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EMS ARE MADE BY READER

D H. BUTTLES, of North Powder,
E eends In two requesta for poems

*‘which he wishes published on
this page—"Deadwood Dick and Plney"
pnd “The Church and the World."

A. Thomas, of Gardiner, asks for the
014 salection from the “Lays of Ancient
Flome,” in which the combat belween
Mamilllus and Herminius is described.
The salection begins:

“Right glad wers all the Romans,
in that hour of dread,
Agalnst great odds, bhors up the
around Valerius dead;
When to the South the cheering
with a mighty swell:
Herminlus comes, Horminius, who
the bridge so welll"™
Grover ¥, Dufftey, of. Moro, wants
*The Country Debating School™ of
whinsh he remembers the Cfollowing

lines:

“The

who
WAar
rose
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old wooden schoolhouse, worn,
battered and brown,
Eil11 stands on a hillzside In a New
Hampshire town;
iIts raftors are rotten, ita floor fs de-
cayed;
The chinks in the celling by chlldren
were made™ .
Copies of “Faithleas Nallie Gray,”
which was publizshed a short time ago,
have been sent by T. Peppard, of
Olympin, Wash., and ""The Blue Junialn"
bhius been received from BMrs. Eleanor
Endicott, of this city.
“Elder Lamb’'s Duounatlon"
quested soveral wecks ngo.
recelved a copy of It from Mrs,
Graham, of Monmouth, and
wuthven, of Corvalliea. We reprint
herewizh:
ELDER LAMB'S DONATION,
By Will Carleton.
Good old Elder Lamb had labored for a
thousand nights and days,
had preached brle Bible
o multitude of ways;
n mas ge
Falth's celestinl wire,
had kept hls lttle chapel full of
flames of heavenly fire;
had raised o nAumMrous
straight and sturdy =
his boys were all considered
unnn ally good;
hig “slender mal'ry” keopt him
svent forth the proclamation:
will pay him up this season with
A gen‘rous, iarge donstion.”
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Bo they brought him hay and barley,
and some corn upon the ear—
SBtraw enough to bed his pony. for fore
ayver and a year;
And they strewed him with potatoes of
inconassquential size,
some onlons whose
drew the molsture from his eyes;
enme cider—more like water, In
an Inventory strict-
some apples, pears
that the Autumn
ploked;
some strings of dried-up apples—
mummies of the fruit creation-—
to swall the doleful census of old
Elder Lamb's Donation.
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last in splandor: but
wrapped in gloom,
EKnelt amid deenying produce and
ruing of his
hl= ty had never till that morn-
ing n bright:
he prayed for those who
him © that unexped
some worldly thoughis
for he wonidered o'or and
If they'd buy that day at auction,
th gave the night before;
his fervent prayer conaludod with
the natural exclamation:
me to thyself In mercy
befores my next donation!™
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The following is gent by Mrs, R. H,
Louteit:
DON'T LEAVE THE FARM,
boys, I have something to tell
you,

Comie near, I would whisper it low—
Xou are thinking of leaving the home-

stead;

Don'c in a hurry
The city has many attractions;

But think of the wvices and sins,
When once in ¢ vortex of fashion,

How downward the course soom

begins,
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*Trake TL.ord,

Come,

to EoO.

You talk of the mines of Australin,
They're wealthy In gold, without
doubt,
But, ah, there |s gold on the farm, boye,
It only you'll shovel it out.
The meroantile life Is a hasard,
Tha goods are first high and
law;
Better risk the 0ld farm a while longer;
Don't be in & hurry to go.

then

The mgreat stirring world has induce-
ments,
There is many a busy mart;
But wealth is not made In a4 day, boys,
Pon't be In n hurry to start,
The bankers and brokers arc wealthy,
They take !n thelr thousands or so;
But think of the frauds and Jecep-
tions—
Pon't be In a hurry to go.

The farm is ths s=afest and surest,
The orchards are loaded todey;

You're free as the alr on the mountains,
And monarch of mil you aurvey.

Better stay on the farm a while longer,
Though profits should ¢coms rather

Elow;

Remember you've nothing to rlak, boya;

Don’'t ba in a hurry to go.
—— - — — -

Mre. F. L. Fornshell, of Newherg, In
a collection of excellent clippings, con=-
tributas, among others, the following
fram an old paper of 1866:

Meny have sought to rival the ex-
cellence of General Lyttle's verses en-
Litied “I Am Dying, Dying.” The
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|
completoness

|

| And
| Doy

following appears In the Crescent
Monthiy. We have reason to bhelieve
that the authorship will ba traced to
Miss Mollle E. Moore, of Texas. This
was written afler reading General
Lyttle's effusion:

CLEOPFATRA TO MARC ANTONY.
Oh! my Anthony, look on me;

Let me guse into thine eyes;
Let me revel in thelr radlance

T1ll the light within them dies.
Lat their starry brightnéss beaming

O'er my tranced soul once more,
Thrill me with the wild emotions

Which they woke in days of yore.

Oh! my Antony. look on me;
False thy worshiped eyes to mine;
Let my soul hold sweet communion
Through those cryetal doors with
thine,
Let our loving spirita mingle
‘rTill the ley thrall of death
Shuts those eyes on me forever—
Btops that music-making breath.

Thou art dying, my proud Roman,
Dying=—when thou mightst have been
Monarah of a world, but gave It
For a smile from Egypt'sa Queen.
Fatal smile to win thy spirit
From (ts glorious eagle rlight;
Mark me Antony, my Roman:
It shall ftade in endless night

Egypt's Queen 18 throneless, fallen;
But she bath a soul of pride,

Mark! the victors they are coming;
How they mock me and deridel

One more look, my dying Roman;
One fond, lingering, last embrace;

Caesar comes, but Caesar's triumph
Egypt's Queen shall never grace.

He ia dead! But dled Triumvir;
Cleopatrn digs—a Queen!
Back to Rome, ateel-hearted wvictor;
Tell them there what thou has seen,
Tell the falr and chaste Octavia
Antony hns scorned a crown;
Tell her how, for him and with him,
Egypt's Royal Star went down.
- ri—
Another famous parody on Foe's
“Raven” Is sent in by F. M. SBebring, of

Roseburg,

The name the author of “The
Ager” 1a not given, but the parody is
one of the beéest of the hundreds of
parodies that have bheen composed on
the famous stanxas of Poe.

THE AGER.
evening bleary,
dreamy, dreary,

of

Once upon an
Whils 1 sal me
In the sunshine, thinking over
Things that passed in days of yore,
1 nodded, noarly sleeping,
Gently came there something creeping
ing
my back, lika wnater
Leaping upward from
= 0 cooling breoxe,”
“From the regions 'neath
Only this and nothing

leaping—
the floor;
I muttered,
the floor—

g

more:

Up

e

Ah! distinetly I remembar—

It was in that waet

When the earth and
Of creation that it bore

Huad for and weeks boen soaking

In the meanest, provoling

Foggy rrina that, without joking,
Weo had ever before;

HSo I kneaw it must be very
Cold and damp heneath the
Very cold beénesth the fluor!

Heptembor—
every membar

days

most
Heen

flonr—

fiat
the
Croving water,
With the
fioor;
found me waxing colder,
And the stretching growing bolder,
And mysslf a foeling older—
idepr than I'd felt before;
Feoellog that my Jjoints were stiffer
" Than they were in days of yore—
Stiffer than they'd been before!

me nearly napping
sunshine stratehing,
but delighted
breese from ‘neath

gaping.
the

T 1

All along my back the creeping
Soon guave pliuce to ruahing, leaping,
countless frozen demons
contluded to explore
cavitles—the varmints!
me and my pether garments,
inte my halr and downward
Through my boots into the floor,
Then I found myvself a shaking,
¥ 3 irst, but more and
more and more—

Uy

¢ More—

Eversy nt

P the “Ager™!

In my very clothes
Bhanking to the
Place whers

#iore;
Shaking

and it shook
and took me
Kitchen

thera was

I8 ma

every

warmth In
(8351
tiil

and

the dishes clattered,
Shaking the ten wns spattered,
Shuikingg, with all my warming
Feoling colder than before
Shaking till it had exhausted
All its powers shuke me more—
THI1 it 1ld not shake more,

Lo
ot me
it rested till the
Then resumed with all
That it had the face
Ehaking, shaking, as
from that day in
that I =hall long remember—
has made dicrnal visits,
Shaking, shaking oh sore!
Shaking off my boots, and shaking
M# to bed If nothing more—
Fully this if nothing g

morel

Then Morrow,
the horror
borrow,
hefore:
Beptember—

1o

it

And today
"Round my cott
Moodlly within
J Inside my gilent door—
for the *“Apger)” seeming
i man forever dreaming:
the sunshine on me streaming
Throws no shadow on the floor—
For T am too thin and sallow
To make shadows on the floor—
Nary shadow any moras!
s
“Grafied Tnto the Army” Ia a rollick-
ing old Civil War song that many will
remember, Mrs, 0. I. Francis, of Metz-
ger, sends the copy.
GRAFTED INTO THE ARMY.

Our Jimmlie has gone for to live In a
tent,
They have grafted him Ioto the army:
He finnlly puckered up courage and
went
When they
Brmy.
He looked kind o slekish—begin to ory:
With a great big Volunteer standing
right In hls eye:
what If the Ducky should up and
die,
Now they've
army!

the swallows filtting

sitting

Eee e

» sunshine

grafted him into the

Oh,

grafted him into the

CHORUS.

Oh, Jimmlas, tarewasll,
Your brothers fall
Way down in Alabama;
I thot they would spare
A lone widder's heir,
But they grafted him into the army.
Now in my provision I see him revealed,
They have grafted him into the army;
A plcket beslde the contented fleld,
Now they've gr-fted him into the
aBTMY ’
I told them the &hild was too younp,

alns,
At the Captain's forequarters they sald
he would paas;
So they trained him right up in the
Infantry class ”
When they grafted him Into the army.

Dressed up In his unicorn, dear little

chap,
They've graflied him into the army.
It seems but a day sipnce he sat on my
lap,
Now they've grafted him Into the
armsy.
There are the trousers he used to wear,
The very same buttons, the patch and
the tenr,
But Uncle Sam gave him a brand new

palr,
When they grafted him Into the army.

—_—
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(Based on an incident of the Crimean War, the following poem has heen a favorite
and In the present war tomes In aguin with an especinl appeal.
all of Taylor's poems The copy used here wans contributed by Clara D. Mitchelil)
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THE MAN WITH THE MUSKET

The p g by i
is ranked by some with Wil 1.
son's e, “"High TIid of
The author was drafled into
servioe, but He
Unlon Toroes
boys in blue
of the war.
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ara plling up me
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To lift & few nammea out of reach—
As If haughty Jove, in a wi ’
Iate,
juggled the metal and stons
lnidd all honaors of (d and of
ELate
On a favorite fow

Hnd
And

the

of

hils own!
But T—1I will pa=s from this rage of
aoaown,

ant

re-
This hill, commotion and
Pass by whe the
look Gwn
With thelr fast-frozen
Hife,

L
th«
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re marbles and bronzon

On the nameless
gloom

Of the pltying
Your ian Is the
the plume
the
mine!

out who cath

and pi
man of the sword and

ne;

But man the

with

him!
knew
commonolace
samped wi him,
nim. foumght with
the =swirl of 1t
filame!
Laughed with him,
taken o part
his cantecen
known
That the throbh of this ch
rie hoy's heart
Was an answering stroke

namea!
wrohod
bhim, too

florow

hera I
with

battlo-

with

eried

of and blanket, and

Irous pral-

cof my own!

also. I

I knew him,
Knew
When hea
ridge,
the mangled body
thers In blue
Was only & pilank In the
Over which szome hould
fame
That

1 tell you; And,

fell on the

battle-swept

That poor that lay
bridge

pass to a

nhall shina while t
shall shine;
hero Is knowh
name,
the
mine!

he high stars

Your by an echoing

But man with the muasket 1

I knew him! Al through him the good
and the bad
Ran together and equally
But 1 judge ns 1 {rust
Judged tha brave Ind,
For death made him noble
In the cyclone of war, In
. eclipse,

Lifa shook out {ta lingering sands,
And he dled with the pnames thac he
loved on his lipw,

His musket still Erasped

hands!

froe:

to me!
ths battle's

in his

Up, ¢lose to the flag, my moldler went
down,
In the sallent front of the line!
You may take for your heroes the men
of renown,
tha Iman
mine!

But with the musket s

- - -

Thera In peaca in the May-iaden grace
aof thsa hours
That come when the day's work Is
done;
And peace with the nameleas who, un-
der the flowers,
Lie asleep In the slant of the sun.
Beat the taps! Put out lights! and si-
lenca all sound!
There s rifle-pit strencth
grave! * 5
They slesep well who 2leep, be they
etrowned or uncrownead,
For death will be kind to the brave!

in the

0Old ocomrades of mine, by ths fast-
wanlng years
That move to mortality's goal,
By my heart full of love and my eyes
full of tears,
T hold you nll fast In my soul!
And 1 march with the May and Its
blogsomy charms
1 tenderly lay on this sod.
And pray they may raest there,
comrades In @armm
Like a kias of forgiveness from Godl
——
Mrs, W, L. Jones, of Abordean, sends
the following:
This poem was originally publshed
without the name of the author 50 or

more vears ago, It was accradited to
the Dublin University Magusice. Man

old

Gottyaburg.” |
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“Give us a song,” the soldiers cried,

The outer
When the

No longer

There was a pause,
“We storm the forts tomorrow;

Sing while we may, another day
Will bring enougﬁ of sorrow.”

They Iny along the battery’s side,

Below the

Brave hearts from Severn and from Clyde,

And from

They sang of love, and not of fame;

t was Britain's glory;

Each heart recalled a different name,
But/all sang “Annie Laurie.”

Fo

Voice after voice caught up the song,
Until its tender passion

Rose like an anthem, rich and strong—
Their battle-eve confession.

Beyond the darkening ocean burned
'i‘he bloedy sunset’s embe

While the Crimean valleys learned
How English love remem

And once again a fire of hell

Rained on
With

And Irish Nora’s eves are dim
For a ﬁinger dumb and gory; ’
And English Mary moums for him

Who sang

Sleep, soldiers, still in honored rest
Your truth and valor wearing.

The bravest

childran of the last generation

familiar with It

I LIVE FOR THOSE WIHIHO LOVE ME,

1 live for those who love ma,
Whose hearts are Kind and true;

the heanven that smiles above
And awnits my saplrit, too;

For all human tles that bind me,

For the task that God assigned me,

For the bright hopes left behind me,
And the good that 1 can do,

nchool
were

ne

"

L]
I live to learn thelr story,
Who suffered for my sake;
To emulate thelr glory
And follow in thelr wake;
Barda, patriots, martyrs, sagoes,
The noble of all ages,
Whose deeds crown history's pages,
And time's great volume make,
I live to hold communion
With all that is divine;
To feel there s a union
"'wizxt nature's hoart
To profit by afiliction,
Reap truth from felds of fiction,
Grow wiser from conviction
And fulfill ench grand design.

and mine:

I live to ball that season

By gmifted minds faretald,

When man shall live by reason
And not alone by gold:

When man to man united,

And every wrong thing righted,

The whole world shail be lighted
As Eden was of old

I llve for those who love me,
For those who Know me true;
For the heaven that smiles above  me
And awalts my apirit, too.
For the that lnoks assistance,
For the wrongs that nesd resistance,
For the future in the distance,
And tho good that 1 can do,
i

e RFE. N

heated guns of
Grew weary of bom

The dark Redan, in silent scoff

Lay grim and threatenin
And the tawny mound of

scream of shot and burst of shell
And bellowing of the mortars.

The loving are the daring.,

Tha following from Mrs.
Mitehell Is a fine characteristic Ameri-|
can bit of verse:
FPFATHS OVER
» What Is so

remember,

And holds such a subtle charm,
As all the winding paths, that were

Around over tha old farm,

Clarn v |
|

THE OLD FARM,

Oh pleasant and good

to

Alongslde the [ences mand through

pastures,

the creek,

bed,

The grazing stock made little paths
By their every-day, shifting tread.

the

To the ponda and calamus |

There was the one down to the Yold |
house,"™ |
orchard and the “milkin" pan™;|
much golng, ¢oming and stirring
abourt,
Evervwhera
then.

The
Ho
seemed

‘round. pathns

the pasture “north.™
branch,

Two mwere ran

To the old log

the lofis,

The hay would

In acroxs the
along at an angle

stables, where, from
swing and dangle.

Then there was another—a merry path,
AS merry as merry could be;
It ran near by the old knotted oak,
Then on past the wild cherry tree.
It led to the creek and the
holes,"

And on to tha “pound’s"” orchard, toe,
Where the sapsuckers drummed and
the ryellowjackets hummed,

And the striped June apples grew,

“swimmin'

All the Summer long this path seamad
new,
And over it the chape wounld mo,
With ¢an of worms and *“fishin’ poles*
Sunburnt faces and health aglow.

There was yet another—Oh, memory
plonsant—
To the merry path ‘twas a mate;
And llke two sunheams they angled
ApAarT,
Both xtnr}lnz at the old front gate.

Firat It led to the sugar camp,
Then over and down a hillside,
Kept along in the bottom to the “fer™
footiog,
W"hrrlc&a sycamore stood on the other
slde.

And this wans the path to the 1little
schoolhouse,
B0 modest, s0o humble, so dear:
Byt hasxten, oh memory and lift the
mist,
Of n fast Eatharing tear:-
Lire it sliiontly and unaseen,
As the sunshine lifts the dew,
The bygene yeara must bring no tears,
For thelr memory ls sunshine, too.
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guarding

tren
the camps allied

under;
alakoff
beiched its thunder.

A guardsman said,

emoking cannon,

the banks of Shannon.
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rs.

the Russian guarters,

of “Annie Laurie.”

are the tenderest,

**Thes

heen

of
has

NRead River Valley,™
reprinted already.
LETTER EDGED IN BLAOCK.
standing by my window yester-

day morning.

Without thought
When I saw the

the pathway

With such a smiling face and jaunty

air .
He rung the bell
walted,

And thien he sald, “Good morning to

you, Jack"
But he litlle knew
brought me
he handed
biack.

n Topy
which

THE

Wi

I

aof worry or care,
rostman coming up

and whistled as he

the sorrow he had

As me a letter edged In

CHORUS,
As T heard the postman whistling yes-

and the garrison, Including Colonel
Bowie and David Crockett, killed, One
man had previcusly made his escape.
The copy of the poem la sent by Clara
D. Mitche]l
THE DEFENSE OF THE ALAMOD,
Santa Ans came storming, as a storm
might come;
Thers was rumble of cannom, there
was rattle of biade!
Theres was cavalry, infantry, bugle and
drum—
Full seven
parade,
The chivalry, Tlower of Mexico:
And a gaunt two hundred lm the Alameol

thousand, In pomp nand

And thirty lay sick, and some
shot through:
For the siege bhad been bitter, and
bloody, and long,
“Burrender, or dle!™—"Men, what will
you doT
And Travis, great' Travia,
sword, quick and strong;
Drew a llne nt his feet—""WIIl ¥oa
come? Will you ga?
I dle with my wounded, in the Alamo."

were

drew

Then Bowile gasped:
that line!™
Then Crockett, one hand to the sick,
one hand to his gun,

Crossod with him; and never & word
or a =mign

Tl all, mick or well,

baot one,

One man. Then 2 woman stopped pray-
ing, and lo

Took her place to dlis In the Alamo.

“Leand ma over

all, all save

Then that one <coward

night., in that

When all men
thought

Of home, of tomorrow,
right,

Tl dawn:
shot,

In answer to Iinsolent

From the gld bell tower

fled,
night—
ntly prayed and

in the

of God and the

then Travis and cannon
Moxico,
of the Alamo.

Then came Eanta Ana; of
fiame!
Then the red escalade; then the fight
hand to hand:
Such an unegual fight
name
Since the Perslan hordes butchered
that doomed Spartan band
All day! and all night! and the morn-
ing =0 slow,
Through baittle

Alamo.

a crescent

as never had

Emoke mantling the

Then ailence!
sand
n

Such
Iay ¢easd
creacent outsidel
Not a breath
Bave the gasp of a
gashod head;
alene, all alons
for death:
And sho but a nurse
we Know
Another likeo this

silence! Two thou-

In and within?

woman, with gory

All there, walting

Yot

of the Alamo?

Shout “Viotory,
I sy “tis not alway

I say that the victory,
s i 0 tos

v!,,._.,,‘.._ letory
bk s to win;
e or slow,
grapples with

-
far

ve hero wh

st asking to

it death In
—J A 7IN
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X hiz Alamo.
Q MILLER.
The
printed
Luce,

only
her

copy of “Tr Worth"

by

10
fbutad

ro-
Ruth

ont
TIRUE

By the pleas
Husband and wifs
And they talked of t

had seen.

And of how the years
Of the sons now »
And

WORTE,
ani fire they

al one n

ight,

-,

he changes they

had flo

‘attored far an AT,

terday morning,
Coming up the pathway
pack,
littla knew
brought me
he handed me a letter edged
black.

with

his

He the sorrow he haa

Ab in

With trembling hands I took
from him;
broke the
It enid:
"Come home,
mother's dead
Your mother's words,
ever uttered:
“Tell my boy 1 want him to come back.’
My eyes are blurred,
My poor old heart is breaking
While I'tm writing yYou this
edged black.

the lotter

1 seal and this Is what

my boy: your dear old

the last she

letter
in

I bow my
row,
The sunshine of by 1ife, It has all fled
Since the postmun brought that .
Yesterday morning,
Saying "Come home, my boy.
dear old mother's dead.™
It sald, “Farget thoss ANETY words wera
spoken,
know I didn't mean them, don't
you, Jack?
May the angels bear me witneas, I am
A wsking
Your forgiveness in th
In Dlack."

head In sadness and In sor-|

'.»t:r_r:

your

You

ia letter edged
|
—_—— |
FEOPLE WILL TALK, |
CAuthor unknown.) |
may get through
"twill be very
you listen to all
You go;
You'll be worrfed and fretted, and ku-;rll
in Elo w4
ru-_u!‘.li--;mnm tongues
something to deo.
And people wil)

You this world, but
atow |

that s eald as

For have |

must
talk,

If quist and modest, you'll have it pre-
mumad
That your humble position is only as-
sumecd-— o '
You're n wolf In sheop's clothing, or |
else you're a fool;
But don't get exciled—Keep perfectly
cool—
For people will talk.
And then, if Fou show the Jeast Bold-
nosa of heart, .
Or a silght Inclination to take your
awn part,
They will call youn an
celted and valn,
But keep stralght ahead—don‘t stop
to explain—
For people will

“upstart,” con-

tallk

If threadbare your dress, or old-fash-
joned your hat,
SBomoone will surely take notles of
that, .
And hint rether strong that you can't
PAY Your waw:
But don’'t get excited, whatever they |
o y—
For people will tallk
If you dress In the fashlon, don't think
ito emcape,
For they'll eriticise then In a different
shape;
You're ahénd of your means, or your
tallar's unpald;
But mingd your own business, there's
naught to bs made—
For people will talic

Now the hest way to do iz to do as
you pleanse,
For your mind, if you have one, will
then be at coase;
Of course you Will meet with ali sorts
of abuse,
But don't think to stop them—It's not
ANy use—
For people will talk.
—Contributed by Mrs, H. H. S8mith.
——— -
The Alamo was a mission bullding”
rfounded In 1774 at San Antonlo, Tex.
Until 1753 it was used as a church and
subsequently wms &« fort, beilng sur-
rounded by strong walls. In Pebru »
1838, 1t was occupled by Colomel W,
Travis with about 180 men In revolt
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You are warth Its riche
You are worth
told—

You are worth my
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are worth the
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You worth the
Oh, Mary, there s
To any what
“Well, dear, I
yon
Morte than forty
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To the whale
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wide worl
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Now,
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More
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Bo tell me the d1fference, Frank ™
*It ism't much,” he sald with amil
“T've gathered a miljlon from the plie

And locked It up bank."”
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MAIN ON THE
the humid darknes
Over all the siarry
Hike 3 o 3]
happy tear
to press the pillow

Of a cottage chamber bed
And lls listening to the ralndropa

On the low roof overhend.

we have never been poor at

ian't it nice to kn«

reo & million, hid
fo F VOArs

then, we

w
Honalre
than TRy

happy are happy

In the
ROOF.

gathared
sphoeres

a

softly
Breaking into

awaet

To the quick beats on the shingles
Anrwaor eochoos In the heart,
And dim, dreamy recnllections
o form and heing start
the busy fairy, Fancy,
Weaver her alr threadas,
woaof,
Ar I liston to the patter
Of the light rain on the roof,

warp and

Now In memory comes my mother,
Ar she used, far Summers gone,
Takink leave of little faces
That her loving look shone on,
And I feel that fond ook on me
As T hear the old refrain
Hear reponted on the shinglies
By the patter of the rain,

Then my little seraph-aluter,
With the wings and waving haiy,
With her star-eyed cherud brother—
A serene, angelic palr—
Glide around my wakeful plllow
With sweet pralse or mild reproof,
As I shut my eyos mand listen
To the soft raln on the roof.

And another comes ta thrill me
With her eyes betwiching blue,
And I mind notU musing on her,
That my heart she never knsw,
I remember but to love her,
With a passjon kin to paln,
And my quickened pulses guiver
To the pattor of the rain

Art hath naught of tane or cafence,
Naught of music's magle spell,

That ¢an thril) the specret founialn
Whence the tears of mapture well

Like the weird nocturne of Nature,
That subdusd, subdulpg strain

Which s played upon the shingles
By the patter of the rain.
(Contributed by Mra. F. L. Fornshell,

of Newberg.)

“Jane Jones™ is one of the best

mn the government of Mexico.
A mm-l&-hl k torribls it
was March 6,

taken by Asseuit o

krnown of the many deilzhiful, hu

\
when sball

Ben King.

Ruth Luee sends the fol=
Iowing copy:

JANE JONES,
Jane Jopes keeps a-whisparin® to me
all the time,
An' says: “Why den't you make 1t
a rale -
To study your leasons an' work hard
an’ léarn,
An' never be absent from school®
Remember the story of Ellhw Burritt;
How he clumbd up to the top;
Got all the knowledge ‘at he ever had
2 I‘L:n;n In the blackamithin' shopt™
ane Jones als honestly sald
Mebby he d14-—3 chmno’: am—_—

'Courge, what's n-keepin' me "way from

the top
Is mot never havin’ no blacksmithin®
-

shop.
She maid "at Ben Franklln was awlally
poor,
But full o' ambition and bralns,

An' studied philosophy all his hull Jifs,
An’ see what he got for his palnn
He brought clectricity out of the aky

With u kite an' the lghtain' and key,
S0 we're owin® him more'n anyone ¢ise
Fer all the bright llghts "at we ses.
Jane Jones, she nctually said it was ao;
Mebby he dld—1 dunna:
"Course what's aller's been hinderin” me
In not having any kite, lightnln® or key.

Janea Jonea sald Columbus was out at
the knees
When he first thought up his big
schome;
An’ all the SpanTards and Italiana, too,
They laughoed and just said ‘twas =
dream;
But Queen Iaabelln, she liatened to him,
.}:ut pawned all her jeweols o' worth,
An' bought him the Santa Marlern's
said

- "Go, hunt up the rest of the earth.*™
Jane Jones, she honestly said It was
Mebby he did—1 dunnod; -

"Course, that may all be, but you must

nllow
They min't any land to dlscover Just
now
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The followlng = by Mra. Clara
. Mitchell:

GOOD "POSTLE
dono read de good
plus thro'
J telln you,
RLory .
fahmiliar

new,
An' 1 'low I's a walkin'

n
PAUL.

1 book cl'ar

Oh,
hits a mighty fine

an’

An'

I's with de gospel, ol

in de glory.
to resd "bout the blossed
H Ghos
dne maints
yvesrions,
de purt ob
de mos’
Is where Faul
‘Phesinna.

I ke o
aly
An' an’ do mahacles an'

Jut de book dat I likes

p'ints hia ‘platle at de

When I looks down deep in mah po' ol
hanart,

I wondah

mel
like do lightanln’

nend a dart

ol de thundah clond ter strike

me.

ef do ILo'd kin evah Ike

'‘Ponra 's gwine ter

Out

But I know of we's good an” does what's
8 De great judye 1a kin' in Bis Geceas-
An® I :t.::.};': to de Yook and I &ita mal

;_‘uu‘. p'ints his “pistle at de
‘Fhosians,

Ef yo' falth's kinder shaky sa' you
don’ jon" know
Ef yo' feet Is op de rock or in ds
miire,
"Postle Paul kin tell you de way you
orter go
Fo' o Keep you from Fotltin’ In de
fire.

You kin plip by Eatan ex alick o3 &
dart,

An' ¥ou won't hev po wrecks sr Ho
£ colleenions,
E{ you read de good book till you mit

It all by heart

Where Paul .p'inis his "plstie at ds
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