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OWEVER fortunate, infeed rarely
H fortunate in thelr external sur-

roundings those wedded singers,
Robert and Ellzsbeth Browning. it can
searcely be contended that thelr Hves had
been cast by Fate in poetic surroundings.
His chlidhood, youth and earliest man-
oot were passed ls ihe dreary metropoit-
tan suburd of Clapham, that suburb con-
nected, one scarcely knows why, with vis
jons of Low Church theology and dreary
seclarian mesting-bouses; n wilderncsa of
ugly streets studded with drab-colored
uniformily unartistiz dwelllngs Her long
tnvalld Jife was passed (n the dl.rkaeq
upper chamber of a cheerless house sit-
usted In “that long unlovely street™ of
Wimpole. Mutual Jove which gave to her
renewed e gave to them both amblent
emancipation. No wonder they adored
Ttaly. We all love her, thoss of us who
know her, but how much more must she
tave been eppreciated by these exquisite-
ly keen worshipers of beauty, who hsd
esosped to her clear skiem, her balmy
breaths, her flowers, her artisiio and nat-

ural besuties, from on encompassment of
jenden skica, of brifk and mortsr, of fog
and over-anxious, beavy-hearted men and
women, After that qulet clandestine mar. |
riage In the foremoon of Beptember 12
1546, Browning and his new-made wife, |
wko soemed to have stepped from the:
tomb into life, made thelr way by slow |
steps to the still, sun-steeped, art-conse-
crated Itle town of Plsa
1 yield the grave foc thr sake and sxchange
My near Fweet view of héaven for earth with |
Thee i
£ sung the woman post In thoss tender
“Sonnets From the Portoguese,” her of- |
fering to him out of the darkness of her |
ehamber, of which at Plaa her husband- |
jover was permitted for the first time to |
bave o glance.

She thrust the MSS. into his hands as
one evening they were watching the sun
setting behing the fantastic-shaped Car-
rara hills, and it was only after much |
and long persuasion that she eocuid Ihu[
fnduced to publish them 8ShE hald that !
they were for him sod for him only and |
were much too sacred snd Intimate Tor |
the world, He on the other hand Insisted |
that ths world ought not to lose such
exquisite snd postie treasures, anfl the
worid has calge to thank Bim for his
Ernerosity.

FPis® as all the world knows, stands on
the banks of that “golden colored” Aree
which alsg woshes Florence ahd which
ot Pisa i very near to Its ocutpiuring
inlo the s¢n. The town 18 noted for ite
cathedrnl, its frescoed “Holy Fleld,”
where rest its dead, and for that curious
architectural freak, 1ts Leaning Tower.
It I8 dear to the English, too, as for &
whiic the home of Byron and Shelley,
poris both the Brownings raplurously ad-

tired, Bhelley sbove sll, ard It may
have been a desire o wnlk in his foot-
gtepe thing led thom to the sldepy old city ]
of =acred associations. it was In an
0ld palace bulit by Vasarl in sight of
the marble cathedral apd the leanlhg bel-
frey that they seitied thelr finst home, &
little nest of but four rooms, In whobke
peclusion they od and wrote and day- |
dreamed. The city itself invites to rest |
as it les there “asiesp In the sun,” and
no wonder Mrs, Frowning's health Im-
proved by leaps and ettides, “Wa bﬂlhl
like Pisa extrrmely,” she writes at the
time to a friendi—"the city s fuil of
beauty und repose and the purple moun-
talnn glorlously seetn 1o Dbeckon us on
deeper into the vins land*™

From Plas 1o Florence.

To this betkoning they gave bheed In
April of the next year (187, and when
the swallows were darting over the pine
forest around them and Sbhelley's littie fa.
vorite Aziola ow! was heoting among the
white marhble gullles of Carrara, the two
poets quitted what they jokingly called
their perch at Pisa, and set thelr faces
townrd Florence. Here they sottied them-
selves temporarily in a central lodging.
and bere Mrs. Browning at once fell In
love with the plnce,

“Florence 1= unspeakably beautiful* she

lov

| in  furnished apartments.

writes, And here they spent the Summer

*“Ome of the most delightful of Bummers
notwithetanding the and I begin to
comprehend the possibilities of B:. Law-
rence’s ecatasies on the gridivon. Very hot
It certatnly has been | . and s» we have
spacious and airy moms, Robert lels me
sit all day In a white dressing gown, and
A5 We ¢an step out of the window upon &
sort of baleony terrace, which Is guite
private, and swims over with moonlight In
the evening, and as we live upon water-
melons and foed waler and figs, we bear
the heat with angelic patienee.™

In those days Vallombrosas wus nol &
congerie of pensions and hotels, and an
rxpensive though lovely Bummer resort
approached by a funicular rallway, but a
secinded monastery. The Brownings
thought to find accommodation there and
shelter from the -sun’s rays, hut afler &
tollsome journey, undertaken by an ex
sledge, they were turn back ignominiously
by te abbot, “for the =in of womankind.™
os Mrs. Brown|ng phrases It. Yot even =0
Mrs, Browning exults very properly con-
eerning the woods, and the scenery and
the hille, “such = sea of hilla, Jlooking
allve among the clouds, Such fine wobds,
supernaturally sflemt, with the ground
black as fnk.” The next Winter the palr
took rooms in the Plasza Pitl, that ir-
reguinr space facing the huge long rough
stone bullt pile which Is now the King

{ of Italy's Florentine palace, and harbors

the famous Mediel picture gallery. In the
small mexzanino rooms, vellow with sun-
shine from morning to night, the two jived
their second married Winter, sceing but
few persons. but happy in themssives
As she says, "Mast days 1 am able to §o
into the plazss and walk up and dowm
without feeling & breath of the actual
Winter."” In the eovening they would
roRst chestnuts and toast their feer over
thelr coxy fAre of fr conss and chestn
stick=. and érink mulled wine In company
with such friends as might drop In,. But
when the Bpring came and they still found
the aitractions of Fiorence too overwhelm-
iog to isave, they declded to get Into rooms

| of their s&wn, rather than continue living

It was then
that they moved Into the old palace which
will be forever associated with the author
of “Casa Guidi Windows” “In fact, we
have rvally dome it magnificently,” writes
Mrs. Browning, who was the letter-writter
of the couple; “pianied ourselves in the
Guidl palace in the favorite sulte of the
late Count, his aTms are in scagliola on my
bedroom floor. Though -we have sx beau-
tiful roome and & kitchen, three of them
really palsce rooms, and opening on &
terrace, and though suock furniture as
comes by degrees into them s antigue
and worthy of tha place, we y&tL shall have
eaved money by the end of the year—a
stone's throw, too, It Is from the Pitu
palace, and really (n my present mind I
would handiy exchange with the Grand
Duke himself. By the bye, as Lo ftreet,
we have no spectators In windows, but
Just the gray walis of 3 church called San
Felice, "for good. omen' ™ And, agaln,
fpeaking of ber bome, she mays: “Just
such a window whers Blanca Capelio
looked out to see¢ the Duke go by and just
such a door where Tasso stood and Dante

| Grew out lils chelr to sit. Strange to have

all that Old Worid about us and the blue
sky so bright™
The Casa Guidi Furnltare,

It was a great amussmept to Browning,
thix picking up and adapting of old furnt-
ture which at that tirme sold for o mere
song and from this Itallan furnituie be
never parted. ‘'When after his wife's
denth be retmoved to his cOmmonplace not
to say dull abode of Warwick Crescent,
Paddington, he nalsc put it therse,
where Its massive ocarvings, heavy
gldings snd wvaluable tapestrips looked
strangely out of nlace and overweighed
the low-cellinged English chambers, Dut
Browning's conservative natuts clung 10
it for was It not bound up with the sdyil
of his e lived out in the Casa Guidi?
Whent & couple of years before hia death
the poet moved 10 & mbre commodions
house In Ide Vere gurdens, the finé ot
Italian furniture went, too, and {here It
could be better seen and sppreciated. In
London, too, were always Mhept In hia
muy the Nttle Jow table and chair used
by Mrs. Browning when she wrots or
read.,

Casa Guldl hap become a name pacred to
English people for fts poetic and human
associations and not an Engldi-speaking
vigitor who comes to Florence omits &
pligrimage to the Via Maggio to see it
o one but resds with gratefdl emotion
the ciegantly worded inscription piaced
aver its portal in memory of Mra. Brown-
ing; by the munlcipality of Fioremce.

“Elzabetta Barrett Browning che In

——e

cuore 4l donna conciliava sclenga 41 dottn
* gpirito 4l poeta o 1 dl sup verso aureo
anello fra Italla ¢ Inghliterra.™

{To Eiisabeth Barrett Browning In
whose woman's hesrt were united the
earning of the scholar and the aplirit of
the poet and who welded with her vérse &
golden link detween Italy and Engiand.)

BRut the site whare the golden Interna-
tional link was forged cannot fall to dis-
appoint and astonish them. Fiortence Is
#0 rich in fine palaces that this one jooks
but & common structure. Nor is 1ts situa-
tian, at the end of & long street overiook-
Ing an frregular and for Florente unin-
teresting plaszea and chureh remarkable
in any fashion. Further It lacks the
charm porsestad by almost every Floren-
tine abode. There is no view of rolling
mountains end distant plalns from its win-
dows and baiconies, except from those of
the tojunost floor, but this the Brownings
44 not occupy. Even the view of the
Pittl, of which so much ls sald in the
poem “Casa Guidl Windows” ia but a side-

Bagni 41 Luces, “which lie,” aguin It is
Mrs. Browning who ppeaks, “at the heart
ol & hundred

| Itallan dog days heat, the couple spent
Imnly a Midshmmer rambling amid the

Tuscan birch and chestnut

waterfall high up a glen where Shelley
had been wont to amuss himeelf by =it-

CASA GUIDI, FLOREXCE.

vV AAEESANATL)

long gliimpse of the wing of that fine
buliding. the portal, the empty space In

place could only have been séim by the
mind's eye
Wimpole street or Clapham It was & ple-
turesge paradies,

Saummer Sojourns,

As n nile the Bummers were not passed
in Casa Guidl In early days the Adri-
atle osaet was eought and at Ancona
and Itz nelghborbood & happy senson was
pasmed. While there they vislted Fano,
that kleepy ilttle erst seapott from which
the sen has recéded, rich In churches and
memories, and hers Browning wrote that
lovely ghort poem, ““The Quardlan Abd-
EoL" which aliuded to Quercind’'s picture
in the local church. “My Angel with me,
wo." he writes, and tells how they went
together three times to the chapel (o
Afink into thelr soul’'s content the beuuty
of dear Guercino's pleture. But when the
child came, =uch dle wanderings after
pletures and peetic assoclations had to
be aBandoned, and for some years they
ossllated between Blena and the Baths of
Lucha, with oceasional visits to England
and Paris. where Mr. Browning's famiiy
then resided. Among the chestnut woods
of Bagni 4 Lacca, where as Mra. Brown-
ing phrases it, you caught mountals air
without s keenness, ‘sheathed ln'lmlllm

FOUR SHORT FABLES

BY GEORGE ADE

L~The One of the Parizian From the
High Grass,

UT West there wus a solf-made Jo-

O sish with a Bon who wds brought

up on Soft Food. He was subject

to Headuches and could not play in the

Bun. Therefore his People decided that
he wad®cut out for an Artist.

He went to Paree to study. What he
wanted was an Atmosphore. So he en-
gaged a Loft and made up for & Tramp,
He fell in with the Jolly Stadents who
were s0 busy letting thaif Halr grow and
working the Bohemian gag that they had
no time (o change Colisrs, ele,

He shifted from Rain-Water to Red Ink
and let the Trouserials bag 2t the Knees,
His dally Tusk was to it under a striped
Awning looking fussy and disreputable,
the while he went against & tall Beaker
of the Btuff that smells llke Paregoric
and converts the whole landscape into a
light Green with Yellow Bpots on it

He Uved o the dear old Latin Quarter
until his Wardrobe was onked on him.
Finally his Letter of Credit petered out,
and he had to return to Illinoia, whepe the |

erude Yokesls shave every Baturday Night '
| paratively Recent and le worked them,
| off overy time they had Company hut

end put Butter on their Bread,

He showed wp on the Prairie with a
Mardi-Gras Costume, oconsidernble Dan-
druft and four bum Sketcher. Father
looked him over and went for the Ax but
Mother talked him out of It

Une Year In the Home of Art bad
weined Alec away from the Simple Jovs
of the Middie West. Hé was all the time
hollering because he could not get Garlie
In his Food, He wore a Velvetesn Coat
and smoked Fumigato Clgareticss and read
French Novels Alec didn't know who
was Presldent of the Country or Gov-
erpor of the Btate and he did mot wikh
to bother about It

America imply amused him,

In the meantime Father had to put up,
for Alec was (dead set agalnst the Com-
merein] Spirlt. His principal Occupation |
was wishing himself back in Pares and |
nearly everytody hoped he would get his
Wish, i

Onee the Directory Man asked Alec's
Father for pome Informution,

*"What 1z your SonT™ gsked the Dires
tory Man.

“You can search me”™ peplisd the un-
fortunate Patriarch, “"He does everything
that a Painter dosa, excopt Paint Ha
don’t want |nb¢mﬂo¢mmﬂunlnﬂ|
yel 1 can't labei him French, having no
Grudge against Franee. He's & mixture
of Parisian, Bucker, Expatriste, Four-
Fiush end Free Luncher, which makes

him. as near as I can figure It & Yellow

Mongrel.” .

Maoral: To a benighted Peopie the Latin
Quarter looks llke Thirty Cents,

I~The One of the Poor Woman
Whe Hud to Live in & House That
Was Overrun by Anecdotes,

GENTLEMAN with several Dislects
once married a Woman becouse she
had the Sense of Humor.

About the time she was up stream with
the Balt but before he had used the Net,
he would call on her and spring a Good
One every lttle while. Whenever he told
& ripe 0ld Scandinavian Wheese or &n
Irish Bull she would let et a Whoop and
kos] right over among the Cushlons. He
was an unqualified Hit and ran for pearly
W00 Nishts,

“She’s the Birip of Calleo for me.” mld
the Private Comedian. ““There's no chance
of & Crust forming on our Married Lile,

! for 1 can see & Future all rippling with

Laughter, 1 shall be Funny Man and
she can play Audience.

After they had been marriedd a couple
of years she knew his whole Repertoire
backwarde He bhad a collection of Has-
tetiers that made Joo Miller seéem com-

not &t any other Tine

Her Beuse of Humor seemed to evap-
orate after she had heard some 4% shine
Catches told in parior Dialect.

The story-telling Man dles like nn Out-
cast If he {5 cut out of his usual Stunts,

In order that the convereation might
not lag she bhegan to fill In by telling
him what she thought of him.

At present his only happy
come wheh they hhve Friends to Dinmer.
Ehe dore not Oare to choke bhim off and
there ls & tall Bouguet In the Cefiter of
the Table, s0 thut he cannot see her
Face.

Moral: Only a very appreclative Wom-
an enjoys one after hearing it B0 times.

_—

IIL—The One of the Patient Toller
Whe 6ot It In the Usnnl Place.

NCE there was an Offlee Employs
with & Copy-Book Education.
He balleved it was bis Duty to learn to
Inbor and te Walt
He resd Pamphlets and Magasine Ar-
ticles on Buccess mnd how to make it &
Clneh. . He knew that if he mads o
Changes and néver beefed for more Sal-
ary, but fust buckied down and put in
Extra Time and pulled for the Mouse, he

Moments |

partment Mamager. The Houra were ahort
and the Salury large and the Work casy.

He plugg~4 on for many Moons, Xeeping

is Eye on that Roll-Top Desk, for tLhe
Manager wase getting Ilnto the Flas-BHeen
Division end he knew there would be a
Vacaney.

At last the House gave the old Manager
the Privilege of retiring and living on
whatever be had saved.

“Ah, this js wihere Humble ‘Merit get
fts Reward,"” seld the Patient Toller. ©
can ste mys-if counting Money.”

That very Day the Maln Oazooks led
into the OMce one of the handsomest
Tennis Players that ever worked on Long
Isiand asd introduced him all sround as
the new Department Manager,

1 shall expect you to tell Archibald
All about the business'™ raid the: Main
Oasoolks to the Patient Toller. “'You see
He Bas Just graduated fromm Harvard and
be doera't know a dum Thing about Man-
aging anything except a8 Cat-Boat, hyt
Eiz Pather Is one of our principal Stock-
Holders, and he I8 engaged 1o a Young
Woman whose Uncle 13 at the head of the
Trust.”

*“1 had been boping to pet this Job for
mysell" id the Faithtul Worker,
faintly.

“You are so valuable a8 a Subordinate
and' have shows such an Aptitude for
| Detall Work that 1t would be 2 Bhame to
waste YOou ¢n a $O0 Job," sald the Main
Gazooks, “"Resides you are not
Equipped, You have net been to Har-
vard. Your Father i= not a Stockholder.
You are not engaged to & Trust: OGet
| back to your High Stool and whatever
| Archibald wants to know, you tell him. "™

Moral: Ooe who wishes to be & Figure.
Head should not Overtraln,

—_——

IV.~The One of the Crafty Love-
maker Whoe Needed = Laday
Manager.

T a Summer Resort {wo Young Fel-
lows were after a Blonde.
One was an ali-round Grand Stander
and the other was & piain Varnish,
Kumber One ecould play 18 loles in

Bogey snd ride any Jumper that ever

wore & Girth. He was bulit like an Ox

and asked People to feel of him. for he

y wan as hard as Nalle. I! any Argument

came up on the Veranda or at the Dinner

Tabie¢ he made the others look Ilkes FRab-

bits, for he was FPosted and was very

handy with the Sub-Maxillary. He wore
his Cheet a few Inches In fromt of him-
eclf, and mo one could tell him where to
pet off. Inasmuch ad he wis a blg,

would Arrive in tme.
The Faithful Worker wanted -té be De-

husky Good-Looker with all ithe Manly

front where the chief political events took |

But of course compared with |

[ting naked on a rock In the mun.
shine reading Herodotus wkile he cooled
and then plunging Into the deep pool be-
oeath him, to emerge furtheér up tha
stream and then ¢limb back to the water.
fall, & glittering human wralth, No won-
der the married lovers were happy and
returnel again end agaln to their Tus-
can reireat. But it was always Florence
which made their ceritéf and (n Casa
Guldl became nemocitted thelr ldess of
home. Une Winter was pussed In Rome
in Via Bocos di Isone No. 43 on the
third floor, that quiet street ot far off
the Pionelan Hill, and here, in pomfortabla
roofms turmmed to the dan, - the souple
worked And played by turns and saw dnd
made many friends, Too miny, aimos,
s0 that they hankered after the geclusion
of Cuka Guidi. Mra Browning wrote,
“To leave Home flls me wfith barbarian
complacency. I don't pret to have a
ray of sentiment about Rome. It's a
palimpeest Rome, & watering place writ-
ten over the antique, and 1 haven't taken
fo It as & post should, I suppose.”

Agaln and sgain both in poetry and In
prose the couple sang the pralses of the
Tuscan towm “T love Florence,” she
writes, aftgr some years residence in
Caxa Guidl, “If you taxe one thing with
anotheér, thero I1s no ythce In the world
ks Florence, I am persuaded, for a
place to lve In: eheap, tranquil, cheer-
ful, beautiful, within the limits of egn-

zation, yet out of the crush of it In-
deed, they both grew to love Italy more
-.13 more, In 188, he writes, "I hate
theé thought of leaving Iwmly for one day
more than I can help, and satisfy my
Engitah pradilections by newspapers and a
book or two,'" and she, “To lve out of
Italy at'all i= impossible to us"

And in {italy, and m her beloved Floz-

ence  was ;lm ‘Browning Iafd to reet
, in Juns 1M1, she pamed away
quietly and almost  unexpectadly, her
death hasténed, it iz alwsys belleved, by
her grief over the death of Cavour. for
shs comprehendead by intultion how grave
and Irreparable & Ioss this was in view of
Italy's future. Ehe lies among the roscs
and the cypresses of the Engilah ceme-
tery that then stood outalde the city
wills. but which & now within Ita ex-
tended precinete. A marbie mausoleum,
deaigned Laighton, covers the spot; It
heats nho imseription, but the date of her
migration and ths Initiajs “E B. B

Browning himself Jeft the city and
never returned thither, neither in iife, nor,
aa he had hoped, Iy death, for his coun-
try's Abbey clatmed the bard's remalns,
but ft iz pleasant to think that their
pon, Mr. Robert Barrelt Brownlng, with
fllal plety, when Casa Guidl a few yoars
ago was In the market, bought up his
parents’ old home and hin own birth-
place, The whole house has been Feno-
vated and repalred, and 18 now let off
Irﬁﬂau muck sought after by the Eng-
s

It was over ¥ years ere Browning
again set foo! |n Ttaly though his heart
yearnad thither., When he did it was
to Asolo that he turned, which he had
first visited in his youth, and which had
Inspired ths dramatio 1dy11 of Flppa.
After the j*¢ was once broken Venice
nnd Amlo were viaited vearly until his
death, but no fixed abode was his. He
rtayed with friends or put up at an Inh.
It was only in 1888, ‘the very year of his
death, that he suddenly conceived a de-
sire to purchase g hit of land In Asolo
on which to bufld himpell a dwelling, that
wouldl place him beyond the necessity of
conktantly seeking & new Summer resort.
It was evident, he sald, that his Summer
wanderings would always end In Venlce,
where since two yeurs his son was estab-
Uahed with his wife in the Palnsso Res-
sonlco on the Grand Canal, And where
Browning was henceforth to have a éor-
per “for his old age.” The negotistions
for the wes hit of land dragged on as
Itzlan businesa negotiations will, and ora
they were completed the poét passed
away at Venlce, in the city bhe loved so
well, In his son's house, &nd surrounded
Ly ha dear ones,

Yentce did her best to honor him., she
knew his value, and how he had loved
ker and her country. On the wall of the
palace, benenth the window of the corm®™
room in which he died. a room that looks
tut on ore side over the Orand Canal, and
on the other upon & NArTew WAter-way,
has been placed a round marble tablet,
with the Inseription:

morto Ia quests palexza
i 12 4l Dicembre, 1589
VENEZIA
pose;

while balow In & corn

words,
Open my heart and you will ses
Graved inalde of 1t, Italy.

Nor was Asolo forgotten! On the site
secured alt last Mr. Robert Barrett
Browning has reared a living memorial
to his father, better far than marble or
bronee. Pippa's craft was o thing of the
pant, dead bevond revival, But In the
erumbling factory |n which FPlppa worked
and sung, the post’'s sun founded a lace
pchool, mud thus the young Asolan maid-
ens have a new industry Inatead of the
ol one. And flourishing it is, too, thanks
1o Mr. Robert Barrell Browning's pérson-
al supervizion. HMenced girls In pretty
Asolo can stifl be thankful for thelt hap-
py, healthy work, and can still ‘rejolcs |
with Pippa in their New Yenr's holiday. |
And just dcroma the road from the lace
school there I8 & tablet let Into the wall
of & lrtle house, often inhablited by the
poet’s son and his surviving sister when
the midsummer heats drive them upwards
from Venkes, on which can be read:

In quests

ahits
Roberto Hrowning
;mmma poels Inglese
V1 sefiass Asslanda,
1556,

cary

T e cemssanman

by H. Dellyse Bail

ext woek, "'Stevenson,”
don, M. A

Copyright, 1000)

To a fSwallow DBuilding Under Our
Eaves.

Thou, ton, hasi trvel'd, litle Auttering thing—

Hast seen the world, and now thy weary wing
!IH'HI. ton, must rest

But much, my ltle bird, couldst thou bat tell,

I'd give 1o know why here thou Hk'st so well
To bulld thy nest.

For thou hast pass'd falr places In thy flghe;
A world lay all beneath thee whers to light;
And, strange thy tasts,
Of all the varisd scenes that met thine aye,
Of all the spots for bullding "neath the sky,
To chooss thin waste,
Did fortuns try thee® Waas thy little purse
Perchancs run low, and thow, afrabl of worse,
c Fait bere secure?
Ah na! thou nesd’st not gold, thou hagpy ons!
Thou know'st & mer. OFf All God's creatyres,
man
Alone is poor.

then? Bome mywtio turm of

Caught under German ssves, and hithes brought
Marring thine ey=s

For the world's loveliness, Uil thou art growna

A sober thing that dos: but mope and moan,
Not knowing why?

Nay, if thy mind be sound, 1 peed pot ask,
Since bere I ses theo working at thy task
Whh wing and beak.
A well-lald schems doth that small head con-
tmin,
At which thy work'st, brave bird, with might
and main,
Nor mors need’st seck.

In truth, I rather take it thou hast got

By instinet wise much sense about thy let,
And hast smull oare

Whether an Eden or o dessr: be

Thy home.'so thou remainest slive, and fres
To skim the alr.

God speed thee, protty bird; may thy smal] nest
With littie ones g1l i1 good Ume be blest.
I love thee mych;
For well thou manigest that iife of thine,
White 1! OB, sak not what I do with mins!
Would I were such!
—Jans Welah Cariyle,
!
A Little Longer.
A littls longer yrt—a-little longer,
Shall vielets bloom for thes and sweet birds
aing:
And the ime bemmchen, where the winds are
blowing,
Ehall murmur the sweat promise of Spring!

A ttle longer yet—a littie looger,
Thon shalt behalil the quiet of the moen;
Wialle tenider grasses and awakening flowers
Sand up & goiden mist to greet the dawnl

A Dttls longer yot—a Nttle longer,

The tenderness of twillght shall be thine,
Tha rosy ¢louds that foat o'er dying dnylighe,

Nor fade till trembling stars begin to shine,
. '
A Titile longer yet—a Iltle longer,

Bhall starry night be beauntiful for thes;
And the cold moom shall lock through the blus

sllence.
Flooding her sfiver path uponn the ses

A Httle longer yet—a Iittla Jonger,
Lite shall be thine; life with its power to
will;
LAfe with its strength to bedr, to love, to com

quer,
Bringing Ita thousand joys thy heart te il

A Hittle longer yei—a llitle longer,
The volces thou hast loved shall charm thins
ant;
And thy trué Resrf, ihat pow Deats gulclt to
hear them,
A Mites jonger yot shall bold them dear.

A INtie longer yot—Joy while thou maynmety
Love and mejolce! for tims has naught In

storye;
And spon ths darkness of the grave shall bid
thae
Lave aml rajoics and! feel and know noe more
o —Adelaile A. Prooter.
—_——

When Stars Are [n the Quiet Skies,
When stars are In the gulet sicles,
Then mont I ploe for thee;
Bend on ma then thy tender syes,
As wiurs jock on the seal
For thoughts, ke waves that glide by night,
Are atillest when they shine
Mine sarthiy love les hush'd o light
Hetteaih the heaven of thine,

There I8 an hour when angels kesp
Familiar watch o'er mrn,

When cotirner souls are wTapp’d In sleep-
Bweet splirit. most me then!

There i» an hour when holy dreams
Through slamber falrest gilils;

And in that mystie hour It seems
Thou shouldst be by my side.

My thoughtn of thee too mered ate
For daylight’s common beam;

1 san but khow thes as my star,
My angvl and my dream;

When stars are in the quist skise,
Then most [ pine for thee:

Band on me then thy tender oyes,

Az mtars ook on ths seal
—-_f_a_‘rr-! Lytton.

H}I himself Jending Miss Blondd into a
at. .

Number Two belonged In the Sub-Dut-
fer Class, mo matter what Game he
tackled. "When he swung at o Galf Rall
bha usually hit himself in the Ankls. In
salling a boat Ne did not know a Bheet
from u Ball. He ducked all kinds of
Athletic Sporta. In Company he became
balled up and often had to be Rescued.
He wes no Ring Performer and he ktiew
it. Theretore, to avold making too many
Breaks he would go t0 .e Blonde and
confidentially ask her to be hia True
I.h-lnml and steer him through the Shoals.

Number One would be out on the Links,
{"hammering away (o win a $2 Cup, but
! Numiber Two would remain under Cover
snd complain of feeling a trifie Knocked
Out and permit the Blonde to put Coid
Ciotts on hix Head. Then he would give
her & coupla of those long yearning
Looks and tell ber that no one ¢lse had
éver been quite so Good to him.

Number Otie was trying to demonstrats
that he wat & Deude of a Fellow and
Numbér Two was trying to convines her
that she was an Ace of a Otrl

When both of them had come to Tow,
-‘l'm did not hesitate for any great length
of -

“That poor Boy needs a $right and
Clever Womas to take care of him,' sald
she. "He has learned to depend upon
me and It would Be Cruel to turn him
Adrife "

Number Two won by a Clty Block.

Moral: Star Her and she will dscover
your Good Polnts.

]

Hyrmn.

(Bung at the Second Chirth, Boston, at the
erfiination of the Rev. Chandler Robbins )
We tove the venerable Bouse
Our fathers bullt to God—
In heaven gre kept thelr grateful vows;
Thelr dust endears the sod

Heme holy thoughts & light have ahed
From many a radiant fnce,
And prayers of Bumble virtvs made

and mighty love
tha flow,
Enowed them the life of heaven above
the 1ife below,

MH!MHM{

Proaplce.
Fear death?—to feel the frog Ta my thraxt,
The mist in my face,
When the mows begin, and the blasts denote
I am nearing the place,
The power of the alght, the press of the storm,
The post of the fow;
Where he stands, the Arch Fear, in & visible
form,
Yet the sttong man must go;
For the journey is dome and the summit at-
talned,
And the bakriers faill,
Though & battie’s to Aght ere the guerdon i
salned,
Ths reward of it all
1 was ever a fighter, ho—one fight more,
Tha hest and the inat!
I would hate that death bacdaged my eyen
and forshape,
And bade me creep past
No! let ma taste the whole of 3¢, fare like my
PoeTR,
The Beroes of old,
Berar the brunt, in & minuts pay glad life's sr-
Tears
pain, darkness and eold
sudden the worat turns the best to ths
brave,
Tha bisck minutels at end,
And fhe clemenis’ rage, the fend voloss (hat
rave,
Ehall dwindls, shall dlend,

Stial) change, shall becoms frt & peacs out of
patn,
Then a light,
thou soul

agnin, .
And with God be the rest!
—Robert Brownling.

e,
The Flower.
How fresh, G Lord, how awest and clsan
Are Thy returos! Eves as the flowers in the
Spring.
Ta which, besides thelr own dsmean,

ot
For

then lls breast,

O of my soull 1 shall clasp thae

The late-peat froste tributes of pleasurs bring,

Grief melta away
Liks snow in May,
As if thers were no such cold thing.

Whe would have thought my shriveled hemrt
Could have recoversd greenuess? It was gohe
Quite under ground: as fowers dopart
To see thelr mother-root, when they bare
blown,;
Where they together
All the bard weather,
Dead to tha world, Reep housa unknown,

Asfd now In age T bod again,
After 8o many denths [ live and write;
1 ence more smell the dew snd min,
And relish wersing: oh my enly lghs,
It can oot be
That I am he,
On whom Thy tempest foll at night,

These are Thy wonders, Lord of love,
To make us see we are but flowers that glide;
Which when we onoe can find and prove,
Thon hast a garden for us, whers to bide
Who would be more,
Ewelling through store,
Forfell thelr FParadise by their pride.
—George Herbort

The Dawn of Peace,
Put off, put off your msail, O Kings,
And beat yvour hrands to dust!
Your hands must Jearm & surer gTRsp,
Your Bearts & bDetter Lrust

Obh, bend aback the lance’s potat,
And treak the helmet bar;

A nolse i3 In the morning wind,
But not the nots of war.

Upon the grasey mountain paths
The glittering hosts increase—

They éome! They come! How falr thelr feet!
Ther come who publish peace.

Andl viciory, falr viclory,
Our onemiss are ours!

For all the clowis are claspsd in Yight,
Ard ali the earth with flowers.

Aye, still depressod nod dim with dew,
Dut walt a lictle while,

And with ths déenthiess, radiani roae
The wilderntss shall smile.

And every tender, living thing
Ehall fesd by siressss of rest:
Nor lamb ahall from the flork bo Inat,
XNor nureling from the nost.
—John Ruskin.
———

Afrald? Of Whom Am I Afrald?

Atratd? Of whom am [ afrald?
Not death, for who is he?
Tha porter of my father's lodge
As murh abashe!h me.
Of life? "Twore odd I fear a thing -
That comprehandeths ms
In one or mors exlalences
At Duity's decres.

Of resurreotiem? Is the east
Afrald & trust the mom
With her fastidious forehead?
As soon lmpesch my crown!
—Emily Diskinson °*

QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS

FOR THE LEARNED AND THE CURIOUS

tion wiil be answered In thess col-
umna, They shoulkd be written on
one side of the paper, and must be ac-
companled by the name and address of
the writer, not for publication, howaver,
All letters without the name of the writer

#0 to ths waste-basket.
——

Tribute to Barbary States.

About what amount did the United
Btates pay annually to the Barbarjy
Buates during and just before Jofferson's
Administration, In order to be exempt
from their piratical attacks?

SBTUDENT.

I ETTERS ssking for general informa-

It cannot- be stated exacily what sum
the United States pald the Barbary
Btates for exemption from plraey. FProb-
ably the total would not be mich If any
short of $.000000. Comparatively WBttle
was pald directly In momey. Much went
in the form of arms and munitions of
woar, at prices agreed upon with the
Barbary rulers, which wedes In many
cases but a mere fraction of the actual
valus of the atores. At one tims a war
vessal was bullt by the United States
and completely equipped for mervice and
eent with a lot of maritime stores as o
present to the Dey of Alglers. At other
times large sums were pald for ransom
of Americans takea gprisoners by the
Moora In the course of thelr piratical
operations. By a treaty with Algiers,
concluded September 5 1795, 1t wus agreed
that as consideration to ths Dey for
keeping the tyeaty he should recelve
from the Unlted Biates “annually the
value of 12,000 Algerian sequins (about
127,000) In maritime storea” In a treaty
with Tripoll,. November 4 1796 “money
and presents demanded by the Bey'' were
referred to “mccording to a receipt which
fn hereto annexed; except such part as
i promisad to be dellversd and pald” on
arrival of the United States Conkul in
Tripoll, The treaty of March 38 179,
with Tunis prohibited the levy of tribute,
but 1t was evidently not enforced, for
the Bey of Tripoll subssquently based
his demand for an inerease on the allega-
tion that Tunis was recelving miore than
he, which was not disputed. In 18045
the Insclence and exaclions of the Bar-
bary rulers became Intolerable, and Con-
greds authorized President Jefferson to

'or were totslly disabled. Did the amended

condudt war against them, though theére
was oo formal declaration of war on the

-
part of the United States. As a result,
of thoss operations, treatlea were con-
cludad putting an end to the demand
for or payment of tribute. During our
second war with Great Britain the Moors
renewed thelr offensive practices, which
wera flnally ended by Decatur in 1815

P —

Cecll Rhodes' Scholarships.

Wi you kindly state the conditions and
qualifications of applicanis for the Cecll
Rhodes scholarships? Are these schdlar-
ships confined to undergraduntes, or are
they open to graduates of other colleges
desiring to continus thelr studiea? Are
they confilned to any one sectlom, or are
they equaily distributed throughout the
sthtes?

According to the terms of Rhodes’ will,
applicants for Oxford scholaraships must
pass 8 sitisfactory examination o schol-
arvhip, physigque and character. Detalis
have €ot yet béen arranged. The Ameri-
ran advisory board will soon estabilsh
rules for edmis=lon, Examinations will be |
competitive. It may be zald in a general |
way that the scholarshlp requirements
will be mmech the same as for an Ameri-
can college of first rank The phywsical
test will probably not be less rigid than
the test for West FPuoint or Annapolls,
Each state anmd territory of the Union Is
eatitled to two scholarsiips.

——————
Peoslon for Indian War Vetlerans,

Are all Indlan War veterans entitled
to a pension, or do they have to prove
some Injury recelved In the service, or
some other physica] disabllity? H. B

All who served In the Indlans Wars of
Oregon and Washington from 1847 to 1508,
Regulars or Volunteers, privates or offi-
cers, are entitled under the new law o
a pension of $ & month from the pres-
ent time on. The only condition is that
they must have been swora Into service |
and actually performed service, [

——— - =
Increascd Penalon Bl

A few weeks ago The Oregonlan pub-
Hshed ia it Washington dispatehes the
procecdings In the House of Representin-
tives over Sulloway's emendment to the
few penslon bill, which increased the pen-
slona of those who Jost & limb or limba

bill become n law? D. W, D,

No. The Senate bill to increase the pen-
stons of those who lost limbs in the miil-
tary or naval servics was amended and
passed by the House, When It came back

to the Sendte, June 17, Chalrman Galline
gvr, of the pension committes, sald the
Houso had amended it In the matter of
rtes and mada It apply oniy to soldlers
who had recefved disability prior to the
Spanish War. It also Increased from §12
to $30 the pensiung f soldlers under the
sct of June 3, 1880 He declared that
Lhesa amondments destroyed the purposs
of the bill, and that the Senate would cot
accept them. The bill was referred to tha
pension commities, where it now remains,
———
Nearest Approach to the Poles.

What s the nearest approach that has
been made to the North and South Fole
respectively, and by whom?

The nearest approach to the Noeth
Pola was made by FProfessor Fridtjot
Nansen, who reached latitude 36 degreea
4 minutes, on April 7, 185, Fifty daywm
before that, Captain Svend Foyn, of the
Norwegian whaler Antarctle, reached
the highest Antarctic latitude, 4 de-
grees,

—— i —
Portland's Altitade,

What Is the altitude of Portland above
the level of the sen? DRAIN.

At Its lowest stago the Willamette River
at Portiand is 3y feet above tha gea, or,
to be exact, 532 accaording to- the
Government survey,

i ey

Governors Without Yeto Power,

What foer states in the Unlon whose
Governars have no power of veto?

Deiawnare, North Carollna. OChlo and
Bhode Ialand have rever given thelr Gav-
ernors the vetn power.

—_——
Wiehitn, Kan.

Can you give me Mru Nation's ad-
dress—the lady famous for smashing sa-
joons with her hatchet?

NANCY HANKS.
-_— . — -
To Varions Correspondents.

E. A. R.—There Is no premium on the
half dime of 1807 or ths dime of 1838,

B. A. D.—=No back pensiont will e patd
to Indian War veterans,

J. MeG. —Any man who !s hopelesaly In
debt may mnpply for rellef through the
bankruptey law,

foet,

France Is frst In Eurone In point of fast
tralne, the fastest averc®ing 58 miles an hour.
England comes next, the fastest time belug 56
teilles Third is Qermany, with 01 miled and
mext Beigium, with 48,




