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Scrapbooks of Fwe Decades Ago Give Up

RICH SEN TIMENT AND GOOD 'LOGIC IN OLD POETRY THIS WEEK

Some More Old Fsvontes-—-Requeated Rhymes Are Coming In and Will Be Prmt;d ::oon.

USTY scrap booka, somoe 40 and
|\'I 60 years old, have given up

soma chaolee old favorite poetry
for this week, and The Oregonian s
especially gratified at belng able to
reprint several geéenuinely good poems
that have been repeatedly regquested.
There may be some who are impa-
tient, or discournged at not seeing re-
printed to date several poems that
have bean requested, but gome of these
will sappear in o short time, Thay are
now in The Oregonlan office and will
be edited and set forth soon. In the
page of poetry today '.rnuy be found not
only grand sentiment but & wealth of
logio finely expressed. >

The Oregonian is Indebted to several
readers for the following copy of ““Tom
Twist,” by W. A. Butler, which has
boen repéatedly requestad:

TOM TWIST.
BY W, A, BUTLER.

Tom Twist was a wonderful fellow,
No boy was 2o nimblo and strong;

He could turn ten ¥omarsaults back-
ward,
And stand on his head all day lons.

Ko running, or leaping, or jumping,
This tough little urchin could tire;

His muscles were all gutta-percha,
His ainows were bundles of wire,

Tom Twist Hked the life of a sallor,
So off with & hop and a skip
He want. to a Nantugket captain,
Who took him on ard of his ship.
The vessel was crowded with seamen,
Young, old, short and stout, slim and
tall,
But In running, and Jumping, and leap-
ing,
Tom Twist was uh't:\d df them allL

Hea could scamper all through thé rig-
wing,
As spry and as still as a cat,
And ns for a leap from the maintop
To deck. e thouht nothing of that;
He could dance on the end of the ¥yard-
arm,
Sleep Bound in the bend of a =all,
And hang by his fest from the bow-
#prit
Whean the wlnd was blowing & gale.

The ship went down in a tempest,
A thousand fathoms or more,
But Tommy dived under the breakers
And, swimming five miles, reached
the shore.
The shore was a cannibal island,
The natives were nungry enough;
They falt poor Tommy all aver,
And found him entirely too tough.

Thesy put him into a boy-coop,
Just to fatten him up, you see,
But Tommy ocrept out 3 >T\-‘T\-’
And climbed to the top of a troe.
The tree was the nest of a condor,
A bird with prodigious ! wings,
Whao lived upon boa-constrictors
And other digestible things

Bhe gonn
ing,
But Tommy gnve one of his springs,

And 11t on the bnck of the condor,
Betwesn the long neck and her wings,

The condor tried pitthing and plunging,
But Tommy held on with firm hand,

Then off with a sacream (lew the condor,
O'er forest and ocean and land.

woke him up with her peck-

By-and-by, growing tired
And fiyving quite clore to the

of iz burden
ground,

Tom untwisted his leg from tha crea-
ture,
And quickly slid of f with a bhound.
He landed all right and fest foremost,

A littia confused by his fall.
And then ascertained he had lighted
On top of the great Chiness walll

He walked to the eity of Paklin,
Where he made the Chinamen grin,
¥Fle turned ten somerspults backwnrd,
And they made him a mandarin.
Then Tom had to play the celestinl,
And dangle a long plsg-tall;
He dined on pupples and kittans
Til]l his =plirits began to fall.

Ha sighad for his native country,
He longed for its ham and eggs.
For In turning those somersaults hack-
ward

Hig ple-tall would enteh In hisg legn, P\‘nd

He sailed for hin dear home and harbae,
The housa of his mother he knew:
He climhbed up the lightning-rod

quleklyr,
And eame down through the chimney
flue.

His mother In slumbar lay draaming
That she never wonld see Him more;
Then she opened her eyes and Tommy
Stood there on the bedroom floor:
Heor nighteap flaw off In amazament,
Her halr stood on end In surprise:
"What kind of n shost,or a spirit
T this, that I see with my eves?"

“Y am wyour mont dutiful Tommy."

‘T will mot helleve, It she majd, ©»

*Till you turn ten Bomergaulfs back-
ward,

And =tand half an-  hofir en your
hend.”

*Thet thing T will do, dearest mothart™
And at once, with a skin and a hon.
o turnéd ten summersaults backward,
And then was unuabla to stop

His tenth took him out of the window,
His mother lumped up, from her bed
To sea his fwentleth. summersault
Take Hlm over the kitchen ghed.
And aver the pateh of potatoes,
And bevond the church on the hill,
Turning and tumbling and twisting
And twisting and tumbling still
TIN Tommy's hody dlminished
Tn rize, to the head of a pin,
Spinning away in the distance,
YWhere it =till continues to spin.
——
HOME, SWEET HOME.,
"ATid pleasures and palaces though we
mMAY TOAM,
Bn It ever so humble,
lika home;
A charm from the skiles nxeems to hal-
low us thare,
Whioch, seck through the world, is ne'er
mnt with elsewhsre.

thera's no place

CHORUS,
Home, home, sweet, sweoet home,
He It ever o humbile, there's no place
ks homa,
I Enze on the moon, as I trace the
drear wild, |
And feel that my parent now thinks

of her child;

She looksa on that moon from our own
cotiage door,
Through woodbinea whoss fragrance

#hnll cheer me no more.

An exile from home, splendor dazzlps In

valin;:

Oh, give me my lowly thatched cottage
again;

The birds singing gally that came at
my call:

Give these, with swest peace.of mind,
dearer than all.

If I return home overburdened with
ocare,

The heart's denl‘”ﬂt solace T'm sura to
meet there:

The bnligs 1 experience I
come,

Mnkez no other piace seem like that of
sweet homa.

whenever

Farewell, peadeful cottage! Farewell,
heap Roma!
Forevar I'm doomed & poor exile to

roam;
This poor aching heart must be Iaid in
the tomb
Ere it cease to regret the endearments
of home. —John Howard Payne.

e Bra el ¥
Mrs. ' W. A. Luce has contrtbuted “The
Eeptlember Gale” and “October's Bright

A

Blue Weather,™
recantly.
slxth and

whith wers requested
Thers Is o broak between the
last verse.

THE SEPTEMBER GALE,
I'm mot a chicken; 1 have /sean
Full many a chill September,
And though I was a youngster then,
Thuat gale I well remember,
The day before my Kite string snapped,

And I, my kite pursuing,
The u;lind whisked off my palm-leat
at—

For me two storms wers brewing!
~
It eame, as guarrels sometimes do,
When married paira get.clashing;
There was a heavy sigh or two,
Before the fire was fiashing;
A little stir smong the clouds,
Befors they rent asundeér;
A little rocking of the trees,
And then came on the thunder.

Oh, how the ponds and rivers boiled,

| And how the sningles rattied;

And oaks wera scattered on the ground,:
As If the Titans battled;

And all above was In a howl
And all below a ciatter—

The earth was llke a frying pan,
Or some such hissing matter.

It chanced to he our washing day,
Ang all pur things were drying;

The storm cAme roaring through the

lines,

And set them all a-flying.

saw tha shirts and petticonts

Go riding off llke witches;

loat, ah! bitterly I wept—

I lost my Sunday breeches!

I saw them straddling through the air,

Alss! too late to win them;

T saw tham chase the clouds as if

A dfmon hdd been in them.

They wora my darlings and my pride.
My boyhood's only riches;

“Farawell, farewell,” 1 faintly ecried,
“My breeches! Oh, my breeches!™

in my dreams—
I knew

That night I saw them
How' changed from what
them?
dews had steeped
thread,
winds
them;
saw the wide and ghastly rents
Where demon clawn had torn them:
hole was in thelr amplest part,
As_If an imp had worn them.

The their faded

The had whistled through

have had many happy Yearsa,
And tallora kind and clever,
3ut those young pantaloons have gone
Forever and foréaver!
And not till fate has eut the Iast
0Of all my earthly stitches,
This aching heart shall cease to mourn
My loved, my long-lost bresches!
OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES
—g——

H. H. Emith,
has sent in two
particular favorites of
entitled “When T Was
rom an old scrapbook,
over 40 years ago, nnd Bome
azo or more was recited at
timea at public sntertainmonts
daughter, and niways egreatly
clated. In 1870 In EBEureka, Cal.,
the piece had been recited, one
leading papers thers, In an article
menting on same, Indorszed the
ments expressed therein, declaring 1t
not only the best rendared, but '.‘n«’l
most meritorious selections ever glven
thera before an audlence, They follow:
WHEN I WAS YOUNG,
Or What the Oid Woman Sald
Daughter.
One Summer eve I chanced to
where by her cottage gale,
An aged woman, in the aun, sat talking
to her mate
The frost of age wian on her hrow,
garrulous wis her tongue,
Ag Bho compared the “doings now"” with
thosn when she wis Yyoung.
“When 1 was yYoung, young gals wers
meek and looked round kind of
shy,
And when they were compell’d to speak,

ane

Fortiath
poems that are
neres. The one
Young" l& tuken
pasted Lthere
30 years
different
by her
Appres-
after
af the
com-
senti-

Mrs,
strevet,

ant

to Her

paaa

yet

they did o modostiy:

They stald at home, and did the work:
made Indinn bread and wheaton,

And only went Lo nging achool” and
sompetimes to night meetin’, _
childron were obedlent then, they
hnad mo snucy alrs,

But minded what thelr parents =ald,
and learn’d Lo sgay thelr prayers.

EBut nowadnys they know enough be-
fore they know thelr letters,

And young ones that can hardly walk
will ceontradict thelr betters

Young womeéen now go firting round

and leoking out for heaux,

And scarcely one in ten is foimd whe
mnkes or mends her clothes.

But thers! I tell my daughter,

Folks don't do as they oughter,

They had not oughter do ns they do-—

Why don't they do as they onghter?™

“When T was young, if n man had fafled,
he afint up houses and he
And never veatured out till nig hr
ventured out at ail.

His wile sold all her shiney plates, and
his saon came home from college,
And his gals lest school, and learn'd to
wnsh and bake, and such Ilke
knowledire,

They gave up cakes and pumpkin ples,
anfl had thes plainest eating;
They never asked folks home “to
and seldom went to mesting,
The man that was "Bankrupt’
kind of shunned by men,

if he

ten'

And hardly dared to show hfs head
among his tawnfolks then

But nowndays, when A merchant falls,
they =ay he makes o pangy.*

His wife don't have & gown the loss
and his daughters just as many.

His sons they emoke thelr cholre
cegars, and drink thelr costly
wines,

His wife goes to tha opefa and ho has

folks to dine!
He walks the strests, he drives hia gig,
men show him all civilities,

And what in my days were ealled
‘Acbts,” ara now callad ‘liabtiities."

They call the man ‘unfortunate’ now
who ruinas half the elty—

In my days ‘twazs his creditors to whom
wa guve the pity.
But there! I tell my danughter,
Foiks don’t do as theyd oughtor;
They had not cughtar do a= they do,
Why don't they do as they'd oughter?

“Whon T was young, crime was erime—
It had no other name,

And when 'twas proved against a man,
He haod to bear tha blamae.

They called the man that stole a thlef;
they wasted no fine feeling,
What folks call ‘petty larceny' now, in
my day they called stealing.
did nnt maks a reprobate

theme of song and story,
Am if the bloodier wers hie hands, the
brighter was his glory.
when 4 murder hind bien - done,
could they the murderer find,
They hung him as they would a erow—
a terror to his kind!
Bot pnowadays, it seams to me, whan-
ever blood is spilt,
The mirderet has sy mpnthy prnpor-
tioned to hia gullt,
And when the Inw has proved a man to
be « second Caln,
A dosen jurors will be found to bring
him in ‘insane.”
And then petitions will be signed and
taxts of soripture twisted,
Until the man who's proved to bea as
bloodthirsty as Nero,
Wi walk abroad like other men—only
& grealer ‘hero!
But there! T tell my fmughter.
Folka don't do as the¥'d oughtar,
They had notl oughter d6 as they do,
Oh, why don’t they do as they'd
oughtar?T™

They the

No!

fAuthor Unknown.)
——

Mrs. H. BE. Marrow, of Kent, Or, has

contributed the “Baltle of Regillus®

called was |

and ghe also was one of the contribu-
tors of “Tom Twist™

THE BATTLE O
Right glad were al)

LAKE REGILLUS,
the Hnmnnt

Whe, in that hour of dread,
rARaInst. grent odds boge up the war
Around Valerius dend,

When frém tie &outh the cheering
Rose¢ with a.mighty swell—

“"Herminius comes! Herminius,
Who kept the bridge so welll™

Mamlilius spled Herminius,
And dashed across the way,
“Herminius! 1 have sought thee
Through many _a boody day.
One of va two, Herminius,
Shall never more go home.
I will lay on for Tuscalum,
And lay thou on for Home™

All round them paused the battle
While met in mortal fray
The Roman and the Tusclan,
The horses Black snd gray.
Herminlus smota Mamillus
THru: breastplate and thru breast,
And fagt flowed out the purple blood
Over the purple vest.

Marhillus smota Herminlus
Thru headplece and thru head,
And, side By slde, those chietas of pride
Together fell down dead.
Down fell they dead tomathor
In & great lake of gore,
An still stoad all who saw them fall
While men might eount a score,

Fast, fast, with hedéla wild gpurning,
The dark gray charger fled,
He burst thru ranks of fighting men,
He sprang a'er heaps of dend,
His bridle far oulstreaming,
Hls Aanks all blood and foam:
Hps sought the southern mountuins,
The mounthing of his home
The pans was stecp and rugged,
The wolves they howled and whined,
But he rnm like = whirlwind up the

LA
And ln{t the wolves behind,

Thru many.a startied hamilet
Thundered hia flying feet
He rushed thrulsthe gate. of Tuscoium,
He rushed up the Jong white styeot:
He rushed by tower and templo,
And paused not In his race
Ti1 he stood hefore his maaster's door
In"the stately market placae.

And stralghtway round him gathered

A pale and trembling crowd;
And when they knew him cries of rage
BrakKe forth, and walling loud:
/‘\nd women rent thele {rosses
For thalr great Prince's fall,
And ald men girt on thelir old swords
And wentl to mun all
— i,
GRANDFATHER'S CLOCK.

X Y Z o Portland, has contributed

thae following:
GRANDFATHER'S CLOCK.
My grandrathe clock was too large
for the = .
8o It stood ninety years on the floor:
It was taller by half than the oid man
himeelf,
Though It weighed not & pennywelght
mora,
It ,was bought on the morn of the day
that he was born,
And was slways hils treasure and
pridas;
But il stopped sghort—never o go
agaln—
When the old man died,
Choraa.
Ninety yelire without slumbering
tiek, tick, tlek,
His life »seconds numbering—tiok,
tick, tick, tick
It stopned short—never to go aguin—
When the old man died

in watohing its pendulum
and fro,
Mauy hours had M spent while & boy,

swinging to

And in childhosl.-and manhood 'h-.
clock seemod to know
And to shara both his grief and his
Joy;:
For it struck twenly-four when he en-
tered the door
With a blooming and bea itiful bride,
Hut i1 stopped short never (o0 go
anEain—
When the old magn died.
My grandfather sald that thosa he
- could hire,
+Not a servant so falthrul 1 found,
For It wasted no time and had but one
desire—
AL the close of euch week to he

wound.,

It was kept In Its place ot a frown
f»h its face,
And its hands never hung b ., Its slde,
But It stopped zhnrt neve fo go
rgain—
When the old man died,
It rang an alairm I the dead of the
night—
An alarm that for years had been
dumhb—

And we knew that his spirit was plum-
mg ror Aight—

That his hour of departure had come.
Btill the clock kept time with a soft
g nnd muffled 'lﬁnrl

An we ¥lently stdod by his side,
But it stapped short—never to go

aEnin—

When the old man disd.

————

Y MARYLAND, MY MARYLAND.
(Nequented. )

The traltor's foot 18 on thy soil, Mary-

land, my Maryland!

Lat not his touch thy honor spoll, Mary-
land, My Maryiand!

Wipe out the unpatriotic gore tha.

Meck'd the atrests of Baltimore,

And be the loyal state of yore, Mary-
land, my Maryiand!
Denr mother, be thyse'f again, Mnory-

land, my Marviand!

The Unlon shall not éall in valnm,
land, my Maryviand!

She wants to meet you in the fleld. our
country’'s flag and laws to shield,

We nover can to treazon yleld, Mary-
land, my’ Marylandl

Mury-

Thou wilt not ¥ield the rebel toil. Mary-

land, my Maryiand!

Thou wilt not bend to his control,
Maryiand, my 3Maryland!

Better the fite upon the roll, batter the
hlade, the mhot, the bowl

Than degradation of the soul, Mary-
land, my Maryiand!

Hark to a wandering son's appeal,
Maryland, my Maryiand!

My mother states, to thes [ kneel
Maryland, mysMMaryland!

For liberty and truth and right, leg all

your loyval suns unite,
Drive all Invadera from thy sight

Maryland, my Muarylund!

I see the blush upon thy

cheak, Mary-
land, my Maryland!

But thou wert ever bravely meek,
Maryland, my Maryiand!
Arisa and hesd thy aister's cry, léet

every hand and heart somply.
And burst the chains of tyranny, Marys-
land, my Maryland!

I hear the distant canndns roar, Mary-
land, my Maryiand!

The fife and drum of Baltimore, Mary-
#nnd, my Maryland!

Flusza'! ele comes to haelp restore Lhe
Unlon as It was belore,

And honor be thou evermore, Maryland,
my Maryiandl

e
This selecilon was found among 2ome

old papers, poorly written and badly

faded. Ar I never saw It in print, nor

can I f{ind anyone who e&ver Lhaard of

the plece, I am hoping you will priat it,

- -
and, perhaps, soma“ on® of pour readera
can furnish the author’s nimmm
B, T. . HAVEN.
Roseburg, Or,
THE JOURNEY.
5

s land by men forgotten ’
\s- a vale in Bpringtime green,
Overlooked by Jofty mouptains,

Shining Tn thelr summery shean,
On falrer garth mo heaven »ailled,
In days when God with mortals whiled.

In itse midst a winding viver =
Flowed and" sang by wood and glen;
Along a pathway winding with It,
Trodden o'er alnce wAndered men;
And ni!vrr*hﬂgh; among the green
Shone forth the crystal water sheen.

High upon the tradkless mountaina,
In the rain clouds It began,
Leap!ag, dashing dowyp the mountains,

Eippling ‘on, the river ran,
And jaughed while sang the birds
abovVe,

On drooping bough, In joy and love.
Gazed a traveler o'erthe valley,

From thé*bhank beneath the bowers;
Walking down upon the puthway,

In thes roxy morning hours,
When the soft splendor of thoe akies
Fell on his smillm;. youthful eyes.

But he stood nol. as4ill to tarry
In the balmy morn of May:
Onward lured him greater beauty
Than the flowers on his way;
To distant shorea his steps were bound
To seek what RMortals never found.

Lo! appeared a slender malden
Where the stream In eddles flowed,
And the spray of falling water
All the rainhow colors showaed.
Zheg gathered flowers on the brink,
Some red, some blue, some gold, and
pink.

Rosy cheeks and auburn tresses,

Smiling 1} the malden had:

And she ga upon the stranger,

Her blue a¥es with welcome giad,
sald, "Oh, wanderer, be my guest!™
And pinned a flower upon his breast,
“See the Dlossoms, fair and fragrapnt,

And the birds of every’ hue; 2
Bee the daleies on the greensward

And the skiesx of azure blue,

Oh, tarry, taste of this delight,
Ere Spring and bloom are .taking
fighe”

Bh

“Maiden,” sald he, “thow are loveller
Than the blossoms in_this vale;

Bweeter than the dancing falries,
In an olden falry tale.

A pas®ser-by this morn | oame,

But ere I go tell me thy name.”

Saddened
In the
Wounded

iooked the rosy mualden,

strangoer's eyea awhila,

pride her hosom all.'l.-'-'lin:l:.
On her lips a Tiesating amils

"My name Is Beautly.,” she replied, ¥

And quitkly turned she from hils alde.

11,
Onward, down the deeper river,
Entered he another wvale,
Where the waters murmured seftly
As the elfins tell a tule;
Where on the boughs, thetbanks along
Sang gladder birds a sweeter song.

Laden bheos were sipping nectar,
On the fragrance breathing flowers,
Summer zephyrs whispered softly
In ths broad-lcaved pondant ‘bowers,
Whilse seamed to wsing the calmer
stream,
“Bit on my brink to rest and dream.”

Wafted on_the balmy hreezes,
Came & song 86 full and sawest,
That he listened, Iooked, nnd wondered,
Where he might the songstress meet,
Who so fTull-voleed from deeprst hdart,
Could maks his own, enrapt, upstart,

All the passion and the longing
In the flowing notes expressad,
Touched a chord 1I|ul na'er had thrilled
him,

Deep within hig throbbing bLroast.

Upon the brink with rosss falr,
He saw her brald her golden hair,

Looking on
‘Neath the
She could sen
Near
And
So

her smiling image,
waters' placlid flow,
the stranger's lmage
hor own, like hers, nzlow,
up she rofe with tripping feet
she might the traveler greéest.
All that gave har song ite benutly
Saw be In her eyes agleam
That held fast his feet before her,
For she rsamed a wondrous dream,
While amiled bher lips in rapt surprisa,
And eacdh lookéd in the othera eyes.

Hers of sudden drooped as dazzled
Or ithelr Inmost Jepths to hide,
But she followed, scarce resisting,

As hoe drew her to his side.
Together down the path thay weant,
Amid the roseg sweet with scent.

FAnd the highest bllss that mortal
On thig earth can hold and #share,
Bweetast music of two harp strings
Thrilled in one enchanted pair
Till sank the high tide of Ita power
And the first glow had left the flower.

Thén sha sald: "Hera ands my valley:
Q'er fta bounds I eannot g
re tha well upon thy Jourmky

VWhere the broader waters flow.
My wvalley pasa nll earth-born men,
But none rhall g'er come back again'

¥

“If without thes, then, T must wander,"™
Murmured he in accents soft.

“Tell me by what namé thou goest,
That I may repeat it oft.”

“My name ls Love,"” she quickly said,

And, turning back. away she [led,

L "
" 4
Slowly flowed the allver river
Through an Autumn-tinted field
Wherein the corn was ripe and golden,
Waving with abundant yileld.
And harvest songs of mirth and cheer
Fell on the nilent traveler's ear,

Fruits of red and gold and purple
Hung on lowly bending bough,
And herds upon the spley clover
Saw he on the hlilside browae.
Sweel scents wera -\rI-mt.inu
bresza
That =tirred the laden orchard trees,

on tha

Lo, whe walka upon tha pathiway,
Autumn [llowers Iin her halr,

And from her hand s basket pending,
Filled with fruitage rvich and rare.
Her oeye so Kind, her cheek a0 browned,
In woman's ripeness full and round.

And she sang in ditly measure
OFf the sanson's brimming loya;

Sang of the reapera’ work and plegasure,
And of sweatnessg ere It cloys.

Of vintage and the bubbling wine,

A heaven's bpon in life's decline.

“Tarry stranger,” she Invited,
“Heavy seem thy wandsering fest,
The mid-day stiande is cool and grateful
And the fruits are ripe and nwnou'
“*Thy words and face are kind,” ‘uld
And ronowod.iu the way sha !mi.

And a feast she spread befora him;
Plucked for Bim in purple glow,

The sweetest of the valley's bounties,
Like haer own heart's overflow.

And from the crystal waters' brink

She brought him cool, refreshing drink.

While her charmful rippling laughtar,
With the joy of harvest flowed:
Her dimpled cheelk that asmiled con-
tentmont,
With its crimson fullness glowed.
And aoft and hazy looked her oyes,
86 like the mellow Autumn skies,

Gaily spoke he of his journey,

»

Fairer than an «Ifin dream,
Of beauty relgning im her valley,
And of love on earth supreme.
TiNl drowsed he where the shadés were
derp,

And she lulled him with song to sleep.
The dreary earth, the gloomy heaveéens,
Baddened him, oppressed his soul;

Before his spirit's falling vision
Faded nigh the luring goal:

To reach it ssemed beyond his power,

For fainter grew he every hour,

When in the pitfalls of the pathwa¥,
With painhisg footsteps falled,

He saw, or Memed to see, a vision
|.I|dingh|¢gr. all darkly wvelled;

But when he rose with wounded ;lrlde

The wvision vanished from his side

Anon he sank, sexhausted, helpless,
And agaln she glided close,
temaoved her vell, extanded mercy,
Till, with stroength renewed, ha rose;
Her cheek looked pale; her eyes were
sad, .
And all her form in mourning clad,

“Sweet vision,” sald the traveler,
cmlmly,
“Myatery enfoldeth tLhees,

When heauty, love and gobdness tar-
ried ’
On my way and smiled on me,
My form waw fair and blithe my heart,

1 gavo of joy an equal pnr’.

“But thou hast come to ralse and sueccor,
Ready my distwress to share,
When nelther sweetness, smile

promise
May repay thee for thy care;
Meoen give and take of mutual cheer,
But thou givest manna for a tear.

.
and

“Thou wert not where a rosy pPathway
IL.ed my sgteps through falryland,
Nor where the sweets for” heart
pulate
Weare bextowsad by
But givest
The light

and

lavish hand,
where the suffering cry,
of hoeaven In thing eye.

“XNay, such s not
That would
Thine never
In men'a

the human splrit,
shun anothar's woe,
wiia by mortal written
lawbook here below:

Thy home s not upon this earth;

| Tell me, what realm has given you
birtht"

|

Again she veiled her pallid visage,

And drew closer to his side,
1"My kin,” sald she, “are they who
ﬂu{:‘rr ‘
My abode e where they bhide:
I come in woe, for I am Pity.
Whose birthplace is the heavenly city.”
Va

Now went the travelear onward, slowly,
Like the river's slackensd [low,
An It approached & misty ocean

In the svening's waning glow
Around him lay & Eray-hued plain,
That faded In n skyless main

The solituds unvaried, silent,
Filled his heart with dire dismay,
Until ha heard a matron near him
Asking: ""Whither leads thy way™
“*To yonder misty goul” sald he,
Beslde the waveless, sllent sea.

“The goal,” she said, "by yonder ocean,
Is a tomhstone on a mound,
Where walt the ghosta of countless
travolers,
For the others
Eha gave
Her face was aged,

thither bound.”
a smile that was not giad,
but mot sad.

8he firmly stepped with constant cau-
tion,
SmiHng on
And gazing ©
Hiung her
shower;
Her eves were keen and deep and clear,
And seemed to plerce the far and near.

deaert flower,
changeful heavens,
with wind and|

each
the
cloak

To her hia hosom he unburdened;
Told of hie sinful past.
"Oh, friendl" anld, In
murmur,
“Thou hast journeved all too fa=st,
For those who go in fever haste
Come all too soon upon this waste,

her

she mournful

"“Where swiftly ran the river's current,
In its vouthful natural speed,

Thou didst outstrip It In thy folly,
Tuking neither rest nor heed;

Youth has.its healthful, happy run,

But thou hast speeding overdenas,

to life allotted,
Comes unbidden, eomes unsought;

i= a song with gontle measure,
Oxerjoys are dearly bought,

But they who have not known excess,
Lean on the slde of happinass'

‘“The hmeppiness

1t

“Oh, had T met thee,™ sald the traveler,
“In the rosy morn of May,

I should havia llngerad on my pathway,
When my life was song and piay:
And lengthened all its pleasgnt hours

Among its fragrant Summer flowers.

“Tull weall T know thy name s Wisdom,
But thoun comast ali oo lats,

That 1] may profit by thy precepis,
such is mortals” common fate™
"Now, come with m»,"” sha samiling sald,

“The evening has, 11ke morn, its red.”
Apd on he wandered by fiar guldance,
Wandered penceful, calm and slow,
And amiled upon the brightened tombe-

stone,
Tn tHe sunset’'s afterglow.
No song he hsard no suniight beamed,
And hungry vultures floating screamed®

bright gpivits are

Something sweat to dream of, hark the
AnEels any—

Call us not back again, we're with you

evary day.

With vou in the twilight, with ¥You In
the morn,

With vou in the sunlight, with you all
day long.

With you ever, ever more, hark! the
Aangels say—

Canll us not back agaln, we'ra with you

every day
Something sWwoet to think of., & dear
. mother's love:
‘Twas & priceiess traasure
heart she wove.
How I long Lo ses her,

round my
but the angeils

Y=
Call ho-r not back again, she's with you

every day.
jesned sainted mother, I can seo her
now,
As In da¥s of childhood when ashe
kissed my brow,
“Tis my sweolest, dearest Joy when the

angels say—
Call her not back again, she's with you
every day.

Something awest to think of, loved ones
gone bafore;

Bright and joyouas’ spirits round us
avVearmore.

They are singing swestly with the
angels’ lay;

Call us not back agalin, we're with you
every day,

Wander not in darkness,
you light

That will make you happy through both
day and night;

"Tis & blessing to yon
angeals say—

Call us not back agaln, we're with you
avery day.

for we give

all when the

RSO,
The following <lipping is received
from iss Fay Shaw, of Coqullle:
SOMETHING SWEET TO THINK (!l’.l
Somethink swe®t to think of in this
world of care
Though dear friends have left us they

sent
land,

THE BALLAD OF

In by Mra. I, . Louttit, of Port-

LADY JANE

*Come busk thee lass, the hour is
The bLirid hour, 1 ween,

When thou must wed Sir Ellersile,
The bravest knlght a'er scon

“T_will not wed, though ke may woo,”
The daughter made reply

*Untlli my own tru¢ love return,

A simple mald am 1.°

"Come, busk thee, 1nss,
And ne'er return
Thy father bids the:
The brave Sir E|

thy
shall he;
wed this

leralie.’

jove (= false,

"Now, father., do not cruel @
Unto thy daughter dear,
For certainly I may not wed
Until my love appear.”

W,

The baron stamped iron fool
Upon the oaken floor;
He ours’d her love In Palestine,

\nd curs’d his daughter more,

with

“Don't dare presume
Base child, I say to thes
This night thou dost become
Of brave Sir Elleralie!"

the bride

Sweet Lady Jane turn'd sad away,
And shed a sllent tear,

Her love was far acroas the sea,
And sSUCCOT NONS WAS Dear.

Run, run, dark river. to the aen,
And in its bosom hide!

This night a woeful maiden secks
THe shelter of thy tide

Ehs atanda upon the river bank
Where often she had strayed,
A happy lover at her side,
And she*a happy maid,
The night

is dark, the river deep,

But nought of fear hath she:
“Farewell my father dear,” she cries,
Who could so cruesl be!

“Farewell, farewsl]l, my swoetheart dear

30 far, 80 far away—
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Mre Y. W. Togszsoart aaks us to reos
print th following tribute to the te
FProsident McKinles
| “DEATH HAS CROWNED HIM AS A
{

MARTYR."
Wheeler Wilecox'
dont f..

Ha tribute to Presl-

Would that thou had'st beside thy love Iy it
Resolved but to stay!™ : T 10} 06
The air is laden with the scent = “-“"If' b Frada 1 nd wounded
Of thyme | rosemarie, -« 1 "" """
Ana 11 within thelr nests e ipy s x orings in
Are sleeg :--m-efuil!. th« who . of X |
4 thiv 3 i P r i
But all alona, upon the bank, |‘I 1 Lh . i X i | 1 the
There stands a4 figure white— s : ni A e
= that flowi tide. |'--u"\ in woe e lence. dead he=
be that night - fora 3 . ¥ mae
: . . Vietim of el nt i od-
She leapa Into the gurgling stream i
Without a sob or gigh- { Om ‘ dimscr
Oh, tender must that be, | F Ha ' r oolr,
Who ean but o i In 12 ¥ - T " . -
| w | Comd
Row, fanithful enl thy time, He who aong '
To show = | aball Lo |} ' I .
Thy mistress 1 |
. a1 | In th 1 1 who had
He springs—he saizes In hiz mouth, ||'|'_ on th " T P
Thosa locks of flowing gald | for - &
And to the river bank doth bring |i loss | ie 1}
His mistress wel and cold un light w . his &
“Now hast thoa done a eruel thing, Yo imd TR Time
For very love of me! Ti Ve 1
Would thoun had'st left me, In yon | D¥ w el )
atrenm 1 al t - ] n
To pérish utterir! ,l{,m_-wl-..; all” tk AL A
human v 1 1
“For what can'st thon, my collie, know |
Of snguish or distress? He wa b [ L
Bes'st thou the lighta In vonder hall, | r
And can'st thelr meaning gueas? iM..-.-!- I tion, but hi
n
“*Thoy walt their bride, thy mistress | Fools may gover O kinsdonis—naot
dear, | p i f thoe « th
And would her life enchaln = :
1 L] ral th lover standar hy
To one wha hath #8 lava than thoun Ha - has 1 i i : b
Who paved'st ms In vain. o P - .
He has = how virtle manho
3 T o wdal's
“Down, down, | prithee, faithful friend, |1. keng ’ .
And to thy couch repair; | 0 ok g 4 - ’
' " n LR oY Lh
Thy mistress hath such grief of heart|
A8 thou can'st mever share.™ | ”~ - 2
In the mis roh ¢ ro e ~
| i 1o his ¢
Oh, i= it ghost, or ml or dream, | Toot ¥ <o i Tt . law Rie
Or vigien of the night! ) =t it
il i i r th r il
l'.:_:.l it it » stance fo 1'- fc-_‘ln And g 3 s e e =
That hath that faoce pro white = = & .
o aiTer! )
For hinds are gathered round the e
hearth, | Mr aen fol-
The day's dull labar's donn, wing
While song and st move swiftly round, C AN

-k

And merry is h one, =
But list! 4%t haar that at the door?™
Fach listener holds his hraath,
But save the moaning of the wind,
"Tis nil as still as death
“There '"tis agnin—heard'st not that
sound?
And to the cottage door
All e¥es are turned with sase of dread,
And, gazing, drefid the more.
The clock ticks loudly on tha wall,
The bLird atirs In {t3 cn
The embears from the f.'-I ca fall
Buach moment secms an ago.
Then see!—the handle of the door
I= slowly turned round
The door Is gently opeand
Without the faintest sound
What thing s this, that makes each
hind
His manlinesa forgel?
A dog i» thrust into tha room,
All shivering and wet!
A dog that whinsth o escaps,
While one soft 111y hand
Doth gently push himsback again,
WIith sflent, sure command
Then, Jdreadful Ight! — while heoarts
ntand still.
A pale and ghaatly f\.-
From which the water ripp -'h down,
Doth meet their u:or;z-r Eaze!
"Tin gone!—the door Is soflly oloaed:
"Twere sures a viglon valn
But for this trembling collie dog
Of our sweet Lady Jane!

“Ho! rouse, ¥4 vassala curs'd and slow!

And seek the Lady Jane!
Te him who our €ear Aanughter finds
Ekall Be this golden chain!
*Quick to our horse, Sir Ellersils!
Together forth we'll ride—
"Tix I to sesk an om_-' child
And thou a promised b
4
They mofint, they ride In haste away,
But not a word speak they,
The father eura’d In his heart

The words he spake Lthat day

And what 4= this all Eripping white,
Tpharne upon a bier?

Thea father utter fiaver a worf,
Yot ‘tis his daughter dear

His daughiar and his dn“lr‘g child,
And who so falr ams =

Tha father turns his !--u! AWAY,
But not & tear sheds he

Run, ran, dark river, te the pea,
And In its bosom hides,

Shat isn o father's grief to thes,
And what a promised bride?

For 'twas o mald who lived to lovs,
And for her love a4 sigh:
Onh. tender wins that Reart indeod
That could hut love or dis!
~—HENRY DRYERRF.

WHY THE DOG'S NOSE Is
COLD,

Madgs Elllot.)
the dog's nose always

ALWAYS

My
maltes
=

“What
eold

Tl try to tall you, curls of gold,

It you will good and quiet be

And come and stand by mamma's knee.

Well, years and years and yesrs ago—

How many I doa't really koow—

“The Ballad of ng' Janse” has been
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