  She 26t 2t all of the
*3ead pesfection ™ order of gisls, nor

**TZe 100c of the sose-bead garden of gisly,
Qzcen lily and zoxe iz 0ne 3
bug a healihizl, ratcral face, with bexstifel eyes aod cegsing
featsres, famed by polden browa halr, poaking ozt ambi.
tiocily from 1k close tands of the casightlyexp. Her beaaty
& that of the bed mather thea the fowe:. Vel there:za
certain Srmness indicxied ia the oaly limited lines abozt the
moatk, ard, instinctively, one feels that this risd is oot made
of sock: 3%t as dremxis are made of. bt of that sternesy clay
of whieh martyrs and beroiaes are motided, aad yet xcnder

what lles beyond the ted vibbons of her gitthood. Shels
capahle of being very happy, and also of being very wretched 3
but you cannot imsgine for one moment that Johaana Rothe
could ever be capable of a mons. unwomanly act.  You
feel that she is capable of great and good things, and oaly
capable of such,

think it not improbable that some such thoughts as these
passed thiough the mind of the youog minister as he listen.
ed to the woanderful voice and looked upon the beautiful
face ; and in the days and weeks that followed the Easter
service I know nothow the young divine became acquainted
with Johanna; but, nevertheless, an acquaintance did spring
up and prosper with more rapidity than was usual in a Mo-
ravizn village at the carly date of which our story is a faith.
ful chronicle. Perhaps it was because Bartholomew, hav.
ing as his special charge the younger men of the Church,
found it necessary to look after Jobanna's brothes, who, in
deed, was not & model of Christian virtues, and who occa.
siogally made trips to New York, where he imbibed much
of the world's sinful tastes.

However, Johauna and young Brother Bartholomew met
at ** Love Feasta* and teligions services ; and sometimes of
a .1any afternoon, when mothers and dasghters sat in theic
favourite places in the graveyard {for sech was cver th
favoutite tesort of the good people of Bethlehem), the young
pastor would pass that way; and, as he came te one little
group after anutber, he would stop for a few moments and
ask after the health of each and express some word of kind-
ness aud courtesy ete he passed on ; and red.letter days were
those when, among the others, he chanced to meet Johanna.

t—

Paxt 1l

As the summer changed to antumn, and the Septemter
haze hupg over the far blue hills, and the katy-didsand
crickels made vocal the sileat night, the ever-watchfal eye
of Mrs. Rothe saw & change in ber dasghter.  Her eyes
wezre brighter and larger than of yore, and het colour came
ard went as she conversed or was silent ; and, sometimes,
whea her methes saw the faraway lock 1n the pensive face
of her fatr-checked daughter, she would sigh softly, and,
wiping the dimaess frown her glasses, murmur :

¢ Johanna, child, the Lord grant that, when the lot falls
on you, it may not be for the wrong one.”

They were sittieg in the gra one afteraoon, when
these words fell from the mother's lips, and this time they
did sot fall nanoticed by the dasghter.

* Mother,"” she said, taining bes face from the glory of
the western sky, while her check took on the fash of the
dying day, ** the disposal of the lot is with the Lord. Why
shoold I be coscemned about it2*

The good womsn felt sebaked; yet ber heart had maoy
misgivings ia regatd to Jobasca's futare,

** Yes, deas,” she seplied, ¢ petfectlore casteth oat fear.”
Ye: sbe sighed apsin a: she spoke, for she thoaght of ihe
Jong pasi, whea the Jot had fallen on another Jonanna, and
that Johanaa had tned to think that st was the Lowd’s will,
and had maried the man she did not love, <hile theoneshe
¢id love marned the gizl who had given hes heart’s best af-
fection 10 Johanna's own husbaod; and she had known it
all, for Anea Weisser was her intimate gitl-friead, aud they
Y2d met and prayed together aboat it, while the young men
weat 10 the ** Courcil of the Elders,’ and the lots were cast.
Bat neitter Annz nor that other Jokanax had gzestiozed
the will of the Loi@  Tley had married the men 10 whom
the lot ausigped them, and cvery one said that they were
both very happily marsied ; nor did they themsclves ever
it that 1t was otherwise. Yet, nevertheless, Jobtanma
Rothe kazw that, 10 marnying David Rothe, she kad missed
out of hez lifea centun ha which ske felt was pos-
sible and inlended for every good woman to Zoucu s and
now ker whale beast, bound up, a3 it was, in her dacghter,
dreaded lest she, too, should miss what the mother-heant
fett was possible 20d right that sae should possess.  So,
very peatly and very sadly, sheadded:

“ Thy w253, O Lotd, azc mysterioes, and no man koow-
eth them.”

Johannx the younger made so reply, and apain tamed
Bet face 10 ke szaset gloty, nd foraime both were silent,
while abore them, in the branches amory the yellow leares,
2 1obin piped bis fazewell song, and a cricket chirped in the
grass at their fect.

*“Mother * " at leapth exclaimed Jokazna, without tom-
ing her face from the crimson and rold low down inthe
wese, **wozld God everlel the lot fall 30 as 20 make people
unhappy; sothay, inobeyiop it, one wozld havetodo what,
tader asy othes cirtemntances, he wosld not do?™

** Sometimes Hie does,” replied the mother.

Johanza looked ponzled,

* Ia masnage, mother2 " she asked, with 2 decp blosh,
stll keepeng ber face 1xmed awsy.

. "6. =y Kﬂ:-"

. I'h:all to:ldcda'ozobq :,I:l tago?.ﬂéd Hiswmll,” ke
yos<sp [l amwes raly, o} desanuly, isTung ©
her mothes a Gosbed face aad beillian?, fashing cyes, pes

5. Rothe kad ceves seen her child w0 extited, and the
food womas was terified.

o 1icad, child 1™ shz exclaimed, ia alarm.
times takes s at oot wosd.”

** Let Him take me, " she replied, with & prophetic gesicre
ioward the fading splendoe: of the west.  ** It wonld bea
gTaate: 533 {0 manry whea—"

She left the seniznce cufnished and covered ket cricoon
face with hes hands.

"og_i Johanu.a{o!:aizx\i_‘. \\::uxx ;s the anattes? Tbi;
iz not Hike =y pentle i at ppened (0 my i
1ias ove of tbe yoong brethren been s;-nkg: 10 yowu oo
this subject? or can a3y oae withoot the Chyrch have gain-
ed access o yos=_pese mind and templed yoz with tke

** He some-

world’s e views?
*\other,” replied Jokazza, in 2 reproachinl tose, * do 1
0ot know the rales of oxr Chmreh 2 Can you not trastme? ™

My dulingl™ replied the foud mother. ** Distrast
yoe? No, 5o, bt you frighten me with yosr hesce words,
Chﬁd.mdnu:dﬁ&:rt WMake”

** Ok ! po, mother,” the girl, cromsiag o hec mother’s

slde and throwing her arms around her. “Youdid not
understand me. 1 would rather do somethirg that seemed
wrong to everybody and right to myself than to do what
seemed right 0 everybody and wrong to my own soul.”

‘ And, in 30 doing, you would be pleasing God," said a
voice near them. And, looking up, fohmm beheld Bar.
tholomew Richter standing before ber, with the sunset light
shining full mpon his fioe, manly features.

He hastened to apologize for his sudden interruption, and
said that, ovetheatiog Johanna's last sentence as he passed,
he felt constrained to voice his approval.

“ Johanna is gettiog strange thooghts into her head,” s2id
M. Rothe. (A nineteenth century mother would have said:
* Johanna is a girl of oplniom.") ‘I somelimes feel appre.
hension for her future,' she added, with a sigh.

¢ Trust the futute with Him who orders it," said Brothe:
Bartholomew, in a low, eatnest voice.

*‘ But herein lies the trouble,* replied the anxious mother
# Johanna does not seem willing to abide by the Lord's mill,*

“‘ Mother does not understand me,” exclaimed Johanna,
10 self-defence. 1 say that I can never do what other
mﬁlc may say to be the will of God, when down deepin
my heart 1 feel that it would 20t be tight for me te do 0.

“You know that in such a case we wonld try the 1oy,
said the young man.

* Even then I would not go against this coaviction of my
own soul, if all the lots that ever were cast should decide
that I should,” she answered, with decision,

*You ate decided 2™

“Yes, folly. \What wonld you do?2 ™

Dartholomew Richizr was a man of strong and vigorous
thought and action,and, consequently, had »iways been able,
by prayer acd meditation, to see his way ort of a difficulty,
and so had never reached that critica), wavering uncertainty
whaen he felt that he must 2rust to the lot for the necesesry
decision ; and now, when this young gisl put the question
to him so saddealy, be felt sach doubt 20d ancertaintyashe
had never expenenced before, and he answered, honestly:

**1 do not know. God has always made plain to me the
course ke would have me take withou? ing His will ia
casting the lot, and T trust He always will”

The gloty was goae fiom the west ; only a touch of
low dcwn on the horizon was l:it from all the wealth of spien-
dour which 2 few moments before had been piled &p moua-
tains high above the parple hills, Mrs. Rothe rose, 28d with
2 glance towards the datkening sky, beld ont herhand 20 her
yoaog pastoz. tis eyes followed the dizection of hes glance,
and Johznna murmured :

“ Beyood tke sunset ate the hills of God.”

Thea they tumed from the sunset and from each other;
the mother and daaghter going down throngh the valley 10
the pretty cottage home, and Brother Barthclomew 2way 10
his hillside retreat, where he might spend the twilight koo
alone :n commaay 3 with his God. And the nmight came
down aloat the .ares of men, ard hashed bt toil and
temelt , and the basy ham of Life ceased 1n the valley ‘neath
the hulls, and

*¢ Evening 31004 between them like a maid,
« « « - tbesmootk-rolled clonds
Her brasded bair; thestodded stass the peasls
And damonds of her cotonal ; the mom
Her forchead jewel, and the devpeniag datk
Her woven garments.”

An hour later, and the sound of bell and trombones soxm-
mo3aed the mountain wosshipper from his retreattothe village
church, where the evening service was just begianing.

**1 kave 3ad news for yoz, brother,™ saud the old clerpy-
man 2o Baitholomew, at the close of the sernice,  ** Brotkhe
TWeuser has dqnned this Life ™
**H:other \Weisser in St. Thomas? ™
*“*Yes. l'lc has left 2 most iateresting work, A labozrer

is

It was epozph. 1t issaid of the Moravians that they
peter wait 2o be called iat0 the service of their Master,
They are always ready with the words: **Here am 1t
Sendme!™

1 will go,” s21d Bastholomew, in 2 low, steady wosce.,

“God b yo3, brothes,” sud the cld man, plaanp ks
hand on Bartdolomew’s shockder. *“Bat ke who goes
shocld be ted.”

*¢1 will marry. Whea osght 1 to £o? ™ was aaswered,
withoat a moment’s hesitation. -

** As 3003 x5 possible.”

**Mcst @y marniage be decided by lot2**

Tte old peatleman diew back in astonistment.

* Brotker,” bhe exciaimed, aftera moment’s silent woades,
;i.s tH ;;cfsibk At yoz are 30 ignoran? of the Chusch regs.

s 2

** Yes ; tr=ly Izmignasant as 1o the facte of this costom.
1 thosgtt possibly thete were exceplioes 20 the genenal 1le
1 regard to this mattes.”

** Nome ! ™ thoadered the elder mmas.

** Yom see 1 have never thooght of marsupe as a persozal
=attes.”

** There 13 & cozal of the elders to-momrow. Shall
peesent yost cue?”

**Yes,” was the .

For Bartholomew Richier the mists of the fatore kad sod-
dezly dimppeared. le now focad himself face to face wiik
the question which a few howmn befure be had been cnadle
to azswer oiker than by saying be did not kaow. Hemznt
know sow, Sorhe mest act.

Barthoknew Richier was nol atak 10 shrink frosm facie,
a difScelty, and resolstely be toraed 1o the qaestion be
m::cz:ﬂypatfrmhianp:n!’x:g:adc?m T
time for decision had come. le did not for oce momen!
30 1o coasid-r that the jot wosld decide &eh 2. He
felt at onoe that be mant decide aow whether it wocld be
hiz daty toabide by the decision of the lot, or to doas Jo-
hanax ssid—choose what be knew in Lis own socl to be
sight, thoogh the whole world mid it was wiong.

That nigh?,




