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BEAUTY AT THE COMING CORONATION

QUEEN ALEXANDRA HAS SURROUNDED HERSELF
WITH THE PRETTIEST WOMEN

IN ENGLAND

UEEN ALEXANDRA is very llke

Quesn Anpe. In that she takss the |
sincerest pleasure in flowers and
pretty women Since ber husband has |

nssumed supremely royal state and in-
fluence she has slowly, gently, but firmily
been retiring. trom all the posts of honor
about her person and housebold, the good
but frumpy elderly tes who ministered
to the pleasure of the late gracious
Quenn

By the time the coronation takes pince |

the Engilish court will be justly fsmous
for a galaxy of lovely girls and youth-
ful matrons, a!l worthy the brush of Sir
Peter Lely and the sdmiration of that
notable judge of feminine beauty, gay
King Charies 11. About the court this
preference of the Queen for good looks,
and good tempers, and good hearts, Is
well known, and nohody was In the Jeast

surprised when two of the most ple-

turesgue twin beauties In Great Britaln
were chosen as hor first matds of honor.
These sweet girle are the Hoporable Dorls
and the Honorable Violet Vivian. Though
they are twin sisters, they are not coun-
terparts one of the other, and the Homn-
orabie Violet s esteemed rather the fair-
est of the two. If the Honorable Doris
in Just & trifle less perfect than her tall,
slender, chestnut-haired, viclet-eyed, Ro-

setti-mouthed smister, she Is keenly witty |

and quite as popular with the Queen, who
& mot a0 severe & stickier for royal
etiqueite ax was her predecessor, and
lkes to hear of the jokes and pranks of
ber shrewd mald of honor, The Honor-
able Doris 1s one of the few personn whe
can read aloud to the satisfuction of her
mistress, who Is hard ¢' hearin’, but does
mot wish to be rempinded of her weakness,

Next aftar the Vivian girls, as thess
sweel malds are famlllarly spoken of in
London drawing-rooms, the Queen Ia
fondest of the Ladies Butier. the daugh-
ters of the Marguls of Ormonde. who are
counted the two handsomest women !n
Irish soclety. Last year Lady Beatrice
Butler, the oldest sister, married for love

the gallant General Pole-Carew, and her |
slater, Lady Conatance, Is invited 1o serve |

&t court. Lady Constance I an ell-
around modern girl; almost faultless In
feature and coloring: & finished horse
woman, an expert In and on the water,
& ciever water colorist, a maker of the

most dellicate varieties of fine Irish lace, |

n lingulst and a charming companion.

8he yuachts with her father, physics and |
advises and jests with the Irish peasnntry |

on her father's estate, and i= delightfully
unspolled by admiration and wealth, She
is to take her turn as a court lady during
the coronation, in a=sociation with one
of the prettlest women and boidest fox-
hunters in the United Kingdom. the Hon-
orabie Ethel Gerard

The horse has yet to be found that
this courageot=s young Iady would fear
to ride; and yet, despite that fact and
that she comes of a long line of hard-
riding maternal, as well as paternal, an-
cestors, she s In no s=nse & horsy girl
Off her horse she ia as frou-frou as a
Parisian Marquise, and she has long been

prime favorite with the Queen, who ad- |
mires her high spirits, and ber gentle |

voice, and big appealing grey oyea

If women below the rank of Ducbess .I
weore permitted to bear a canopy over |

the Queen In Westminster Abbey, it s
safe 1o predist that the Countess of Cro-
martls would have been ome of four
chosen to this high office. As it wan, the
Queen dellberately passed over the claims
of many superior elderly Indies, who be-

lleved In thelr divine right to ansist =t |
coronations, and pleked out her four |

canopy-hearers becauso they were young,
pretty and eminently lkeable. Thelr
graces of Butheriand, Mariborough, Mont-
rose and Portland are to support the
Queen, greatlly to the disgust of the
Duchess of Devonshire, £tc. Among the
assisting ladies only will be seen the
pretty, plguant Countess of Cromartie,
who I8 a Countess and heiress guile in

yemmﬁffﬁ .
e g
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her own right. Bhe is Arst cousin of the

Duke of Sutherland, and through her |

father Inherits the Earidem of Cromar-
tie, which he Inherited frem hin mother,
who was also Countess of Cromartie in

her own right. Lady Cromartie, with |

all her wealth and good look=s and high
lineage, chose to marry Major Biunt, and
he and sho Hve at Castie Leod of at Tar-
bard House, on Cromartie Firth. In all
things, even to her braw socent, she is
Beoteh, and speaks Gaellc ns fluently as
her Highland tenantry. Her nister is
the sturdy Lady Constance Mnackensile,
who rides astride and swims like o South
Sea Islander, and travels as industriously
as Binbad the Ballor, and cares not the
snap of her fingers to be at court. Lady

Cromsirtie s gentle and domestic

" T Hotr Dorts Vv,

The na:dof Hanor,
To The Queen.

not In the least overshadowed by the |
| fresh young beauties she chooses to

gather about her.
3

AN AMERICAN PAINTER'S OPINION OF PAINTING

TALK WITH THOMAS MORAN, THE FOREMOST LANDSCAPE ARTIST

p N THE most unpretentious studio,
{ plain and unadorned save by his art

productions, Thomas Moran spends
hiz time In New York, in & small sky par-
lor of West Twenty-second street. This
room, however, is well fitted for a studio,

thers being a slkylight admitting the |

northern light at all hours. In this day
of fads and decoratitms, one expects to
find in the average studio hangings of
fish-neta, draperies, relics, antiques and
the ke, for thess things often play their
part In giving emphnasis to the taste of
the artist, however doubtful the charac-
ter of the recommendation suggested by
these accessories. There is & convenient

eiovator to the den of Mr. Moran, and |

the visitor finds the host most amiable,
cordial, In fact though the open day is

well known to be Saturday. But® this |
does not bar the stranger from perfect |
cordiality and grace of manner. 1f there
be any impatience at an unintentional in- |
trusion, it never shows itself, and the |

Euest is invited to a seat In one of the

many qQualnt old chairs scattored around |
the room. One of these is posmessed of |
& fine history, having been brought over |

in the Mayfiower, and is the favorite

chair of the artist when at his canvas |
On the walls, mostly unframed, sre half |

& {pzen of the best pletures of the artist,
some of which are several years of age,
others just finiahed. and many stll In

prooess of development. Regarded by |

the best critics as the Isading American

landscape artist, Thomas Moran is witha] |

the most modest of men. He never ob-
trudes his views on art, and has never
sought publiclty in any form at any time
in his carecr. His modesty on this point

i to be commended and It ean be sald in |
this connection that all of his success, '
which bhas been far beyond the ordinary, |

bas been obtalned wsolely on the merit
of his art, and his fame has been made
purely along the lines established by the

mere exhibitions of hi= works In the sc- |

cletles where he has entered. Incident-
aliy, It might be mentioned, and not as
coming from the artist, that bhe has re-

celved far less encouragement from the |
recognized art organizations than from |

any other source., though on this point
he is pever outspoken. His record has

beent to rise or fall solely on the merit |

of his paintings,

Bitting ar one Onds hm at his easel, he
turne in his fiddie-back Mayfower chatr
and sayn, with eye looking keenly into

sours. his soul In every word, for the |
perfect candor and earnestness of the |

man sre (rresistible:
“In art, &s In any profession, knowliedge

ja power. Twist this into any form you |

may, but it remaine a truth, and the
foundstion-stone of all true srt. It will
always be the same, and this will al-
ways show Itself In the plctures of the
prilst. no matier how bhumble, or how
pretestious. Just how far the artist

shall go with his knowledge (= joft to
him. Xe must typlfy his own personal-
fty. This covers L taxts, opinlons,

everything. The man must exhibit him-

| self In his plctures. This is the theory |
| of art, and also of judgment. It Is the |
same with the art critle, or, as 1 sxid |

before, any of the professions, the Inw,
finance or anything. Knowledge In art
cannot be excluded, s In law, or the

sciences, HKnowjedge in art |s the power |
| behind the handwork. Evesight i» noth- |
Ing unless backed by bralns. In condensed |

form, this is my theory of urt. In paint-
Ing the Gmand Canyon of the Colorado
and itz wonderful ealor scheme, T have
to be full of my subject. I have to have
knowiedge. 1 must know the geoclogy.
I must know the rocks and the trees and

rents and the birds that fly in the blue
ether above me. Whatever of arbitrary

r_urrmt :_h_nl grow out of thi=s Intimacy | work «

with nature, becomes & part of the work,
legitimate in after-work,

take llberties
all artisis os

Here 1= where most

“If thers be fauits, and po ona can deny

ellshed by some who are

| ¥werable among
the atmosphere and the mountsin tor- | « i
other fault rests in the too foaclle
Americans have of
f other men. They do not think

for themselves. They do noi deive Into

I”&'" depths of mysteries of nature, and

from her hear the callings from the fields,
the clouds, the mouyntains and dales. The

' n‘ld Hudson River school, so-called, F, E
Church, Kensett and the Harts—theseo |
were purely American, and they were an |

banor to our land. Perhaps Church was
the greatest landscape painter we have
ever prodoced, These men | have named
were purely American palaters. uninfu-
enced by =chools of other natlonallties,

| Today it t# not ro. Our men go abroad and

return with forclgn Wear and apply the
tr:whlnge of forelgn masters to American
material—where they use American mate-
rial. 1 want to be quoted as belng op-
posed to the foreign subject in palntings,
when we have every phase of landscape
and subjcet here at nome. Amerien is
richer in material for the true artist

working along the lnes of Individual de- |

velopment than any countsy in the worid.
Lenving out Venlce, we are the most
wonderfully prolific country in the variety
of subjects known to clivilization *

Of o distinct school of American art Mr.
Moran, perhaps, thinks more than he
would announce In conversation. But he
Qi say: “We have no distinct school of
art In America. I have already named
the three londing artists fn my humbie
opinion this country has produced, and
perhaps the greatest of these was F. K
Church. Where do we find today such
masterpieces as his ‘Niagara® and his
‘Heart of the Andes?™ That he fs con-
demned by some of our artists ls due
solely to the fact that his work is not the
royal road to art. His pletures mean

work, constant, unending toll. Nothing |

else would have produced such tremend-
ously successful canvases. The troubla
with the avernge youmg artist is that he
likes to slop over his canvas In order to
exhiblt 1. Thess examples lnck the true
art principles and the true standard of
measurement as gauged by the past

They do not stop to consider that It s a |
false standard to fudge by the living. No |

man can be judged by the lving. Only
those that are dead are worthy In art
for standards of taste.*

“What I ask,” continued Mr, Moran,
“Is 10 se¢ a man's brains an evidenced
in his work. T want to know his opinions.
He is the arbiter of his own plctures and
of nature. Zsla's definition of art sxact-
Iy fills my demands when he says that
‘art is nature seen through a tempera-
ment.” The old idea that art Is best de-
fined as ‘palnting nature as it looks, and
not as it 1s" will not satisfy me An
Artiat’s business Is to produce for the
spectator of his pletures the Impression
produced by nature on himself. Buppos-
Ing a man to be an ordinary individuai.

¢ He sees only a limited amount of art in

a pleture; or, iIn plaln BEnglish, he sees
&8 he has the abllity to see. It in the
same thing when he looka at nature. BSo

| the Impressions in art. The artist affects

all men, it not allke—not In the same

reach the pianacle of his art till he proves
his perfect fdelity. There ia a3 much
differsnce in nature as in men. Technical
skill i» only a means to an end, and In
fteelf It wvalueless, the real value in &
picture belng the application of skill to &
worthy subject.™

Perhaps there is no phase of art more
misunderstood than what we call the {m-
pressionist achool On this point Mr. Mo-
ran would change the poeition of many
who heretofore have placed rellance In
the fAdelity of this style of palntings.
"Yes," mald he, I am an impressionist,
but I do not belong to the acospted achool
of impressionlsm. The school of impres-
slonism I8 not true impressjoniam, because
it i= too false to nature, and I boldly
say that It Is not the way the artist sses
it. This Is common sense. Common sense
is as applicable to painting as to any of
the arta ‘There is no material difference.
The highest pootry is the simplest kind
that Is backed by common sense, and
where there is no abnormal circumlocu-
tion In order to portray a meaning. I
clita Bhakespeare and Homer to prove my
i@sals. There you have the ideals of wm-
plicity. They have great thought, simply
expressed, and In a style that couid not
suggest a misunderstanding of the author’s
meaning. I do pot consider that my
views ure at all radical, since they are
based on sound judgmenLl ‘A person look-
ing at a picture does not want to stop
to think out the suggestion placed an the
canvas. True art should instantiy convey
its meaning, Nke true music or poetry.
There never was n truar plcture, or a
more simple one, than the cloud-painting
In “Hamiet, where Hambet and Polonius
imagine they see camels and weasels in
the clouds. That Is a perfect pictures,
and one mo one can fall to comprehend.
It appeals t0 us Instantly. So I say the
school of impressionism ia false to the
very thing it pretends to imitate and ls,
therefore, 4 mers pretention and not real
art.”

On the subject of the Inspired artist,
Mr. Moran has decided views, and they
are like all he says, highly interesting.
*“1 belleve in the inspiration of the artist
to this extent: The genlus or inspired
artist may be born, but he has to be
made.' Constant work s the only thing
to make the original genlus. There Is no
such thing as neglected genius. There
are no such pecple. Where real genlus
exists, it Is an impelling force that com-
pels development. And all of our real
men of genlus have been tremendous
workera, There are many men of great
talenit who are lasy. These lack the ap-

pilcation of the genius.™

Mr. Moran is an admirer of the moral
tone of art, and also of the sent!mental
side of It but he admits that this may be
very viclons, He believes that art Is cle-
vating just Insofar as It is treated from
a viewpoint of lofty ldeals. He ikes

Bougereau becnuse his nudes are not |

sensunl any more than were the works
of Ingras, the other great Frenchman.
0Of the art critles, the great American
landscape exponent has rigid views. He
claims that our art critics have their chlef
business In fAnding fault, which, if it
should not exist, is made to exist by their
peculiar brewing of criticiem. He belleves
these critics should study to find some-
thing to admire and not to criticlse. *“The
eritice have led the public to belleve we
have no artists in this country., That ls
why we who bhave studied hard all our
Hves to prove the contrary object to the
statement,” he added In concluslon,

Mr, Moran o now 65 years of age, and
fa os vigorous ns a man of . He spends
the entire Bummer of every year In the
Rocky Mountains, where he has drawn
his inspiration for his wonderful paintings
of the Colorada exuyons. There I8 much
more to be sald of this artlst, but more
ls expressed in one of his works than
copld be conveyed In'a volume.

CHARLES THOMAS LOGAN.

THE LAY OF THE STREET.

(With apologies to Tennyeon. )
{ come from mud and hroken stone,
I'm mistaken for sn alley,
For all that's vile is on me thrown
And In my gutters dally.

The laboring haorses harry down,
And stumble on my ridges,

And one of the worst sights in the town
1s whers ] approach the bridgen

The crowds that o'er my sidewalk surge
Slip on barana peelings,

Th+n break commuandments o'er and o'er,
Relleving of thelr feellngs.

Politiclan’s eloguence o'er me flows,
AP campalgns pur emdeavar;

Bat slectlomns may oome and eiecliocs may Fo,
But 1 go on forever.

Men chatiter much about my ways,
In meetings and commiltees,

And 1wl of cleaner, smooth highways
In bigger. better clities,

|
| With many a break my biocks I fret,
And many an soay puddls
Where many s wheselman gots upeet,
And ta pleked up In & muddle.

And he grumbles, grumhiss of my ruts,
As he pulls himeelf togeiber,

Put that no Agure with me suts,
He should walk in rmainy weathsr,

1 patch my ways with broken rocks,
Witk bere and there a planking,

And hers and there a garbage box,
My broken curbsiomes flanking.

And bere and (here and everywhere,
Upon me as I travel,

The winda that o'er my surface tear.
Etr up the dirt and grave]

Andl draws them all along the way,
To jal be bitn of paper.

That sometimes In the gutters play,
An# sometimes on the sidewalks caper.

The Councll says, with grave "“resolves '
That my ways shall be mended,
But all this in thin alr dispaives,

When slection time has ended.

The city taxpayer stands no show,
With his protest and palaver,
For Councils may come and Councils may go,
But 1 go on farever
—EDITH L. NILES

It will be chesrved neo rpecinl mreet is dos-
lgnated in the above, A prize of & handscme,
beautifel and weefel blacking brysh will be
presentad to the person who properiy mames
the especial street to which thia could be ap-
propriateiy dedionted

Spectacieas and Falling Viaion.
American Medicine
M. Le Roux, a French lecturer, speak-
ing of hi=s American auvdiences, says: =1

had dut one regret as I looked down Into

their faces [ saw too many spectacies,
They hanve worked thelr ¢yes 50 hard that
their s»ight & falilng. They ehould pot
jet their love for knowledge !mpalr thelr
viston.”

The newszpapers without medical advis-
ers have begun to echo this inane remark,
and in the next month It will probably
be¢ reprinted a thousand times. American
oculists will think of the fnmous correc.
tion of the dletlonary deflnition of a crab,
it has been given as “a small, red fish
which travels backward'” and was pro-
nounced by the selentist coarrect, with the
exception that “the orab is not a fish not
red. and does not travel backward " Bo
in the case of M. Le Roux's Americans,
they have not worked thelr eyee harder
than other nations, thelr love for knowl-
edge has nol Impalred thelr vision, and
their sight s not falilng. On the centrary,
our eyes are far less diseased than those
of Europeans who have yet to learn that
proper spectacies prevent mors serious
ocular and algdc much aystemic discase
Cur people have good leather shoea in-
stend of going barefool or wearing sabots,
but the fact In not proof that our feet are
weaker orf more diseased than those of
the Freach peasant. They also have sa-
cured sclentific care of their teeth. but
that does not prove that carious teeth are
superior to “filled"” ones, or that no teeth
are prefarable to ariificlal ones, M. Le
Roux’'s ophthalmology shows that French
ophthalmologisty should cross the ocenn
and take o post-graduate course ln Amer.
icao ophthalmology. %

Jane.

What is 8o rare a3 & day in June?
Thean. if aver. codne pe it dayw;
Then heaven tries earth If It be in tuns,
And over It softly her warm cur lays;
Whether wa look, or whether we listen,
We hear life murmur, or see 1L glisten;
Every clod fesls a stir of might,
An Instinct withia it that reaches the towers,
And, groping blindly above It for light,
Cilmba to & soul In grass and Nowers;
The flvah of Iifa may well be »eent
Thrilling back over Riils and valloyw]
The cowallp starties In meadows greem,
The buttereup catches the sum ln {is chalice,
And there's tever s leafl nor & binde 00 mean
To be same happy creaturs’s palace:
The little bird sits at hin door In the
Arilt ifkee blossoin among !
And tats his umined baing o 3
With the deluge of Summer recefves’
Hia rmate feald the egps benealh her wings,

And the heart in her dumb Lreast Qutters and |

siagn;

He sings to the wide world, and sha to her
nest—

In the nice ear of Nature, which song is the
beat? 3

Now is the high tide of the ymar,
And whatever of life hath sbbed sway
Comes fooding back with a r
Into every bare inlet and ¢
¥ow the heart is so full that &
We are bappy now becauss God a it
No matter how barren the past may have been,
"Tin enough for us sow that the leaves are
gresn;
Wa sit in the warm shade and feel right wel
How the sap crareps up and the blosscms wwell,
We may shut our eyes, but we cannot Balp
knowing
That skies nre clear and grass Is growing;
Tha Brease comes whispering in our ear,
That dandellons are blossoming near,
That malse has sprouted, that sireams are
flowing,
That the river is biver than the sk
That the robin Is plastering his house hard by
And Il the breese ke e good mews back,
For other courlers we shuuld not lack
We could guess It all by yon heifer's lowing—
And hark! how claar bold chanticleer,
Warmed with the new wine of the year,
Teila all in his lusty crowing!

Jor comes, grief goss, weo know no how;
Everything s happy now,
Everrthing s apward striving;
"Tis as sasy now for the heart to be trus
As for grass o be green or sikles 10 Do Dive—
‘Tin the natural way of living:
he clonds have flad?
waks;
eyoa forget ® Le
The beart forgets ita sor
r soul partakes the season’'s
And the suiphurous rifts of pass)
Lis desp “neath a silence r
Line burnt-out craters heales 2
—James Russell Lowell

Something New.
A showman to the jungle went
a flerce young gnt
il teach him o perform,
sall him to the Zoo."*

This man was very much surprised,
And guite dellghted, too
For. Io! sarh guick and oovel trick
The now gno knew!
—E Wards Hialsdell in June Bt Nicholas.
“Whom the Gods Love,”
L
“"Whom the gods love dieyoung.” Nay, rath-
T BAY.

With bated boeath, ““Whom the gods love die '

olgi*
Bhall the mern pals ere |t hath colned its goid?
The sun go n while is yal foll day?
The sistue sieep unmolded in the clay?
The parchment crumbie ere |t 1 unrolled?
The story end with half the tale urntol
The song deop mute
way T
Oh, weep for Adonats when he diew
With all youth's lofty ¢
Ite splendor lost In sufden drear e
With love uniived and dreams hgl! dreamed he
Hien,

I O
All the red wine from 1ife's gold chalioe spilled | L

Ere its Bright brim: hath touched Rkis eager
lipa.
I
Whom the gods jove die old! O life. dear life
Let the old mng thy pr ES, r ey know
How year by vear the umers come and go.
Each with ita own abo ng sweeiness rife!

They know, though [rosim bDe cruel as the |

knife,
Yet with each June the perfect ross shall blow
And dalsles blossdam and the green gruise grow
Trivmphant still, unvexed by storm or strife;
They know that night more splendid ia than
day;
That sunsel akies flame In the gathering dark
And the deep waters change to molten
that Ax richer | Lthan May
They bear (he night birds siunging like the
Inri—
1 sweot life, whom the gods love
—Julia . B Durr.

“The Brevity of Life.
short a snan
N enough

The posts ¢
Thelr seven

Pegun we
To sleep, o antle plays
And » until the Arst vinge onds:
Twelve waning mocn e fAve times
we Elve

Our childish dreams are fill'd
Joxm,

Which please our sense & while, and,
prove but taya

How soon
Our new-har ight
Atlains to full-aged noom!
And this bow podn to gray-haired nlght,
We apring, we bud, we bhiossom and wae b

Ere we can couni our days, our days they dee |

e fast

They end
When sarce begun:
And ere we apprehend
That we begin to live, sur 11fe = done,
Man, count thy days: and If they 0y
For thy dull thoughts to count,
day the lasi,
—Francis Quariea

The Wind.
The wind went forth o'er jand and sea,
Loud snd fres;
Foaming wnves leap! up to meet It,
Biately pines bowed down (0 greet Ir;
While the walling mea
And the forest's murmured sigh
Joined the cry
Of the wind tha! swejli o'#r iand and

The wind that blew upon the gea
Flerce and free,
Cast the bark upon the shors,
Whinee It salled the night before
¥ull of hope sad glee;
And tha cr7 of pain and death
Waa but a breath,
Through the wind that roared upon the

Tha wind was whispering on the lea
Tanderly .
Hut the white ross felt |t pass,
And the fragile stalks of grass
Bhook with fear to see
All her tresthiing patals shed,
As It fled
So gently by—ibe wind upon the lea,

Blow, thow wind upon ths ses
Fierce and free,
And g gentier message nend,
Where fmall flowers and grasses bend,
On the sunny les:
For thy bldding still }s one,
Be it dome
in tenderness o wraih on land or sea!
—Adelalde A Procter.

A Dream of the Unknown.

I dreamed that as T wander'd by the way

Bare Winter suddenly was changed to Spring
And gentle odore Jed my steps astray,

Miz'd with a sound of war
Along a shelving bank of 1.

Under & copse, and har iar to fing
Its green arms round the bosom of the stream,
But kiss'd |L and then fled, as thou mightest la

dream.

Thers grew pled wind-fowers and riolets,
Dalsias, those perl'd Arcturt of the earth,
The constellatad flower (hat naver ssts:
Faint axtips, tencor bluchells, at whose births
The sad scarce heaved: and that tall Sower
LR weln
er's (ace with heaven-collected tears,
When the low wind, its playmats's volee, It
hosrs,

And Jn the warm hedge grow lush eglatine,
Geven cowbind and the moonlight-coler’d
May,
And cherry-blossoms, and white cups, whoas
wine
Was the bright dew yel drain'd not by the
dday:
And wild roess, and ivy serpentine
With its Jdark buds and lewves, wandering
nstray;
And flowers, azure, Disck and streak’'d with
gold
Fairer than any waken'd eyes behold.

And nearer to the river's trembling sdge
road flag-towers, purple prank'd

And siarry river-buds among the sedge,
And foating water-llllen, broad and bright,
Which lit the oak that overhung the hedge
With moocnlight beams of ir own walery
light;
And bulrushes, and reeds of such deop green
An soothed tha dazziing eys w siver sheen,

Methought that of thess vision

That the sames hues, which in thelr matural
bowers

Were mingled or opposed, the Ulke nrray
EKespt thess imprison’d ren of the hours

Within my hand—an elate and g=y,
1 hastn'd to the spot whence I had come
That I might there peeasnt 11—Oh, 1o whom?

— Puroy mhe Shelley.

John Burns of Getiyaburg.
Junt where tha tide of battle turns,
Ersct and looely stood old John Burns,
ow do you think the man was dressed?
s wore an anciant long bull vest,
low as saffron—but his best;
nd buttomed over kis manly broast
Was = bright bius coat, with a roliing collar
And large gilt buttons—aize of a Jdollar—
With tails that the country folk called “swal-
lez.™*

Hs wore a broad-brimmed, bell-erowned hat,
i’ an the locks on w h It sat.
had sych a sight besen seen
rty years on the villags greem,
old Jobn Burns
went to the “‘guilt

Close aL his olbowa all that day,
Veterana of the Peninsula,

lings, downy o«
the Home G
. &s they pansed

il
th scrapa of a slangy reg
"How are you, Whi
through!™
level**
Daddy,""
name of the tailor who made his
4 what was the value he set «
{l= Bumms, unm u
il thers pleking
his loug brown
kmt
And the swallow (ails they were laughing at

|
Twans hul & momer

Which ¢
Anid some

Spake In the old man's s

And his eorded th . e furkiog frown
his eyebrows unde 4 bell crown;

1. &8 they gapel (hers o7gpl 40 awe

wugh the raoks in whispers, and soms men

gue vestments and long white halr,

brave Navarre,
B of WaAr
Hret Harte.

Three Kisnes of Farewell
Three, only three, my darling,

hecnune wo loved each otber,
Ee 8 Fweal
llsses an the Gummer
kise» whose hearts are wrung,
¢ and foar are apent
£ Is left to give, exoept
crament!
the three, my darling,
»d unto pain
each other often;

When we pine because we miss each other,
And do not understand
Haw the written words are so much coldes
Than eye and hand.
| T kiss then, dear, i1 such pain
5 5 wa may give take
forgotten, before it comen
love's salke!
The i kiss, my darling
Is full of Joy"s sweel
We have blessed each
We always will
We shal! reach untill we {es] each pther,
Fuwst f time and space;
{il weo hear each other

. as [ remember

4 never see sach othey,
tim= to glve
r hearts are falthful

) e OUT .
ne last k n rling, seals

The seal of 4 —Faxe Holma,

The Land of Nod.
when off T g0 I

ckiy

Lest one Bnids,

mads up their minds),

8
‘m anleep.
t Land of Dremma,
Btrarges birds, and beasts, snd 2lves, and fays,
1 et In I i WAy,
& STreamms,
slnging =oft awesl s1aves,
With mermalds fair, tn Dreamland caves,

And then I wake and give & ynem,
And see the stun come sfianting in,
A hear again the tuneful din
| ¢ blackbisrds plping on the jawn,

} And, while 1 listen to thelr song—

" : 1 1 . . »
| Why, grcious! There's the broakfest gongl

|
|
| One Foee Alone,
Ome face alone, one face aloms,

These eves require;
Put when that long’d-for sight Is ahown,

What fatal fire
Shoots -through my veins a keen and liguid

fAazne,
That melts each fAber of my wasting framel
Ome voice almme. one volce alone,
ploa to hear;

But, when It3 meak, mellificcus tone

Usarpe mine enr,
Thoes lavish chalns about my soul are wound,
Which neer till death {tsolf car be unbound.
One gentle hand, one gentle hand,

I faln would hoid;
But when it seoms a2 my command,

My own grows cold;
Thes low to earth I bead in sickly swoon
Like llles drooping "mid the blass of poom,

—&ara Coleridge,




