
of The of or That Slip ,

o old poe-- n wer received
Kk following th publics
the (U of ancient favor-

ite in Th Oregonian Ut Bun-lay- . and
with thero rami many letters giving
additional Weight ca th one that
bat been pubtlehed.

Th mention of Tnder th Palsl"
by on contributor last week, who w

uaaMa to supply the r. brought
half a dosen cot-i- e of it and on con-

tributor sent la th melody to which
11 waa iuo(.

Helen L Tomtineoa wrot In to in-

form -- X. A. T." Ih contributor of I'm
heepfor Bl. who credited It to an

unknown I- - 'fit!rr. written by Robert Nrte
and was publi-he- d i" tho Ichaburg
Herald. Mr. MO according toMra.
Toralinaon. wu not a negro nor a na- -

uiuudrcL but at rarpelba-- r
. . iK. South. II waa l tie

wrtt-- r of many other poems.
The vere of the "Old Armchair1

bro'Xbt a contribution of th wnoli
py.m. two stanaa, of which wero omit
tr 4 in th Bret contribution.

W. tL Brscketl wrote to correct thi
second, lino of the t--onJ iUsu of th
poem on the "Nightingale and th
I, which bad been misprint
ei Th correct reading of the llni
. . w .f hie ln
tent. harangued Llm thus, right clo--

Tho romnlctf Terelon of tho "Old
Armchair" I herewith given:

Titr oio AwwtMtint.
k'fJXA COOK ( lit IT).

T love it I lorn it. and who shall dare
To chUe me for loving tai ew axnj-cta- irt

r treeaurcd It loaf laUd
nrUe

T--, t.4.wel It with tar and m- -
balmed It with lgh;

"Tla bound br a thousand beads to my
fcetrt.

Not a tie wi:i break, sot a link will
art.

TVoull you leara tb pIt? A another

And a e.-r- t?iln U that old arm
chair.

t- - cWhood Iwf I 1inerl wear
T. h.t'owed at. wit1 listening ear:
And aeet word that mother would

give.
T nt me to de and tewca ma to live.

-e told me sham would ner betide
Vita truth for my creed and God. for

inv guide;
fci taught ma to U my aarllestpye
A I knell e-- id that old armchair.

1 .t and watched c many a day.
Wk--n h.r dim and her loch

were
ArM I .t worshiped br. whea b

.
t turned from her Bible to blcea ber

chili.
Yea- - roll i on. but t one pped
My Idol aa btr--l ray earth alar

(l.d.
. I learnt how inufli the heart can bear

When I ber dla la that old arm-
chair.

"Tl put! Tla pat." but I ma oa It
new

Vlta qulverina' breath and throbbin
brow;

Twaa there e Bnreed me 'twa tbere
he died.

And memory Howe with a lava tide
r It folly, and i"en m wcah.
biU t..e xrmid'.na: tears run dowa my

cbek.
P it I loe it I lo II. and cannot tear
ilf soul from my mothers oid arm-

chair.

Tin: nom.tr aix mif.it r.
The world a!l rtrht: eeren I sit.
And -e to pu. or It.
There mu- - h that a mighty traoe. bo

doubt :

Jtnn nature hnowe what ahe'n about;
And In a million y.ara or to
the'!! know mora than today we know.
Old eolntlon nnder way

What bo! the world all right. I say.

ffitJ tSln b other than they art!
Air l- - He place, from mote to tar.
Tho thletl.down that ftlte and flies
"ou!d drift no hair breadth otherwise.
What la. mut b; with rhythmic law
All aatur chimes, .f'ert and cade.
T eand-ara- and lha sun obey

What bo! tie world all riht. I ay.

J-t- t try to jet th Cosmic too-h- .

The ei.e that "you" dao't matter
much.

A m"tioo tar are In the Vr:
A million planet plunas and die;
A mi1 lion million men are sped;
A million mill on wail ahead.
i.-- t plats hi part snd has his day

What bo! the world" all rl-b- 1 say.

Jitt trr to rt the Oiernlc tle:
A miuoa million live- - mad "you."
It lieea a million ye will be
Immortal d"wn eternity;
Immortal on tM earth lo ranee.
W ith never death, but alwavs chantr.
1o atway wers. and alwaya will be

are
WVl ho! the world all rtcht. 1 say.

r (tad? And d not blindly a rope
er truth that It. bevond our scope:

A " r plot in'ormeta ail
ff life's nproarto'is carnival.
Tour Bar te suck a little on.
A ttnat that lives Iron un to en;
Vi oal ami yov hav part to play

W hat b! the world" all riikt. t say.

And tho lf written from th start.
Jo.t act your beet your littl part.
Aat be as happy ae yo ran.
Anl eerv your kinl. and die a man.
J i.t lies the rood that in lies.
And seek so auerda of th aklee;

M male your heav.n b.re. todaii
W hat hoi the world's all rtcht. I ay.

TT.memher! In rreaMon'a wtn-- r
"The race sd not lie man e the thin-- .
Tk.r' ta(tl.. mard.r. sudden death.
Ad peetilenre. with poined breath.
Tt 'i""n forcott.n are u-- h woe;
m on the time of bell- - floe .

T"it. love uphold their iay
hit bo: the world" all right. I say.

T-- e world all r'aht: eerene I alt,
n.i Jov I am a part of II:

And put my tro.t in nature' plan.
Aid t'v to aid her all I ran:
i nnt.nl to pa.e. If In my place
t e served the upaft of the race.
Th" lieautv lv. O radiant dar

What ho the word"a all rich!. I say.
from Robert ervtc'e "Bhymea of a

Rolling hum."

tf t 'el' Tttr,
H LIS." CAflMKX.

Tn.r I something la th Automa that
la native to my blood-To- uch

of manner bint of mood.
.nd mv heart is lih a rhym
With lh yellow and the porpl and

th crimeoa keeping time.

Iho scarlet of th maples caa shake
mm like the cry

Of bugt going bv.
And my Ivnely eplrit thrllt
To e lh frosty aelers Ilka a amok

upon th bills.

Thar Is something- - la Otober seta th
gvpar blood aetlr:

Wa must rls and follow her:
"When from every hill of fame

::e call and call each vagabopd
by aaru.

1 rvt send a of favor-tt.- e.

b'ade.1 br Tmnveon "Croe.lng
the Par." with Van lyke's arpr-Klatlo- n.

WM-- follow- -

lt U pcflect poetry elrcpU vc to

the vera of austerity, yet rich with
all the ucarstiona of wide ocean and
waning light and vesper bell: full of
muate .... It la a dclljrht and a con-
solation, a sonic for mortal ear, and
a prelude to th larger music of Immor
tality."

lROMG T1IK BAR.
Sunset and avenlna star.

And ona clear call for me!
And may thera b no moaning of the

bar
When I pat out to ea.

But such a tide a movlnc aeema aslaep,
Too full for sound and foam.

Wbea that which drew from out the
boundless deep

Turn acala home
TwItlKht and vnlnr hell.

And after that the dark!
And may there be no sadness of fare

well
Whea I ambark.

For thourh from out our bourno of
Time and i'lac

Th flood may bear m far.
I bop to ee my pilot face to face,

Whea 1 tar crossed the bar.

THE BTRIAI. OP MOSES.
"Th Burial of Horn." by Cecil

FYs nets Alexander, waa a grat favor-
ite a score of year ago. and quota
tion from It are tied frequently In
the preeent day. Mrs. Alexander was
th wife of William Alexander. Bishop
of Derry. Ireland, and wsasboro near
dtrathbaa. Ireland, about 1J0. Th
copy of the poem, printed herewith,
wae fumisfted by Helen M. Smith, of
r JOS riftv-thlr- d treel Southeast.

("And he burled him la a valley In
the land of Moab. over against Beth-peo- r.

but no man knoweth of hi
epulrhr unto thi day. Deuteronomy

JT:.)

By Xeh' lonely mountain.
On thl side of Jordan's wave.

la a vale la the land of Moab.
There Ilea a lonely grave.

But no man built that sepulchre.
And no man saw It e'er.

For the angels of Clod upturned the aod
And laid the dead man there.

That was the grandest funeral
That ever passed on earth.

Tet ao man heard the trampling
Cr saw the train go forth;

Xoleele.ely as the daylight
t'omea when the night I done.

And the rrimsoa streak on the ocean'
cheek

Orowe Into th great son:
Xni.elreelv as the dpringtlm (Her crown of verdure weaves.
Ami all the trees n all lh hills

t'nfold their thousand .av;
Sx without sound of mull

Or vole of them that wept.
Silently down from th mountain'

crown
The great proceneion swept,

rerrhanc th bald old sag's
On gray H I height.

Out of bis rocky ryrlo
Uooked on the wondroiu sight;

ren-harw- s the lion, etslklng.
Still shun th hallowed spot..

For beast and bird hath seen and heard
That which roan knoweth sol.

Cut when the warrior dl'th.
Ilia comrade of the war.

With arma reversed and muffled drum,
Follow the funeral car:

Thev show the banners taken.
They tell the battle won.

And after him lead bis masteries ateed
While peals th minute gun.

And give th bard aa honored plac
With roetly marble dressed,

la the great mlneter transept.
where lights Uh glories rail.

And th sweet choir sings and th
prill rinse

Along fie emblasoned ha'.U

TMa was the bravest warrior
That ever buckled sword:

Tble the most gifted poet
That ever breathed a word:

And never earth' philosopher
Traced with higoldn pen

On the deathless page, truths half ao
sage

A he wrote dowa for men.

And had 'i not high honor?
The hillside for a pall!

To lie an elate while the angala wait.
with stars for tar-er- a tall!

And the dark rock-pine- s. Ilka tossing
plumes.

Over his bier In wave.
And iod' own hand, la that lonely

land.
To W bint la hi crave!

la lal strange gravr. without a nam.
Whence hi. uncafflned clay

Shall break again O wondrous
thought'

Hefor the judgment day.
And stand with g.ory wrapped around.

On th bills he n-- trod.
And speak of the strife thst won our

life
W ith the Incarnate Son of God.

O lonely tomb la Moab land.
On dark listh-peor'- a hill!

Speak to thee rurloue hearts of ours
And leach liem to b sti:l:

God hath hie mtetertee of grace.
Way that he raanot tell;

II bid. them deep. Ilk th crct
ieet

Of him be loved so w L

Th tl rot hr hood of Man." or.clna.llf
pib'l-he- d e rht year avo and written
by John Prlo.aov ef Ivi North h.v.n-teent- h

street, waa worded as follow.
op n.

Great Is the brotherhood of man.
Which from our true Kedermer rame;

On earth he tolled ae none el ran
To make men worthy of hie name.

Lead u. Fatherhood of Co).
In virtue pth In kindly deed.

That we no more may need thy rod.
But help all brotherhood la --ed.

I low beautiful It I to e
Man helping oa hie brother man;

Throush clouds of darkness though
It be.

It put him on a path lo stand.

To stand with brave nee, firm and
true.

Through scenes of life's uneven way;
And onward go with vigor new.

With strength renewed from day to
day.

Maa la hi low eatate did dwell a
In snvy. Ignorance and sin;

But shall he not from wbr he fell
He brought lo bop and peac again?

Man. high and low. both rich and poor;
Man le auprem of all on earth;

Man bath a bleeelng at Me door.
Which he may hav who bring U

forth.

Th world I wide and man Is here:
u U. .11 kmih.fhoad mm V .nresd!

Thst In far region all may hr
1 o oiesaing prorais-- m irons our

head.

The brotherhood of man shall live
Through time and In eternity.

While saints and angrla worship give
la sweetest stralna of unity.

T. T. Ueer send th
poem "Cleon and I" as bis favorite,
aJLpreaaiog th opinion that Ita acnll- -

TTTT: SUNDAY . .13, 1916."

MANY OLD FAVORITES. ARE COLLECTED BY CONTRIBUTORS
Other Readers Furnish Names Verses
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Oregonian Missing Authors Memory.

THL
(from

Tha royal feast eras done: tho king-Soug-

some new sport, to banish
care.

And to his Jeeter cried: "Sir Fool.
Kneel now and make for us a

prayer."

The Jester doffed his cap and bells
And stood the mocking crowd be-

fore.
They could not see the bitter sml'e-Bchlnd'th-

painted grin bo wore.

He bowed his head, and bent his knee
Cpon the monarch's silken stool.

His pleading voice arose: "O Lord,
Be merciful to me. a fool.

" Tls not by guilt the onward sweep
Of truth and right. O Lord, wo sUy;

'Tla by our follies that so long- -

We hold the earth from heaven
away. x

--Theae clumsy feet, still In the mire
no i,n.hinv hinwmmi without end:

These hard, g; hands, we
thrust

Among; tho heartstrings of a friend.

"Th truth e might have
kept

Who knows how sharp It pierced
and stung?

The w ord we had not sense to say
Who knows how grandly It had

rung?

"Our faults no tenderness should ask;
The chastening stripes must cleanse

them all:
But for our blunders oh. In shame

Before the eyes of heaven we fall.

Karth bears no balsam for mistakes;
Men crown the knave, and scourge

the tool
That did their will: but thou. O Lord,

Be merciful to me, a fool."

Ths room was hushed. In silence rose
The king, and sought his gardens

cool
And walked apart, and whispered low:

"Be merciful to me. a fool!"

ment Jle at the foundation of all
human happlnvaa.

tt.F.0 AD I.
CI coo hath a million acres, ne er a

one haVQ 1:
Cleon dwell.th in a palace, la a cot- -

l,i. J:
Cleon hath a iocn fortunes, not a

penny I;
Tel the poorer of the twain is Cleon.

and, not L

CWon. true, poseesscth acre, but the
landscape I;

Half lh charma to me It yleldetn
mnnev cannot buy.

Cleon haruor loth and dullness.
frerhenlng vigor j;

lie in volvit. 1 In fustian, richer maa
am L

Cleon Is a slave to grandeur, free as
thought am i:

Cleon fees a score of doctors, need of
none have I.

W ealth - surrounded, care - environed.
ri.i roars to die:

Death may come, he'll find me ready
happier man am i.

Cleon sees no charma in nature. In a
daley 1;

Cleon hears no anthema ringing' In

lh. ..a and sky;
Nature sings to me forever, eairnost

llmt.ner 1 .
Stat for state, with all nllendanta,

who would change? Not I.
Charles Macaay.

M. Louie" Commlns-McFadde- n sends
he following, which was published In
lander New 8-- rle Fourth Readar

mora than l0 ear ago:

tlTT VIRTIK BK TOt R AIH.
BT C JILLSOX.

Whatever b thy lot on earth
The mleelon here below.

Though Famo rrwy wreath her laurels
fair

Around yonr youthful brow:
f you would rlee from earthly things

win - ct.Athle. name.
Let all your ways be Just and right

Lt virtu be your aim.

Though rherlrhed friend may traitors
prove.

Th.l. klndnr. all depart.
And leave a mournful epell around

Th. .d .nd bleedme heart:
Though you may oft be scorned by

men.
fir ino.e who bear the name.

Let all your way be JiU't and rlsbt
ll virtu be your aim.

Oh. ye who dwell halls
Where wealth and lam are Known.

Itrmember ou may yet b poor.
NeKlected and alone!

But oh. remember thl broad truth,
Kr others' faults you sin

Tour wealth tt.ay make a thousand
fool;

But virtue makes the man.

.OUKIMi WITIII.
JAMI Rl'SSKLL LOWELL.

Looking within myself. I note how thin
A plank of station, chance or pros-

perous fate
Doth fence me from the clutching

- waves of sla:
la my own heart I find the worst

man's mat.
And ee. not dimly the mooth-hlnge- d

gate
That ope to tho abysses

Where ye arop darkly ye' who never
knew

On our young hearts love's consecrat-
ing dew

Or felt a mother's klsse.
Or home's restraining tendrils round

you curled;
Ah side by aids with besrt's esse lo

this world
The fatal nightshade grows and bit-

ter rue.

Till TWEMTT-TIIIR- D PSALM.
Th Lord la my shepherd: I shall

not want. He maketh me to lie down
la green paatures: h leadeth me beside
the still waters. He restoreth my soul;
h leadeth ma in th paths of right

raas
An Old Scrap
4-- frrrWK

eousness for his name's sake. Tea,
thouffh I walk through the valley of
the shadow of death. I will fear no
evil: for thou art with me: thy rod
and thy staff they comfort me. Thou
preparest a table before me In the pres-
ence of mine enemies: thou annolntest
my head with oil: my cup runnein
over. Surely goodness and merry shall
rnitn. m. .ii ih. Hivi of mv life: and
I will dwell in the house of the Lord
forever.

C. E. Hlckok. 341 Kast Fifty-fourt- h

street, city, sends In aa a favorite poem
the following:

ODE TO A -- KEltTO.V.
Bohold this ruin. Tis a skull.
Once of ethereal spirit full;
This narrow cell was life's retreat.
This space was thought's mysterious

seat;
What beauteous visions filled this spot,
What dreams of pleasure lonir. forgot.
Nor Joy. nor grief, nor hope, nor fear.
Has left one trace on record here.

Beneath this moldertng canopy
once shnne the bright and busy eye;
Yet start not at th dismal void.
If holy love that eye employed.
If with no lawless fire gleamed.
But through the dews of kindness

beamed. .
That eve shall be forever bright.
When stars and sun are sunk In night.

Within this hollow cavern hung-Th- e

ready, swift and tuneful tongue;
If falsehood's honey is disdained.
And w hen It could not praise, was

chained:
If bold In virtue's cause It spoke.
Vet rentle concord never broke.
Thst silent tongue msy plead for thee.
When Tlmo unveils Llernity.
Pay. did these linger delve the mine.
Or with its envied rubles shine?
To hew the rock or wear the gem
Can little now avail to them:
But If the page of Truth it sought.
Or comfort to the mourner brought.
These hands a richer meed shall claim
Than all that waits on wealth or fame.

Avails It whether bare or shod.
Thee feet the paths of duty trod.
If from th bowers of ease they fled
To seek affection's humble shed;
If grandeur's guilty bribe they spurned.
And home to virtue's cot returned.
The feet with angel's s shall Vie
And tread the palace of the sky.

HOMKMCK.
(Author's name not given.)

I want to go back to a day long dead:
To my mother's knee and the simple

prayer:
"Xow 1 lay mo down to the Jeweled

hours
That wero free frarn care.

I want to go back to the gray-roof- ed

cot.
To the wild bird's song- - and the Joy-

ful play.
To the voice that called from the lne-clad

door
At th close of day.

I want to go back My soul Is sick
Of the dally grind; of the strain and

strife
And the ceaseless roar of the crowded

streets.
That men call "life."

I want to go back to the whispering
nights.

The rain on the root, the drifting
leaves:

For the. wood fire's gleam on the tlme-rtaln- ed

walls
My spirit grieves.

I wsnt to go back. The peace I crave.
And the lamp or Joy that I sought

with tears
Though I knew It not are there, back

there.
With th vanished years.

The following verses were clipped
from The Oregonian 20 years afro. "1
believe there are one or two more
verses and am not positive that every
word aa ' absolutely true to tha

food&d

original." writes tho contributor. "II
not mistaken, this poem was credited
to Thomas Campbell, but my copy of
Campbell does not give it. 1 have
forgotten the title.
The more we live more brief appear

Our life's succeeding stages;
A day to childhood wems a year

And years like passing ages.

The gladsome current of our youth
Kre passion yet disorders

Steals lingering like a river smooth
Along it3 grassy borders.

But as the careworn cheek grows wan
And sorrow's shafts fly thicker.

Te stars that measure like to man.
Why seem your courses quicker?

When Joys have lost their bloom and
breath

And life Itself is vapid.
Why as we reach the falls of death

Keel we the tide more rapid?

It may seem strange, but' who would
change

Time's course to slower speeding.
When one by one our friends have

gone
And left our bosoms bleeding?

Heaven gives our years of fading
strength

Indemnifying fieetness
And those of youth a seeming length

Proportioned to their sweetness.

In tho page of poetry published last
week. K. MarJorie Draper, who sent
several contributions, said that ber
favorite of all was "Under the I'alsles,"
but waa unable to furnish a copy. Ji
few days ago. another contributor sent
the text of the poem, which follows:

HDER THE DAISIES.
I have Just been learning the lesson of

life.
The sad. sad lesson of lovinpr.

And all of its power for pleasure and
psln.

Tt.en alnwlv. sadlv urovinc:
And all that Is left of the bright,

bright dream
with ita thousand brilliant phases.

Is a handful of dust. In a, coffin hid
A coffin under tne daisies.

The beautiful, beautiful daisies.
The snowy, snowy daisies.

And thus forever, throuchout the world.
Is love a sorrow provlnir:

Th-re- 'a many a sad. sad thins in life.
But the saddest of all is lovlnff.

Life often divides far wider than death;
Stern fortune the high wall raises:

But better far than two hearts es-

tranged. ,
Is a low grave, starred wit'.-- , daisies;

The beautiful, beautiful daisies.
The snowy, snowy daisies.

And ao T am glad that we lived as we
did.

Through the Summer of love together.
And that one of us. wearied, lay. down

to rest
Kre the coming of Winter weather:

For the sadness of love Is a love grown
cold

.nd 'tis ne of Its sorest phases:
So I bless my God. with a breaking

heart.
For the grave enstarred with daisies;

The beautiful, beautiful daisies.
The snowy, snowy daisies.

Rer. W. S. Ralph, of Columbus. O.,

author of the following: unique poem,
friend, giving thewrote to a personal

following brief history of Its produc-
tion. He said: "It relates to an ac-

tual occurrence that took place be
tween the family of Mrs. Ralph snd
that of one of their neighbors, a Mr.
Blair, and to Mrs. Blair's saying ever
after, that she should never be satis-fle- d

with the music of heaven unless
there was whistling there. The event
occurred near Jonesville, Mich., and
Josle lives now in Breckenridjre, Mo.

It is a little funny that it should have
been printed. Immediately on Its ap-

pearance, by the papers in those places,
without the editors knowing anything
about the circumstances. But the
funniest thing of all is that I got the
story from my wife when she was

asleep. She has a habit of talking of
everything in her sleep, and she often
gives me reminiscences of her child-
hood, and she gave me this, one night.
I wrote it out in the form in which
you see it and the first she knew of
telling me was after I read it to her
in its present form. She was a little
surprised. Elick was her brother,
now dead, and Josio her dearest friend
in girlhood and ber constant friend
and correspondent still."

WHISTLING ITv HEAVEX.
You're surprised that I ever should

say so?
Just wait till the reason I've given

Why I say I sha'n't care for the music.
Unless there is whistling in heaven.

Then you'll think it no great wonder.
Nor so strange, nor so bold a conceit.

That unless there's a boy there a
whistling.

Its music will not be complete.

It was late in the autumn of '40:
We had come from our far Eastern

home.
Just in season to build us a cabin.

Ere the cold of the Winter should
come:

And we lived all the while in our
wagon

That husband was clearing the place
Where the house was to stand; and

the clearing;
And building it took many days.

So that our heads were scarce shel-
tered

In under its roof, when our store
Of provisions was almost exhausted,

And husband must Journey for more.
And the nearest where he could get

themw.a vet such a. distance away.
That it forced him from home to be

absent.
At least a whole night and a day,

Tou see we'd but two or three neigh
bors.

And the nearest was more than a
mile:

And we hadn't found time yet to know-
them,

PVir we had been busy the while.
And the man who had helped at the

raisins:.
Just staid till the Job was well done:

And as sqon as his money was paid
him.

Had shouldered his axe and had
gone.

Well, husband Just kissed me and
started

I could scarcely suppress & deep
irroan.

At the thought of remaining with baby
So long in the house all aione,

Fnr mv dear. I was childish and timid,
And braver ones might well have

reared
For the wild wolf was often heard

howling.
And savages sometimes appeared.

But I smothered my grief and my
terror.

Till husband was off on his ride,
AnH then In mv arms I took Josie,

And all the day long sat and cried.
As I thought of the lonir. dreary hours

When the darkness of night should
fall.

And I was so utterly helpless
With no one in reach of my call.

And when the night came with its
terror.

To hidj ev'ry ray of light.
I hung up a quilt by the window.

And almost dead with affright.
I kneeled by the side of the cradle,

iiarino- - to oVaw a. full breath.
Lest the baby should wake and its

crying
Should bring us a horrible death.

There I knelt until late in the eveninc-- .
And scarcely an inch had I stirred,

When suddenly, far in the distance.
' A sound, as of whistling, 1 heard;
I started up dreadfully frightened.

For fear 'twas an Indian's call.
And then very soon I remembered

The red man ne'er whistles at all.

And when I was sure 'twas a white
man.

I thought, were he coming for ill.
He'd surely approach with more cau-

tion.
Would come without warning, and

still.
Then the sounds, coming nearer and

nearer
Took the form of a tune light and

gay.
And T knew I needn't fear evil

From one who could whistle that
way.

Very soon I heard footsteps approach-
ing.

Then came a peculiar dull thump.
As if some one was heavily striking

An axe in the top of a stump;
And then, in another brief moment.

There came a light tap on the door.
W'lwn quickly I undid the fast'nlng.

And In stepped a boy, and before

There was either a question or answer,
Or either had time to speak,

I Just threw my glad arms around
him.

And gave him a kiss on the cheek.
Then I started back, scared at my

boldness.
But he only smiled at my fright.

As he said. "I'm your neighbor's boy,
Elick,

Come to tarry with you through the
night.

'"We saw your husband fro eastward.
And made up our minds where ho'd

gone.
And I said to the rest of our people.

That woman is there all alone.
And I venture she's awfully lonesome.

And though she may have no great
fear.

I think she would feel a bit safer
" If only a boy were but near.

"So. taking my ax on my shoulder.
For fear that a savage' might stray-Acros-

my path and need scalping,
I started right down this way:

And. coming in sight of the cabin.
And thinking to save you alarm.

I whistled a tune just to show you
I didn't intend any harm.

"And so here T am at your service;
t?t if don't want me to stav.

Why. all you need do is' to say so.
And should ring my axe, 1 n away.

I dropped in a chair and near fainted.
Just at thougni or nis icavins me

And his eyes gave a knowing-- , bright
twinKie.

And he said, "I guess I'll remain."

And then I Just sat there and told him
How terribly frightened I d been.

How his face was to me the most wel-
come

Of any I ever had seen;
And then I lay down with the baby.

And slept all the blessed night
through.

For I felt I was safe from all danger
Near so brave a young fellow and

true.

So, now. my dear friend, do you won
der,

cin. unrh a ennd reason I've fiven.
Why I say I shan't care for the music.

Unless there is whistling in heaven?
Yes. often I've said so in earnest,

nnw vhal T'l'll HSici I rftDCat.

That unless there's a boy there
tllng.

Its music will not be complete.

Georire F. A. Walker contributed the
concluding two stanzas to "Old Rover,"

popular piece In the readers ho years
ago. of which the first two stanzas were

sent in the week before. The completed
rhyme follows:

OI.D ROVER.
Old Rover was the linest dog

That ever ran a race:
His ears so quick, his feet so fleet.

And such an honest face.

One day he stole my hat and ran
Away across the plain,

V n loudly laughed a boy and man
Who saw me chase In vain.

So, tired at last, I sat me down
Upon a green Krass plat.

When quick Old Rover turned around
And brought mo back my hat.

At home, abroad, where'er I go.
There Kovjr'8 sure to be:

There never was a kinder dog-
Than Rover's been to me.

Charles B. Pye submits a collection
of pleasing poems which his mother
used to sing to him 50 years ago. The
titles and the names of the authors he
does not know. The selection, "Tho
Maid of a Mountain Land." he found
in 1S6S in a railway employes' paper
called "The Train." The version hu
supplies is incomplete, he says, and lio
is desirous of finding the completed
poem.

The collection sent iy Mr. Pye fol-
lows:

Sitting lately at my window on a, rainy
day,

Tima I wh.led away by watching all
who passed that way.

Some were from the storm protected,
others moved in pain,

Some in hunger. cold. neglected,
wretched in the rain.

Plodding, tripping, drenched and drip-
ping, plodding through the rain.

Tho postman comes, delivers letters,
sorely I'm afraid.

Of public servants few are better, none
so badly paid.

Men must vary in their station; let
him not complain;

May heaven protect him from tempta-
tion, plodding through the rain.

Plodding, tripping, drenched and drip-
ping, plodding through tlio rain,

e e

Gazing on noblemen's mansions of
splendor.

Filled with perfume and shining with
gold.

A thought often strikes nje, do great
ones remember

Those that are shivering out in the
cold.

Hungry, dejected, feet unprotected.
Houseless, homeless, sad to behokl

Eyes red with crying, careworn and
sighing.

Shiverinir and shaking, out in tho
cold?

No one to sooth the sad heart of sorrow.
No one to pity, plenty to scold.

There's no one will ask: Does he live?
tomorrow.

Shivering and shaking, out in the
cold.

Hungry, dejected, feet unprotected.
Houseless, homeless, sad to behold.

Eyes red with crying, careworn and
sighing.

Shivering and shaking, out in the
cold.

e a

I stood on the shore, midst tho weeping
and wailing

Of friends that were parting, it may
be forever:

They gave a loud cheer when the good
ship was sailing.

Then wept while the echoes were dy-
ing away.

r
One face I saw smiling, while tears

chased the others.
It was but an infant whose smile I

saw there.
The babe had its home on the breast of

its mother.
And nothing it knew of 'hat mother's

despair.

That morn to the wars went the hus-
band and father;

The tears of the mother fell fast on
tha child.

I wept, for the tears in mine own eyes
would gather;

I spoke, and the infant looked up-

ward and smiled.

I spoke of our honor, of deeds old and
hoary.

The wife thought of battles that still
were to come.

I said in my pride, those who fight for
glory

Need never have fears for the loved
ones at home.

SOS NET.
SHAKESPEARE.

That time of year thou niayst in ino be-

hold
When yellow leaves, or none, or few,

do hang
Upon those boughs which shake against

the cold.
Bare ruin'd choirs, where late thu

sweet birds sang:

In me thou aee'st the twilight of such
day

As after sunset fadeth in the west.
Which by and by black night doth take

away.
Death's second self, that seals up all

in rest.

In me thou see'st the glowing of such
fire

That on the ashea of his youth doth
lie. ,

As the death-be- d whereon it must ex-

pire.
Consumed with that which it was

nourish'd by:

This thou perceiv'st, which makes thy
love more strong.

To love that well which thou must
love ere long.

The following verses I memorized
about 30 years ago. although I cannot,
recollect the "paper I Rot them from. I

do remember that they were .igued
Rose Eytinge." Respectfully.

M. E. LVNCH.
My life is like a cloud that rose

This morn among the eastern hills.
That still along the Summer sky

Its uneventful course fuliillo.

No varied hues of morning gleamed.
Most gorgeous from its fleecy fold:

Its heights were pure as drifted snow
And all its tranquil depths pale gold.

But now the sun to westward goes;
Mv cloud assumes a restful gray.

With here and there peak
And rifts that golden light .display.

And as the cloud new beauty brings
To other lives a brighter hue,

So. Lord. I would my life might bring
To other lives a brighter hue.

JOHN AXDERSOV
ROBERT BURNS.

John Anderson my Jo. John.
When we were first acque.nt.

Your locks were like the raven.
Your bonny brow was brent:

But now your brow is beld. John.
Your locks are like tne snaw:

But blessings on your frosty pow,
John Anderson my jo.

John Anderson my jo. John.
We clamb the hill theglthcr;

And mony a canty day. John,
We've had wi ane anither:

Now we maun totter down, John,
But hand in hand we 11 go,

And sleep thegither at the foot.
John Anderson my jo.


