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MRS. PEARY TO JOIN HER H

USBAND

FITTING OUT A VESSEL TO START THIS
MONTH WITH HER LITTLE DAUGHTER

(apt Bartlet. ofthe

i his Ea);'nnodut‘. I

EW YORE. July %.—{Bpecial Corre-]
apondence.)—Mrs. Josephine Die-
bitsch FPeary, wils of the Arciie

explorer, undaunted by the hardships
which confront her, has been In New
York for a week, preparing for her rellef
expedition to the fur North, whers she
confidently hopes to find her husband
sound and well

Mrs. Peary has entire charge of the ex.
pedition, BShe joyfully anticipates mest-
ing her long absent husband, Lieutenant
Robert B, Peary., at Cape bine Shar-
ing the mother's onticipative joy at the
longed-for reunion, little Mise XMnrie,
daughter of the explorer, dally watches
the pians for the relle! expedition and
intpatiently longs to be en route for the
far North.

During Mra. Peary's stay in this city
she has made fregquent trips to Newburg,
It is there that thoe rellef wvessel, the
Windward, kas been overhauled, and made
for the long, slow 1trip to the
frogzen land, Many lmprovements made
in the veomse! have resulted from Mrs.
Peary's suggestions.

Certnin of Saccess.

At the Bt. Dennis Hotel, which has
been the headguarters of this feariess wife
of Exploror Peary she has been the
recipient of many calls from sclentific peo-
ple and others who cnme to wish her aue-
cens in this her latest wventure In the
Arctic region. To mll Mre Peary has |
expgpessed never & doubdt but that sucoess |
will crown her efforts, In conversation '

s

slanoh

this handsome woman bristies with en-
thusiasin in speaking of her husband, of
their daughter, and of the exploration
work in which ghe sympathizes mind and
body with her husband.

Mre. Peary iy no stranger fo the dan-
gere of the far North. During the trip
of 1897-96, at which time Licutenant
Peary skirted Oreenland, Mra. Peary went
to her husband’s ald In this same vessel,
the Windward. The experience which sbe
gained on that woyage stands Dler in
good stend, and this time she goes North |
better equipped both in alds to Polar
Sea investigation and in the appolntment
of the vessel

Up to the present time Mrs. Peary's
chief: interest hae been In equipping the
Windward, becauss ypon this vessel's sea. |
worthy condition dependls the whole soc-
cos of the trip: and this explains the
frequent trips made by Mrs. Peary from |
Washington, and Iater from New York, |
to the Newburg shipyard. To wisitors In |
Newburg the vesss] has been enly second
in interest to Mrs, Peary hersclf.

Tha Windward hss had an lmz-raodng[
carerr. At present It Is the property of
the Peary Arctic Association, and it s
the vessel on which Explorer Nansen
was bruught South In 1897, sfter one of
the hardest trips ever made by & Noﬂh—f
ern explorer.

This litle vesssl is bark rigged, with

| vesem] s

sald to have been a2 whaler.
Bince her purchase by the association the
Wicdward, however, has been twice over-
bauled, the®object being to convert her
into & vesss] cxsctly suited for explor
tion in the jee felde. Three thicknesses
of planking Iine her sides, and the bow
planking s fully five feet thick. Neoces
sarily such a vessel i1z a slow-going boat
st erq, u1<! up to recently the Windward

™
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wrs hendicappped by limited engine pow- |

er, which explalns why more than seven
weeks were required on a trip which sha
made acroes the Atlanile In 188

During the overhauling, which has just
beent finlabied at Newburg, new engines
and hoilers were put in. New cabing were
airo sdded, and neatly armnged quarters
were madle for Mrs, Peary, The new boll-
er is of modern type, and has 13 pounds’

a0 homsepower, enabling the vessel

| pressure, while the new engine will have | charge during the present preparations,
10| and proudly explaine features of the boal
slieam equipment. In its early life the ! make seven knots at pea, Instead of three ! 1o

knots, which In the past was about hee
speed Umit.

Mrs. Peary, during her visite to
vessel this week, expresssd satisfaction at
the alterations made, the changea having
provided sultable quarters for herself, her
daughtér and the maild who Is to accom-

the

pany them.

Of necesslty the quarters om the Wind-
ward age small, but lack of space Is made
up by preparations for protection from
the extreme cold of the Far North, and
for other comforts possemsed by modern
vessels. The wall scats are upholstercd
In heavy leathers, The woodwork exposed
is of hard wooda highly polished. Little
brass or ornamental work Is to he seen
throughout the boat, tidfiness having taken
the place of ornament

Capthin Bartlett, who commanded the
vessel on previous trips to the Arctie, is In

the many visitors at the shipyard. The

captaln also has a rare collection of gar-
ments worn by the natives of the Far
North, many of which have been adopled
by explorers of recent years, He nqt only
pleares his visitory by showing the valu-
able coliection of furs, but has also donned
some of the garments showing to better
advantage their uses in the Polar country.,

In recounting the history of the Wind-
ward. Captan Bartlett recently told of
how a rallroad caboose was converted Into
the veasel cabln during the voyuge of 1L
At that time Lieutenant Peary was given
caboose No. 255 by the Erie Raliroad Com-
pany., The caboose was put aboard, and
In its transformed duty as boat's cabin did
vaiuable duty to the expiprer while the
yeasel whs imprisoned in the loe of All
Man Bay, Grinnell Land, for eight montha,

When Lidutenant Feary was rveady to
resume his journey around the northern
end of Greenland, he left the old caboose.
It was not forgotten, however, and when
the second arrival of the Windward at
Payer Harbor, near Cape Sabine, was
made, the old transformed part of a freight
train was looked up. put aboard, after
belng brought acme distance over the lce,
and agaln did duty until the return of the
Windward to the United Statea Later,
with due formality, and & vote of thanks
from the Peary Association. the old em-
booss was returned to its original owners,
the Erie Rallroad Company,

Although the fortheoming trip of Mra.
Peary will not be made In the cabooze of
a freight traln, converted Into the uses of
A cabin, the Windward willi carry articles
aqually novel to the |dea of hunting for
the North Pole. Ome of these novel {deas
will be & series of games for children of
the Far North whem Mrs Peary may
meet, Ping pong sets will be among the
games with which Httle Misy Peary pro-
poses to entertain her forthcoming friends

Later, in August, 186, this cab was
put ashore at Etsh, North Greenland, nn
addition was built to It and it did duty
&2 & home for the Lieutenant and his com-
paniona during the Winter of 1589808

o the maldens of the frosen zone.
1t 15 belleved the Ezkimo girls will take
a keen deilght In this new game, which
figures 50 prominently In the amussments
of the modern home and

HOMES AND HAUNTS OF FAMOUS AUTHORS

V.—~SHAKESPEARE, BY PROFESSOR DOWDEN, M. A. & Acthor of “Shakespeare: His Mind and Ant,” etc.

1ERE is a certaln propriety insthe |
I faet that the greatest interpreter of |
the mind of England should have
belonged to the midmost reglon of the |
Engliuh midiands—io Warwicksbire which
bis contemporary, Dravion, names ““the |
heart of England”—and sbould have pass-
¢d many of his days in London—"'thig |
mighty heart"” as Wordsworth oalis it— )
thus bringing into connection civie wlth!
rural Engiand In the experiences of his|
Mife, as he has dope in the creations of |
his geniva. In Warwickshire, some in-
fluence of raoe &nd many loca! names
remained as a heritage from the old |
Celtie population of ritain—the

leged that the English mind In Shakes.
pearo may have been quickened by & dash

of the more mobile and vivacious binod of |

the conguersd people. In times compara-
tively recent at the date of Shakespeare's

name I.
Avon [» jtself Celtic—and eritios have al- |

invents for mare striking theatrical el-
fects I8 of course unaltered sinee Shakes-
peare'sboyhood, But If the country had
then been what Mt fa today we might
never have seen Rosalind, with gallant
curtle-ax upon her thigh. encountering |
Orlando under the forest boughs of the |
French Arden; nay, we might never have |
received a line of poetry from that ve= |
spectable butcher of Stratford-on-Avon,
William Shakespeare who, finding no deer
to kill uniawlully, might never have wan-
dered to town and jolned the playens
Btratford stands on the edge of the old
boundury of the Woodland—that division
of Warwickshire, which, with spaces or
patches of pasture and arabie land, wos™
stifl in Ellzabeth's relgn to a great extest
covercd with timber, the remains of the
Eresl forest of Arden.

How comes It to pass, szks our fore-
most student of Ehakespeare In come
nection with Elgabethan sport—Mr,
Justice Madden—that when people in.
vented storics about Bhakespears (i

birth, the county had' taken Its hllliuﬁq’ did iovent them) they thought

ghare in the turmoll of the Wars of the
Eoses; the great “kingmaker,” Richard
Nevilie, was Earl of Warwick: the White
Rose and the Hed divided the allegiance
of Coventry and Kenilworth; and mem-
orfee of the flerce timeas must have sur-
vived in many a houwssbold untll the days
when Bhakespeare was & boy,

The pligrim to Stratford of today, who
deslree W become an intimate of the
poet, should, if possible, remaln In the
nelghbgrhood long enough to hear the
Inpsing ‘river murmur some of its pecrets,
to listen to the songs of Mrds, to gather
wild flowers of the meadow or the hedge.
row, and to hold discourse with aome
ploughman or shepherd or drover, or
woman standing at a cottzge door, These,
perishing and renewed from moment to
moment, from year to year, from gone-
retion to generation, &re the true Immor.
taln, and Bhakespeare saw the daffodil,
which *“takes the winds of March with
beauly,” and heard the Jark singing
“hymns at heaven's gate” even as we
mey see and hear them today, But struc-
tures of wood and stone decay, and except
the church by the riverside, and a few
venorable walls and roofs snd modest In.
teriors, Little in Stratford remains as it
was when Shakespeare's eyes surveyed
his native town, The country them not
only enveloped the little town, with its
svattered timber houses and its fourteey
or Nfteen hundred Inhabitants, but ran in
upon ft, felde changing to orehards bright
with blowsoms In Spring, and gardens

here the bousewives plucked thelr pot-
herbs and gathered thelr simples. Yet
Stratford In Shakespeare's lfetime was
2ot & healthy wown: (e river ross, flood.
ol the dank meadow-lands, and fevers
and egues followed the fiood; the plague
was not unknown in Btratford; in the year
of Bhakespearo's birth It carrled off no
Fmail proportion of the townsfolkl Sani.
tation hLind not become a popular super-
siition In the sixteonth century, and the
frst mention of the puet's father in the
borough records exhibits him a» an of-
fender fOined 12-pence for the plie of dirt
which roso In front of his Henley Street
bouse. Fhysiclans found much to do In
esventeenth century Simtford, snd the
case-book of Dir. John Hall, Bhakepeare's
eon-ip-law, speaks well perhaps of the
vitality of those patients who guffered his
herptic remedies and yet Jsurvived.

Shakespeare’s Sporting Iastincts.
The configuration of the surrounding
eountry, beautiful with a quiet English

beautly, lets essy 10 exbuust than the
beauty which Nature, the sccne-paloter,

Effeet of Environment.
In Drayton's poetioal deseription of War-
| wickshire—the 18th song of his Polrolblon
1—th¢ woold-nymphe of Arden bewnll the
| destrugtion of tmber and the inclosing |
; of the grobnds. Yet many s shady grove |
still remained for them, and all the
“feathercd sylvena”—choristers of the for- |
osi—press Into Drayton's wverse. singing |
“hunts-up to the morn,” as “‘the lark and
not the nightingele” sang an unwe-lc‘-omi‘
hunts-up to the lovera of Verona The
hunting of the hart, the windings of the
horn. the yelling of the hounds, the cries
of the huntsmen. the tears of the dying |
stag—{such tenrs a8 Jocgues mormiized |
in the Arden of Bhakespears's comedy)
are described as famillar to the Arden of
Warwickshire, And then, ss If Driston
remembered that “old religlious man” who
met Duke Frederick in the skirta of the
Fronch Arden and converied the usurper
to the Ife of a recluse, the poem goes on
to tell of “hermits thut ha\'goﬂ. had their
abodes In ways that lie through forests,” |
und spend thelr bappy time in observing
the workes of God. Drayton's hermit. in- |
deed, seems to transform himself from the |
old religious man of “As You Like It"
te Brother Laurence of ‘“Romeo and Ju-
| Hhet,” culling virfuous plante for the omiér-
basket, in the solitudes outside Verona:
And in = Uitle maund, being made of oxlers |
emall

1 Which serveth hlm o 8o full many s thing |
withall,
| Ha very cholcely sorts his simples got abroad
| Among which sigupies enumerated by
Drayton Is “vour plantain leaf,” pro-
nounced by Romeo exoellent for a broken
skin, but which was not perhaps guite |
| so eflectual for his malady, a wounded
| heart. The flowers and hirds, the flold and |
woodland sporta of Warwickshire entered
brightly Into Ehakespesre's plays; the |
Stownsfolk of old Btratford and the pean-
ants of the nelghboring fields and villages |
moved him both to love and lnughter,
Gearge Ellot, who was also of Warwick-
shire, and Thomas Hardy, historian of our |
“"Wessex” tragedies and comedlen, show |
much of Shakespeare's gift-that of drop- |
ping sympathetically from the heights of |
passion or of thought Into the slow.mov-
Ing rustic mind, the awkward yet by no |
mexns always Ineffectosl intelligence of |
the peasant. Jo "As You Like It" Corin |
and Phorbe are not of Warwickshire, but |
of Arcedla—or, If it be not sn anschron- |
ism, of the Dresden china shepherd and |
shepherdess factery; but that somewhst |

| Labor

were undeveloped, and who on the way'
to wedlock might surely have borme her
body “more secming” are of the stock
of the English midlands. Perhaps Dog-
berry and good man Yerges may have as-
sisted In “comprehending vagrom men”
in Henley street, and the Rother Market
of Stratford, and to their honor be It re-
corded that when transforred to Messina,
though wit and courage falled to unravel
the plots of Don John. thelr majestic dull-
ness and ineptitude triumphed.

Lot us hope shat the schoolmaster, Hol-
ofernes, wis no better than a8 carlcature
of Walter Reche, who taught Bhakespeare

' his quis, his gunes and his gquods In the

Stratford Orummar Schpol, The Gulid
Chapel, the Guild Hall (where Shakespeare
saw mtrolling companiss of players

father was Balim),

and the Grammar

| which Shakespeare had grown, and there
{ ho would abide. Father. mother, wife,

| him to Btratford, and therefore he could

the |
first of which wisited Ptratford when I.u!

come hle place of labor and his place of
repose. But Bhakespeare, whd knew the
vivid und varioun Ii{e of London, made hls
choloe at a comparatively sarly age that
hie years of dignified lelsure should be
spent among the ficlds and woods which
were fear to him in boyhood. In such &
resolulion lay some of that wise spirit of
conservation whith Goethe expressed In
the closing lUnes of his “Herman and Dor-
other"—he who cleaves fast to his
thought moulds the world to his wiil
Here. In Btratford, were the roots from

his duughters’ faces, his son's grave held

not gquit It for London or for mny vis-
lonary Cloudcukootown. His voyaging
rpirit had been that of a later Ulysses;
all experience had been for him *‘an arch
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School may Le viewed without any qualms
of historical skepticlsm: and though
Shekespears may have smiled at the peda-

gogue, provided with Liy's grammar and
the fervule, as compared with those greater

| tonchers, Life and love, and such o smile

can be percelved In the pages of “Love's
Lost™ wtill he canpot but have
thought with gratitude of the eduestion
whick gave him his first entrance into the
world of Roman history and classfcal
mythology. “SBmall Latin and less Greek™
were his. as estimated by the scholarly
standard ol Ben Jonson; undouhtedly he
economized his U!me and brain power by
the use of translations, and what dse he
could make of a translstion we mow
from the Roman plays,; but his samall Latin
wis not incomsiderable, If the ordinary
grammar school teaching of Ellzsabethan

| dbys was In force at Stratford, and-1t

may be that when he wrote “The Comedy
of Errore’ & Latin Piautus was open be-
fore kim.,

Birth and Death conduct the SBtratford
pligrims to the bouss In Henley street,
and the chureh by the Avon side, and it
is indeed s fact of some significance that
where Shakespears wns born, there he
chese to e Dants may have desirod to
return to his native city, Florenew, but it
was ut Raveana that his spirit departed.
Goethe, though his relatloms with Frank-
fort hed been so Important and Intimate in

oarilest reary,. had certalnly no wish 1o
Quit that house tn Welmar, which had be-

! where thro' gleams the untravell'd
world,"” but now he would return to his
Ithaca, snd—since with Birth and Death
thers i3 a third conductor of pligrims In
Stratford, Love. who guides thelr feet
across the felds to Bhottery—why should
we not add that he would return to the
elderly Pewdlope? Critics may con.

Jocture what they please about Anne
Bhakespears and the second-best
bedstond; the Indubltable facts are

that her hurbhand looked forward to spend-
ing his years of ease and dignity in com-
pany with her who had been the wife of
his youth, that he carried out his resolve, |
ind that his' favorite daughter inscribed |
on brasxs words in her mother's henor,
which are full of affection, gratitude, and
the senge of irreparable loss, We may add |
that in Shakespeare's latest plays, writ-
len perhaps during his Stratford retire-
ment, there is a spirit of elear urenity-—]
“the Hght-thrilled ether of your rarest
skiea” —Incompatibie with domestic un-
happinesa, and that never waa his jdeal
of woman, of woman both in the bud-
ding years of life and in the years of ad-
vaneing old age more pure or mare rev-
erential than in these lntest creations
“Relics.”

With the thHought of Shakespsare at

Etratford mingies the thought of some of

those drawn thither by the power of

Shakespeare's asame. It Is pleasant to
tread as one of & countiess democracy,

- X1

In the steps .of Scott
Hawthorne—in aplite of certaln kindly
follles perpetrated on behalf of poor De-
lla Bacon—and of that amiable humoriat,
"Geofiry Crayon, Gent." Washington Irv-
Ing’s “8keteh Book' carries ua back to &
time when coaches still ran on all the
great roads of England, and country Inns
had lNitle sunshiny parlors, and sanded
floors, and rublcund paternal hosts. It
wias at the Ré&d Horse that he took his
ease, The birthplace was shown by a
garrulous old lady, who sealously exhib-
ited the relics of the shrine—the veritable
matchiock with which the young poacher
shot 8ir Thomas Lucy's deer, Bhake-
speare’'s —tobacco-hox, the swoerd
which he played "Hamlet,” apd other sa-
ered objects, together with an ample sup-
ply of the famous mulberry tres, which
the Viear of Frodsham, propristor of New
Place, maddened by the invasion of devo-
tees, had shamelessly felled. Washing-
ton irving induiged himself a8 far as was
possibie in a wise credulity, belng pleassd
to be well decglved when tha decelt cost
nothing; and he would even have ac-
cepted the statement that the garrulous
old Iady, with her frosty red face and
artificial locks curling under an exceed-
ingly dirty cap, was a linsal descendant
of the poet, had she mnot put jnto his
hands a play of her own composition,
which, as he tells us, “set all bellef in
her consanguinity at deflance.”

Rellcs such as those which were shown
te the American pligrim, and even more
authentic relles, do not greatly help us te
understand Shakespesre; but the flelds,
the hills. the river with sedgy margin or
bordering willow and alder tell us of
what he loved, and bring us pearsr to
Perdita and Florizel. the sheep-ghearing
feast, and the lght-hearted and lHght-fin-
gered rogue Anmtolycus. Among visitors
to Stratford in secent years no one has
written with more geniality than the
founder of “The New Shakespears So-
clety”—Dr. Furnivall, youngest and most
vigorous of septuagenarians. With his
words we may close: “Walk up the Wel-
combe road, across the old common lands
whose Incloning Shakespoars sald, "he
was not able to bear’; when up Rowley
Bank. turn round; see the town nestle
under its circling hills, shut in on the
left by Its green wall of trees. The corn
Is golden beside you. Meon hill mests
the sky In your front; its shoulder siants
sharply to the church whers Shake-
speare’s dust lles; away on the right is
Broadway, it with the sun; below it the

ridge of Roomer Hill, yellow for harvest |

on the right passing leftwards into a
dark belt of trees to the church, thelr
hollow filled up with blue hase. In this
nest o Shakespears’s town. After gazing
your fill on the falr scene before you,
walk to the boatplace, paddie out for the
beat view of the slm-framed church, . .
» then pass by cattle, half knee-deap In
the shallows, sluggizhly whisking thelr
talls, happlly chewing the cud; go under
Wire-Brake bank, whose trees droop down
to the river, whose wood plgeons greet
you with coos; pass many groups of gray
wiilown, with showers of wild roses be-
tween; faathery resads rise beside you,
birds twitter about, the sky is biue over-
head, your boat glides smoothly down
siream; you feel the sweet content with
which Ehakespeare must have looked om
tha acene Yes, Siratford will help
¥ou to understand Bhakespeare™

Next week: “Ruskin” by W. G. Col
Bngwood, M. A.

Gy arhes or dust sufficlent o partly
whiten iheir tunics fel! from the eky g few
days ago on some Comstabies in the police bar-
razk yard st Kilbeony writes s Sergeant of
the Roral Irisk Constabulsry.

Wordsworth would write ene or two sonnsts
every day. When engaged on “The Exeur-

M'hwﬂ“h&ﬂbﬂt-h-lm.

and Dickens, of |

with |

l

board the " ter

ocean liners. Other chiidish games liksly
to dellght the old and young of the inhos-
pitable Arctic will be taken along. These
games wlll also serve nicely to while away
the long hours of the voyage.

Mrs, Paary, the fearlesa woman who has
s0 serioy planned all of these detalls
for the rellef of lier husbhand and party,

i cn intervsling woman, aside from her
exscutive abllity, and ths honors which
bave come to her through ber distin-
guished husband. Tersons who know her
descrite her as delightful. At the Bt
Dennla she was one of the handsomest
WwWomen guests.

Her young daughter Is egually atirac-
tive, . and before other visltors knew who
she wan, they [requently remarked her
pretty fentures and taste in dress befors
being toll, “Why, that {s brave Mras. Peary,
She | here getting ready to g0 Op DEAr
the North Pole in search of her husband,
the explorer. They say she ls the grittlest
Hetle woman In Americe.” To all of which
comment Mrs. Peary has been oblivioos,
guing steadlly about her rellef expedition
pians, happy content in her endea-
vors, and nsver doubdting by word or ac-
tion that the Lilesutenant will ba at Cape
Sabine some weeks from now, ecagerly
awalling the coming of herselt and daugh-

FOR THE SCRAP BOOK

CHOICE SELECTIONS FROM VARIOUS AUTHORS

The Mitheriess Balrn,

|
|
L)
|
|

When n' Ither balrmies are hush'd to thelr
hame,

By sunty, or cousin, or frecky grand-dame,

Wha stands last an’ lamely, an' salrly for-
lalrn?

‘Tis the pulr dowls laddle—tha mitherless |
bairn!

The mitheriess batrnle creeps to his Isne bed;

Nane covers bls cauld back or haps his bars !

head,
His wes hackit heellles are hard as the sirn,
An® lthiesn the Jalr o' the mitheriesse bairm.

Aneath hip cauld brow, slecan dreams bover
there,

Q' hands that wont kindly to kalm his dark
hair!

Byt mornjn’ bringa clutches, A" reckiess an’
stern,

That lo's na the locks o' the mitherieas balrn.

The sigtor. wha sang o'sr his maftly rock'd
bed,

Now tests In the mocls whare thelr mammis Is
la)d;

Whila the father tolls suir his wee bundock to
enrn,

An" kens pa the wrangs o his mitheries
Enlrn.

Her spirit that pass'd In yon hour of his Birth
il watches his lone lorn wand'rings on earth,
Recording In heaven the hisssings they sarn
Wha couthille deal wi' e mitherless balmrn!

Oh! speak him pa harshly—he trembles the
while,

He benda o yoar biddin®, and blesses your
emile:

In the dark hour o° angulih, the heartiess shall
learn

That Ged, deals the blow for tha mitherless
batim! —Wiiliam Thom.

if I Denirve,

If T derire with pleassnt songs
To throw & merry hoar away,
Cotaes Love unto me, and oy wrongs
In eareful tale he doth dlsplay,
Apd ssics me how I stand for singing
While T my heipless hands am wringing.

And then another time if I
A noen io shady bawer would pass,
Comea he with stealthy pestures sy
And, flinging down upan the grams,
Quoth he ta ma: My master dear;
Think of thia noomtids such & yearl

And i alsowhere 1 lay my head

On plllow with inlent to aleep,
Lise Love beside me on tha bed,

And gives me ancient words to keop:
Says he: Thesa onks, these toksne number,
May be, they'll Belp you to & slumber.

So svery time when I would yleld
An hour to guiet, comes he atlil;
And hunts up every sign conceal'd
And avery outwargd sign of i
And gives ma his sad face's plezsures
For merriment's or aleep's or lelsure’'a
. —Thomas Burbridge.

Comedy.

They part=l with cinsp of hand
And kKisses und burning lesrs.

They met Iz a foreign land
After some iwenly years—

Mst as acqualnlances meet;
Bmiling, tranqull-eved;

Not T tha least jittie beat
Of the heart upon either side

Thay chattered of this and that,
The nothingn that make op i
B m a Galnsborough hat
And Be in black for his wife,

Abh, what a comedy this!
Naither waas huri, it agpesrs;
Tet opee she had leansd to his kiss,
And once hie Bad Enown her tesrs.
—Thomas, Bailey Aldiich,

Echaoen,
Our echoes mll from soul to soul,
And llva forever and forever.—Tennyson.
¥

O biind. despondent one! with locks disleveled,
Wragped In tha mamtle of thy loneliness,
Bitting beside the road by bands have leve
eled,
Walting In valn for gesting and caress!
kindsed with all
brothers

men—they are thy

I1st not the life path that thy bhands hawe
made

Fe all divergent from tha

Though rough they be, o

shade.

ways of others,
r wanting sun, off

Iiow canst thou =it suplae and broken-hearted

When evory brerze bears on its hurrying
wings
alioen of volces, ages winrce departed,

Heady to join the song Wiy spirit ogs?
Lift up thy volca!
nigned him

In the great anthem of the universe;
Euch leareth echoes of the past Dehind hitn—
Echoos for kim 1o capture and rebearse;

Each hath his part ase

Xor enly this—-to pass along the ages,
To Itngur In avery land and clivee:
Tranamitted volcon of earth's patient sagse,
Swelling the music with their strains subs
Iirme ! —Anns Gardaer Hale,

A Toast to Our Native Land,
Huge and alert. trascible yet strong.
We maks our fitful way "mid right and wrong,

(mes times we pour out millions to be fres,
Then rashly sweop an empire from the sea!
| Une time we strike the shackies from (he

| Thos shouid her

sleves,

then, qulescent, we are ruled by kaaves,
n e rudely break resiraining bare,

And confident!y mach out toward the stams

Yet under all thers flows a hidden stream

Bprung from the Jock of Freedem, the greal
dream

Of Washington and Franklin, men of old

Whko knew that fresdom nct bought with

3 is
This tn the Innd wo love, our heritage,

Birange mixture of the gross and Ane, yet sage
And full bt L great
Drink land: God blesa the
—Robert Eridges.

1t be

The Tide Riser, the Tide Falls.
Tha tide rises, 1t

The twillght das the curiew calls;
Along the sea smis damp and brown
The trx hastens toward the town,

And the tide rises, the tide faile
Dackness sutities on roafs and walle,
But the sta, the svn In the darknesd eallst
The littis wuven, with thelr mifl, white bands,

Efface the fooiprinwe in the sands,
And the tide rises, the tids folle

The morning hreaks, the steeds In thelr sialle

Stamp aod neigh as the hastier eails;
Tha day meturnm, but peverms
Beturns the wre,
And the tlde rises, the tide falls
—Longfellow,

aveler to the sher

Written in Edinburgh.
Even thus, methinks, a city rear'd skould be,
Y. an impertal city, that might hold tree
Five iimes an huniired pobie town In fen,
And elther with Ltheir might of Babel old,
Or the rich Roman pomg of empery
Might stand compare. highest In asts enroil'q
Highest 18 anns; brave tehement for the I
Wha never ore to thrones, or sin (or gold,
towers be mala'd—with vicin

age

Of clear, bold hifle, that curve her very streetls

As If 1o vindicate, ‘mid choicest apats

Of art, ablding Nature's majesty:

And the broad dfea beyond, i3 calm or rage

Chaloless allke, amd teaching Liberty.
—Arthur Henry Hallam, '




