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SCRAP-BOOKS PROVE RICH FIELD FOR RARE OLD CLASSICS|

INCE the publication of this page
was begun In February we have
reprinted more than 600 old poems,
~known ofhers ob-
tbution= from 4ld sorap-

othere songs that the eontribu-
daclared they had navar befaras
seen in print

A large proportion of thass poeama re-
printed were sént in by countributors
in response to published requests of
othar readers, and while we nare Te-
eeiving contributions continually wa
Are also recélving requests more
ald poems, In almoat aqual volume.

A. D, Allen, of Corbett, has writtan
asking the publiéation of “The
Battls of Vicksburg,” which begins:

i rE'S low and muddy
s wounded soldler Iay,
weore on his happy home
ousand milea away.”
Alderman arks if It Is possible
a copy of the old childhood

S

tore

ciassics,

for

for

a ti

L.
to procure
favorites:
“Tom Twist

N6 boy was o cléver ar
He durned ten double

backwerd

And stood on his head all day long.™

CGioldun han contributed
maveral copies of verse asked by our
other readers, requests for herself,
“Maryviand, My Maryland,” and “Mathie
Wumble,” In which soms of the wards
Are:

" A mutual 1ife with mutual joy,
Two pretiy girle and four fins
Raliglon once they did profdass

And walked In paths of righteousness]
Whaeoather this ba right or wrong,

This shall be answersd In thé song.”

Golda Adams also requests “Paul
Reveéeras Ride," which reprint from
A cony furnished by E. J. 8lmp-
son, of Buxton,

Thia poem by
Aan 1 a which
Eevolut iary sWar
born In Boston in
in 1818 He was
despcant. Ha was
graved thea plates
moenéy.

PATUL REVERE'S RIDE.
Tdsten, my children, and yvou shall hear
Of the midnight 2 of Paul Revare,

R.

was a wonderful fellow,
strong
somersaults

Adama, who

boys,

we
Mre.
Longfallow, is about
-urred during the
il Revere was
1735, and dled there
nf Prench Husgudénot
an engraver and en-
for ths Continental

nt o

On tha 18th of April in seveniy-five;

Hardly a man Is now allva

Who remembérs that famous day and
Yaeur.,

¥la said to his friend, if the British
march

By land or sea from the town tonight,

Hang a lantern aloft in the belfry-arch

Of the North Church tower, as a signal-

One Ly land, and two if by sea;

And T on the opposite shore will ba,

Ready to ride and 4 the alarm

Through every Midc ex village and
farm,

For the country folk to be up and to
arm,

Mennwhila his friend, through alley
and str L,

Wanders and fches with enger cars,

Till in the sllance around him he haars

The mustar of moen at tha barrack-
door,

The sound of arms, and the tramp of
feet, .

And the measured tread of the grena-
dlers

Marching down to theilr boats on the
shore.

Then he eclimbed to tha tower of the
church,

Up the wooden stalrs. with stealthy
tread,

To the belfry chamber ovarhead.

Meanwhlle, {mpatlent to mount and
ride,

Booted and spurred, with a heavy
ptride, »

On the opposite ghore walked Panul
eVars,

Now he his horsa"s =side,

tha landscape far and

patted

Now gazed on
near,

Then Impatuous gtamped thae sarth,
And and tightenad his saddle-
But he watched with ecager |
[ |
The belfry-tower of the 614 North

Churaoh,

Where only thelr consclence might
consure,
And anly thelr God might view.

Theirs not the orimson glory
Of the flald where banners wave,
And the physical couraze of thousands
Leaves but onie remembered grave,

But they walked and slept with danger,
Like a shadow hovering mnear,

A thousand miles from suceor
They hiad steeled their hoarts to fear,

They clamored o'er untrod mountains,
Where the mighty crags lay piled;
They thréanded their way Lhrough can-
YOns,
Ehadowed, and dark, and wild.

They crossed o'er the burning desert,
And saw but the blasted plain,
YWhich the mirags, bright, prophetie,
Bhowed as flelds of waving grain.

They floated on unknown rivers,
» Through valleys bright and green:

Through breaks in the waving sky-
lina

Wera the snow-topped mountains
BCeen.

And they waiched the shifting land-
ECApe,

That lay mirrored there in the
stream,

Till faled and true commingled,
As shadowy forms of a dream.

Set thick in each mountaln vallay—
Reflacted—the farmstaads shone,
Telling mute tales of somfort,
Where plenty relgned amlone.

Begirt by gardens and garners
And orchards blossoming bright,
While a glow from a happy hearthslde
Shone out on A gloaming night,

They skirted the mighty forast,
Which swept owward, swell on swell,
The sereen of its Jeafy branches
S0 thick that no aunbeams fell

Awearied, they sunk to slumbar
By the campfire's‘flickering ray—
To be warmed by fevérlih fanclés
As bright and as clear as ths day,

No longer mystic and sileant

In~lts tangle of clambering vine—
The mighty forest re-schoad

The crash of the falling pine.

O'ar the rush and roar of the river
1os¢ the whistle's shrilliing blast
the quiet harbor benesth them
Lay hulks of a shipyard vast

In

Triumphant through every danger,
The toll and privationa done,
They told of the Iand of promise

Bentath the setting sun,
In themn we honor the manhood
Of the sturdy ploneer,
Couragaous and 1If-rellant,
Unsullied by falss veneer.
—GEORGE H. NIXON.

“The Highland Bonnet™
Mrs. . H. Southit
THE HIGHLAND RONNET.
Coeme, rax mae dosn that bonnet, lads,
V1' bullets riddled through,
An' I will don it ance again,
Though suld an’ fall I'm noo,
I wore It, Inds, on twanty fields,
An' last at Waterloo.

is =ent by

They tell mes that the Governmant
Hans doomed that bonnet braw,

But surely 8c6tiand bettér kKens
Than let these plumeés awa';

Oof name an' fame thase latier years
Are surely growin' sma’,

Noo, look va on that bonnet, lads,
BEyne look ye. Inds, on mae,
Nae wonder though I'm frall and white,
This 4ay I's ninety-three,
An' threa-score yeéars an'
made
A wondrous changeée on me.

aucht hbae

Then T could walk erect and firm,
W' martial step and true;

Ah! weel I mind the mornin’, iads,

We marched at Waterloo.

think I see the muddy rye

An' “Bonny's” legions too,

I

As [t rase above tha graves on tha hill,

Lonely, and speéctral, and somber, and |
still. |

And 1o! as he looks, on the hi.-lfry‘s[
heaight

A glimmér, and then a gleam of light!

e aprings 10 the saddle, the bridle hei
tuins,

lingeras and gasesn,

sight

A recond lamp In the belfry burns!

A hurry of hoofs In a village stroét,

ight, a bulk in the

But till full on his

A shape In the moonl
dark.

And beneath from the pebhles, In pass-
ing.

n spark
by B steed

and fleat—

that flles fear-

alll And yet, through tha
om and the Hght,
of A Nation was riding that |
ht:
And the spark struck out by that steed,
in his flight,
Kindlad the land into flame with fta
hest.
Tt was 12 by thae villaza clock, |
When ha et vl the bridge Into Mad-
tord .
Tt was one By the villaze clock, |
When he rode into Lexington.
He gaw the gilded weathercock -
Ewlm in tha moonlizht ns he passsd,

And the mesting<-honss windows, hlank
and bare, |

Gaze at him with a spectral ziare,

Ar If they already stood achast 1

At the binody work they would look |
upon.

You know the rest. In the books you
have read |

How the British regulara fired and
fled, |

How thh farmers gave them ball for
ball,

From behind each fence and farmyard-
wall,

Thasing tha redeoats down the Iane,

Then crossing the flelds to emerge
again |

Undar the trees at the turn of the road, |

And only pausing to fire and lond. -

S50 through the night rode Paul Ravare: |
And mo throngh the night went his ory
of alarm

|

|

To avery Middlesex village and farm— |
|

|

of deafiance, and nnt of fear—
@ In the darkness, £ knock at thes
donr, |

And h word that shall echo forever-
mora!

For, borne on the night-wind of ths
poast

Through all aur history, to the Iast.

In the hour of darkness and peril a.'ﬂdl
nesd,

The people will waken and lsten to
hear

The hurrying hoof-baat
And the midnight
Reverd,

of that steed, |
messages of Paul

RSN
LEWIS AND CLATK,
the lighta of fmpsrial purple,
Let their names on the night
flung;
Theza typas af sturdy millions
Whose deeds remain unsung,

In
be

Theire not the shifting glamour,
Where fortune's favorites bask;
Theirse but tha patient dolng
Of a hard unlovaly tnsk

Theirs not the pomp and splendor
Of a gourt, whers, wined and dined,
Enmeée man of A steadfast porpose
Réex a fataful treaty algned.

Theirs bBut tha rigid afAharencs
To a duty sget to do—

I think I gee oor Highland lads
Stan' like a six-foot wa',

The gleamin' bayongt= in a Une,
An' feather bonnets &',
n' foremost In the Highland charge
The gallant Forty-Twa.

I hear the ringing' pibroch yeat
That ' oor pipers blaw,

While volleye crashed on ilka wmlda
3id strains o “Donald Dhu™;

An' past ug swept the noble “Greys,
For Scotland chargin’ too.

Auld Britain then had routh o' men
‘Mang thess north hKilla awa',

gladly wad hne glen them kilta

An' feather bonnsts twa

stan' betwean her an' héer o8B,

Defvin' nations a’.

But sheép an' deer aeem betler gear
Than honest, sturdy men.

An’ sesa the lads that kenn'd nae fear
Hae had to leave the glen,

Th re owre the stas an' far awa’,
Ne'er to come back sgain.

I'm wae to think o' Scotland noo,
Ehe's nasthing like the same -

As whan we smote those foreign hordes
And Aally wan her fame.

Oor Scottish regiments moo,
Are Scottish but In namea.

1 fear,

Thevll mindly offer bonnets, lads,
An' guinéns, too,.1 fear,

To plant the men, erd 4' be gane,
Where noo they've planted deéer;

Recrultin' will coma badly on
Where only grouse théey rear.

Ower late, T doubt, they'll] maybe learn
That Lords an' forests braw
Are puir an' feckless substitutes

For them that are awa'.
Wheén Eritain's foes may aorack her
croon,

An' ower hér croosaly craw.

Then feather bonnets will be rifa
An' temptin®' bribes be thrown,

FButl kilts an’ bonnets a' will la

An' nans to put them on;
For year by year they disappear—
The lads will soon be gone.
—JOHN 8. RAE,
i
AUVLD LANG SYNEL
Shonld auld acquaintance be forgot,
And never brought to min'?
S8hould auld acqualntance bHe forgot
And days o' auld lang syne?
For nuld lang syne, may dear,
For auld syne,
Wa'll tak' & cup o' kindness yet,
For auld lang syne.

| e twa hae run sboot the brass

And pu'd the gowans fine;
But we've wander'd many a weary foot
Sin" anld lang syne.

We twa hae paldl't {* the burn
From morning sun till dine;

But seas between us brald hae rosred
S5in’ auld lang syne.

And hera's a hand my trusty tlare,
And gile's & hand 6 thine.
And we'll tak' & right guld willle-
wnught,
For auld lang syne,

And suraly ye'll be Your pint-atoup
And surely I'll bha mine;
And wea'll tak’ a ecup 08" kindness yot,
For auld lang &yne,
—ROBERT BURNS,
ot ey
“The Church and the World*
quested recently,

Te-
ia furnished ua by

ple to pausa And reconsider thelr determination
was supplied by lorne Kirk, of St. Faul.)

(The frigats Constitution, whose glorious réecord Is known to all familliar with our naval history,.
saved from destruction by the following beautiful llnes of Dr. Oliver Wandell Holmes, which eaused the pro-

of breaking up the Natlon's favorite.

was

Tha copy used here

Ay, tear her tattered ensign down!
Long has it waved on high,
And many an cye has danced to see
That banner in the sky;
Beneath it rung the battle shout
And burst the cannon's roar:
The metoor of the ocean air
Shall sweep the clouds no more.

Her deck, once red with hero’s blood,
Where knelt the vanguished foe,

When winds were hurrying o’er the flood
And waves were white below,

No more shall feel the victor’s tread,
Or know the conquered knee:

The harpies of the shore shall pluck
The eagle of the sea!

Oh, hetter that her shattered hulk
Shonild sink beneath the wave—
Her thunders shook the mighty deep,
And there should be her grave.
Nail to the mast her holy flag,
Sat every threadbare sail,
And give her to the god of storms,
The lightning, and the gale!

Mra. W. L. Joynt, of Aberdeen, and Mrs.
M. Luka, of Portland:

THE CHURCH AND THE WORLD,

{(Fromi an old scrapbook; author not
Known.) -
The church and the world walked far
Apart
On the changing shore of time;
The world was singing a giddy song
And the church a hymn sublime

“Come, glve me your hand,”™ sald the
merry world,
“And walk with ma& ths way™;
But the mood eéhurch hid her snowy
hand

And solemnly answered “Nay."
*1 will not glve thees Iny hn
And 1 will not v k wi
Your way Is the

And your word re
“*Nay, walk with ' &

Said the world with
“The Toad 1 walk (=

And the sun ghines alwajz

“Your way iz narrow and

rough,

and thorny

While mine s flowery and smooth;
Tour lot is sad with veproach and toil,
But in rounds of joy I move.
My way, you can seo, Ila a broad, falr
one,
And my gnte e high and wide
There I8 room anough for v nd me
And we'll travel side by alde"™
Half shyly the church approached the
world
And gave him her hand of snow
And the false world grasped it and

walked along
And whispered in a
“Your dreas is too sl
tarte;
I have gold and pearls Lo wear:
Rich velvets and silks for your graceful
form
And diamonds to deck your halr.™

ceenta Jow:
1la Lo please my

The church loocked down at har plaln
white Tobes
And then at the dazzling world,

L And blushed as she ér.w his handsoma
lip
With a smile contemptn

ous curied

“I will change my dress for o costiiar
oneo,"

Sald the church with a amile of
Brace,

Then her pure white garment drifted
away

And the world gava in their place

Boatutiful sating and fashionabls sllks
Apd roses and gems and
And over her forehead her it halr
fall, s
Woven in a thousand curls.
“Your house I» too plain,” sald the

proud old world
“T.et me bulld you ons liks mine,
With a kitchen for feasting ana parlor
for play,
And furniture ever so fine.”

So he bulilt
housas,
Eplendld It was to behald:
Hér sons and her daughters
quently there,

Shining in purple and gold.
And falr and festival—frolios
Were held In t} )
And maldens bewito

her a costly and beautiful

met fre-

untold,

-
of pr

old,
With world-winning graces rare,

Bedecked with fair Jewela and halr all
curls,
Untrammeled by goans! or laws,
To begulle and amuse and win from the
world
Some help for the righteous causs,
The angel of morcy rebukell the church

And whispered: "I know thy sin:"
Then tha churoch inoked sad and
anxiously lonzed

To gather her children in

But some wers away at thes midnight
ball,
And others were at the play,
And some were drinking In gay sa-
loons,
And the angel went awny.
And then =ajd the world In soothing
“tones:

“Your much=loved
harm,
Meraly Indulging
B0 she leaned on

ones mean ho

in innooent
im

Fports.'”
proffered arm

And smlled and ohatted
flowers,
And walkéd along with
Whila countiess millions
souls
To the horrible pit were h
“Your préacherzs are all toeo
plain."
Bald the gay world with a sneesr;
*They frighten my chlldren with dread-
ful tales
Which I do not like them to hear.

and gathered

the world.
of preclous
1ried!

old

and

“They talk of judgment and fire and
pain
And the doom of endless night;
They warn of a place that should not be
This spoken to ears polital
T wil] send you some of a bettar stamp,
More brilliant and gay and fast,
Who will show how men mny llva as
they list,
And go to heaven at last

“Tha Father
Food,
Loving and tender and kind;
D6 you think he'd take ona child to
heaven
And leave another hehind?
Bo she called for pleasing and gay dl-
vines—
Deemed gifted and great and learnsd,

!s,me.’ciful. Freat and

And the plain old men who
the cross

Were out of her pulpits turned.

preached

Then Mammon came In and supported
the church
rented o prominent pew;
preaching and sloging and floral
display
Soon procidimed a gospel new,
“You giva too much to the poor”
the world,
“Far more than you ought to do;
Though the poor nevd shelter, food and
olothes,
Why thus should it trouble you?

And
And

suid

"Go, taka
robes
And horses and carriages fine,
And pearis and jeweéls and dalnty food,
The rarest and ‘costllest wina

your mon‘e}' and buy rich

My children they dote on such
things,
And If you thelr love would win
You must do as they do and walk in
¢ wWay,
The flowery way they'res In."
Then the cochurech her purse-strings
tightly held’
And ravely loweared her head,

And =sim “I've given too much
I will do, eir, as xou have said.”
So the poor were turnd from the door

in soorn;
She hoprd not the orphans’ ery:
And she drew her beau ul robes malde

Ar the widows went weeping by.

And they of the church and they of the
world
Journeyed closely hamnd amd heart,
And none but the master who knoweth

all
Could discern the two apart.
Then the church sat down at her eass
and sald:
“T nm rich and Iin goods Increased;

I have necd of nothing and naught t
But

<o
to laugh and dance and feast.'

The siy world hesard her and laughed
within
And mockingly said aside:
““The church has fallen—the beautiful

church,
Heér ahame fe her boast and pride.”
Thus her witnessing power. sias! was
lost
And the perflous times came in;
Tha time of the end, oft foretold—
Of form and pleabdre and sin.

EO

Then the
sent
whispered In silghs her nams,
the sainta their anthems of rap-
ture hushed
And covered thelr heads with
A volea came down from
heaven,
From him that sfts on the throne,
*“I know thy works and what thou hast

angel drew néar ths mercy

And
And

shame
the hush of

sald,
But, alas, thou hast not known
“That thou art poor and naked and

hlind,

With pride and ruln enthrallod;
The expected bride of the heavenly
droom
Iz the harlot of the world!
Thou hast coemsed to watch for that
hlessed hops,
Hast fallén from xzeal and gracs,
S0, now, ulas! I must cast thee otut

And blot thy name from s place”
e
THE WATER THAT IS
Listen to the water mill,
Through the livelong day,
How the clanking of the wheals
Weunrs the hours away.
uldly the Autumn wind
] Ereenwood leaves;
fields the reapers sing,
Binding up the slheaves;
And a proverb haunts my mind
An a apell 1s cast—
“The mill will never grind
With the water that has passed.

PAST,

e

From t

Take the lesson to thysalf,
Loving heart and true,

Golden ¥Years are passing by,
Youth Is flesating., too;

Learn to.make the most of life,
Lose no happy day,

ne will never bring thes back
Chancos swept awey.

Leave no tander ward unsald,
Love whila life shall last—

“The Mmill will never: grind
With the water that lras passed.”

TI

Work while yet the dnviight shines,
Man of strength and will;

Never doek the sireamlet glids
Uselesn by the mill

Walt not tili tomorrow's aun
Beams upon thy way:

All that thou cansat call thine own
Lies in thy today,

Power, intellect and health
May not, cannot last—

“The miil will never grind
With the water that has passed.”

Oh, the wasted hours of life
That have drifted byl

Oh, the good we might have dons,
Lost without a sigh!

Love that we might once have pavad
By a single word;

Thoughts concaived bdut mever pennad,
Parishing tnheard,

Take the proverd to thy heart,
Take., oh, hold it fast—

“Tha mill will never grind
With the water that has passed.™
(This Is from one of my old sorap

books, but some way have fallad to
save the author's name.—Clara D.
Mitchell.

—s

In & collectlion of eclipplogs sent by

Mrs. R
included:

H. Louttit, tha following 1=

DUTY.

He was n falr and noble youth,

An earnest ploadar for the truth;
And one walked with him earnest-ey
Who'd look Into his face with pride.

L

And
And

he wan strong In strength of will,
she was weak and gquestion'd still]

And thus on all the wronga they saw,
Cne only will'd the sword to draw.
“O, 1t s grand no doubt,” sald he,
*“To fashlon dreams of llberty;

But thought ia but a filag unfurl'd,
Which on bears throughout the
“And love, It 1= not wall to frown

When I must
down:"
xo L

onward

throw the gauntiet

And
Went

parted there, and he

to his destiny.

“O, woe {2 me,” the malden
“1I sure will find him "mong the dead:™
And kneeling low, disconsolate,

Ehe wept the palace gate.

snid,

ide

On grim war fields hgr form was sesn

And slow her slep, and sad her mien;
“He s not where the vanquish’'d lie,
And I must see him ere 1 dle”

Bho followed whers the victors led,

“He Is the foremoat sure,” she sald.
And stayed her feet whearae drum-bants
roli,

Within

tha anclent capitol.

Rich men and maldens throng the door,
Whence lasuss the proud Emperor;
But In the lists of high renown

Elie hears not his name echoéd dowrn

"0, woe s me,” tha malden sald,

And down the olden city sped;

"I may not ses my, love agnin,

And famine stalks in street and lane.
“And heart, It is not meet for thee

To llat tha shouts of victory.

And there ars dutiecs nobler far
Where fever and where famine are™
In the firat streak of dapplad morn,
Frone In the dust, and weak and worn

And dylog, she and one waa there,
Who kneel’'d beslde her form In pruyer.

Hs was a falr and nobla youth,

An sarnest pleader for the truch:
And she who lay there at hiz side
SBmiled up Into his facs and died
—DAVID MITCHELYL SMITH.

A familiar old classic Is the following

Eent In by X H. H. Smith
MOTHER'S FOOL.
“*Tis plain enmough to =ee,"” snid the |
far a wife,
*“Thesa boys will make their mark in |
life;

They were naver mades to handle a hoe,
And at once to college ought to go.

There's Fred, he's lttie better than a |

fool,
But John and Henry must go to school™

“Well really, wife,” quoth Farmer

Brown,
snt

As hy
“Fred
Than
Book

his mug of cldar down,
more work in a day for me
hin brothors do in three.
learnin' will never plant ona's
eorn,

hoe potatoes, sure’'s vyou're born;

L]

Nor

Nor mend a rofl of broken fence—
For my part, glve me common sense,”
But his wife was bound the roost to

rula,
Bo John and Henry wers sent to school,
y a ¥Fred, of course, was l1&ft bahind,
had no

use his mothe sald be

mind.

r

Five
Then
John

yeonrs at school the
into business ~fo!
lam™ned to play
fiddie,

And parted hls halr, of course, In the

middle;

his brather lookad rather higher

than he,

And hung out a sign, “H, Brown, M. D.*

students spent
ona went,
the flute

Aand

While

it home thelr bhrother Fred
notion Into his head:

irimmad his apple trees,
onlons and planted peas,

(Y
qulisatly

But he
And weeded
While somehow, by hook and drook.

He mAnaged to reéead full many & book.

Mutil at last hix father sald,

He was gotting “book-learnin’ Into his
haad;

“But for all that,” added Farmer
Brown,

*He's the asmartast boy In town!™

The war_broke out and Captaln Frad

A hundred men to battis led,

And when the rabsl fiag came down,

He went marching home as “Ganeral
Brown"

But he went to work on thes farm agaln,

And planted corn and sowed his grain,

And shingled the barn and mendad the

fenoe,

the peoople declarsad he -had com-

mon sensse.

T

Now common Sansée WaAs VAry TAre,

And the wstate-house necded a portion
thers;

80 the “ramily dunce” moved Into
town,

And the poople ealled him “Governor

Brown'";

And the brothers who went to the clty
school,

Came homa to live with “mothar's fool.”

—_ - e =
Mrs, T. G. Haven, of Rossburg,

sends the following copy of “Grand- eopy of “The Bright Sunny South™ for
mother's Chest"™ our readess aszked
GRANDMOTHER'S CHEST. | ¢ BRIGHET SUNNY SOUTH.
TT!‘"N-'B a chest In the dlm old garret|’ at B y South was In peacs
That Iz hid "neath & pall of duat, nd
Aud ocurtained by dainty cobwaba | The years my childhood ‘were
That cover the signs of rust | ni
'Tis Grandmothar's anclent | From a ) plain to &
And there untouched It | 1€ Lt
Binces over hor pancef bo ¥ ]F.'\.‘-r de eu'ry, ever seen Ia
Thay folded her snow-white handn my 1
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name of Old

| Are at the name of Old

Thaen the old banner leaped, like a sail
In the hlast,

And flutterad an audibla answer at

1 st

‘,‘\hﬂ it spake, with a shake of tha volce
and It sala:

"By the Aariven anow-white and th
lving bload-red

Of my bLara, and thalr haaven of stars
nverhead—

By the symbol conjolned of them al
skyward rast,

As I tlont from the stesple. or flap at
the mast,

Or droop o'sr the sod whara the long
Eradpas Nod—

My nameé ls as old as the glory of God

S0 1 eame hy the name of 014 Glory
—JAMES WHITCOME RILEY
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QUARRELS,

knowing ttle

Fra € d you a4s7T
ITf the 1 is n alons
i

end

1uarral,

Lot's = ne are wrolh,

it » ponce,"™

1f b il = s bhroach,
He w quickly mend It—

Two It take to make o quarrel,

Ope can always end It




