
WHY SOME SONGS ARE POPULAR

PHILOSOPHER of the olden time

A once said that if he could write a
nation's songs, he did not care who

made the laws. But that was in the time
when stirring martial airs were being
sung and whistled and hummed the coun-
try over, and the verse that had derisive
allusion to the enemy was an inspiration
,to enthusiastic patriotism. Probably, if
'tew gentleman were alive now, and
dropped into an music store to
see what sort of songs were there, he
would reverse his former declaration and

(long to make laws for the song writers.
In the measures, perhaps, there would be
terms, "60 days," "for life," or "to be
confined in the nearest and safest asylum
for the insane for an indefinite period."

For of a certainty the music of today
Is not the music of yesterday. The Scotch,
the Encllsh and American ballads of
half a century ago and the coon songs
and pathetic ballads, written to be illus-

trated by vaudeville artists when sung,
bear small relation to each other. In the
days of our mothers. ".Nellie Gray" had a
charm and dellghtfulneFs about it that
sent Its circulation sky shooting up
through figures that seemed marvelous at
the time for their immensity. It was a
musical story of slavery, the nearest ap-

proach to the "coon" song of today. But
compared with the latest classics of negro
nocturnes It looks much as Bull Run
water does to the muddy, unwholesome
drinking fluid of a desert water hole.
Imagine if you will a singer 50 years from
now warbling the inspiring strains of "Go
'Way Back and Sit Down," as represent- - j

atlve of the music which held us en-

thralled at this period.
Yet it is the coon songs, and weepy

ballads of the poor girl, who would have
married the man of her choice had not
death Intervened, that sell In these days.
She is a plural sort of girl, for ehe fig-

ures in romance In music of "My Old New
Hampshire Home," "Where the Sweet
Magnolias Bloom," "When the Harvest
Days Are Over," and so on, ad infinitum.
Where do the songs come from, and inci-

dentally, where do they go? For the life
of a ditty is but a scant year unless It
possesses unusual merit and survive be-

cause it Is really music And the supply
seems endless. F. W. Graves, manager
of the local music-hous- e of Graves & Co.,
handles thousands of new songs every
year. His business is to keep one hand
on the public pulse and the other on the
telegraph instrument, that he may de-

termine instantly when a song shows
signs of becoming Immensely popular, but
he says it is Impossible to analyze the
success of certain songs and the failure
of others.

"What the dealer may think Is going
to make the biggest hit of the season may
prove the flattest failure. And the reverse
Is equally true. There is no positive indi-

cation by which one can forecast the pop-

ularity of a song. Much depends upon
the first presentation here of the selec-
tion. Nearly all songs, and particularly
those of the popular sort, are introduced
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south tons. bones were asso- - reached,
ville are several a few nothing for. In one
Two years ago permission oiras ana

cured from owner of farm on
which one of these Is to make an
investigation. Under direction of
Mr. Raymond, of Portland, who had had
the privilege of archaeological training
under some of our be&t Eastern scien-

tists, we learned many interesting facts
about the habits of our predecessors
the Valley Willamette.

The mound is low, rising above the
level of the surrounding country barely
enough to one's attention. It was,
in fact, known to be a mound till

r

itOne of the elkliorn "diggers."

beads were accidentally discovered upon
the surface. The Immediate removal of
a few spadefuls of then revealed its
true nature. In shape it is oval, having
diameters of 50 and 75 feet. The
total depth at the center is about four
feet. There is a theory among some men
of neighborhood that the soil of the
mound was brought from some great and
unknown distance, since it seems differ-
ent in character from all that imme-
diately surrounding. It is certainly of
a much looser texture and seemingly not
so clayey, but there are found in it many
Irregular pebbles, just such as abound
In the soil around about. I am sure that
an analysis would reveal its identity with
that which surrounds, except, undoubt-
edly, for the presence in it of a greater
percentage of those substances which re-

sult from organic decomposition. The
of soil may be easily ac-

counted for by fact that tho mound
was made at no greatly distant time.

twr mound was onened by a trench.
extending north and south, through the j

center for about 30 feet. was jdug
to the hard, undisturbed soil beneath,
and the facts that no vaults
had been dug the ground below. From
the trench the earth was broken
on either side, chiefly the western, be-

ginning at the bottom. In this way
mutilation of skeletons was avoided as

as Some scattered bones

by traveling theatrical companies. If
song is well rendered or an exceptionally
pretty girl sings it, then preuare for the
rush. The impression created by theVin-troduc- er

is the whole thing. Not exactly
whole thing, though, for song

must Itself have some merit. Everybody
cannot sing the airs of "The Royal
Rogue" at Do Angells sang them, and con-
sequently if Jhey did not possess a cer-
tain charm of their own in the abstract
the people would not buy. But De An- -
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gelis called attention to them and started
whatever sale will result.

"It is the same with coon songs. A
good performer will make a song go by
singing it in a fashion that will bring
out its good points. How many songs
are written a year? Goodness, thit is an
unanswerable question. It would be diff-
icult to comprehend how many songs are
actually published, let alone written.
Every week the publishers in the big cities
Issue from 10 to two dozen new$ ones,
ranging from good to and
thence to actually bad. It costs about
$50 to have plates made for a song, and
therefore discrimination to be used J

in selecting tnose wnicn give promise oi
'course one sue-- story
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were tne teetn or some rodent, possibly
gophers. There were also many shells of

dcntalium, which the Indians had
strung like beads into necklaces, etc.

With only two exceptions, the skeletons
were not lying prone. were plainly
buried In a sitting posture, with the legs
crossed upon the head. Possibly all were
so disposed, with the of the two
just of these latter was
found right on the bottom of the mound,
lying face downward, with Its head to the
southwest and feet to the northeast. Its

The nmnller bone box.
(It Is about the size and ehape of the

case for small opera glasses.)

hands were crossed upon Its breast, and
it was so abundantly decorated with cop-
per trinkets that part of the animal tis-
sues had been mummified. The other was
found near one edge of the mound, close
to the bottom, and was lying on its back,
extending directly east and west. This
last was the only skeleton with which
trinkets of any kind were found. The soil
about It seemed to be of even looser
texture than the rest. Skeletons were
often found several together, heaped
about and upon other In an Inextric-
able tangle. These skeletons were burled
again when the exploration was

The trinkets taken out ate various.
With every skeleton were found some new
and characteristic trinkets. Mo6t of the
beads were of the white man's manufac
ture. The most abundant were small od-io-

white ones of porcelain. There were
some large blue ones, made of clay, en-

ameled over, and small round glass ones,
red. blue and striped. Of the Indian's
own, a few flat clay beads were found,
and a number of very Interesting bone
beads of various sizes, remarkable in some
cases for the number of notches or
scratches cut in them. There were, also,
some small bone beads, .which seem to
have been made by cutting sea shei;s
above mentioned Into short transverse
sections. Many copper "beads" had been
made by rolling short pieces of sheet cop-

per into tube.

Almost every Indian had his "digger"
made from the point of an elk horn. Most
of these are plain, but a few are artistic-
ally ornamented. Near the surface of the

w found, and many complete skele- - j mound "were Xound & few arrow points.
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cess will make up for dozens of failures,
but at that the publishers are taking
no chances not absolutely necessary, i
should say that the public taste rune in
all directions. There Is no acurate way
of gauging what Is most in demand be-
cause of the variety of songs, which all
come under the rather elastic term or
"popular music," and embrace classics have made fortune out of the happy hit.
of the "Ain't Dat a Shame?" order of
lyrics of comic operas."

Refrains of songs that are Just now oc-
cupying the public attention are repro-
duced herewith. Take the little ballad
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"When the Harvest Says Are Over, Jes-
sie, Dear." It is typical of the eentlmental
ballad. The story Is pathetic recital of
how a girl postponed her wedding day un-
til the crops were in, but unfortunately
died in the intervening time. Years have
come and gone, but the man, now grown
old, has remained true to his former love,
and whiles away the evening of his life
by singing, as he lolls In an armchair by
the grate, these words:
When the harvest days are over, Jessie, dear.
And the d flowers bloom 'neath sky so

clear.
Ton will keep the word you said.
That's the time we two shall wed-W- hen

tho harvest days are over, Jessie, dear.
"What need Is there to elaborate on the

being sucessful. Of hg touching told with dramatic strength
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case was an arrow point found at any
depth. In that case It was with a skele-
ton, and associated with the bones of the
thorax. Whether the owner of the bones
was brought to his death by the arrow
point or not is uncertain. There is no fut-th- er

evidence. With one skeleton were
found a number of flat iron pieces or va-

rious shapes. I don't know what they
were for, but surmise that some of them,
at least, were covered with cloth or hide
and beads, and hung upon the breast as
an ornament and a protection. This con-

clusion has some Justification In the fact
that they were all found Just under the
breast, and a handful or more of little

The larger bone box.
(Partly broken away.)

white beads lay upon 'one of them. With
one skeleton was found a piece of brass,
which had served civilized man one day.
It had been cut and shaped Into wrist-
band by an Indian, but there was lea
upon It a portion of an inscription, the
letters of which are perfectly and beauti-
fully formed. The letters are as follows:
"W y L"

Among the most Interesting relics are
several brass buttons, with an eye on the
posterior face, like army buttons. Upon
the anterior face of two or three there is
no emblem. They are plain. Upon the
others there is embossed the figure of a
bird with partly extended wings, arising
from a mass of flames. Over the bird Is
the following Inscription: "Je renaia de
mes cendres," while beneath the figure Is
a number. The Inscription reveals the
fact that the effigy represents the fabled
phoenix. These buttons will doubtless re
veal to one who has more minute
knowledge of our early history the proba-
ble time when these beads, buttons, etc,
first came Into the possession of tho In-

dian.
Of the Indians own make, the most In-

teresting are two bone boxes. One of
these Is Just about the size and shape of
the case for a small opera-glas- s. It does
not open at the larger end, however,, but
along one side. The other Is larger and

longer. They had both
been made with great care and quite
elaborately ornamented. If any one knows
to what use they could have been put, 1
shall be glad to learn more about them.
One fine bone salmon spear was found. I
have la my possession an old flintlock and
$u barrel, said to have been found in

NO PUBLISHER
Is able to
in advance
the popular demand

and artistic feeling In the songs, the re-

frain of which runs:
"Go ba-a-- and sit down!
For coons In your class are easy found.
You seldom have money, you .never treat.
Get in your place and take a back seat
Go k and SIT DOWN!
The authors of this rag-tim- e reproof
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and the royalties are still rolling iri like
the breakers on the beach on a stormy
day. In huge groups. Speaking of pop-

ular airs what percentage of the male
population of Portland did not whistle
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the "Tale of the Kangaroo" chorus from
the "Burgomaster?" And for every man
and boy who whistled It there was a win-
some maid who did things to it on the
piano or mandolin or banjo. It is a
catchy thing, and mention "Burgomaster"
If you want to hear some one say: "Oh,
yes. that's where they sang" and then
you will get yards of it. Paul Dresser,
who wrote "The Blue and Gray," "Mother
Was a Lady." "On the Banks of the Wa-
bash" and kindred soulful things, has ac-
cumulated a fortune that runs up Into the
six figures, and It has all come from his
popular songs. Horwltz and Bowers, the
two youngsters who evolved "Because"
and Its sequels, have also been fortunate
In piling up wealth, and a dozen more
could be named who have prospered ex-
ceedingly well at the Industry.

INDIAN RELICS IN A YAMHILL MOUND H1I
this same mound. The skeleton of a child
was discovered, about the neck of which
had been fastened a piece of copper. In
front this was bent up over the chin and
inserted in the mouth. There were no
large stone Implements, only a few small
ones of uncertain use.

It has been thought by some that the
vicinity of the mound was once the scene
of a battle; that after the fight the slain
were heaped together and covered with
earth. This conclusion is based upon the
presence of a few broken skulls, but es-

pecially upon the fact that skeletons are
frequently found piled upon and about
each other. Just as If they had been has- -

The bone salmon spear.

tlly thrown together and then covered up.
I do not agree with the conclusion. A few
broken skulls were found, truly enough,
but they may have been damaged after
burial. Besides, the greater number was
Intact. Moreover, the presence of the
child's skeleton argues against the battle-
field theory. It seems to me that all the
facts in the case can be accounted for by
the following theory of burial: When the
dead were brought to the place they were
placed right on top of the ground In a sit-
ting posture. Their heads and bodies were
then forced forward and downward, and
the legs were crossed above or upon their
heads. In this posture they --were covered
with earth, no vault having been dug.
When other deaths occurred, the bodies
were likewise placed upon the surface of
the ground, to ono side, or, mayhap, right
above some of the previously burled, and
then covered with earth. Thus through a
number of years tho mound Increased In
size and extent. As time went on the
settling of the soil would bring superim
posed skeletons almost in contact.

The use of this spot as a burial place
for an extended time would fully account
for all the confusion of skeletons once be-

fore mentioned. The more modern burial3
seem to have taken place by the digging
of holes In the already constructed mound.
Evidence of this Is found in the fact that
some skeletons are fragmentary! indeed
Individual bones were sometimes found;
but the disturbance seems not to havf
been for the purpose of securing trinkets.

A. M. BRUMBACH.

The Sheraizl Wlae.
Geographical Journal.

The vineyards at Sheraizl are very ex-

tensive, and are regularly Irrigated and

manured. The vines are trained on rough
trellises at certain distances, and pro-

duce both varieties of fruit, white and
black. The grapes, which ripen here in
August, were hanging in goodly bunches,
and It did not seem to me that the peo.
pie had any reason- - to complain of the
crop, but .they grumbled a good deal. Al-

though much of the fruit may be eaten,
and a portion made Into raisins, there
can be no doubt that the bulk of the
crop is Intended for the manufacture of
wine of an inferior kind, which Is entire-
ly reserved, I believe, for home consump-
tion. I did not. of course, witness the
process, as it was too early In the sea-

son, and I had no opportunity of tasting
the vintage, but I should imagine it,
from the description I heard of the meth-
od employed, to be far from satisfactory.
After crushing the grapes and mixing
water with the whole mass of puip, juice,
skins, etc., they leave the liquid for about
three weeks to ferment. The 'wine thus
made Is considered fit to drink in about
three months after the fruit ha3 been
plucked. The wine thus made is con-

sumed in the long Winter evening by the
Sheraizl men, whose wine-bibbln- g pro-

pensities are notorious and reprobated
throughout Oman. The Arab3 of the Inte-

rior, being a temperate and abstemious
race, regard the constant manufacture of
wine In their very midst by these Per-
sians as a scandal to their religion, and

,do not permit the production of spiritu
ous liquor in any otner part or me coun-
try, so far as 1 am aware.

QUESTIONS
AND ANSWERS

Municipal Secret Service.
"What is the nature cf the secret

for which the new charter makes
an appropriation of $600 yearly to the
Mayor, as per article A, section 73, division
b, clause 23? S.

Whatever may arise. The Idea Is to pro-

vide a fund upon which the Mayor may
draw at once In emergencies. For ex-

ample, robbery was committed in the City
Hall a short time ago. It may have been
deemed advisable to employ some special
service, other than the police force, for
the next day. Another example: The
Board of Public Works employed a man
to check up the unllghted street lamps,
with the result that a saving was ef-

fected. It might be necessary to watch
a policeman or 'detective. If the money
is not used It will be turned back into
the general fund. Several cities create a
secret service fund, which is placed at
the disposal of the Mayor, who Is never
required to present vouchers or render an
accounting.

Homestead for Landowners.
If I own 100 acres of land, or less (which

I acquired by purchase and not under
homestead laws), can I take up 160 acres
of land under the homestead laws besides?

Sheud3, Or. M. T.

Every person otherwise qualified Is en-

titled to a full homestead of ICO acres un-

less he is the owner of more than 160

acres; he may own 120 acres, yet he Is en-

titled to enter 160 acres under the home-
stead law. The owner of less than 160

acres, either 40, SO or 120 acres. Is entitled,
under the adjoining homestead acts, to
enter a sufficient quantity of land adjoin-

ing him to make 160 acres, and may ob-

tain title thereto without having to reside
upon the land so entered. See pages 13

and 21, circular of General Land Office.

May Homestead Twice.
1. If a man that has taken up a homestead

and filed and proved up In good faith and
lost It by bad luck and has no land at
all. can he take another homestead or
not?

2. If a married man takes a homestead
and lives on It five years and dies, can
tho widow take another homestead and
the widow proves up on the land In good
faith? W. A. S.

Camp Creek, Or.

1. Yes. he can.
2. She can prove up on tho h'omestead

of her deceased husband, and then It be-

comes the property of his heirs, subject to
her dower. As a widow she has a home-
stead right of her own.

Machinist's Apprentice.
Where can one enter a machine shop

as an apprentice. How long does it re-

quire the average young man to become a
first-cla- machinist, arid what wages are
paid apprentices.

Independence. A. O. S.

There are many machine, shops In

Portland, and applicants for apprentice
places put their applications on file. There
are many such applications now on file.
Apprentices serve four years at V& cents
an hour first year, 10 cents second year, 15

cents third year, 20 cents fourth year.

The "Endless Chain."
1. Has the system for raising funds for

different building purposes, known as "the
endless chain" system, been prohibited by
law in this state? I have been told that it
has, and wish to know.

2. What was the name of the town in
Virginia at which the College of William
and Mary was founded In 1G92? J. R.

Mayvllle, Or.

No.
Wllllamsburgh.

Sectlonlxed Map of Oregon.
Where can I get a sectionized map of

tho different counties of Oregon, and what
will be the cost of one? D. C.

Weston, Or.

There Is no such map on the market
now, but one Issued by the General Hand
Office may be eeen at the Walla Walla
district land office, and perhaps at tho
Weston Normal 8chool.

Civil Service' Examinations.
1. Are civil service examinations for

railway postal clerks held In Portland?
If so. how often?

2. Where can I obtain more informa-
tion on this subject? H. H. H.

1. Yes, generally In April and October.

2. Write Civil Service Commission.
Washington, D. C, and Its fbook will
come free.

To Various Correspondents.
Mrs. 'J. C Andrew Carnegie's address

is 5 West Fifty-fir- st street. New York.
H. F., Lewisvllle, Or. To secure a copy-

right, address Librarian of Congress,
Washington. D. C. The fee Is 51.

Reader Miss Jennie Griffith, Macleay,
Or., breeds-Chines- e pheasants in captivity.

D. J.. Troutlake Joseph H. Choate Is
our Minister to Great Britain.

Locating Timber Land. '- -

1. Can a person, under the timber law
act, locate on land that has not been set
apart for school or agricultural purposes?

2. Can a person locate a timber claim
on land on which there s known to be a
bed of valuable lime rock deposit?

B. F. B.

l! Ye3.
2. No.

Fare to Manila.
What is the fare from! Portland to Ma-

nila, P. I., cabin and steerage

Cabin, $261; steerage, $133.

FOR THE SCRAP
BOOK

Abraham Lincoln.
(This is the remarkable poem in which, on

May C. 1885. London Punch confessed lta error,
after having Tor four years lampooned Lincoln
with pencil and with pen. In this change of
sentiment Punch merely reflected the prevalent
British temper, which, fiercely and contemptu-
ously hostile to the National cause and the
Union leaders during the earlier and critical
part of the death grapple, swung toward the
victor North at the end.)
Tou lay a wreath on murdered Lincoln's bier.

Tou, who with mocking pencil wont to trace.
Broad for the British sneer.

His length of shambling limb, his furrowed
faco.

His gaunt, gnarled hands, his unkempt, brist-
ling hair.

His garb uncouth, his bearing 111 at ease.
His lack of all we prize as debonnlr,

Of power or will to shine, of art to please.
i

You, whose smart pen backed up the pencil's
laugh.

Judging each step, as though the way were
plain;

Reckless, so It could point a paragraph.
Of chiefs perplexity, or people's pain.

Beside this corpse, that bears for winding-she- et

The Stare and Stripes he lived to rear anew.
Between the mourners at his head and feet.

Say, scurrll-Jcste- r, Is there room for you?

Tes, he had lived to shame me from my sneer,
To lame my pencil, and confute my pen

To make me own this hind of princes peer.
This rallsplltter a true born king of men.

My shallow Judgment I hitd learnt to rue.
Noting how to occasion's height he rose.

How his quaint wit made home-trut- h eeem
more true.

How, Iron-lik- his temper grew by blows.

How humble yet how hopeful he could be;
How In good fortune and In 111 the same;

Nor bitter In success, nor boastful he.
Thirsty for gold, nor feverish for fame.

He went about his work such work as few
Eer had laid on head and heart and hand

As one who knows, where there's a task to do.
Man's honest will must Heaven's good grace

command:
i

Who trusts the strength will with the burden
grow.

That God makes Instruments to work his will.
It but that will we can arrive to know.

Nor tamper with the weights of good and 111.

So he went forth to battle, on the side
That he felt clear was Liberty's and Right's.

As In his peasant boyhood he had plied
His warfare with rude nature's thwarting

mights

Th uncleared forest, the unbroken soil.
The Iron-bar- that turns the laborer's ax.

The rapid that o'erbears the boatman's toll.
The prairie, hiding the mazed wanderer s

tracks,

The ambushed Indian and the prowling bear-S- uch

were the needs that helped his youth
to train; N

.Rough culture but such trees large fruit may
bear.

If but their stocks be of rlcht girth and
grain.

So he grew up, a destined work to do.
And lived to do It; four years'

lived through.
And then he heard the hisses change to

cheers.

The taunts to tribute, the abuse to praise.
And took both with the rarae unwavering

mood;
Till, a he came on light, from darkling days.

And seemed to touch the goal from where
he stood. ' .

A felon hand, between .the goal and him.
Reached from behind his back, a trigger

prest
And those perplexed and patient eyes were

dim,
Those gaunt. Iongflaborlng limbs were laid

to rest!
The words of mercy were upon his lips.

Forgiveness In his heart and on his pen.
When this vile murderer brought swift eclipse

To thoughts of peace on earth, good will to
men.

The Old World and the New, from sea to sea.
Utter one voice of sympathy and shame!

Sore heart, so stopped when It at last beat
high.

Sad life, cut short Just as Its triumph came.
A deed accurst! Strokes have been struck

before
By the asassln's hand, whereof men doubt

If more of horror or disgrace they bore;
but thy foul crime, like Cain's, stand

darkly out.

Vile hand, that brandest murder on a strife,
Whate'er Its grounds, stoutly and nobly

striven;
And with the martyr's crown crownet a life

With much to praise, little to be forgiven!

The Honr of Death.
Leaves hath their time to fall.

And flowers to wither at tho north wind's
breath.

And stars to set hut all,
Thou hast all seasons for thine own, O Death!

Day Is for mortal care.
Eve for glad meetings 'round the Joyous

hearth.
Night for the dreams of sleep, the voice of

prayer.
But all for thee, thou mightiest of the earth.

The banquet hath Its" hour.
Its feverish hour of mirth, and song, and

wine;
There comes a day for grief's overwhelming

power,
A tlm for softer tears but all are thine.

Youth and the opening ros
May look like things too glorious for decay.

And smile at thee but thou art not of these
That wait the ripened bloom to seize their

prey.

We know when moons shall wane.
When Summer birds from far shall cross tha

sea.
When Autumn's hue shall tinge the golden

grain.
But who shall teach us when to look for thee?

Tfl it when Spring's first gale
tomes forth to whisper where the violets lie?

Is it when roses In our paths grow pale?
They have one season all are ours to die!

Thou art where billows foam.
Thou art where music melts upon the air;

Thou art around us In our peaceful home.
And the world calls us forth and thou art

there
Thou art where friend meets friend.

Beneath the shadow of the elm to rest
Thou art where foe meets foe. and trumpets

rend
The skies, and swords beat down the princely

crest.

Leaves have their time to fall.
And the flowers to wither at the north wind's

breath.
And stars to set but all.

Thou hait all seasons for thine own. O Death!
Felicia Hemans.

The Subalterns.
I.

"Poor wanderer." said the leaden sky,
I fain would lighten thee.

But there be laws lii force on high
Which say it must not be."

II.
"I would not freeze thee, shorn one." cried

The North, "knew I but how
To warm my breath, to slack my stride';

But I am ruled as thou."
III.

"Tomorrow I attack thee, wight."
Said Sickness, "yet I swear

I bear thy little ark no spite.
But am bid enter there."

rv.
"Como hither, son," I heard Death say;

"I did not will a grave
Should end thy pilgrimage today.

But I, too, am a slave!"

Wo smiled upon each other then.
And life to me wore less

That fell contour It wore era when
They owned their passlveness.

Thomas Hardy.
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The Universal Prayer.
Father of all! In every age.

In every clime adored.
By saint, by savag. and by sago,

Jehovah. Jove, or Lord!

Thou great First Cause, least understood.
Who all my sense conflned

To know but this, that thou art good.
And that myself am blind;

Yet gave me. In this dark estate.
To see the good from 111:

And. binding nature fast In fate.
Left free the human will;

What conscience dictates to be done.
Or warns me not to do.

This, teach m more than hell to shun.
That, more than heaven, pursue.

What blessings thy free bounty gives
Let me not cast away:

For God is paid when man receives, .
To enjoy Is to obey.

Yet not to earth's contracted span
Thy goodnes-.- let me bound.

Or think thee Lord alone or man.
When thousand worlds are round:

Let not this weak, unknowing hand
Presurao thy bolts to throw.

And deal damnation round the land
On each I judge thy foe.

If I am right, thy grace impart
Still In tho right to stay:

If I am wrong. O teach my heart
To find that better way!

Save me alike from foolish pride
And Impious discontent

At aught thy wisdom has denied,
. Or aught thy goodness lent.

Teach me to feel another's woe.
To hide the fault I see;

That mercy I to others show
That mercy show to me.

Mean though I am. not wholly so,
Since quickened by thy breath;

O load me wheresoe'er I go.
Through this day's life or deatht

This day be bread and peace my lot;
All else beneath the sun.

Thou know'st If best bestowed br sot.
And let thy will be done.

To thee, whore temple la all space.
Whoso altar, earth, sea. skiea.

One chorus let all Beinir raise.
All Nature's incense rise!

Alexander Pope.

A Wonderful Country Far Away.
There once was a tlmo when, as old songs

prove It,
The earth was not round, but an endless

plain;
The sea was as wide as the heaven" above It-- Just

millions of miles, and begin again.
And that was the time aye, and more's tha

pity
It ever should end when the world could

play.
When singers told tales of a crystal city

In a wonderful country far away.

But the schools mu3t come, with their scales
and measures.

To limit the visions and weigh the spells;
They scoffed at the dreams and the rainbow

treasures.
And circled the world in their parallels;

They charted the vales and the sunny meadows.
Where a poet might ride for a year and a

day;
They sounded the depths and they pierced tha

shadows
Of that wonderful country far away.

For fancies thy gave us their microscopies;
For knowledge, a 'rubble of fact and doubt;

Wing-broke- n and caged, like a bird from tha
tropics,

Romance at the wandering stars looked out.
Cold reason, they said, is the earthly Eden;

Go, study Its springs, and Its ores assay;
But fairer the flowers and fields forbidden

Of that wonderful country far. away.

They questioned the slumbering baby's laugh-
ter.

And cautioned Its ciders to dream by rule;
All mysteries past and to come hereafter

Were settled and solved in their common
school.

But sweeter the streams and tho wild birds
singing.

The friendships and loves that were true

The gladness unseen, like a far bell ringing.
In that wonderful country far away.

Nay, not In their rea&on, our dear Illusions,
But truer than truths that are measured and

weighed
Oh, land of the spirit! where no Intrusion

From bookmen or doubters shall aye be made!
There still breaks the murmuring sea to greet

us.
On shadowy valley and peaceful bay;

And souls that were truest still wait to meet
us.

In that wonderful country far away.
John Boyle O'Reilly.

To a Skeleton.
The following verses were published anony-

mously In the London Morning Chronicle near-
ly 00 years ago. and, notwithstanding the offer
of a reward of 30 guineas, the author's namo
has remained a secret until quite recently,
when It was learned that the lines were
written by Robert Philip, of Gormyre Cottage.
Scotland. Toward the end of the year ISid
he wrote the verses while watching for

in the parish churchyard of
where, during the repairing of tho

church, the unearthing of a skeleton suggested
the subject. The verses were shown to Dr.
John Alford. who procured a copy and. either
by accident or intention, dropped a copy in
the Royal College of Surgeons, whero they,
were found.
Behold this ruin! "Twas a skull
Once of ethereal spirit full;
This narrow cell was Lire's retreat.
This space was Thought's mysterious seat.
What beauteous visions! filled this spot!
What dreams of pleasure long forgot!
Nor love, nor Joy. nor hope, nor fear
Have left one trace of record here.

Beneath this molderlng canopy
Once shone the bright and busy eye.
But start not at the dismal void.
If soclnl love that eye employed.
If with no lawless Are It gleamed.
But through the dews of klndneys beamed.
That er shall be forever bright.
When stars and suns are sunk In nlzht.
Within this hollow cavern hung
The ready, swift and tuneful tongue.
If falsehood's honey It disdained.
And ,when It could not praise was chained,
If boM in virtue's cause It s:oke.
Yet senile concord never broke.
That silent tongue shall plad for the
When tlmo unveils eternity.

Say. did thee fingers delve the mlna.
Or with Its envied rubies shine?
To hew the rock or wear a gem
Can llt-l- e row avail to them;
But If the page of truth they sought.
Or comfort to the mourner brousht.
These hands a richer meed shall claim
Than all that waits on wealth" and fame.

Avails it whether bare or shod
These feet the paths of duty trod?
If from the bowers of eas they fled

J To seek Aflllctlon'3 humble shed;
J If Grandeur's guilty bribe they spurned,

And nome ip vinuca mi iciuui,
There feet with angels' wings shall vie.
And tread the palace .of the sky:

Robert Philip.

Verses Asked For.
B. L. asks for the verses published many

years ago In Sunday school reader, beginning:
"Chained to the market-plac- e he stood.
X man of slant frame."

J. B. L. asks for "Ode to Light." by Palm-
er, which was praised by Byron; also a para-

phrase of "Annabel Lee" called "Deborah
Lee," of which ho recalls only one verse, aj
follows:
The foot of the hunter shall press her grave.

And the prairie's sweet wild flowers,
In odorous beauty 'round It wave.

Through all the Summer hours, the still
bright "Summer hours.

The bird shall sing In th tufted grass,
And the nectar-lade- n bee.

With Its dreamy hum, on its gauze wings
pass,

Tet she wakes no more to me, she wakes no
more to me.


