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'MISSING VERSES OF SOME FAVORITE POEMS ARE SUPPLIED|

44 KIPPER Ireson's Ride” by
S Whittler: Will Cariton's “Over
the Hills te the Foorhousa™
and “The Littla Black-eyed FHebal™
*“Tennyson's “Locksley Hall"” Longfel-
Jow's “Launching of the Ship,” *“Cas~
abianaca® “Willle, the Fisher Boy"
and “The Burning of the Ship” are a
few of the old faveorites that have
been requested in the—past week by
readers of this page.

Another reader aska for the Verses
from Swinton's gld reader, which be-
gin: “Drive the nail aright, boya: bit
it on the head. Strike with all your
might, boys, while the n is red”

“An Old Man's Rever is wanted
by Mres. E. A. Adams, of Vancouver.
The opening lines are:

“In the midst of hi= children’'s chil-
dren,

By the home fire's cheerful blaze,
An old man sat in his easy chalr,

Dreaming of hygone days'

Mrs, M. B. Conkina, of Scattle, ashs
for the reprinting of “The Guardian
Genius of the Swilss” and gives s
opening lnens:

“There dwells high over Switserland

A spirit great and still,

To guard the generous patriot band

That Switzser valleys filL™”

“Bath Sheba,” & poem written by &
studeny of Stanford several Years ago
and published in the Chaparral. is re-
guegted by another reéader. It begina:

“In days when kings went forth to
fizht

("My ways are righteous™ saith the
Lord)

And I=srael gtrova with the Ammaonita

{Who goeth to battle shall die by
the sword).”

T, W. Lane, contributing some selec-

tions of Irish patriotic verss, asks for

“The Men Whe Died for Ireland” and

"Rory of the HIL™
Two poems which Mra. Jennle A
Ruhn, of Tillamook, would like to

have reprinted are the hymn beginning
"We have haard from that bright. that
heavenly land; we have heard and out
hearts are glad™ and a poem which
begins:
“Oh, thou the lonely heart that break-
est,
Stealing its treasures one by one;
I'll eall thee blessed, when thou makest
The parted one™

Another reader, sending several se-
lections which have been raquested by
other readers wants the words of "Hylo
Hale,” n part of which runs:

“Tha roosters crow at break of day,
Hylo Hale!

The hens they rechon the eggs they lay,
Hylo Hale!”

Al=o the “Golden Wedding," which
Etarte: “Let's go to the golden woddin'!
All de darkies will be there! Oh, such
dancin' and sach treadin’! Oh, de yel-
low gals so (air!™

Mlss Fearl S8haw sends the follow-
ing somewhat difficult requs=st: “Wikl
vou please ask the readers of your
paze If some of them can furnish the
vers=e descriptive of willoware china?

B. Stovall wants the poem *“Cause
T'm Fat” printed, but s unabls to give
the nams of the author or any linas
Irom it

Miss Margaret D. Graham. sending
A contribution, also asks for the re-
printing of the old classle, "Kantucky
Beil™

While requests have been numeraus,
contributions have heen equally plen-

tiful and many readers of the page
have sent Iin coples of poems which
ware requested in previous izsues,
Mrs, Albert B, Sutton, of The Dalles,
sent in the first copy of “The Drunk-
prid’s Wire,” which was requested =
short timo ago. Mrs. Sutton dealres
to know where she can =scurs a copy

of the old Oszood Fifth Reader, which
was in use J0 years ago,

Addile V, Gano, of Springfleld, also
egends a copy of the same poem. The
title under which It Ila publishad ia
“Go Feel What I Have Felt.”

GO FEEL WHAT I HAVE FELT.

Go feel what T have felt,
Go henr what I have borne,

Eink "'nesth tho bhlow a father dealt
And the cold, proud world's scorm;
Thus sirnzgle on from year (o Year,

Thy sole relief the scalding tear.

Go weep a= I have wept
Oer & loved father's fall:

Bes overy cherished promises swapt,
Youth's sweelnesasz turncd to gall;
Hope's faded flowers sirewed all the

WRY,
That led mo up to woman's day.
Go knesl as I have knelt:
Implore, beseech and pray,
Biriva the besotted heart to melt
The downward courses to stay:
Ba cast with bitter curae aside—
Thy pravers burlesqued, thy tears do-
fied. v
Go stand where T have stood
And sce tha stromg man row,
With enarhing teoth, llps bathed In
lood,
And cold and 1ivid brow:
Go cateh bis wandering glance and see
There mirrored his =eul's misery,

Go hear what T have heard—
The sobs of dark despailr,
An memory’'s feeling fount hath stirred

And ils revealings there
Have told Bim what he might have
been L

Had he the drunkard's fate foreseen.

Go to thy mother's side,
And her ernshed spirft cheer;
Thine own deep anguish hide,
Wips from her cheek the tear;
Mark ;u_-r dimmed eye, her Turrowed
row,

gray that streaks her dark halr
now,

The

The toilworn frame, the trembling Imb,
And trace the ruin back to him
YWhose piighted falth In early vouth
Promised cternal lave and truth,
But who, forsworn, hath yielded up
Fi= promise to the deadly cup
And lad her down from love and lght,
¥rom nll that made her pathway bright
And chained her thero mid want and
strife,
That lowly thing—a drunkard’'s wife,
And h‘t!.:;‘ﬂ[hod on childhood's brow, so
mild,

withering blight—a drunkard's
child.

That

Go hear and sea and feel and know
All thnt my soul hath felt and known,
Than look within the wine cup's slow;
Sen If Its brightness can atone;
Thirk If 1ts faver you wonld try,
It all proclalmed—"Ti= drink and dle"™
Tell moe T hate the bowl?
Hate iz a feable word:
I loathe, abhor-—my wvery moul
By strong disgust is stirred
Whene'or T see or hear or tefl
Of the dark beverage of hell!
————n
The Rev. Toward Arncld Walter, of
FHartford, Conn, is the authar of the
following., which was handed to The
Oregonian by Dr. Levli W. Myers, of

this clty:
MY CREED.
I would be true, for there are those
who trust me;
I would be pure, for there are those
who care;
I would be atrong. for thers are thase

o suffer;
I would be brave, for there ix much
to dare;
I would be friend of all—the foe—the
friendless; ’
I wn;lr!d be giving, and forget tha
gl
I would be humble, for I kuow my
weankness;
I wonll look up—and laugh and love
and HIL
| ———

The beautiful characterization of the
viliage premcher in Oliver Goldsmith™s
“Deserted Viiage™ is aubmitted by

Clarence W. Iscn. of Hood River, as his
favorite poem. It was written about
the middle of the elghteenth century.
THE VILLAGE PREACHER.
By Oliver Goldsmith.
Swast was the sound, when off,
evening's close,
Up yomder hill the villuge mu
¢, as I pansed with ca
and slow,

at

mur rose:
elgss stopa

The mingling notes came saften'd from
below:

The swaln responsive as the milkmald
sung,

The soh:r'herd. that low'd to meat thelr
Young:

The nolsy geese that gabbled o'er the
pa

The playful children just let loose from
echool:

Tho watch-dos’s velce that bay'd the
whisperiog wind,

And the loud laugh that spoks the

vacant mind;

These all In sweet confusgion sought
tha shade,

And filled each pause the nightingale
bhad made.

But now the sounds of population fail,
No cheerful murmura fiuctumte in the

wale,
No busy steps the grass-grown fpol-
way tread,
But ail the bloomy fiush of 1ife is flad—
All but yon widow'd, solliary thing,
That fechly bends beslde the splashy

spring:

She, wretched matron, forced in age,
for bread,

To strip the brook with mantling

oresses spread,

Te plck her wintry fagot Trom the
thorn,

To seek her nightly shed, and weop
till morn;

She only left of al! the harmless {rain,

The sad historian of the pensive plain.

Near wvonder copse, where once the

sarden smiled,

And spill where many a garden-flowar
sTows wild;

There., where a few thorn shrubs the

place diaclose,

The viliaga prescher's modest mansion
Tose,

A man he wu' to all the country Jdear,

And passing rich with forty pounds a
Year:

Remote from towns hé ran his godly
race,

Nor e'er had changed,

wor wishad 1o
change hia place;

Unaklliful he to fawn, or ssek for
power
By doctrines fashlon'd to tha varying
hour;
Far other aims his heart had learned
to prise,
More hent to raise ths wretched (han
to rise.
His house was known to all the

vagrant rrain,

He c¢hid their wanderin
their paln:

The long remember'd beggar was Wis

£s, but rellaved

suest,

Whose beard gdescending swept his
aged bhreast

The ruin'd spendthrift. now no longer
proud,

Clalmed kindred there, and had his

cipims nllowed;

Thae broken soldler, kindly bada to stay.

Sat by the fire, and talked the night
AWAY;:

Wept o'¢r his wounds, or tajes of sor-
row done,

Shoulderad his crnteh, aml show'd how
fields were won.

Pleased with hls Buests,
man learn'd to glow,

And quite forgot thelr vices in their
woe;

the good

Careless thelr merits or thelr faults
to m=can,

Hi= pity gnve ars charity began.

Thus to relleve the wretched was hils
pride,

And e‘ﬂiu' his fallings leaned to virtus's
Bide:

But in his Jdut

¥ prompt at ever
He watched a Yy call

nd wept. he pray'd and

felt for all;

And, a:ain bird ocach fond endearment
ries,

To tempt it= new-fledged offspring to

the skiaas,
He tried each art, reproved each dult
delay,

Allured to brighter worlds &nd 1
way. G

AL ehurch, with meek and unafected
ETACe,

His loocks ndorned the Yenerabie
Truth from his lips prevall’'d w
ble sway,

And foolp, who came
- to pray.
The mervice past,
With steady

TRN;
E'ea chikiren €o)}
wile,
And plucked his Eown, to ghare the
good man's smiie,

place:
ith dou-

Lo acoff, remained

aronnd the plous man,
zeal, each homest rustic

owad with endearing

Hls ready smile a pa g J
nx;-re'_-m-d, Parent’s warmth

cares distress'd:

To them his heart, his love
e S . hi= griefs

But all his serlogs though
; zht
SR, zhts had rest
As some tall cliff that 1
o Ifts its awful
Swells from the,. wvale and m y
leaves the storm, i
Though round ita crest the volling

elomnls are spread
Eternal sunshine sesttles on Itz head
——— e

Dr. L. H. Vincent, of Merlin,
Mi"na to print "The Ass and the Violin-
Ist™ n few waelks AF0. We are Indebted
for the following copy of the Yireas 1o
):.elli_g Lee, of Partland, whaose father
;_.. W. Lée, haz given themn to her tu';rr:
a;;‘nora, as he learned them 40 Yoars

THE ASS AND THE
Within the flaids one
A stromg-lunged ass b
The uplands echoed buack bhls voice,

To hear It mnde his heart rejolce.
:(‘lh what & pity,” cried the uss,

That I should longer facd an grass
My lnngs are Strong, m» vojce Is loud,
At comoerts I might draw a crowd,
List to my music, how Nlils

The valleys sleeping ‘mong the hiflat
Tls sweet, I know, for look! ses what
Grand cars for music I've goL™
A _great musician heard the din,
While pasaing with his violin,
He stopped a whila upen his way
And bade the old ass ceass to bray
"My long-eared friend,” the Addler a.ald.
“This neighborhood

reqguest-

VIOLINIST.
Summer day
egan {o bray;

must wi
~ dead. .
or worse than any scundl b
Is your coarse braying, Mr.nﬁ\n:l“

If you wish music, st r
And liston to my c:‘:.nlln?':, T -
il:dn:h‘:;dtﬁhe rosin on his how
r & notex, both {
Making a stone do for Y -.h;f:?r“d -
He played a grand, soul-stivring air’
Ere he had ceased his tune to rlay
The ass agaln began to bray.
No viclln nor song of hird
Conld for a moment than be heard,
At last the old asa dropped hid head
A’:d :o ;ha musiclan sajd:
“Music sound, my friend, y
Therefore all sound musr mu;ig ;:e'
Of minc the world will ba the proudest,
Heonuse, my friend, it is the loudest ™
What more could the musiclan 2R|YY
What further do, but et him bray?
He wandered off through twilight dim,
Ass wisdom was too much for him
How meny men we dafily pass,
Who reason like this brayviay ass
They grow to men from bragsart boys
Apd think that brains must make “a
nolme.
They zaln high seats in synagogues,
No mystery thelr vision fogs
And If o'er they lack for arzument,
They give their store of gas a vent
But wise men whisper as they pass,
“There goes a self-concelited ass™
—

Their welfars pleassd him, and thetr|

Chorus:

Rehels at home, go hide your faces;
Weep for your crimes with bitter tears;
You could not bind the blessed daylight,
Though you should strive a thousand years.

Back to your dens, ye secret traitors:
Down to your own degraded spheres,

f Ere the first hlaze of dazaling sunlight

Sharten your lives a thousand years.

Haate thou along, thou glorious noonday;
0, for the exes of ancient seers;

O, for the faith of him who reckons
Each of his days a thousand years.

A thousand yeaws, my own Columbia;
A thousand years so long foretold;
*Tis the glad morn, whose early twilight

Washington saw, in times of old.

nshaw, of Portland.

Y Rohert the Bruce In the dungoon stood,
Walting the hour of doom;
Beghind him the palace of Holyrood—
- l . Baefore him a nameliess tomb.,

{(Thia song. which was popular In 1561 when the war of asecesslon was fust beginning., and which was
written at & still earlier dute, I3 based on 8 prophecy sald to have been utisred by George Washington,
that the United Statues Government as constituted in its beginning would endure a thousand years.
copy reprinted herewith was sent in by Mre. Angie Re

The
)

Lift up your eyes,

Chorus:
A thangand yeats,

Rises to shine a

Tell the oppressed

Fling to the winds your needless fears;
He who unfurled our beauteous banner,
Says it shall wave a thousand years:

A thousand years so long foretold.
*Tis the glad morn, whose early twilight
Washington saw in times of old.

What if the clouds one littla moment
Hide the hiue sky where morn appears® _ !
What if the sun that tints them erimson

Go tell the great world the glorious tidings;
Yes, and be sure the bondsman hears;

Jubileé lasts a thousand years.

Envious foes across the ocean,
Little we heed your threatening sneers;
Little will they, our children’s children,
When you have gone a thousand years,

desponding freemen;

my ewn Columbia,

thousand years?

of every nation,

. 2R

S
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mar, of Albany, has
twao contributgrs,
for it to Mra. A.
and to Mrs H D,
“Thoe copy WwWas
seraphbook, made
1882." writes Mrso,
ting her copy:

PAUL VANE,

18849,

Paul,

The Winters come and go;
The wind swoeps past with
cry, Jdear Faul,

And pelts my faca wWith snow.
But therg's mo snow upon the
denr Paul; -

‘Tis Summing always thers;
Thoso eariy loves throw

nill

And sweotoen mem'ries dear.

Life slowed with

Our souls could not be
Paul,
They're bound togsther sti
i nn\";r kEnew how <dear you
Til ¥ was left slone;

.

1 theuzght mr poar, poor heart
Break the day
They (2l me you Were Eons,
Perhaps wa'll never. never meet
Paul,
Tpon this earth again:
But thers—where happy ansels

dear FPanl,
You'll mest Lovens then.
Together up
We'll press with hopi
Tosnther thro' the hright
And never more to part.

——

Edward Hughey
of Whittler's “Thres

of the séan:

PTHE TEREE DELLS.

ng

Mre.
copy
ballad

The mood =hlp settled nlowly,
The cruel leak gained fast

Over the awful ocean
Her rignal guns pealed out]
Dear God, was that thy answer,

volee came down the
“}o! Ship ahey!™ I1ta
“Our stout Three Beils,
Shall stand tiil dayilght by™™

A

cry.

tiour after hour -Srept slawly,
Yet on the heaving swells,

The llghts of the Three Bellan

Man answered back to man:
While oft, to chesr and heartem,
T Three Balls nearer ran

Sent down his hopeful cry:

All might across the Walers

All night from rTeeling tafrall

And when the dreary watches
Of

AR souls were saved at last.

Sall on., Three Bells, foresver,
in gratefnl mtemory salll
Ring on Three Bells of reacne
Above the wave and gale!

So thine, In nizht and tempest,
I hear the Master's ery,

The lHzhts of God draw nigh.
—_————

“Tha Lighthouse ™
him. by a Iriend

which was
in Beattle,

The yoars are creeplng slowly by,

Ana ship to ship made sigoais;

*Tuke heari! hold on!" he shout
“The Threc Balis shall stand by!™

In by

indebted
Portland,

from an old
1881 mnd

Ronde in transmit-

OR LORENA'S REFPLY.

dear

mournful

heart.

runahine over

.
1 thousht it easy to forgst, dear Paul,
vouthful hope;

The glorious future Bloamed yet, dear

Paul,
And hade us clamber up
Thay "frowning sald, "It must not—
eannot be, =
Break now ithie hopeleps bands!
And Puul, yen EKnow how well that
bitter day
T beat to their commands.
I'va ker\'t yvou ever in my heart, daar
Paul.
Thro' years of good and ill:

Larn apart, dear

wauld

. dear

great,

the ever-shining wWay
heart—
eternal day,

cantributes a
Belln™

a

Benealh the low-hung night cloud
That raked her splintering mast,

From the horror round about?
wild wind—

of Glasgow,

Tossed up and down the ship lights—

And the captain from her taffral]

ed,

The tossing lighta ahone c!ecr;'

The Three Bells sent her cheer,

atorm and darkness passed,
Just as the wreck “lurched under,

And, tossing through the darkness,

W. F. Bracketlt sends the ballad of

Eiven
whosa

“Paul Vans," requested by Mra Pal-| mother used to sing it to her &0 years

ago. “It must be n hundred years old,
at least,”™ he muggests.
THE LIGHTHOUSE.
The =cene was more beautiful far to my
ayw
Than if day in its pride had arrayed
R
Thea land bhreaze bloew wild and the azure
arched siy .
the Spirit that

Looked pure as
mads it
The murmur Tose soft as I silently
gazed
On the shadowy waves' playful mo-
tion;
!h‘rom ths dim distant . isla the light-

house fire blazed,
Like a star in the midst of the ocoan.

No longer the joy of the sallor boy's
breast
Wasz heard in hia wlldly breathed
numbers;
The zea-bird had Tlown to  her wave-
girdied nest
And the {lsherman sunk to his slum-

bars.
Enrfaptured 1 gazed from tha hill's gen.
tie slope;
All hushed was the hillows commo-
tion,
And 1 thought that thea Illghthouse
looked lovely as hope—

That star om life's tremulous ocean.

The time !s long past and the scena l3
afar,
Yeot, when my head rests on its pil-
low,
Fond memory will often rekindle the
star
That roxe 'on the breast of the billow.
And in life's closing hour, when the
trambling soul flies,
And death stills the heart's last emo-
tion;
Oh. then may the Seraph of Mercy arise,
Like & star on aternity’s oceun.
et = Sl

A copy of *Molile Darling,” which
was requested a short time ago by one
of our readers, has bean sant in, to-
gether with several other selections,
by & comtridutor who does not give his
name.

MOLLIE DARLING.

Won't youlitell me. Mollle darling,
That you love pone ¢lsg but me?

For 1 love you, Mollis darling.;
You are all the world to me

No ons latens but tha Mowers,
Ag they bow thelr heads In shame;
They seemm modest, Mollie darling,
When they hear me speak your name.,

CHORUSH.

AMgllle, sweetest, falrest dearest,
Cheer up, dariing, teli me this:

If you love e, Mollle darling,
Let your answer be a Kiss.

Stars are shining; Mollie darling.
Through the mystic vell of night,
And the clouds are awiftly fAying,
While fair Lunaz hidea her light,

Farewell. darling, fareawell, loved one;
Happy may You ever 4
When you'ra dreaming. Mollle darling,
Don't forget to dream of me,
& Sy
Addim V. Gano, of Bpringfield, who
has contributed other poems ansked for
by verious readers, sends the following
as ona of her favorites:
“t:O0D SHUTS THE DOOR.™
God sometimes shuts the door and shuts
us in.
That he may speak, perchance, through
griaf or pain:
And softly, heart to heart, above the
i

din,
May tefl some preciouns thought to us
again

God somatimes shuta the door,
keaps us atill

That %o our faverish haste, our deap
unrest,

Eunuthnm gentle touch may qulet,

and

tl
He whispers what oqur weary hcarts
Iove besat.

God szomeiimes "shuts the door;
though shut in—
It "tis hu'haud. shall we not walt and
e

so
It worry liea without and tall and sin,
God's world may walt within for you
and me.
S e—— -

WWe are Indebted to Mra, W. C. Hud-

and,

son, of Raymond. Wash., for the copy
of “Threa Beautiful Angels" which

-

was requestad by Mrx, T, G Haven, of
Roesehurg, a short time ago.
THREE BEAUTIFUL ANGELS.
“Oh, father, dear father,™ a young child
sald
As mshe stole one night te his lonely
o,
“Oh. father, comeg fo my Toom with me,
Thres beautiful angels there you'll seq

“*Just now, ax I lay with half-closed
eres,

I hewrd & aweat sound from the sparik-
ling skies

lAad as I was wondering what it could

inenn,
Mother, Mary and Willie came gliding
in,

“They hoversd around my little bed

And esch laid a band oun mny aching
head;

The tears from my eyelids fail liRe
pearis,

But they wipad them away with their
shining curia."™

“A dream, a dream, my sentle child;

Your aching head made ryous fancy
wild.™

“A dream? Oh, no, that cannot be,

For dreams never come and talk te
me,

“And they did talle Elster Mary said

Her epirit yet lived, though bher body
wan dead,

And ah«a said that but once the fowers
ahould Dlegm

And we'd comwe to them im thelr own
bright home

“And littls Willie, asn he stood there

With his mild blue eyes and shining
halr,

Sald with.a smile T yet can ses:

‘Ol come, litthe sister, come home with

me,

“My mentla mother's evyes grew Jdim

As she mald, ‘Let her stay and comfort
bim;

But a few zhori months ef sorrow are
=iven

And we'll have them, Willle, with uas

in heaven, ™
———

“Dampsey’s Grave,” which was re-
quested last woek, was sent in by Em-
ma L, Harvey, of Iune, Oe.:

DEMPSEY'S GRAVE.
Far out in the wilds of Oregon,
On a lopely mountain side,
Where Columblia’s mighty watsrs
Roill down to the ocean tide,
Whera Lthe giant fir snd cedar
Are shadowed im the wave,
Crergrown with ferns and lichens,
I found "“poor Dempsey's” grave.

A winding, wooded canyom tvoad
That morials seldom tread

Laads up this lonely mountsin
To this desert of thas dead;

And the western sun was sinking
In Pacific’'s crimsoned wave

Anit thess solemn pines kept watching
Over “poor Jack Dempsey’s” grave.

I found wno marble meonolith,
No brdken shaft mor stonsg
Recordings sixty victories
This vanquished wvictor wom:
No rose, no shamrock could 1 find,
Na mortial here Lo tell
TWhere sleeps In this forsaken spot
Th' immortal *“Nonparetl™

That man of honor and of irenm,
That man aof heart and steel,

That man who far ogteisased his clase
And mads mankind te feel

That gvmmy‘x name and Dempsesy's

e
Ehonld Hve In storled stonw,
Is pow at rest far in the West,
In the wilds of Oregon.

Forgotten hy ten thousand throats
That thundered his accialm,

Forzotten by his myriad friends,
Who cheered hls very name;

But strange New York should thus for-

Its-“bravest of the brave™
And in the wilds of Oregon
Leave “poor Jack Dempsey's” grave.
MAC MAHON,

Partland, Or. 1899,

—_— e ——

MNMrs. Potter, of 415 MIiIl stree!. has
comtributed a h!l!l-."'hlth she says
was & favorite "'some Years ago, de-
seriptive of the incident of Robert

Bruce and the splder. "It used to be my
little gmirl's ‘slecpy song.””™ she says.

ROBERT THE BRUCKE.
BY JOHN BROUGHAM.

And the foam on his lip was flecked
with red
As away to the past his memory sped,
Upoalling the dars of his great re-
nowm,
When he won and he were the Scot-
tisk crown
came there shadow or come
there shine,
The spider is apinning his thread
so fne.

“I have =at on the roval
He muttered beneath
“It's a luckiess change,
throne
To a felon's shameful death.™
And he clenched his hand in his de-
spair,
And he struck at the shape=s that wers
Eathering there,
Pacing his cell In impatient razge.
A3 a new-caught llon paces his cage.
But, come there shadow or come
thera shine,
The namdcr is spinning his web zo
na

saat of Scone,”
his breath.
from a kingly

“Oh, T&rt it my fate to yield up my
L)
At the head of -my lMegemen all,
In the foremost ahack of the battle
strife,
Breaking my country’s thrall,
Td welcoma death frem the foeman's

steal,

Brealling a prayer for old Scotland's
weal;

But here, where no pitying heart ta
nigh,

By sdliont.h.homa band it s hard to
..

Yet coms there shadow or come

there shime,

’rheﬂspldﬂ- is spinning his thread so

ne.

“Times and again have T fronted the
prida
Of the tyrant's vast array,
But only to ses, on the crimsen tide,
My hopes swept far away.
Now a lundless chief and a crownlesa

inwe,
On the broad. broad earth not a living

thing
To keep me court, save you inssét
amall,
Striving to reach from wall to wall™
For, come thera ahadow or come

there shine,
The spider is sploning his thread so
fne.

"Work, work as a fool, as T have done,
To the loxs of your time and paln—
The space is too wide to be bridzed

across,
Tou but wasts your strength in

wain™

And Bruce, for the moment, forgot his
grict,

Hls soul now filled with the same be-
Nel—

That, howsnever the fssue went,

For evil or good wax the

And. come there

thers shine,

The spider is spinning his thread so
fine.

omen sent.
shadow or coams

As a gambler watches his turning card
On which his all s staked—
As & mother waits for the
word
For which her sou! has achad—
It was thus Bruce watched, with evary
sense
Centerad alone in thag look ntense ;
Al rigid he stood, with unuttered
= Breath,
Now white. now red, but still as death.
Yet, come there shadow or come
thern ashine,

The spider Is sploning his thread so

b

hopeful

Six several times the creature itried,
When at the seventh— "See? sen!

cried.
“Lo. & bBridse of hops fo me:
Thee, God, ¥ thanik, for this [ssson here
Haz tutored my soul to persevere'™
And It served Rim well, for ere long he
wore
In freedom the Scotitish crown once
more.
And., come there shadow or come
there shine,
The spider ia spinning his thread =0

——— .

A songx that has been dear to all
hearta for years and which s coming
back into presemt popularity, and being
rung everywhere, s “When You and I
Were Young.™

WHEN YU AND §F WERE YOUNG.

I wandared today to the hilL Maggte,
To watch the scene bhelow;

Maggile,
A5 we used ta long ago.

Maggis,
Where first the daisies sprung.
The creaking old maill ts stifl. Maggie,
Since you and I were roudg.

A elty so silemt and lone=, Maxgie,
Whars the young and the gay and
the hest
In poilished whitea mansions of stene,
Muggle,
Have cach found a place of reat.
Is bullt where the birds used to
Mazwie.
And jein in the songs that were sung
For we sang as gay as they, Maggie,
When you and I were young.

play,

They say T am feeble with aze Magszte,
My steps are less sprightly than
then;
My face is a well-written page, Magzia
But time alone wielded the pen.

They say we are aged and ETAaY.
Magrxio,
As sprays by the white breakera
fung;
But to me you're as falr as you were,
Maggle,
When you and 1 were young.
——

“Laugh and the Warld Laughs With
Tou,” the much-quoted ami parodied
poem of Ella Wheeler Wilcox, is sent
in by Alire B Ruasell, of Berkeley:

LAUGH AND THE WORLD LAUVGHS
WITH You.
Laugh, and the world laughs with you,
Weep and you weep alonme:
For the sad ald ecarth must barrow
tts mirth,
But has trouble enough of Ity own.

Sing and the hilly will answer;
Sigh, it Is loat on the auir;

The echoes bound to a joyful sound,
But shrink from voicing care. '

Bejolce and men will seek you;
Grieve and they turn and go;
They want full measure of all
pleasure,
But thay Jdo not nseld your woe,

Be glad and your friends are many;
Be sad and you loss them all:
Thers arse nona to decline your nec-
tared wine,
But alone you must drink Iife's gall

Feast and your halla are crowded;
Fast and the world goes by;

Surceed and give and 1t heips you live,
But no man can help you dle.

There ia room in the halls of pleasure;
Por a large and lordly traim;

But one by one ws muat all fila on,
Through the narrow isles of paim,
—_— - =

J. L, Chapman. of Lewiston, senda a
copy of “Hearuey at Seven Pines ™

with hix regards to the Grand Army of

Ha ban spanned it over” the caplive ;

The cresk and the creaking old miul !

The green grove is gone from the Rill, |

your |

the Repubilc. The is by E. C,
Stedmuan: i o 1.
KEARNEY AT SEVEN P.NES.

So that soldierly legend Is still on lis
Journey—

That story of RKoarney, who knew not
to »ield?

"Twas the day when with Jameson,

flerce Berry and Birney,
Agalnst tweniy thousand he rallled
the ifleld,
Where the red volloys poured. where
the clamner ro highest,
Where the dead In clumps throuxh
tha dwarl cak and plne,
Where the alm from the thicket was

surest and nilghest,

No charge llke Phll Kearney's along
the whole lina.
When tha battle wer 1! and the

bhravest were

Near the dark Seven I

still held our grour

He rode down the length of the with-
ering colmn,

And his heart at our

warcry lcaped
up at & bound.
EFe souffed, like bhisz charger, tho wind
of tha powder;
Hiz sword wauved us on and we an-
swered the sign.

Loud our cheer as we rushed. but his
Iaugh ranzg the Jouder—

bere's the Jevil's own fun, boys,
aloug the whole linel™
How he rode hls brown steed !How
wa gaw his blade brighten
In the ope hand xtill left, and the
reins in his teoth:

He laughed like a boy when the holle
days helchten,
But a soldler's glance shot from his

visor baheath,
Up came the reserves to the valley in-
fernal,
Asking where to go In, through the
clearing or pine.
"Oh, anywhere' Forward: “Tiz all the
BRIne, Color
FTou'll find lovely Nzhting along the
whole line!™

Ob, coll the black shroud of the night
at Chantiily
That hid him froun sight of his brave
men and tried!
Foui! foul sped the bullet that clipped
the white i1

aly,

The fMower of our knighthood, the
wWhele army's pride,
Yet we dream that he stil, In that
abadowy resion

Where the dead form thelr ranks at
the wan drummer's sign,
Rides on as of ald, down the length of

bhin legion,
And the word sti)l s “Forward'
along the whola line
——

The sequel to “Cnszey at the Bat™
been gent tn by Mrs. Ruth Luce
Mra. Allce Mallors, of
Mr=. Mallary also sent = oy of Al
Quiat Along the Potomas" which was
FeQUuestfl and was reprinted last weelk,

has
and by
Granta Paas,

cOt

many coplss of It having beon recelved,

“Cusev's "!q\’n:]gﬁ'" whiles never so poyp

ulnr aa “Cuasey at the Bat"™ s still

corded a piace In manv scrapbook=s fust

to take the sting of -.",:—,l]:;\-'\lrz:ﬂza:t‘ oIr

mighty Casey's failure In the firat

poem:

CASEYT'S REVENGE.
By James Wiison

There were saddened hearts In Mud-
ville for a week or sven mare

There were muttered oaths and curses
—eYery fan In town was sore

“Just think ™ said how soft It
Isoked with g at the hat! )

And then.1o think he g0 and spring a
bush league trick like that™

All his» past fame was forgotten;: he
was now a hopeless “shine

They called I “Strike-ont Casey™
frum the Mayer down the line,

And ax he came to bat each dav his
bosam: heaved a sizh

While a look of hop=lesy fury zhone in
mighty Caser's exe,

The lane is long someons has sald
thast never turns azain, ’

And Fate, though fickls. often gives an-
other chance to men. ;

And Caney smiled—3iiq rugged face no
longer wore a frow n;

The pitcher who had started all the
trouble camo te towmn

All Mudviile had assembled; ten thou-
sand fanas had coma _ ]

To seé the twirler w ho had put big

Caser on the bum:
And when he stepped int
muititude wene wiled
He doffed bis cap in proud dizsdain—but
Casey only smijed.

n the box the

*FPlay ball™ the un

onat, and then the

ipira’s

voice rong
Eane becan:

But in that throng of thousands thega
was not & stnzle fan

Who thoaght Mudwvi i a chance
and with the setting sun 5

Their hopes sank low—iha rival tenm

was leadinmg “four to one™

The last half of the ninth came round.
with no changes In the SCOre;

But when the first man un hit safe tha
erowd bezan (o roar

The dIn mrreared. the erh

thonsand shouts was heard

When the pitcher hit the second and
giave “four halls™ to the third

of ten

Three men on hase—noboady cut—threns
Tuls fo ths the zame?

A triple meant the highest nicthe in
Mudvilie's ha!l of fame:

But here the rally ended and the gloom
was deep as night

When the fourth one “fouled to catokh-
er™ a ho il - F b
T :ld th arth Hew out to

A dinmal groan In chorus came—a srow!
was an each facve—

When Casey walked up. hat in hand,
and asipwly took his place:

His bloodshot ey es in fury Eleamed: his
tetth waer+ clinchod in hate:

He gave his cap a viclous hook and
pounded on the plate,

But fame ia Mestinz-as
glory fadea away:

There were no wi and woally cheers,
no glad acelalm this day.

They hissed and groansd and hnoted ax
they clamored, “Stirike him ount!™

But Casey gave no outward sign Mat
he had heard thig shout

the wind, and

The pliteher smiled and cut one loose:
acress the plate it sproad: y

Another hiss, another Rroan—"Btrike
one!™ the umpire sajd,

Zip! Like a shot, the second curve hirokae
Just below his knee—

"Strike two!™ the nmpire roared alond;
but Casey made no plea. -

No roasting for the
wWas an casy lot

But here the pitcher whirled again—
was that a rifle shot?

A whack! a crark! and ot through
space the leather pallet faw—

A blot againet the distant sky—a speck
agalnst the bilue.

umpire now—hia

Above the fence in coenter Seld
whirling flzht e

The sphere sailed on: the bilat ETaw
dim and then was lost to stght.

Ten thousand hats were thrown in alr,
ten thousand threw a fg:

But no one ever found the ball that
mighty Casey hit!

Oh, somewhers In this favored land
dark clouds may hida the aun,

And somewhere bands no longer play
and children have mo fun. 5

And somewherea aver blightad
there hangs a heavy pall:

But Mudville hearty are happy now—
for Casay hit the balll

ives




