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MORE FAVORITE POEMS ANSWER NUMEROUS REQUESTS|

HE responses to the regquest re-
I cemtly published for Whittier's
haa

Dayse"
list of re-

poem, “In Bchool

brought amn overwhelming
apon=es,

Following are
copies of this poem we
knowledge: Mrs. 8. E. Wocdman, F.
Wilkinson, of Portland; Miss A AL
Bpooner, of Dayton: Allce Lanphar, Mra.
A. Ronde, Eligabsth Cadwell Cady, Jane
De Lin, of Portland: Dr. Pslham, of
U'nion; Mra. Edith Gardner, of Gresham:
Inez Fanshier, of Tenino; Misa Ger-
trude Coine, of Kalama; Mrs. Msbel
Hart. of Vale: Mra Harry Rooper, of
Anteiopa: Mrs. E. J. Elmpson, of Bux-
ton, and others whe did not give their
nRImes:

The poem is reprinted herewith.

THE SCHOOLHOUSE.
§till sits the schooihopse by the road,
A magsed beggar sunning;
Around it =till the sumachs grow,
And blackberry vines are running.

whose
to me-

contributors
wish

Within, the masater's desk is seenm,
Deep searred by raps offlcial;

The warping floor, the battered seats,
The jackknife's carved initial

The charcoal frescos en its wall;
Its door's worn slll, betraying

The fest that, cresping siow to school,
Went storming out to playing!

fLong yoars ago & Winter sun
SEhons over at lts setting:

Lit up its western window-panes,
And low eaves' ley fretting.

Tt touched the tangled zolden curls,
And brown eyes fuli of grieving,

Of one who still her stapa dalayed
When all the school wers leaving.

For near her stood the littla boy
Her childizsh favor singled;
His cap pulied low upon & face
Where prids and shame
mingled.

were

Pushing with restless faat the snow
Te rizht and left, he lingered;

As restlessly her tiny hands

he blue-checked apron fingered.

He saw her 1ift her ayes, he feit
The soft hand's light careasing,
And heard the tremble of her voice,

Asn if a fault confessing.

*I'm sorry that I spelt the word;

I hata to g0 above You,
oause,"—the brown syes lower foll—
‘Because, you see, I love you:

Etill memory toc & gray-haired man
That swest child-face Is showing,
her grave

Doesr girl! the grasses on :
Have forty Years been Fl‘f‘:“'sns_

He livea to lgarn, in 1ife’s hard school,
How few wWho pass above him

t their triumph and hia losa,

her—because they love him.
—_—

THE TEMPEHRA NOE ALPHABET.

at lies in thes cup;g

s for adder,
. :: : 1knrd dossn’'t see 1t and so
up
B 12riked "polson™ thereon;
T e not, handls not, or
» undone
Lo sel=nee, which bida us be-
Wwal
Of learning to drink, to Ils and to
AW eRr Xt
D is for drunkard, Jjust lonk at hls
nose,
How red are his eyen and how dirty
his clothes,

sning, when he goes out to

he knows does him harm if he
only would thinic
F is for fountaln o merry and clear;
wWho only drinks water has nothing
to fesr.
G in for gin, that makes peopls lasy;
Then cross to thelr wives and then
finally oraszy.
for heaven,
can know
While drink holds him In bondage to
win and to woe
T is for inn, ke & rat teap, no doubt;
When once you get in it Is hard to
got out
J is for 3jail, where the drunkard is
Pt
the fumeg of lHqguor away he has
slept.
K §is for knowledge, of which littls re-
mainns
Whan he puta In his mouth what
runs off with his bralna
L ia for UHquor, whatever the name,
The taste or the color, they all ars
the sama.

H in which no drunkard

He

T

M is for monkey, who is wiser than
men;
If you onoe get him drunk, you can't
do It again,

N 1s for Noah, who planted the vine,

And (how sad is the warning) gol
drunk on the wina,
O Is tha arphan, of whom thousands

in the year by the rume-
rada,

P is for pladge all good children should
take.
If you ecan't sign your name, Yyour

mark you should maka
rrel, lock sharp and yon'll

nearly all quarrels there's liquor
behind,

R in for rum and for rumseller, too:
With one or the other have nothing

Wash.,, and Mrzs, May Baker, of Blsck

Rock. The song appedrs under tha

titles, “Littls Mohee,” ““The Little NMo-

hea" “Pretty Mohee “Little Mau-

mee” and ‘“The Cocoanut Grove™

PRETTY MAUMER,

As I went walking one morning in
Mnuy.

To hear the birds whistls and pass
avway the day,

As I sat amusing myself on ths grass,

Whom should 1 spy passing but a
young Indlan lassa

She stepped up beside me and gave me

h=r hand.

Saying. “"You look like soms stranger,
not of this land.

Will you be contentsd to live along

with me?
teach you the language of the
pratty Maumee™

rn

“Oh no! my pretty damsel, that nevar
can be,

For I bhave a true love
country;

I ecould not forsake her for her pov-
erty;

She has o trus heart as ths pretty
Maumaes,™

In my own

The very next morning at the break-
ing of day,

It well might broka =& poor heart by
the words 1 did say.

“Now T'm going to leave you, so fare
vou ‘well, my dsar™

The wvessal set psil and for homewnard
did steer.

The last time I haw her was down on
the sand

The ship had passed by her; she waved
m®s her hand,

Saying, “When you get home agaln to
the girl that you love,

Remomber ths malden of the cocoanut
gErove.”

And now I'm safe landed on my own
native shore,

Wheara friends and rslations
around me onhnce more;

But of all that crowd around mes and
all that I ==a

There's none to compars with
pretty Aaumee.

—_—

crowd

the

This poem, recently requested, 1s

supplied by Eula McClanes, of Salem.
SHABHBY GENTEEL.
We have heard it asserted a dozem
times g'ar
That & man may bs happy in Tags:
That a prince 13 no more in his car-
ringe and four
Than A& paupar who trampas on the
flags.
chance to be meither,
describa
How & prince or
belong to that
tribe
Which Isa Enown

tesal

As I I cannot
a panper may fasl
I highly respectable

as the shabby gen-
Chorus,

Taoo proud to beg, too honest to stsal,
T know what it is to be wanting s meal.

My tatters and rags I iry to conceal;
I'm ona of the shabby genteel
I'm a party, In fact, who has known

better days,
But thelr glary s faded and gone
I have started in line In a lot of odd
WAVS,
And have not found a way to get on;
Thera are only three roads, I'm afrald,
that are Jeft—

I shall have to beg, borrow or eteal

Yet I don't gqulte eanconrages ths notion
aof t ft

Though ' awfully ahabby geantesl

Rt

I'm dreszed in my best, I cannot
priatand

t my costumsa Is guite comme-il-
faut.

You'll observe that my watch has been

tho"

Tha

left with a frisnd,
And my gloves are unfitted for show,
There ars traces of wear on my elbows
and knees,
And my boots hava run down at the
heel.
But it is cruel to criticiss matters like
these,
When = man has grown shabby

gentoel.
Still, I =trive to ba cheerful in all my
distrass,

and we take pleasure in

Sister in trial!

(Ollver Wendell Hoimen" poem, written in another day, comes agaln into peculfar timelinass,
The copy used here was contributad by

reprinting it at
Mra. E. J.

thia time.

Simpson, of Buxton:)

Who shall count
Thy generous friendship's claim,
Whose blood ran mingling in the fount
« That gave our land its name.
Till Yorktown saw in blended line
Our conquering arms advance,
And victor's double garlands twine
Our banners? Vive la France!

O land of heroes! in our need
One gift from heaven we crave

To stanch these wounds that vainly ble
The wise to lead the brave!

Call back one captain of thy past
From glory’s marble trance,

Whose name shall be 2 bugle-blast
To rouse us! Vive la France!

Pluck Conde's baton from the trench,
Wake vp stout Charles Martel,

Or find some woman's hand to clench
The sword of La Pucelle!

Give us one hour of old Turenne—
One lift of Bayard's lance—

Nay, call Marengo's chief again
To lead us! Vive la France!

strong, of Vader, Wash,k and P. J.
Skaale, of Portland

WHITE WINGS.

Written and Sung by Bankas WWinter.
Balll home, as stralght as an arrow,
My wyacht shoots along on the arest
of the ses;
Ball! home, to sweet Magglie Darrow,
In her dear littie home she Is walt-
Ing for me
Highk up, whera
Craggy.
That's whers the girl of my heart
walta for me!
Halgh! ho, I long for yon, Maggls,
T'll epread out my White Wings and
sall home to theae.
Yo! ho, how we go! oh, how the winds
blow!

the cliffs they are

Chorus:
White Wings, they never grow weary,
They carry me cheerily over the aes;
Night comes, 1 long for my dearle,
I'll spread out my White Wings and

#ail home to thea
Balll home, to love and caressas,
When Magixie, my darling, is thare
at my =ide;
8all! home, blue eves and gold tresses,
The fairest of all is my own little
bride.
Safl! home, to part from thes never,

Always togethsr life's voyage shall
Be:

-H

Sall! home, to love thas foraver!

I'll spread out my White Wings and

sall homea to thee.

Yo! ho, how
blow!

——

A STOCKING IN RHYME.

To knit a stocking, neadles four,

Cast on thres needles and no more:

Each needle stitches eight and twenty:

Then ome for seam-stiteh will be
plenty.

Two plain, two purl. afternately,

(The top must give adequately.)

Excopt the seam-stitch, which you o

Once plain, cnee purl, tha whols way
through.

A finger plain youo next must knit

Ere you begin to narrow 1t

Though i you ks the stocking long

Two fingers' lenzth will not

And then the rowness to makas,

Two stitchaz vyou togethar taks

Ench gide the sea 1, then saight

rou

And I bear my bad luck liks & man.
and drase,
I must still do the best that I can;
And remember, good people, that fo.'-|
tune =ome day,
By a turn of her treacherous wheel,
May reduce ons of you in the very
same wWay,
To the level of the shabby genteel.
——

ON THE SIDEWALKS OF NEW YORK
in front of Casey's old brown,
wooden stoop,
evening,
F BETroup,
girls together,
walta,
yed the organ
New York.

Down

we formed a

'

we would

on ths

West Blde, all around thes

London

g “ring-a-rosy,”

is falling down,”

; together, we would sing

ts

While Jenny played the organ on the
sidawnlks of New York.

Thers wns pretty Jennle Shannon,
1o Jimmy Crow,
the baker,

.

lizght as sork,
the waltz step
New York

¢irsr pi
On the sldewnl

Things have changed since those days,
Some are

in G

up
r wandering,

are

They wo

to do.
B 1» for rnow, where the poor drunkard
lien,
Overcome by liquor and freeres and
dies,
T Is for tippler, who grows worass and
wWorse,
TIII he finds, to his sorrow, not m
coln In b rae
O is for union; in unten there I
strength.
With the young and the old thare is
: vie v at length,
WV is for tim who staggered around
T he 1 In the rive where, of
- course ha was drowned. 1
W Is for wee, which every one feels

Who partakes of strong

liguors and
is.

thron the strest els.
X is for X . B ETO had he—|
But Al 's army s ] r. you gae. |
¥ Is for youth, daring youth. 0. be-

ware!

of strong drink should|

ann re.

hope we will be |
dominions our

cou

—Contributed (n

ry

‘anse to request by

F. H. Fountain, of Everett.
—
OUR HEROIC DEAD.
O sun, subdue your eplandor;
O birds, forget your mirth:
Q rodbe of mist so tender, -

Enshroud a lifeless earth
O sea, renew your mourning;
QO winds, a requlem play: ,
O heart, with griefs intoning.
December wrest from May
A nation weeps,
A vigll keeps
O'ar her herole dead.

D sun, unsheath your lances:
Fling out your ralnbow arch;
© music that entrances
Bound a triumphal march.
© flag, by Heaven's portals
Unfurl sour gleaming bars:
For thers sarth's dear Immortals
For ever pluced your staras
A nation’s pralse
It's tribute pars
To har heroic dead.
s=Contributed by Mrs Della Webber.
——

“Little Maumes” raquested a feow
weeks ago, has been sent by Mra A
C. Christensen, of Harrisburg; “C. G.

If they
With the v
On the =lds f New York.
—Sent \irs, J. N. Kunkel
———
WIEATIE'S SECRET.™
Last night I was weeping, dear mother;
Last night 1 was weeplng alone.
This world seemed so ssd and dreary,

Ay heari grew as heavy as stone;
1 thought of the lonely and lovelass,

Though lonely and loveless was L
I scarcely can tell how it waa, mother,

Although 1 was wishing to dle.

Last night I was weeplng, dear mother,
But Willle cames down by the gate
And whispered: “Come out in the moon-

Tve something to say 1o you, Kate™
And, mother, to him 1 am dearer
Than ail in this wids world, bealde,
He told me so, out in the moonlight,
And he called ma his darling, his
brida.

So now I will gather the roses
To twine In my long bralded halr,
And Willle will come in the evening
And smils when he sces me so fair,

And out in the moonlight we'll wander
Way down by the ©old "Hawthorne
trea.”

And, mother, I wonder 1If lovers

We're ever as happy as we?
—Contributed by Mrs J. N. Kunksl in

response to n request

A

“Whitse Wing=s," recently requested,
has been sent in by many contributors
Varlous versions have come fn. and in
reprinting it we are following ths
form that the umajority of the copies
received weare =zt in. Contributors are
Mrs. Laurs WWhite, of Colfax, Waah.:
Eula MoCilane, of Salem; M. J. Doyle,

If I can't have my way as to feeding| '

be,
And stitches sixty-five yoit'il ses
These just in half yoo me divide,
With thirty-two on eith
But on one needia the

half on needle
le

ways purl the

& pmeam-stitch purl =

Know,
And slip the Tirst stitch, &very row.
When thirty rows you thus havs dons,
Each =lde the seam knit twp In one,
In each third row, till surs you feal
That forty rows are in your hesl
You then begin tha heel to close:
For this, choo#e one of the p n rows.
Knit pixin to =eam then two in one;
One pialp stitch more must still be

done;
Then t your work, purl as befores
The scam-stitch-~—two {n one, one more;
Then turti again, knit till yo

re first you turmed—a gap will be;

Across knit together two,

And don't forget one plain to do,
hen turn agaln, purl ss before,

And so—til]l there's & gap no mora

The seam-stitch you no longer mind;

. with fa 1aft behind

el Iz quite closad in,

al.

L h
o knit row you begin,
1 at the end You turn no mors,
‘round and ‘round knit as before,

this, on a slde needls taks

loops those first shpped atitches
make,

With vyour heel-needle—knit them
Ppluin,

To meet the old front half agaln:

This on one needle knit should be,
And then you'll have a neadle fres
To taks up loops the other nide,

And knit ‘round plain, and to divide

The back parts evenly in two;
Off the heel-needls some are due,

Be caraful that you count
On each back needle; knit
But as the foot Is much too wide,
Take two togethar at each aide
On the back nasdles, where they
The ; 1o make & seam quite
Each time betwaen knit ona
round,
Till stitches sixty-four are
And the front needls does not
As many a=s on both the back.
You next knit fifty-six rounds plaln,
But do not narrow it agalin:
*Twilil than be iong enocugh, and =o
Begin to narrow at the toe
Your long front row lknit
through.
But at its end knit stitches two,
Two first In the next row to match.
(My meaning you'll not fail to catch.)
Then on the other side knlt plain
Half 'round. and do the same again,
That is, two last together catch,
Two first !n the front row, te msateh,
At first knit four plain rounds be-
tween,
Then two, then one, until “tis saen
You've knit enough to close the tos,
And then decreass in overy row
TUntil to stitches eight you've brought,
Then break the thread off—not too
short—
And 88 these stitches alght you do.
Each tlme your end of thread pull
through.

the samea
‘round plaln

maet
neat,

plain

front

found,
lack

plainly

H" Mrs. B Armsirong, of Vader,

b

Mra, D. Bourgecls, N. 8. Evanson, Frea
Winter, of Hoqulam; M, & Arm

we go! oh, how the winds

ed—

|

WE ARE COMING.
We ara coming, Fathar Abraham, three
hundred thousand more.
From Misslssippl's winding stream and

from New England's shore;
Wea leave ocur plows and workshopa.
our wives and children dear,

‘With hearts tog full for utterances, but

with a silant tear;

We dare not look behind us, but stead-
fastly before:

We nre coming, Father Abraham, thres
hundred thousand mors!

If you look across the hilltops that
meet the northern sky,

Long moving linss of rising dust your

| vision may descry:

And now the wind, an instant teara

veil aside,
our spangled flag in

the cloudy
And floats aloft

|
glory and In pride,

And bayonets in the sunlight gleam,
and bands brave music pour:

We are coming, Father Abraham, thres
hundred thousand more!l

If you look all up our valleys, whers

the growing harveasts shine,
Tou may see Our sturdy farmer boys
forming into line;

rom thsair mother's kneeas

ing at the weeds,

how 1o and pow
against their country's neoeds:

And a farewell group stands weeping
AL every door:

We ars coming, Father Abraham, three
hundred thousand more!

en f
,..]I

cpliapge

You have called us, and we'rs coming,
*by Rlichmond’'s bloody tide,

To lay us down, for freedom's sake,
our brothers' bon beslds,

Or from foul treasc 8 savagh grasp to
wronch the murderous blade,

And in the face of foreign foes Iits

} fragments to parade

Six hundrad thousand loval men and
true have gone before:

We

her Abraham, thres
sand mora!
Bloan Gibbons:. Written at
the time Abraham Lincoln called for
00,000 more troops, in 1882, ¥. 8. Mc-
ilough, contributor.

e

bBune
—Jameas

THE KING'S PIOCTURE.

T!-f- King from his counecil chambar
Came weary and sore of heart;

He called for IIHEf, the palinter,
And spake to him thus apart:

sickensed of faces igboble,
oorites, cowards and knaves!
I shall shrink to their shrunken meas-

ure,
Chief slave In a realm of alaves!

Faint ms a true man's plcturs,
Gracious and wise and good:

Dowered with the strength of heroes,
And the beauly of womanhood.

It shall hang in my inmost chamber,

]
f

SUGGESTIONS TOD CONTRIBU-

TORS TO THE POETRY PAGE,

Owling to the great number of
requesis for poems that have
accumulated, we will be obliged
to stop indling on this page
new requests that ars =ent In
until-we have bean able to glve
thoss on hand an opportunity.

Wa are not able to reprint
potme requested which belong to
works that are protected by
copyright, such as Sarvice, Klp-
ling, Riley and others.

Except In coses where thers s
excaptional timeliness, It Is not
possilile to reprint poems which
have appearsd on this page nl-
ready within a period of a few
months,

Coples that are sent in fllegl-
bly written, written on both sidea

.

of the pages or written without
regard to the correct poatic
form, or poema which are ob-

viously incorrect cannot be han-
dled on thia page.

Nealther ¢can we continnes to re-
print songs that have been Dopu~
lar in recent years owing to the
vast number of genuinely old
poems that must be handled. Up
to the time of the Spanish War
Is sabout as far into the modern
as wa will ba abla to come.

Unless request for the return
of clippings or manuscripts, with
an inclosure ot postage or
stamped and nddreszed anvelopes,
i{s made, contributions will not
be returned after they are used.

Cortributlons ares handled as
rapldly as-possible, but owing to
the volume of manuscripts re-
ceived it is frequently several
weeks befors a posm se=nt in can
be reprinted. Effort |s madas to
acknowiadgs all contributions.

recedencsd In reprinting I=
given to coples of poams sent In
in reaponss to requests printed
on this page.

In sending In manuseripts, write
on one =ide only of the psaper,
leave a fair space at the begin-
ning of tha. first page and the
¢nd of the last and Indicate at the
end the name of the contributor
to whaom [t !5 to ba credited.

Wa reserve the right to reject
without comment contributions
which are (napproprists or of

e e o o o o o o o s o i i i D I N S b B R e =

Then draw up all and closs it tight, ean-
And with s darning-needle bright i;;‘,ent:tln;_;,i;?;::; tr::l p:.ﬂe,.],
Your end of thread sscurely run, standpoint.
And d:_.hcm—hurrih!—tr.o atocking’s Note on the out=ids of ths en-
ons, aem -
—Contibutor, Mra. B. J. Simpsan, of YERS S0 ~q5% :
Buxton. . - - T

B T o L R e OOJ

] That thither when Y retira,
Tt may fill my soul with grandeur,
And warm it with sacred fire™

Eo the artist palnted the plcurs,
And it hung In the palacse hall;
Never a thing so goodly
Had garnished the stutely wall

The KIng, with head uncovered,
Gazed on it with rapt delight,
TIN It suddenly wove strange maaning,

And baffled hia guestioning sight.

For the form waa his supplest cour-
tier's,
Perfect in every 1mh;
But the

bearing was that of a hench-

the fingons for him:

it a priest's, who pondered

parchments sarly and late:

The eye was a wondering minstral's,
Who sang at the palace gnuta

The lips, half sad and hal? mirthful,
With a flitting, tremulous grace,
Were the very lips of 2 woman
He had kissed In the market place;
But the amile which her curves trans-
filgured,
As A rosa with [ta ahlmmer of dew,
Weas the smlle of thes wife who lovad
him,

Quecn Hthelyn, good and trua,

the pleture tells—
form of the human,
the highest -

dw
How, noar each living temple
For the where the vell {g thin,
We may gat by beautiful glimpzes,

The form of
—Copled from

Gad within™
s Unity Magazine, an
selactsd by Lounike Foulkes and
contributed by T. A. Dreyer. City.
i St
Mra. Deborah Young,
AMra. Bruce L. Bogart, of Eugens, and
Mrs. A. M. Spooner, of Davton, send
copies of “The Drummer Boy of Watar-
loo.*”

of Portland;

THE DRUCMMER BOY OF WATERLOO.
When battle roused each warlike band,
And carnags loud har trumpats blaw,
Young E4 n laft his native land,
A drummer boy for Waterloo.

His mother, when his Jlips she pressed,
And bade her noble boy adieu,
With wringing hbhands and =ching
Lireast,
Beheld him march for Watarloo.

But he who knew no Infant fears

His knapsack o'er his shoulder 'hl.'c-‘a-'.

And eried, “Dear maother, dry thoss
tears,
TIN I return from Waterloo.™

He went. but sre the sst of sun,
Befora our arms ths foe subdue,
The flash of desath, that murderous
gun,
Had laid him low at Watearloo,
"D, comrades, comrades™ Edwin cried,
And proudly beamed his eyes of blue,
“Gio tell my mother Edwin died
A soldier's death at Waterloo.™

They placed hi= head upon his drom.
Bernes the oon's pale, mournful
hue,
night
hum,
They dug his gravs at 'Waterloo,
———
*Balle Brandon,™ requestad recantly,
by Mra. A. P. Nelson, La
and Mra, I A, Watters, of

BELLE BRANDON,
‘Weath & treea on the margin
woodland,
VWhose sprending laafy
swept the ground,
With a path leading thither o'er the
pralrie
When night
around.
oft. have
avening,
When the Bummer winds are
rant on the lea,
| Thera I saw ths littla beauty,
| Erandon,
| And we maet
i trec—
|TI.are I saw
Brandon,
And we met
iree,

When had =tilled tha battle's

of

of the

branches

shed her silence gard

Thears I wandered Iin the

frag-

Bella

‘neath the old ardor
the Ifttls beanty, Beil
‘neath the old arbor
1Betlo Brandon was a birdling of the
| mountiking;

In freedom she sported on the wing,
And they say the life current of the red

| man
Tinged her veins from s far-distant
epring.
She loved her humble dwelling on the
pralrie,
And her pure gulleless heart clung
to ma.
O! I loved the little Dbeauty, Bells
Brandon,
And wa both loved the old arbor tree
Of 1 loved the littla beauty, Baslle
Brandon,

And we both lovad the old arbar tree,

On the trunk of the aged tresa I carved
them;
Our names on the sturdy faorm re-
mains.
But I now
shaltar
And murmur to ths wild wind my
pain.
Oft I slt thers !n sclitude repining
For the hnppy dream that night
brought to me.
Death has wed the little beauty, Belle
Brandon,

And she slaseps ‘neath the old arbor
tree; )
Peath has wed the lttle bBeanty, Belle

Brandon,
And she sleeps “neath the old arbor
iras

repalr in sorrow to its

Coples of "The Eong of the Rose™

lo, St. Helens, and from Mrs. M L
Henshaw, of Seaslde,
THE SONG OF THE ROSE.
No beautiful palacs have I on the hill
No plcturas to hang in my halls,
But never a painter could mateh with
his skil]
The roses that bloom on my walls
Chorus: 4
Then eing me a song of the rose,
A song that ls tender and true;
She wears her red robes like the daln-
tlest queen
All gleaming with jowels of dew.

When down the green valley in purple
and gold
The morning comes dewy and bright,
I Jook from my window to ses them
unfeold
Thelr buds at the kiss of the light

And when at the evening my labors
ares o'ser

And shadows grow long on thes lea.

The breath of the roses comes in at the
door

As If they were talking to me.

—

“Saving Mother,” recently requested,
Is sent In by Mrs., A. M. Spooner, of
Dayton, Mra. Robert Graham, of Aber-
deen, and Birdle Danyer, of Turner.

Savin® Mother.

A farmsr sat In his easy chair,

Betwean the fire and the lamplight's
Elare;

His face was ruddy and full and falr,
Hia three small boys In the chimney
nook

Conned the lines of a picture-book,

Hlas wifs, the pride of his home and
heart,

Baked the hiscalt and made the tart,

Laid ths table and steeped the tea,

Deaftly, sweetly, silently;

Tired and weary and weak and faint,

Bhe bore her trinls without complaint,

Like many another housshold aaint,

Content, all selfish bliss adbove,

In patisnt ministry of love.

At last, between the clouds of amoke

That wreathed his lips, the husband
spoke:

“Thers's toxes to ralse, an' Int'reat

to pay.

And of there should come a rainy day,

“Twould bs mighty handy, I'm bound
lo say,

T have sumpthin' put bdby.

must dia,

thare's funeral bBills,

stuns to buy—

Enough (0 swamp a man, purty nigh.

Begides, there's Edward, and Dick and

For folks

An’ an® gprave-

Joe.
To be provided for When they go.
S0 °f I was you ‘1l tell you what I'd do:

I'd be savin' of wood's aver I could;
Extra fire don’t du any good;

I'd be savin' of soap an' savin® o' fle,
An" ran up some candles onca In a

while;
I'd be rather sparin’ of coffee and tes,
For sugar s high
And all to buy,
And clider Is good encugh for me.
I'd he kind o' careful about my clo'es,

And look out aharp how the monsy
goes; =
Extry trimmin®

the bane of women.
*“I'd sell. off thae best of the cheese and

}‘hnr‘_‘;‘

And =gg= iz as good. nigh about, *s the
money.

And as to the carpet you wanted new,

I guesis wn can maka the old one .

And as for the washer an' sewin' ma-
chine,

Them sSmooth-tongued agents, so pesky
Imean.

You'd better get rid of "'m allck and
clean

What du they Xxnow 'bout women's
work?

Du they calkilate women Was borm to
Enirk T

Diok, and Edward, and littla Joe.

Sat In the cormér In a row;

They saw the patient mother go

OUn ceasaless sarrand to and fro:

They saw that her form was bent and
thin,

Her temples gray, her cheeks sunk in;

They saw the quiver af lip and ehin:

And then with a warmth he could not
amother,

Outspoke the youngest, fraflest hrother;

"¥ou talk of savin’' wood an’ ile

An’ tea an’ gugar, all the while,
But you never talk of savind mother™
———

MUSTERED OUT.
Lot ma lle down,
Just here In the shade of this ecannon-
torn tree,
Hers on tha trampled grass whers I

can seeo
The surge of the combat, and where I

can hear
The loud ery of wvictory, cheer upon
cheer!

Let me lla down

Oh, it was grandl
ILike the tempest weo charged, In ths
triumph to shars:
The tempest, Its fury and thunder were
there!
on o'er intrenchments, o'er living
and dead,
With the foo underfoot and the flag
overhead!
Oh, it was grandl

On,

Wounded and falot,
How can I rest
With this shot-shattered head and
saber-plerced breast?
Comrades, at rollcall, when I shall be
sought,
Say I rfought till T fell and fell whers
1 fought,
Wounded and falnt

Dy¥ing at last!
0, Mother, Deoar
tearful eye,

Mother, with meek,

Farewell, and God blezs you forever
mud aye

0O, that I now lay on your plllowing
breast

To breathe my last sigh on the bosom
first pressed,
Dying at last!

I'm no saint,

But boys, say & prayer.
that begins

“Our Father,” and then says, “forgive
us our sins"

Don't forget that part; say It stronzgly,
and then

to repeat

“Amen.”

No, I'm no saint

There's one

it and you'll say

Hark! There's a shout,
We have conquered, I know.
Up, up on my feat with my face to the

oo,

Ah, there flles the flag with {ts star

spangles bright,

The emhblem of glory,
right.

Well may they shout

the symbel of

I'm mustered out!

Oh, God of our fathers, our fresedom
prolong,

And tread down rebellion,
and wreng.

Oh, land of earth’s hope, on thy blood-
reddened sod,

I dle for the Nation, for Fresdom and
God!

oppresaion

I'm mustered out!
H. Northup, of Portland,
tributor.

con-

—_—- =

A MODEST WIT.

A supercilious nabob of the East—
Haughty, being great; purss-proud,
being rich;
A governor, or genersl, at the Jeast
I have forgottan which—
Hsd in his family an humble youth,
Who went from England in his pa-
tron's sulte;
An unassuming boy, and in truth

are recelved from contributora in Men-

A lad of decent parts snd good re=-
puta.

This youth had sense and spirit;
But yet, with all his sense,
Excessive diffidence
Obscured his mertit.

One day, at table, flushed with pride
and wins,

His honor, proudly free,
merry.

Comoelved It would be wvastly fine

To crack a joke upan his sacretary,

severely

“Young man”™ he sald *“by what art,
¢raft or trade

Did your good father gain & [iveli=
bood ™™

“He was a saddler, air,” Modestus =ald,

“And in his time was reckoned good™

“A saddler, eh? and taught you Greel,
Instead of teaching you to sew!

Pray. why did not your father make
A saddler of you™

Each parasite, then, as In duty bound,

The joke applauded, and the laugh
went round.

At length Modestus, bending low,

Sald (eraving pardon, If too free ha

made),

“Sir, by your lsave, I fain would know

Your father's trade’™

“My father's tradsl
that's toe badl
My father's trade! Why, blockhead, are
you mad?

My father, sir, did never stoop ®so low;
Hs was & gentieman I'd bave jyou
know."”

Come, come, sirl

“Excuse the libarty I taka™

Modastus sald, with archneas on his

brow;

“Pray., why did not your fatber make

A gentleman of you?

—AUTHOR UNENOWN.

Contributad by Mra E. J, Simpsan, of

Buxton.
——

Dedicated to Captatn Charles E Clari,
his officara mnd crew of the battleship
Oregon.

THE DATTLESHIP OREGON.

Falr Oregon, thou glowing star
Upon the banner of the freoe,
COur trues hearta swell with pride and
love
As now we pledge a health to theo
Home of our hearts! Thou falrest land
That God's warm sunahine resis upon,
Our pulses quicken at thy name.
All hafl to thes, falr Gregon!

We named thes Oregon., proud ship.
Thut ssored name wa gave Lo thee,
And sent thee out upon the desp,
A messenger of liberty.
We watched thee sweeping o'er
main
Beneath the 61d red, white and blue,
And breathed to hesaveén a fervent
prayer
To Keep thas to thy proud name true.

tha

As swiftt ag seabird on the wing,

Our yearning hearts atill followad
thee
On that Ereat voyage—thy first und

best, _
That proved thee mistress of the sen.
Undaunted, through the battle'a O ',
We saw thea léading In the fray;
™We saw the forman yield Lo thee,
For thou, brave ship, had won
day.

the

o that dark time

ship, that made In
Hiberty.

Thy master-atrolkke for
In triumph thou hest safely borne
The starry banner of the [ree
And Freedom's stars more brightly
blaze
That thou hast
gale
To thee, and to thy galiant crew,
Our own brave Oregon—all haill

fiung them to the

Andl now acroas Faclfic's wave
Wa ses thea plow the heaving foam,
With banners fiung to catch the breese,
In triumph thou art coming home.
Thy Stars and Btripes in glory wava;
And from thy mast a crimson strand,
Thy flaming pennon flonta afar,
An emblem of our sunset land.

We welcoms thes, O Oregonl

We welcoms thes! and yet once mors
We welecome thee, on thy return

in triumph to thy native shore!l
All hall to thee, our nmoble ship!

We 1ift our hearts {n ons grand cheer,
And i{n reply another shout,

Tha volce of all the world, we hear.

All nature takas the muslc up
And wafts the swelllng straln along.
The rivers sing aloud to thee,
And heaven schoes back the song;
The wind-harp on the wave-tossed blus
Wafta thy proud anams from sea to
RO,
Deep calls to deep In mighty tones,
And names thes “Prids of Liberty.™

Then let these sing thy pralses, O ship.
Tha poet's pen may feeble be,

But thess with all the strength of
earth, "

Wil sing: "“All hail! ALl bhall to
:h“l!”.

And when this heart that sings today.
From these bright scenes of earth is
gone,
The agea yot to be shall ring
Thy name and fame, proud Oregon.
EDNELLE COLLINS.
(Copyright, 1804, by Ednelle Collins,
Dallas, Or.)
| — el

THY COUTRSE SHALL BE TO THINK.

1 dare thee to forget me! Go wander
where thou wilt,

Thy hand upon the vessel's helm or om
the saber's hilt]

Away! Thou'rt free! oe'r land and saa,
g£o rush to danger's brink!

But, oh, thou can'st not fly from
thought! Thy curse shall be—to
think,

Remember ma! remember all my long-
enduring lova,

That link'd itself to perfldy: ths wvul-
ture and thes dove!

Nlemember In thy utmoat need I naver
once did shrink,

But clung to thee contidingly: thy
curse shall be—to think!
Then go! that thought would render

thee a dastard in the fight,
That thought, when thou art tempesti-
tost, will fill thee with affright;
In some vile dungeon may'st thou lia,
and counting each cold link
That binds thee to captivity, thy curse
shall be—to think!

Go geak the merry banquet hall, where
younger maldans bloom,

The thought of me shall make thee
thera ondure a desper gloom;

That thought shall turn the festive cup
to poison while you drink,

And while false smiles are on thy cheek
thy curse shall be—to thinkl

Forget me! false one, hope it not! when
minstrals touch the string

The memory of other days will gall
thee while they sing;

The mir I used to love will maks thy
coward conaclience shrink—

Ays, ev'ry nots will have its sting, thy
curse will be—to think!

Forget me! no, that shall not be! Tl
haunt thee in thy alsep,

In dreams thou'll cling to slimy rocks
that overhang the dsep;

Thou'lt shriek for aid! my feebls arm
ahall hurl thes from tha brink

And when thou wak'st in wild dismay,
thy curse shall be—to think!

—Copied from an old newspaper clip-

ping. Author's name not given. and
contributed by Clara Whealy, Vader,
Wash,




