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_for the poem that begins: “The

‘:‘ ] ;g uom the requests received is ulﬁl
mald who binds her warrior's

sash, with smile that well her grisf

. Mrs. H. E. Dys, of Lants, asks for
the old war poem, “The Wandering
ee’’

“Mary, of the Wild Moor" is requested
by several readers.

Ruth Luce, one of our most liberal
contributors, asks for the words of the
following two old songs: “When the
Rosas Bloom Azain,” “Happy Summer-
Jand of Hlles" and “I Once Did Enow a
Farmer.”

“1 Bellava It for My Mother Told
Me S0 is requested by Mrs. A, Cum-
mings. of Salem, and also "The Sucking
Pig." which begins:

A parson dressad all in his best,
Cocked hat ard bunhy wig,

He went into a Tarmer’'s house
To choose 3 sucking pig.

*Go Pretty Rose" is requested by “P.
T.” of Beaverton.

A Junction City reader requests the
following song. of Civil War times, in
which the linea occur:

Eo 1+t the cannon boom me they will,
Wa'll be gany and happy wtill;

Gay and happy., swell the anawer;
None but fools will marry naow,
Vallant men have all enlisted—
Unta traltors we'll not how.

“Eloise. or the Belle of the Mohawk
Vale” requested recently, has bheen sent
in by Mr=. H. F. Dye, of Lents; Bonnie
Lievsay. of Wallula; A. W. Botkin, Mrs
1. B. McKeevear. of Absrdeen, and Allce
B. Russell, of Berkeley, Cal. The song
was popular about the time of the
Civil War, The words were by C. W,
Elllot and the musxic to which It was
sung was hy J. R. Thomas.

The song follows:

BONNY ELOISE.

0, ‘sweet i3 the vale where the Mohawk
gently glides
On its clear winding way to the ses,
And dearer than all storled streams on
. earth besides,
Is this bright rolling river to me;

Chorus—
But swester, dearer, yes dearer far thm
thess
Who charm where others all fall
Is blue-eved, bonny, Bonny Elolse,
The belle of the Mohawk Vale.

0, sweaat are ths scenes of my boy-
hood's sunny years,
That bespangle the gay valley o'er,
And dear are the friends seen thro
memories’ fond tanrs
That heve llved In the best days of
yore;

O, sweet ara ths moments when dream-
ing I roam,
Thro' my loved haunts now mossy
and gray.
And dearer than all {8 my childhood's
hallowed home,
That Is crumbling now slowly away.
—_——
HALF-WAY DOIN"S.
By Irwin Russell
Belubbed fellow trabelers—In holdin*
forth today,
I doesn't guote no epecial verse for
what I has to say,
Da sermon will be berry short, and dis
hers am de text:
Dat half-way doin's ain't no "count for
dis worl' or de nex'.

Dis worl' dat we's a-libbin in is Illke
a cotton row,

Where eshary cullud gentleman has got
his line to hoe;

And ehery time a lazy nigger stops to
take & nap,

De grass keeps o&a -grewin" for to

smudder up crap.

YWhen Moses lad de
witers of de sea,

Dey had to keep a- soln jes' rs fas' as
fas' could be:

Do you s'pose dat dey could ebber hab
succended in delr wish,

And reached de Promised Land at last
it dey had stopped to fish?

Jews acrost de

My fren's, der was a garden oncs,
where Adam libbed wid Eve,

Wid no one ‘round to bodder dem, mo
nelghbors for to thleve:

And ebery day was Christmas, and dey
got deir ratlons free,

And beryting belonged to dem except
an apple tree.

You all know ‘bout de story—how de
snalke come snoopin’ ‘round—

A stump-tall, rusty moccasin, a crawl-
in” on de groun'—

How Eve and Adam ate de fruit, and
went and hid delr face,

Till de angel overseer he come snd

drove 'em off de place.

Now &s'pose dat man asnd woman

hadn’'t tempted for to shirk,

But had zone about delr gardenin’ and
tended to deir work;

Dey wouldn't hab been lookin’ round
whar dey had no business to,

And de debbll never'd got a chance to

tell 'em what to do.

No half-way doin's, bradren! it'll neb-
ber do, I say!

Go at vour task and finlsh It, and den's
the time to play—

For ehen if de crap is good, de rainll
#poll de bools,

Unless you keep n- plckin in de garden
ob your souls.

Keep a-plowin' and a-hoelin’,

a-scrapin’ ob de rows,

And when de ginnin's ober you can

ay up what you owes:

But .|r you quits a-workin' ebery time
the sun Is hot,

De Sheriff's gwine to lebby upon ebery-
ting you's got.

and

‘Whateber "tis you's dribin’ at, bs sure
and driba It through,

And don't Jat nuffin stop you, but do
what you's gwine to do:

For when you see n nlrnr foolln’, den,
as-shore’s you'rs born,

You's gwine to ses him comin’ ocut de
small end of the horn.

I thanks you for de’ tention you han
Elb dis afternoon—

Bister Williams will oblige us by =&
ralsin’ oh a tune—

I see that Bruther Johnson's "bout to
pass ®Rroun’ the hat—

And don't let's hab no half-way doin’s
-when it comes to dat.

—Contributed by Mrs. H. H, Smith.

The foliowing, contributed by Ruth
Laull, will be remembered with pleasura | A%
by many to whom it was a favorite
Eong A generatlon or moreé ago:

TWILIGHT IS mma.
Twilight is stealing over the sea
Shadows are falling dark on the lea,
Borne on the night wind volces of yore
Come from that far of shore.

Chorus—
Far away beyord the starlit lkln.
Where the love'lgpht never. never
lllem]et‘hu t&he mansions filled with d.—
Bweect happy home =0 bright.

Voices of loved ones, songs of past
Still Mnger round me whllo I!fe shall

last,
Cheering my p-.uursr vhlle here I
Bunn.s that far off home.
Come in  the twilight, come, come

with me
;ts‘ln.; ;:uu-  over the sea
Lonely 1 wander, iy I roam

committed to.muuor’ when u,. writer
wius & child. It was often 8 subject
for recitations at school exhibitions,
My couein, Judge A. £ Bennett, of The
Dalles, used to recite It Very effective-
ly at the old=fushioned country school
exhibitions in Towa befors we crossed
the piains to Oregon In 15385. Early in
the 708 I taught school in Yamhill
County for several years and tha poem
was committed to memory by several
of my puplis—among ths number be-
ing Dr. J. D. Fenton, now of Portiand,
who, a8 a boy of 13, recited It at'a
school exhibition given by my pupils
in the Carse district.
Trusting that you wiil find the poem
“old encugh” and of sufficlent interest
for publication, 1 am respectfully
yours,
MRS, WILLTAM GALLOWAY,

201 Misaion street, Salem, Or.

THE BATTLE OF N ORLEANS.

(A Ballad of Loulxiana.)
BY THOMAS DUNN ENGLISH.
Here in my rude log cabin,

Few poorsr men there be
Among the mountain ranges =
Of Western Tennessae,

My limbs are weak and shrunken,
White hairs upon my brow;
My dog—Un still, old fellow—
My sole companion now.

Yet I, when young and lusty,
Have gone through stirring stenes,
For I went down with Carroll

To fight at New Orleans.

¥You sy you'd like to hear me
The stirring story tell

Of those who stood tha battle
And those who fighting fell?
Short work to count our losses;
We stood and dropped the foe,
As easlly as by firelight

Men shoot a buck or doe;
And whils they fell by hundreds
Upon the bloody plain, .
Of us fourteen were wounded
And only eight wers slain.

"Twas the eighth of January—
Before the break of day,

Our raw and hasty leviea

Were brought Into array.

No cotton bales befores us—
Bome fool that falsehood told—
Before us was an earthwork
Built from the swampy mold;
And there we stood in silence
And waltad with a frown

To grest with bloody welcoms
The bulldogs of the crown,

The heavy fog of morning

Still hid the plain from sight,
When came a thread of scarlet
Marked faintly In the white.
We fired a single cannon,
And, as Itz thunder rolled,
Tha mist before us lifted

In many & heavy fold,

The mist hefore us lifted,
And in their bravery fine
Came rushing to their ruin
The fearless British line, ¢

Then from our walting cannona
Leaped forth the deandly flame
To meet the =olld columns
That swift and steady came,
The thirty-twos of Crawley
And Blucher's twenty-four,
With SBcott’'s elghteen-pounders
Rezponded with theéir roar—
Sending thelr grape-shoe deadly
That marked Its pathway plain,
And paved the road it traveled
With corses of the slain,

Our rifies firmly grasping
And heedless of the din,
We stood in silence walting
For orders to begin.
Our fingers an the triggers.
Our hearts with anger stirred,
Grew £till more flerce and eager
As Jackson's volee we heard—
“Stand steady! Wasts no powder]
Wait till your shots will telll
Today the work you finish,
See that you do it well!™

Their columna drawing nearer
We felt our patience tire,

When came the volce of Carroll,
Distinct and measured—"§lra'"

Oh, then $ou should have marked us
Our volleys on them pour:

Have heard our joyvous rifles
Ring sharply through the roar:

And seen their foremost columns
Meilt hastily away,

As snow in mountain gorges
Before the floods of May.

They soon reformed thelr columns
And, 'mid the fatal rain,

We never ceased to hurtle,
Came to thelr work again.

The Forty-fourth is with them,
That rirst (ts laurels won

‘With stout old Abercrombie
Beneath an Eastern sun.

It rushes to the battie,
And, though within ths rear

Its leader is a laggard,
It shows no slgns of fear.

It did not need its Colonel,

For soon there came, instead,
An eagle-eyed commander,

And on lts march he led.
"Twas Packenham In person,

The leader of the fleld;
I knew It by the cheering

That loudly ‘round him pealed,
And by his quick, sharp movements;

We felt his heart was stirred
Ax when at Salamanca

He led the fighting Third.

I rafsed my rifle quickly,
T sighted at his breast—
“God save the gallant leader
and take him to his recu:™
1 did not draw the trigce.—
I could not for my life—
So calm he sat .8 charger
Amid the deadly strife
That, in my flercest moments
A prayer arose from me:
“God save that gallant leader,
Our foemuan tnough he be™

Sir Edward's charger staggers,
He leaps at once to ground,
And ere the brute falls bleeding

Another horge is found.

His right arm falls—"tis wounded—
He waves an high his left;
In vain he leads the movement,
The ranki in twaln are cleft.

The men in scarlet waver
Before th- men In brown

And fly In utter panlc—
The soldiers of the crown.

I thought the work was over,
But newer shouts were heard,
And came, with Gibbs to lead It,
The gallant Ninefy-third;
Then Packenham. explting,
With proud and jovous glanocs,
Cried: "Children of the Tartan, |
Bold Highlandgrs, advance!
Advance anfl scale thelr breastworks
And drive them from their hold,
And show them that stalnless courage
That marked your sires of old!™

His wvolce as yet was ringing,

When swift as light there um-
The roaring of a cannon,

And earth seemed nll aflame,
Who eauses thus the thunder -

The doom of men tg speak?
It 16 the Baratarian,

The feariess Dominique,
Down through the marshaled Scots-

mon

The step of death la hn:l.

by flerce

_lh half the muw-thlﬂ.

‘And as

| To take it for the sake of the worda

To dying

-FED LODD TENNY

Tears, idle tears, I know not what they mean,
Tears from the depth of some divine despair
Rise in the heart and gather to the eyes,

Ah, u&’ndmumdukSnmmerdam
The earliest pipe of half awakened birds

ears, when onto dying eyes

The casement slowly grows a glimmering square;
So sad, so strange, the days that are no more.

Dear as remembered kisses after death,

And sweet as those by hopeless fancy feigned
On lips that are for others; deep a= love,
Deep as first love, ~nd wild with all regret;
O, death in life, the days that are no more.

The man of Salamanca
Li¢s dead at New Orleans

But whersa are his lleutenants?
Have they in terror fled?

No, Keane is sorely wounded
And Gipbs as gond as dead,
Brave Wlilkinson, commanding,
A Major of brigade,

The scattered force to rally

A final effort made,

He jed them up our ramparts,
8mall glory did ha galin:
Our captives some, while others fled,
And he himsalf was slain.

The stormers had retreated.

The bloody work was 0'er,

The feet of our invaders

Were soon (o leave oup shore,
‘We rested on our rifles

And talked about the fAght,
When ran a sudden murmur

As fire from left to rizht:

'We turned and saw our chieftain,
And then, good friend of mine,
You should have heard the cheering
That ran along our line.

For well our men rememberad
How little when they cams
Had they of native cournjges
And trust In Jackson's name.
How through the day he labored,
How kept the vigils still,
Till discipline controlled us—
A stronger power than wWillL
How then he hurled us at them
Within that svéning hour
Of that red night In December,
And made them feel our power,

In answer to our shouting
Fire lit his eyes of gray.
As arect. but thin and pallid,
He passed upon hia bay:
Weak from the baffled fever
And =hrunken in each limb,
Tha swamps of Alabama |
Had done their work on him;
Yet spite of that, and fasting.
And hours of slecpless éare,
The soul of Andrew Jackson
Shone forth In glory there,
= A \
AFTER THE BATTLE
Hold the lantern aside and shudder
not so;
There's maore blood to sea than this
i ftain on the anow;
There are pools of It, lakes of it, just
over there;
And fixed faces all streaked and crim-
son-sonked hair.
Did you think, when we came, you and
I, out tonight
Tb msearch for our dead, you would see
a falr sight?

love him—you

You're his wife: wou
think so; and T

Am oOnly his mother; my boy shall
not le

In a ditch with the rest, whila my

arms can bear

His form to a grave that mi..e own
may soon share.

So, If your strength falls, best go and
sit by the hearth,

While his mother alone secks his bed
on the sarth.

You will go? Then no faintings! Glve

me the light,

follow my footsteps—my heart

will lead right.

Ah God! What is here?
of the slain,

All mangied and gory!
pain

These belnzs have died in! Dear moth-
aers—weeD,

Ye weoep, oh yo weep o'er this terrible

sleep!

More! Ah! T thought I could

never fmore kfiow

Grief, horror or pity for aught here
beiow,

Sinced I stood o1 the porch and hea-d

« his chief tell

How brave was my son, how gallantly
he fell.

Dld they think I cared then, to ase
officers stand

Before my great gorrow, each hat in
each hand?

And
A great heap
What horrible

More!

Why, girl, do you fesl neither reverence
nor fright

That your red hans . turn over toward
this dim light

Theses dead men that ;tare so? Ah, if
you had kept

Your senges this morning ere his com-
rades, left

You had heard that his ;lace was the
worst of them all

Not ‘mid the stragglers,

fought, he wouid fall.

where he

There's the moon throuxh the clouds;
Oh Christ what a scene!

Dost thou, from thy }eavens oer such
visions lean,

Awcd still call this cursed world a foot-
stool of thine?

Hark! A groan! There another-—here 1
this line,

Piled close on each other! Ah, here 1s
the flag,

Torn, dripplng '.ith gore—bah!

they
died for this rag.

Here's the volca that we mk_nbdl‘

soul, do not start;

We're women, not ghosts. What a mll
o'er the heart!

Is thera aught that we can do? A
mensage (o give

Tao any boeloved one? 1 sawear If T livs

my boy sald,

“Home,” “r.nothﬂ.“ “wife,” ere he resled
down "mong the dead.
nﬁlnonl stood?

, spank,
‘Ninth. Ob the blood

_:.chbklng hts volce! 'What thpkct
-mp::“ on my knes, ﬂ‘hﬂg;m

k the hair

mt.ﬂri!,mypuulxmwhmm_
. or point; "twass the | N

God'a peace or} his soul! If we only
could know,

Where our own dear one lles! My soul
has turned sick;

AMust we craw] o’er thesa that lie here

g0 thiek?-

I cannot! 1 @annot! How eager you
nre!

One might think yoy were nursed on
the red lap of

He's not here—and npt there—what

wild hopes fiash through

My thoughts, as foot deep I stand in

this dread dew,

And cm;‘l up a pra¥Ver to the bhlue, qulet
-

Was it you, girl, that shrieked? Ah!

what face doth lie,

Upturned toward me there, so rigld and

50 white?

Oh God! My brain reels! "Tis a dream—
my oid, old sight .

Dimmed with thése horrors. My son!
Oh my son!

Would I had died for thee, my own,
my only one!
There, lift off your arms; let him

come 10 tha breast

Where first he was lulled with my
soul's hymn to rest.

Your heart never thrilled to your lov-
er's fond kiss

As mine to his baby-touch—oh! was it
for this?

He was yours, too: he loved you!
yes, you're right.
Forglive, oh forgive me, my daughter!
I'm maddened tonight.
moan #o, dear. child;
yvoung, and your years
May #till hold rair hopes; bDut the old
die of tears.
Yes, take him again: ah! don't lay yvour
face there:
See the blood: from his wound has
stalned your halr.
-

Yes,

Don't yqu're

How quiet you are! Has she fainted?
Her cheek
Is cold as his own.
oh spealk!
Am I crazed? Is she dead?
heart broken first?
Her trouble was bitter, but aur& mine

Say a word to me,

Has her

is worst.
I'm afrald, I'm nfrald, all alone with
these doad;
Theso corpaﬂa are astirring: God help
¥ poor head!

rmn al& by my children until the men

ome

To bury the others, and then weo'll go
home,

The slnin are all
don’t move.

Keep away from my boy,
by lova,

Lullaby, ijuliaby,
sleep!

God and thy mother wiil
thee keep.

(This poermi was contributed, in re-
sponse to a4 recent reguest. by IRuth
Luee, of Portland, and by C. W. Castle,
of Baker.

dancing! Deare.t,

he's guarded

sloep, sweet darling.

walch o'er

—_—

*“Her First Party.” recently requested
has been wment by Ruth Luce, Mrs.
Walter Jones, of Portland, and by Mias
Barbara Pfeiffer, of Albany.

HER FIRST PARTY.
Miss Annabel McCarty
Was invited to a party
“Your company from four to ten)”
the Invitation said:;
And the malden was déelighted
To think she was invited

To sit up till the hour when .the big

folks vrent to bed.

The crazy little midget
Ran and told the newa to Bridget,
Who clapped her hands, and danced
& JIg. to Annabel's delight,
And sald, with accents hearty,
“*Twill be the swatest party,
If ye're thers verself, me darlint! I
wish IL was tonight!” *

The great display of frilling
Was positively killing:
And, oh, the little bootles!
lovely sash szo wide!
And the gloves so very cunning!
She was altogether “stunning.”
And the whole McCarty family
regarded her with pride.

and the

They gava minute directions,
With ?Im interjections
Or “sit up straight!” and *“don’'t do
this or that—'twould be ahsurd!”
But what with their caressing
And the agony of dressing.
Miss Annabel McCarty did not hear
a single word.

There was music, thers was
.!\.Ild

dancing,

he slght was moat entrancing,

r falry land and floral band were

holding ‘jubiles:

There was laughing, there was pouting:

There was singing, there was shouting:
And the old and young together

o carnival of glee,

Mirs Annabel MaCarty
Was the youngest at the par
And every one r«mu.rk«l -hc
beautifully dressed:
Like a doll she sat demurely
On the softs tblnkln surely
It 'wc‘ll‘l mver do ol' her to run and

The mnoise kept win ounder:
!l'.'lu um @“}t‘ro woul‘d Imvd her:

Aa& tlﬁn. wli-&ont ® mmlnx.
Her home [nstructio
She screamed: "r mt my lliweru
mzmtmnwm-' i

Florence Cady, of Fallbridge, of Wash-

ington.
THE GRAY SWAN.

“Oh tell m=s, sallor, tell me true,

Is my little lad, my Elihu,

A-salling with your ship®™

The sallor's eyes were dim with dew—
*Your little lad, your Elithu?"

He sald, with trembling lip—
“What little lad? What ship™

“What Jittie lad! as if there could be
Another such a ane as he!

What little, little Jad a0 you say?
Why Elthu, that to the sea

The moment T put him off my knee!

It was just the other day

The Gray Swan salled away.”

“The other day!'" the uallor's esyves
Stood open with a great surprise,—
“Ths other day!—the Swan!™

His heart began In his throat to rise.
“AY, AY. #ir; here in the cupboard lies
The jacket he had on.”

““And s0o your lad la gone?”

“Gone with the Swan,” “And dld she
stand

With her anchor elutehing hold of the
sand,

For a month and never stir?™
“Why to be sure! I've seen from the
land,
Like a lover kissing his lady’s hand,
The wild sean kissing her,
A Bight to remember, sir.

“But, my good mother, do you know,
All this was twenty years ago7
I stood on the Gray Swan's deck,
And to that lad I =aw you throw,
Taking It off. as it might be =o,
The "kerchief ffom your necl.™
“Ay, and he'll bring it back!™
“And did the little lawless lad
That has made you sick and made you

sad,

Sall with the Gray Swan's crew?”
"Lawless! the man ls going madl
The best boy ever mother had—

Be sure he salled with the crew!

What would you have him do?”

“And he has never written line,

Nor sent you word, nor made you sign
To say he was allve?”

“Hold! If "t'was wrong, the wrong s

mine:

Besides, he may be in the brine,
And could he wyite from the grave?
Tut, maun; what could you have?™

“Gone twenty
crulse,
*Twas wicked thus your love to abuse,

But If the lad still llve,
And come bhack home, think you, you
can forgive?™

years—a long, long

“Miserable man; you're as mad as the
fen—you rave—
What have I to forgive?™

The sallor.twitched his shirt so blue,
And from within his bosom drew
The ‘kerchief, She was wild. .
“My God! my Father! Is It Ltrue?
My little tad, my Elihu!
My blessed boy, my child!?
My dead—my living child!™
—_— -
HIS MOTHER WAS IN HEAVEN,
BEY ROBERT 4. CAREY, JR.
He came to the stable at sunsel, a quear
looking sort of a lad,
His clothes hangin®’ round him in tat-
ters, a face that was old-like and

Ead,
He told me that he was an orphan, his
father and mother were deoad;
He hadn't a sister or brother, and knew
about horses, ne said,

‘Twas somewhere anlong in December,
-the rucing wis over and done,

The boys were kloking thelr heels up
rolling around in the sun,

With nothing to do in the morning and
nothing to do at the night,

The horses all eating thelr heads off
and not o Winter In sight

At first T confess I was tempted to turn
him away from the door, ’
But just at that moment he fainted, and
fell in n heap on the fiocor;
Then I knew right away he was starvin®
and lifted him. up, the poor kid,
I just took him in and*l fed him, and
now I thank God that 1 did.

He worked round the stables all Wintar,
o soon I found out he could
LH

Had hands that were light as a wo-
man's and strong as a stesl
spring beside;

Had a seat an Archer might envy, and
all Murphy's knowledge of pace,

And knew every horse in tne stable, but
best of them he loved Grace.

By Gabriel, out of Brown Nellle, the
mare was the pride of my string;
Sweet-tempered shea was xs a kitten,
e .*‘m-g swift me a bird on the wi:t.
¥ e had not faced a starter, but
somehow I fancled that she,
With lHttle Jim perched In the saddle,
might yet be the maging of me.

We worked her that Spring on the guiet
and tried her one dlr at a mile;
At uu-fou:r flat stopped the watches:
was done in the

‘handlest style.
| vBhe’ll dn t-.ur the Oaks, Jim,” 1 whis-
! ered back, |

And Jim answ

Just five -huadmpd- .mlu_- I w
against thirteen thousand that

: -wm .

The mare didn't seam the least nervous,

_Andllmm“qtmah

: see
otua Gllri-t 2 Ihimt
m.llt & «eulq. M

"Gnt ott weil and give her her

nma.-u“‘umm
both I and the mare will be dead.

With fourteen that danced round the
starter, the field was a large one,
yet

showed no on to fret;

colors were purple and white—

Seemed able to hold and contrel her

;’d‘t’:: touch that was th.stle-down
t.

“They'rn off,” was the from the
wnch‘u “Balle Bton.u in the

lead!’ “No It's Grace™

“She'll come back to her flald™ “No,

she will not.” *“She'll never live

at that pace.™

By the time theyd gone to the first

quarter, my was ten lnn‘t.h.u

to the good,

streaking awu.y 1lKe a rabbit,

scared out of tlu heart of the

wood.

Twas in vain that the whips cracked
behind her; vain was the touch
of the steel,

nostrils blood-red and mane
fivin', my Grace was a-leading
the reel
Jim eased her a bit the last quarter,
and, turning he looked for Belle
Stone,
Who led all the rest ut the eighth pole,
and my mare just finished alone.

And

With

Unbeaten sha went through the season,
the pet of the public, and Jim
Was the Jock that the plungers all fol-
lowed—all seemed to cotton to
him.

Success made no change in his habits;
he gave me his earnings to keep,
And slept every night In the stables—
the pluce where all Jjockeys
should sleep. 3

We wintered at Mobile that season, and
often as twilight would ftall,
We'd sit at the doorway together, and
list for the mocking-bird's call.
Watch the moonlist flooding the sta-
bles; the shadows that danced on
the greaen,

The stars in their jewel-lika splendor,
the patches of blue in between.

Jim was full of the gqueeresat of fancles,
" quaint as a man ever heard;

He thought that a soul was imprisoned,
the soul of & m=an in ench bird.
The night-wind, he said, told him sto-
ries, the stories of dead and gone
kings:

the clover-tops out in the men-
dows, fell from a butterfly’s
wings.

That dew was the tears of the angels,
that fell when the world wha
anloep,

For angels, he sald, were like women—
unhappy unless they can waep.
That violets blooming in the wildwood
showed just where the fairies had
trod.

the buttercups sprang from the
gold mines, buried deep under the
sod.

That

That

tell me about his dead mother,

with tears shining bright in his

eyes:

the angels had taken her from

him., and carried her up to the

sl len

“She comes to me oft in the night-time,™
he whispered, “and when at the
dawn

I reach out my arms to cmhnce her. :

find to my sorrow, she's gone."

He'd

How

“But some time, I know, T shall sec her,
shall kiss once agaln her dear

face,
Shall pillow my head on her bosom, and
then—I"ll have to leave (Grace,
You'll give her to me, up in heaven, ir
horses to heaven should go:
And you—Bob, you'll have so many that
you will not miss her, I know.”

I smiled as 1 sald: “You can have her.”
I knew not that death lurked so
near,

For how cou!d 1 knw that an angel
was walting «'en then to appear.

And how c¢ould 1 know that the fever
called “Yellow Jack® lurked at
the gate—

No tiger that's left in the jungle had
ever so fearful a male,

The stableboys came at the dawning,
and told me that something alled
Jim,

I knew what it was jusit the moment
that 1 had set eyes upon him,

I'd seen Its grim reaping at Memph&
the year it touched mes with |
wing,

When strong men and women, together
fell down at the touch of the
king.

For dx.yn we kept watch at .is bedside,

nd, God! "twas » pitiful sight;

He'd rlde 2]l his old races over, and
oft in the dead of the night,

He'd start from his sleep and would

whisper—a smile on his Iittle,

thin face—

“The flag has gone down, and we're

leading; we'll show them the way,

won't we, Grace™

“Get out of the way!" once he shouted;
“you're crowding too close to the

| rail;
I ean’t hold the mare, and we're coming
nlong with the speed of a gale.
Your horse Is dead beat, Bllly Saun-
ders; stop whipping the beast—he
can't win:
He would If he could, for he's willing;
to punish him now Is a =in."
He'd plck at the bedclothes and babble
of playmates he'd known long
: before:
Then, whiapering, ask his dead mother
to wilt for him at the door.
And from his parched lips, in the dark-
ness, the ghost of wandering
prayer
., mand I fancy the Master was
bending and listening there.

In the darkness and gloom of the stable,
Made sweet by the smell of the
hay.

The unn stood close by the bedslde,
ad, once, in o far-away day,

They stood In a Judean stacie and wait-
ed the birth of a King;

But this time their mission was dif-
ferent—they walted & soul's tak-
ing wing.

We watched there. The night before
Christmas, the bells rang thelr
message of

of mirth,
peace and good will to all beings
i that live on the fuce of the earth.
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“l gave her to Jim era
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and the angels wis
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T'vé no explanation to offer.
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Ing from Miss Myrtle Jones, of
land. It will be recognized

Prairie™:

"Oh, bury me not in the deep. dee;
The words came low and mourn

brow

so nigh,

dark, cold wave,
1t matters not. I have oft been told

is cold,

known words,

The !re;e wild wind and the song
r

bower,

hour.

hillside,

shall be,

er's prayer.
Oh,
throhs are o'er

no more.

That those it so fondly has yearned
will come

on my tomb.

weep over me,
be =h

pressed this brow.

In the hair she hath twined shall
sen serpent hisa?

the wild wave kiss?
walting for me,

“She has been in my dreams—"
volce falled thers:

slde;

fowl rest,

Where the wild waves dance o.r_
ocean's crest,

sport free.

deep sea,
———— y

THE OLD HOME.

All mossy and st
With a film of old age upon It,

While yet it stood In Its prime.

Where clambering wild woodbine

Like wreaths on a holy shrine.
And blossoming Tiacs tall,

dows,
With the bees they held in thrall

Boneath her wings widespread,
Of the old roof overhead.
And now when T fall a dreaming,

I hear again the deep murmur
And beat of the old roof’'s song.

A sleepy child once more:
Toward some dream land shore.

Now drifting ameng the treetops
Now floating o'er'rivers deep,

:Dm to the land of sleep. .
—Contribited by Be Mirflin
ers, of Hood

“H. R C." sends t‘h. fcﬂm
song. which will be

many:

Gll-m m" CAN THE

fAn Old Elllll-ﬂl mn.)n
Oh, dear! What can the matter
Dear, dear! What can the

gh. dear! What can mthl .

Jim, and I, for a gift, nﬂ m
—Contributed by Mrs. H. H. snln.'ur

A request for “Bury Me Not in the
Deep Blus Sea™ has braught the follow-

Port-
as a variant
of the ballad, “Bury Me Not in the Lone
BURY ME NOT IN THE DEEP, DEEP
SEA.
From the pallid lips of th wh Iy
a youth who

On his cabin couch at the close of d:r!
He had wasted and plined tiil o'er his
The decth ‘shade had slowly passed and =t
With u:o llnd and his fond, loved home

Theydlimd gathered around to see him "u

“Oh. bury me not in the deap, deep sen,™ =.-§
Where the billowy waves will roil over

Whnrem:& light shall glide through th.
And no sunbeams rest upon my ETavae,
Where the body shall lie when the M;rt
But gnnt Te, oh, grant ye, this hoon tor
And hun me not In the deep, desh sea.

“In fancy T've listened to the well-

I have thought of home, of cot and
And scenes T hava loved in childhocod's

I had ever hoped to be laid when 1 died
In the churchyard there on the gresn

By the bones of my father my grave
Oh. bury me not.in the deep, deep =ea.
L]

“Let my resting-place be where a moth-
And a g'ster’s tears shall be mingled
thare.

‘twill be sweet when these he-rt-
To know when its fountains shall gush

To plant the first wild flowers of Spring
Let me lle where those loved ones shall
Oh, bury me not in the deap, deep sea.
“And there is another whone tears will
For him who lles low In an ocean bed,

In hours It pains me to think of how
She has twined these locks and has

And the brow she hath pressed, shall ;
For the sake of that loved one still
Oh, bury me not in the deep, deep sea.

They gave no heed to hia dyving prayer:
They lowered him low, o'er the veszel's

Above ‘l&lm has rolled the dark. cold
Where to dip their light wings tho sea

Where the billows bound and the winds

They have buried him there in the desp,

I remembar an olthray farmhouse,
nad with time;

A broad, low-browed old homestead,
Hung out its flames In the Autumn,

Great, drooping elms swayed o'er it;

Thrust thelr purple plumes in the win=-

Al under its roof =0 moasy. P
And around its heart sp warm, =0
It gatherad its happy children, =
In a merry, busy swarm. F
A -
With the beat of rain on the shingies, .
It Iulled them all to rest, -
When Spring brought the’ muttering r
showers, ==
Surging up from out the west. RET=
e

As . hen moothes her slespy chickens, I
So we heard the soft, sweet wlnd-m

When It ralns, and the wind is lh'ﬁﬂl-

And the venrs fall away and leave me,
Slow rocking on grand wild surgea,

THL 1 llnk in that rushing, wm _,_‘
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