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MEMORIAL AND DECORATION DAY POEMS ARE REQUESTED

Entire Page on May 27 Will Be Devoted to Articles if Enough Are Sent In—Many Old Offerings Contributed by Readers.

E
;

SUGGESTIONS TO CONTRIBU-
TORS TO THE POETRY PAGE.
Wa are not ahla to reprint

poems roquested which belong to

works that are protected by
copyright, such as Bervice, Kip-
ling, Riley and others.

Except in casas where there s
exceptionial timeliness, it is not
possible to reprint poems which
have appeared on thls page al-
ready within a4 perlod of & few
monthe

Copies that are sant in {llagl-
bly written, written on both sides

of the pages or written without
regird to the correct postical
form, or poems which ara ob-

viously incorrect,

died on this page.
Nelther can wa continue to ré-

print songs that have been popu-

cannot be han-

lar in recent yveurs, owing to ths
vast number of snuinely old
poemsa that must be handled, Up
to the time of the Spanish War
f8 about s3 far Into the modern
sz wa wiil be able to come.
Unleass request for the return

of c¢Hippings or manuscripts, with
an inclosure of postage or
stamped and addressod envelopes,
i= made, contributions will not
be returped after they are used.

Contributions are handled as
rapldly us possible, but owing to
tha vdalume of manuscripts ra-
calved, It Is frequently several
weeks before & poém sant in ean
be reprinted. Effort is made to
acknowledge all contributions.

Precedence in reprinting is glv-
en to coples of poems sent in in
refiponss to requests printed on
this page.

In sanding in manuseript, write
on one slde only of the paper,
"laave R falr spanco at the begin-
ning of the rirat page and the
end of the last and Indicate at the
end the name of the contributor
to whom it is to he cradited.

Wa reserve the right to rejaet
without comment contributions
which are Inappropriate or of 1it-
tle value either from & sentimen-
tal, historical or poetical stand-
point.

Note on the outside of the en-
velope, “0Old Poem Department.”
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HE old song, “No, 8ir!™ continues

I to coma in from interesied con-

tributors and we must acknowl-
edge copies from Mrs. I. E. Hiatt, of
Vancouver; “J. A, F.,”" of Astoria: Mrs.
F. Krutsinger, Mrs. R. ¥ Veltum, of
Eugens, and Mrs Ilobert Graham, of
Aberdean

We are Indebted for a copy of “Roger
and 1. or "The Vagabonds,™ algo to
Thomas J. Boothby, of Corvallld, Iuth
Louce and J. W. Cookingham.

R, G. Caza requests us to raprint
“The Soldiers’ Dream,” but this was
yrinted in the issus of August 13, 1816,
and the poem “Lasca,” alSo asked for
by him, was printed July 23, 1816,

Mrs. J. W. Jones requests “The Bat-
tle of Shkiloh,” in which the lines that
follow are found:

*“It wana early morning, April €th,

We struck our tents and marched away,
From Beénton's Bannocks we did go
To mueet the rebels at Shiloh.”

“Twenty-nins'" is requested by Mra.
Charléa W. Buel, of Albany.

“Sw Rosea of Spring, They Are
Faudin and “Far on tha Deep Blue
Ben," 18 requested by Mra. A V. Pen-
dieton.

“Reverend Quace Strong.” which be-
Einz "Swing the pgate wide, Postle
Peoter, ring the beéll and beat de gong;
1ot da seraphs dance with cymbals,
round the Revarend Quaco Strong,'” 18

askad by a contributor from McMinn-
ville,
D. J, Cooper,-of The Dalles, wants

“Tomorrow Ia
haste to

the wversas beginning:
our sailing day and I must

g0, are Texas does submit to cruel
Mexico.”

Mra, John W. Wiltse, of 369% East
Morrison, requests “Deadwood Dick

and FPiney.”

C. W. Castle, of Baker, suggesta that
a page of Memorial day, or Decoration
day poems that have long been favor-
ites be made up for the last Sunday in
May.

Contributions for such a pags will
e welcomed up to May 22, and if a
suffielent number are recelved, the an-
tire pags will ba devoted on the Sun-
day following that date, to Decoration
day verse.

S PR

A SOLITARY WAY.

Pealm cvil, 1-8.

There 18 & mystery In human hearts,

And, though we be encircled by a host

Of those who love us well, and are
beloved,

To everyone of us, from time to time,

There comas a sense of utter lonelineas,

Our doearest friend is “stranger” to our
Joy,

And cannot realize our bitternese.

“There Is not one who really under-
stands;

Mot one to entar Into all I feal™;

Buch is the cry of ench of us in turn.

We wander in “a solitary way,”

No matter what or whersa our lot
may be;

Bach heart, mysterious even to itself,

Must live its inner life In solitude.
Job vil, 1T—Matthew x, 37.

And would you know the reason why
this is?

It 18 because the Lord desires our love:

1a every heart he wishes to be first;

He, tharefore, keeps the secrot hkhey
himealf,

To open =il 1ts chambers, and to bless,

With pearfect sympathy and holy pence,

Iach solitary soul which comes to him;

So when we feel this lonecliness it is

The voicea of Jesus saying, “Come to
me":

And every timeée we ars "“not under-
#tood,”

It 18 & eall to us to come agaln,
For Christ ean satisafy the soul,

And tho=e who walk with him from
day to day

Can never have “a solitary way.™

Isainh =xiviil, 186.

And when baneath some heavy cross
you falnt,

And sgay, “I cannot bhear this cross
alone,”

¥Tou say the truth. Christ made It
purposaly

Bo heavy that You must réeturn to him.

The bitter grief, which no ona under-
stands,

Convaeys n socrel mesaage from the

King,
Fntreating you to come to him agaln.
The man of sorrows undersfands 1t
well;
In all points tempted he can ba with
you;
Tou cannot come too oftén or too near.
The Son of God is Infinite In grace:
His presence satisfles the longing soul,
And those who walk with him from
day to day
Can never have a.solitary way.
—Contributed by Julla L. Ramnaon, of
MeMinnville, Or.

—————

“The Dreadnought” has nothing to
do with modern battleahips, bhut i= a
chanley composed 60 years ago, which
has sincs become a oclassio among wen-
faring men, and which has received ad-
ditional stanzas until tha original has
bean spun out into hundreds of verses.
Ripling refers to It and tells how sall-
ors used to sing It all night long, fajth-
fully working the Dréadpought to all
parts of tha world.

Captaln W. H, Hardy, of Portiand, the
sole survivor of the Perry expedition

to Japan, lays claim
tion of the original
Dreadnought.

chantey of

of tha Dreadnought,
gented to me by Mr. Whitehorn,
fourth mate,”™ says Captain Hardy,
wrote it on March 20,

tey, as gent In by Captain Hardy,
lown:
THE DREADNOUGHT.

It's of a filnsh packet,
A pucket of fame,
She saila to the westward
And tha Dreadnought's her name.
She nails to the wastward,
Where stormy winds bhlow;
Bound away in the Dreadnought
To the westward we'll go.

It'a now we are 1ving
In tha River Mersey,
Whalting for the Consiltution
To tow us to sea.
She'll tow us round the black rock
Where the tides ebb and flow;
Bound away In the Dreadnought
To the westward we'll go.

It's now we are salling
Drown the wild Irish shors, =

WIith our passengers all slek
And our sallors all sore;

While the gulls in our wakes
Fly around, to and fro,

Bound away Iin the Dreadnought
To the westward we'll go.

It's now we are salling
The ocean so wide,
Where the dark and deep waters
Dash biy our sides,
While cur sallors aloft
Like the lightning do go,
Bound away in the Dreadnought
To the westward we'll go.

It's now we are salling
On the banks of Newfoundland,
Where thae water [s deep
And tha bottem is sand,
While the fish In the occan
Bwim saround, to and fro,
Bound away I{n the Dreadnought
To the westward we'll go,

It's now wa ars palling
Down the Long Island shore,
Whers the pllot he boards us
Ax oft times before,
Baying: "Fill away your malnlopsall,
Board your maln tack also;
She'n a Liverpoo]l packet,
Brave lads! L&t her go!™

And now to eoncluda

And to finlsh my song.
In what I have said

I hope Lthere's no wrong;

For the song was composad
When my wateh went below:
Bound away in the Dreadnought

To the westward we'll go.

It's now we're salling the Hud=on
And New York will soon appear;
It's there wa'll have the Dreadnounght

When she's moored to her pler.
S0, here’'s health to Captaln Samuels!
Here's henlth to his crew!
Here's health to the Dreadnought!
Lot us bid her adlen!
———

DEM GOLDEN SLIPPERS,
Oh, my golden slippera am laid away
Kase I don’t 'spoct 1o wear ‘em till my
wedding day,

And my long-tailed coat dat 1 loved
go well

I will wear up in deo chariot in the
morn.

And my long white robe dat I bought
last June

I'm going to get changed kase It fita
too esocon;

And de old gray horse dat I ussd to
drive

I'll hitch up to de charlot In the morn.

Chorus.,

Oh, dem golden slippers, Oh,

Dem golden slippers, golden slippers
I'm going tosweéar 1o walk the golden
street

Oh, dem golden elippers, Oh

Oh, dem golden slippers, golden slip-
Pers

I'm golng to wear because they look so
neat.

Oh my old banjo hang=s on tha wall

Kase it ain't been tuned since way last
Fall,

But de darkies all pay we will hab

a good time

When we ride up in ths chariot in de

morn.

Dar's old Bruddar Ben and Siater Luce

Dey will tolegraph the mews to Uncle

Bacco Julce,

What a great camp meeting deres will

be dat day,

When wa ride up In de chariot in de

morn.

8o it's
g0
Where de rain don't fall nor de wind
don't blow,

And yer ulster coat why yer will not
nead,

When yer ride up in de chariot Iin de
morn.,

But yer golden slippers must bes nice
and cloan

And yer ngu must be just sweet alx-

goodbye children, T will hab to

teen.

And yer uhitc kid gloves yer will have
to waar

When yor ride up In de chariot in de
morn. .

—HRecontly requested, and contributed
by Eula McClane, of Salem.
—_——

The requost for the old song, “No,
Sir!"" has brought a flood of responses,
Coples have been recelved from A. L.
Morrie, of Warren; A. Lo Orr, of Sa-
lem; Mrs. H. L. Bt. Clair, of Greaham:;
Mrs. H. P, Stesrs, of The Dalles; C, W,
Badger, of Portland; Pearl Schleger,
of Olympia; Mrs, John A. Fort, of New-
barg; Margar.t Downey, of Palouse,
Wash.; Frances Van Patten, of Port-
land; J. H. Dawson, of Tillamook, and
Mre. George 1. Brown, of Portland.
The song wasg popular in the early
'80s and the melody will be remembered
by many of our readers.

NO, SIm!
Tell me one thing, tell ma truly,
Tsll me why you sCOrn me so;

Tell me why, when
That you always
Chorus—
No, sir; no,
No, 8ir; no,

asked a question,
answer no.

sir; no,
sir; no,

sir: no!
sir; no!

My father wans a Spanish merchant,
And befora he went L0 sea,

Ho told ms to be sutre and answer
“No"” to all you sald to me.

Neo, eir; no, slr: no, sir; no!

No, eir: no, sir; no, sir; no!

Chorus—

If when walking In thes garden,
Plucking flowers all wet with dew,
Tell me would you be offended

If I walked and tallkted with you?
No, sir: no, sir; no, sir; no!

No, gir; no, sir; no, sir; no!

Chorus—

If whila walking in the garden.
I ehould ask you to be mine,
And tell you that 1 loved you,
Would you then my heart decline?
Chorus—
No, air; no; sir; no, sir; no!
No, sir; no, &ir; no, sir: nol
Pl st

GRA¥FTED INTO THE ARMY.
(This satirical old séng was in high
popularity in the tima when the draft
was on in the Civil War, and was sung
everywhere to poka fun at reluctant
congcripts, A contributor sends it in

to thes composi-
the

“l wrote it when T was third mate
and It was sug-
the
ey ]
£57, whilst on
passage from Liverpool to New York.”

The verzion of the famous old chan-
fol-

of some to
menasures).

Our Jimmy has gone for to live In a
tent;
They

tha presant conscription

At the captaln's forequarters they sald
he would pass—

d traln him up well
try
Bo thsy grufted him Inte the Army.

They* in ths Inf

clngs—

Chorus—
Ok, Jimmy, farewsll! Your brothers fell
Way down in Alabarmy

[ thought they would spare a lons wid-
der's helr;
But they grafted him into the Army.

Dressed up in his unicorn—dear ltile

chap!—
They have grafted him into the
Army.
It seems but a day since he sot n my
lap—
But they grafted him Into the Army.
And these are theée trousies he used to
WO —
Them very same buttons—ths patch
and the tear—
But Uncle Sam gave him »n bran-new
pair
When they grafted him into the
Army.

Now In my provisions I see him re-
vealed—

They have grafted him Into the army:

A picket beside the contented fleld,

They have grafted him into the army,

Hea luull._s kinder sickish—begina to
A blgl:c{!—;n-mar standing right in his
Oh, “'E?L‘I:-lf the ducky should up and
Now l:iwr‘vo grafted him Iinto the
army!

———
SOME MOTHER'S C(HILD,

At home or away In the alley or street,
Whenever I chance in this wids world

o meat

A Eirl that is thoughtless or a boy
that is wild,

My heart echoes madly, "'Tis some

mother's child.”

And when I see those o'er whom long
years hava roll'd,

Whose hearta have grown hardened,
whose spirits are cold,

Be It ;-wﬁmn &ll fallen, or man all da&-
iled,

A volee whiskpers sadly,
mother's child!™

“Ah, some

No matter how far from the right she

hath strayed.
No matter what inroads dishonor hath
| made,
No matter what element cankered the

peoarl,
tarniahed and
mother's girl.

Tho' suliled, she's some

| No matter how wayward his footstepa
havé been,

I.\'o matter how deep he s sunken In
Ein,

| No matter how low is his standard of
joy,

Though gulity =and loathszsome, bhe's

some mother's boy.

{ That head hath baen pillowed on ten-

dorest breast;

That form hath bean wapt o'er, those
lips have beén pressed;
That soul hath been prayed for in
tones sweet and mild,
For her sake deal gently with some
molher's chilld
—Contributed by Allce B Russell

——
HATHLEEN MAVOURNHEEN.

Kathleen Mavourneen, the gray dawn
in breaking.
The horn of the hunter is heard on

the hill;
The lark from her light wing the bright

dew s shaking,
Eallilean Mivournesn, what, slum-
bering still!
Oh, hast thou forgotten how soon wa

mist sever?
hast thou forgotten this day we
must part?
It may be for years and it may be for-
aver;
Obh, why art thou silent, theu volce
of my heart?

Oh,

Enthleen Mavourneen, awake from thy
slumbars;
The blue mountains glow In the sun’s
golden Mght:
Ah, where |s the spell that once hung
on my numbers?
Arise in thy beauty,
night.
Mavourneen, Mavourneen, my sad tears
are falling,
To think that from Erin and thea I
must part;
It may be for yeéars ang 1t may be for-
avar;
Then why art thou silent, thou voice
, of my hsart?
It ‘may be for years and it may be for-
avear.,
Then why art thoa sllent, Kathleen
Mavourneen?

thou star of my

-—¥F. Nlchelas Crouah.
————

“The Lily of the West" was sent in
some time aAgo, but the copy was In
such form it could not be used We

[at this time an apropos t!m opposition |

have grafted him Into the Army. |

He finally puckered up courage and

went, |

When they grafted him Into the

Army |

I told thém the child was toe young,
alas!

an-|

Ol [1F DEVEILLE@

_)/ﬁf'zz' farte.

Ere your heritage be

Even greater ills

—Contributed by Ida May

Hark, I hear the tramp of thousands,
And of armed men the hum;
Lo, a nation’s hosts have gathered
Round the guick alarming drum—
Saying “Come,
Freemen, come,

Said the quick alarming drum.

“Let me of my heart take counsel;
War is not of life the sum; |
Who shall stay and reap the harvest -
When the Autumn days shall come?”
But the drum :
Echoed “Come,
Death shall reap the braver harvests,”
Said the solemn-sounding drum.

“But when won the coming battle,
What of profits springs therefrom?
What of conquests—subjugation—
become,”
But the drum
Answered “Come,
You must do the sum to prove it,”
Said the Yankee answering drum.

“What if 'mid the cannon thunder
Whistling shot and bursting bomb,
When my brothers fall around me,
Should my heart grow cold and numb?”
But the drum
Answered “Come,
Better there in death united,
Than in life a recreant—come.”

Thus they answered—hoping, fearing—
Some in faith and doubting, some,
Till a trumpet voice, proclaiming, said,
“My chosen people come" ;
Then the drum
Lo, was dumb,
For the great heart of the nation
Throbbing, answered,

“-asted-’O

e

“Lord, we come.”

Johnaton, of Huntington, Or.

4
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are indebted for the following copy of
the old song to W. M. Stanton, ‘nl Port-
land;

THE LILY OF THE WEAT.

I just came down from London,
plensure to find,

A handsome girl from Nasssu, so pleas-
ing ta my mind;

ROmMeE

Har cherry checks and rolllng eyes,
like arrows plercad my breast;

And they called her Handsome Mary,
the Lily of the West.

For seven long years I courted her:
heér love 1 sought to galn,

But goon, too scon, she slighted me,
which eaussed me grief and paln;

She robbed me of my llberty and de-
prived me of my rest,

But still I adored this Mary, the Lily

of the West.

As I walkefl out one evening down by
a shady grove,

I saw - a Jlord of high degree convers-
ing with my love.

He gang a song so merrily, and I was
gore onpressed;

Yes, he sang for lovely Mary, the Lily
of the West.

I rushed up to my rival with my dagger
in my hand;

I tore him from my own true love and

boldly bade him stand.

mad to desporation, my dagger

plerced his breast,

And I was betrayed by Mary, the Lily
of the West.

Being

Now my trial has ¢ome off, my sen-
tence soon shall he;

They placed me In the criminal box and
thare convieted me.

8he 50 decelved, the jury,
she dressed,

80 modestly

That she outshone bright Venus, the
Lily of the West.

SBince I have gained my liberty, a-rov-
ing I will go,

I'll travel this wide world over to find
my love onge more,

Tho' she robbad me of my llberty and
deprived me of my rest,

Still T andore you, Mary, you're the girl
that I love best,

THE HNERITAGE.
By James Fussell Loweall,

The rich man's son Inherits lands,

And pllea of brick and stone and gold;
And he Inherits soft, white hands,

And tender flesh that fears the cold,

Nor dares to wedr a garment old;
A herltage, 1t saems to mae,
One would not care (o hold In feea

The rich man's son inherits cares:

The brick may bresk, the factory
burn;
Some breath may burst hils bubble
shares;
And soft, white hands would hardly
earn
A living that would not suit his turn;

A heritage. it seoms 10 me,
Une would not care Lo hold In fee.

The rich man’s son inherits wants:
His stomach craves for dainty fare

With sated hewrt, he lisars the pants
Orf tolling bhands with brown arms

bare,

And wearies In his easy chalr;

A heritage, It seoms {0 me,

One would not care to hold In fee

What doea the poor man's son Inherit?
SBtout mukclies and A sinawy heart;

A hardy frameé, s hardler spirit;
King of two hands, he does his part
In every useful toll and art;

A heritage, It seemz to me,

A King might wish to held in fee.

What does the poor man's son inherit?
Wishes o'efjoyed with humble thinga;

A rank adjudged by toll-worn merit;
Content that from employment
springs;

A heart thatyin his labor sings;
A herilage, It séeinzg Lo me,
A King might wiah to hold In fee

What does the poor man's son inherit?
A patience learned by belng poor;
Courage, |f sorrow comes, to bear It;
A fellow-fesling that 1s sura
To make the outeast blesa his doer;
A heritage, It seems to me,
A King might wish to hold In fea

O, rich man's son! thers (s a tofl
That with all other leval stands
Large charity doess never sofl
But only whitena, soif, white hands!
That {8 the best ¢rop from the lands;
A heritage, It secms to me,
Worth being rich to hold in fee.

O, poor man's son, scora not thy statel

Lay
! ¥

worse wearinesas than thine,
nx rich and gredat;
makes thoe soul to shins,
rest fragrant and benign:
Lt acomes 0o Me,
poor to hold In

There Is
Iru-r--_"\ b
Work only
And maken
A hervitage, 1
Worth being

In

fee,
Both, helrs
Are izl in
Both children
FProve titie
By record
A heritage, it
Well

to some rix feet of sod,
the earth at last:
of the same dear God
to your helrship wvast,
af a welli-filled past;
seems to me,
worth o life to hold In fes
—Contributed by Ruth Lauce.
il
KXITTING SONG,
(Sung In 1882.)
Knit, knit, knit
pnd mittens and gloves.
Kn.t, knlt, knit
one that her country lovea!
by the uselean, Lthe baautiful toy
With which you may an hour employ,
And knlt. instead, for the soldler boy.
EKnit, knit, Knit,

Ths socks

Ench

Enit, knit, knit

and wide and seam,
Knit, knit, knit

Tl the flying neaedles gleam,
Knit till the mitten lies complets,
Kiuit till the socks for the wenry feet
The eye of each patient soldier greot

Narrow

Enit, knit, knit

Knit, knlt. knit,
And knit with many a prayer.

Knit, knit, knit
Pray God the llves to spare

Of loved ones, soon on tha hattie fleld
The deadly weapons of war to wield

And pray that the foe before them
yvield
Knit, knit, knit
—Contributed by Mra B, M Meeds,

of Gladstone.

———
VIVA L'AMERICA,. TOME OF THE
FREE.

Nobla republic, happlest of lands,
Foremont of nAtions, Columbia stands
Freedom's proud banner floats in the

skcien
Where shouts of liberty dally arize.
“United we stand, divided wa fall"™
Unlon forever, freedom to allL
Chorus:

Throughout the world our motto shall
be
Viva L'America, home of the free.

Should ever traitor riss in the land,

Curs’'d be his homestead, withéred his
hand,

Shame be his memory, scorn be his

Exile his heritage, his nama a blot.
“United we atand, divided we fall™
Granting & bome and freedom to all

Chorus:

To all her heroes, justice and fame,

To all her foes, a traltor's foul name.

Our *“Siripées and Stars™ still proudly
shall wave,

PEmblem of [berty, llag of the brave

“United wa stand, divided we fall”

Gladly we'll dle at our country’s call,

Chorus: Throughout the world, ote.
——Contributed by Mra. E. M. Meedes, of
Gladstons,

——-————

THE NAME OF MOTHER.

There are wordsa that speak of a
quenchleas love

Which burns In the hearis we cher-
ish;
And accenta that tell of a friendship
proved,
That never will hlight or perish;
Thére ard4 soTt words murmured by
dapr, dear lips,
¥ar richer than any other;
But the swestest word that the ear

hath heard
Is ths blessed name of niother,

Oh, magical word! May It never die
From the lipas that love to apeak it;
Nor melt away from the trusting ht"lrtl
That even would break to keep 1t
Was thers aver a nams that lived !'koi
this?
Will there aver e such another?
The angels have seared in heaven a
ghrine
For the holy name of Mother.
~—Contributed by Allece B. Rusasll,

GONE TO THE WAR.
Out from our hom#e, and hearthstones,
Noble of heart and hand,
Each to the call responding,
God, and our ewn proud land:;
Brothers and sons and husbands,
Follow the guiding star,
Gone from our homes, God help us,
Gone, gone to the war.

Lips that are white with angulsh,

Saying a calm, “God speed you,”

Bildding them bravely go
Somewhere the danger's thickest,
Somewhere it sounds nf:
All with our praye and ble —"nc:r-,

Gone, gone to the war,

1 Oh! If the Lord of battles
Were not our strength and

Mothers and wives and sisters,
YWhere should we turn today?

But knowing hls power extendeth,
Where'er his children are,

stay,

Trusting, we pray, God keeps them,
Gone, gone to the war,
S

A WOUNDED SOLDIER.,
(Abridged.)

Steady, boys, steady! Keep your arms
ready,

God only knows whom we may meet
here

Don't &t me be taken; I'd rather
Aawnken,

Tomorrow In—no mattar whera,

Than to le in that foul prison-hole
over thers,

Stap slowly! Speak lowly!l

The rocks may have [ife:

Ray me down in tha hollow:

We are out of the strife

By heaven; the foeman may track me
in blood,

For this hole In my
ing a flood.
No surgeon for
me no ald;

breast is outpour-

Not! me; he can give

The surgeon I want Is a pickaxs and
spade

What, Morris, a tear? Why, shama on
you, manli

1 thought you a hero; but since you
bagan

To whimper and ory, lilke a girl in her
teans,

By Georgze! I don't know what the
devil It means,

Well! Well! T am rough: ‘tis a very
rough school,

This life of a trooper—but yat I'm mno
fooll

I know a brave man, and a friend from
a foe:

And, boys, that you love me I certainly
know.

But waan't it grand,

| When they came down the hill over
sloughing and sand?

But we stood—dld we not?—Illke im-
movable rock,

Unheeding thelr balls and repelling
thelr shock.

Di4 you mind the loud ecry, when as

turning to fiy.
Our men sprang upon them, determined

to dle.

Oh, wasn't It grand?

God help the poor wretches who fell |
in the fight;

No time was there gilven for prayer
or for flight.

They f1ell by the score, In the crash,

hand to nd,

And they ming their blood with the
sloughing and esand.

Great heavens! This bullet-hole gapea
llke a gravel

A curse on the alm of the traltorous|,
knave!

Is thore never a one of you know how
to pray,

Or speak for & man as his life ebbs
away?

Pray! Pray!

Our Father! Our Father! Why don't
vou proceed

Can’'t vou see I am dying Great God,
how I bleed!

Our Father in heaven—boys, tell me
the reat,

While 1 stanch the hot blood from the
hole In my bresst

There's scemothing sbhout the forglve-
ness of sin:

Put that in! put that Inl—and then

1'll tollow your words and say an
“Amen.™

Here, Morris, old fellow, get hold of
my hand,

And Wilson, my comrade—oh! wansn't
it grand

When they came down the hill llke =a
thunder-charged cloud,

And were scattered liko mist by our
brave little crowd?

Where's Wilson, my comrade? Here,

stoop down your head,
Can’'t youn say a short praye

dying and doead?
HYMN.
who.dlad for sinnars all,
suppliant wanderer’s

r for the

“Chri
Hewr

st—God,
thou 1this

Let not e e n this por sparrow fall
Unheedad by thy gracious o376,
thy gates to et him In,

Throw wid

came,
The ragged Continentals crowned with
carth-compalling fame:
star-bespangled banner stream-
ing over land and sea—
Your flag, my flag. the people’s flag—
The fiag that makes men free,

Their

And lo! the scene was ahifted and while
the people slept,

Through marts of trade and traffic the
foes of freedom crept.

For pride and power they wresatled,

lust of greed and gain

forged the human shackles and

might resumed har relgn;

Aa jeer and sneer run riot where dread
and discord reel,

The right of man lay trampled beneath
the tyrant's heel

They (fired the torch of treason and
mock with anarchy

Your flag. my flag. the people’'s flag—

The flag that makes men f(ree.

for

They

Then ehop and school and farm and
mine and factory outpour,

And thrice & hundred thousand men are
marshaled at the fore;

And thrice a hundred thousand men,
with purpose staunch and true,

On storied helght, on gory plaln, to die

Murmsurs nor falteringa know,

for me and you;

To consecrate our flag anew to truth's

unending fame—

Equallty, Fra ty, in thunder tones
prociail

Tao fly from and citade]l for aye,
exultingly—

Your flag. my flag, the people's flag-—

The flag that makes men free.

What word, O fallen herces! within
the portals low,

Where Southern Croas
th 1 lins grow?
Guard waelj fing, leat while you

gleopn should haul it down
While weeplng fllls our praceful land
and cannon flame and frown

Guard well

that
grarft should splash those stara of

flag, lest greed and

light
And, followed by the orphan’s moan,
fair Freedom takes her flight!
Guard well that fiag, for faith and hope

ans ter davs to be—
Your flag, my flag, the people's flag—
The flag that makes men free!
buted by Euth Luce
i i—

ARNOLD WINKELRIED.

By Jamea Montgomery.

“Make way for liberty,” he erted—

Made way for liberty, and dled

In arms the Austrian phalanx stood,
A lving wall, a human wood:
All-horrent with projected spears.

Impregnabls t
Opposed to t

ir front appears,

S0, a hovering band
Contended for thelr fatherlamnd:
Feasants, whosa new-found strengtX

had broke

From manly necks the Ignoble ypkej
Marshaled once mors at freedom's call,
They came to conquer or to fall

And now the work
Hung on the passing
Ths firea of conflict
Tha battle trembled
Yet, whilsa the
ground,
Polint for assault was nowhere foundg
Wheroe'er the lmpatient Switzers gEazed,
The unbroken line of lances blazed;
That iine *twere suicide to meat,
And perish at their tryant’'s feet.
How could they rest within
BETAvVas,
leave their

of life and deatl
of & hreath;
burned withing
to begin:

Austrians held thele

thelis

To homes the haunts of

slaves?
they

Would not feel thelr children

With chains above thele

It must not be:
Annihiintes the
All Switzerland
SEhe will not

this day. this hour,
invaderas' powers
Is in thea fleld—
fly, she cannot yileld,
She must not fall; her better fals
Heoere gives her an immortal date
| Few were the numbers she could boast,
Yet every freeman wos a host,

d felt as "twere a secret known
| Thut one should turn the scale alone,
| While each unto himself was
On whose sole arm huug victory

he

]

|4t depended on one,
| Behold hi

indead:
m—Arnold Winkelried!
| There sounds not to the trump of Fame

| The #cho o woblar name.
Unmarke he stood amid the throng.
In ni'utnnmn deep and long.
Till you might see, with sudden grace,
The very thot come o’er hix faoce,
And by motion of his {orin,
Anticipate the bursting storm,
And, by the uplifting of his brow,
Tell whera the bolt would strike, and

how.

But "twas no sooner thot than 4oné-—
The Neld was In A moment won!
*Make way for llberty!” has cried,

‘ Then ran, with arms extended wide.

LAa if his dearest friend to clasp:

Ten spears he sweopt within his graspg

| “Make way for liberty!™ he cried;

Thelr keen points crossed from side to
rlde;

He bowed amidst them 1like a tree.

And thus made way for liberty.

| S8wift to the breach his comrades fly—

“AMake wayv for llberty,” they cry.

And through the Austrian phalanx dart,

An rushed the spears through Arncld's
heart.

While instantansous

Rout, ruin, panlec, meized

An earthquake could not

A clty with a surer blow.

his fall,
them all;
overthrow

Thus Switzerland again was free;
Thus death made way for liberty.
Requented by R. L. Collins. Sent
by Willlam Klein
i
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“A homesteader in Curry” sends the

And take him, pleading, to thine arms; “Tramp Ballad” recently requestad;
Forglve, O, his lifelong sin, THRAME BALLAD.
And qulet flerce alarm.™ By Harry Kemp.
y udd 1 the 1isslon,
A e - * 1imt o the preacher
it is l!-.ut-.z to “n‘-‘:.' l:l-:‘lh_ now my sight Arji'elilut\crn:;totl?ru('.r',:_--_l, I
1A EltOW C » " . i e b 2 A
{1 am .Ii_\.;m:‘.‘ ‘F.-::..i.:?r-\\‘n. till T touch \\\i_.i.:n;tp.h; :le‘:::ad;:lrr: Ao,
Aoy f:m“.II..'Zi.'r:\'.I-'u"'.' An' so we stood the t y
N ] 2 For shelter from the :
to enemlesl—keep hold of [They sang of dod an® angels
my hand—— i .}::' heaven's etornel Joo L
And r:—,:: c1;ur dear flag o'er a prosper- ].\:;\ ;I:\u,lx.“li_lhl-!.;:] ‘.-.I.II-T-]; vin
—Cant r!'t-..l-\d by Mrs, Plorence Cady, J':"!\n}' ﬁp(:ke :f g.,rr-i_;x:; evil
r { An' offere shavin® grace—
GE IRl | An' some showed love for mankind
A-shi in the face,
THE FLAG THAT MAKES MEN FRIEE | B ut rt‘n:?enl:.- Ir graft wan workia'
By Kats Brownlee Sherw ood Th' sathe ns me a you,
The battls clouds obscured the lar:d and | Bot most was urg! on us
dimmed the nether seas, What they belleved woas true
The dread alarms of war walled out on | We sang, an' dozed, an’ liatenad,
every swelling brreze; But only feared, us men,
The land the fathers wrestled for, In||The hour when, sérvice avar,
hunger, cold and thirst, We'd have to mooch again
Lay bound and bleeding in the tolls of | An' wailk the lcy pavements,
tyranny aocc) uraed An' breast the snow storm gray,
They sought for sign or a8y mbol, but tol"r;il the saloons was opened
rescue there wiad noneé An' there was hints of day;
When 10! scross the darknoss flashed|go, when they called out, “Sinnen
the fing of Washington— Won't you come? I came,
The bonuy fiag, the beautéous flag. the | Sut in my face was pallor,
fing of colors three; And in my heart was shame—
Your fing, my flag, the people's flag— An' so ferglve me, Jesun,
The flag that makesa men frée. For mockin’ of thy nams;
ror 1 was cold an” hungry—
And red for human brotherhood: mo ‘They gave miea Erub an’ bed
matiter croed or clan, | After 1 knealed thers with them
Thae same rich blood prociaims us one An' many prayers were said
in God's eternal plan; An' sBo fergive me, Jesus,
And whita for pence and purity, and I didn’t mean no harm
Heaven on earth begun: An' outside.it was zero,
And Blue the expanding canopy, the An’ inside it was warm.
clustered stars in one; Yos! I was cold an’' hungry.
They kis=e¢ed ita folds and through tha An' oh, thou Crucified,
yeurs of storm and stress they |Thou friand of all the lowly,

Fergive the lia I lied,
S S—

HOLLOW HOLLOW,

1 stood beneath a hollow tree,
The blast it hollow blew:
I thought upon theé hollow world
And all Its hollow crew,
Ambltion and its holow schemes,
The hollow hopes wp follow;
Imagination’s hollow dreams,
All hollow, hollow hollow,

A ¢crown It 1s a hollow thing
And hollow haads oft wear 1t;
Tha hollow titls of & king,
What hollow hearts oft bear it
No hollow wiles nor honey'd smiles
Of ladiey falr I follow,
For heauty aweet still hides decelt,
*Tis hollow, hollow, hollow.

The hollow leader but betrays

# The hollow dupes who hasl him:

The hollow critic vendas his praise
To hollow fools who feed him;

The bhollow friend who takes yousg
hand
Is but a Bummer swallow:
Whate'r 1 see s llke this trea,
All hellow, hollow, hollow.
—Contributed by C. W, Castley
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