
MATSfY FAVORITES OF LONG AGO ASKED BY CORRESPONDENTS
Urged to Search Scrapbooks for Some Poems Not in Print for Years but Which Are by Contributors.

for the reprinting- of .

REQUESTS this page have come In
rapidly than contribu-

tions, and we have accumulated at this
time scores of requests, dating back
for months, which we have not vet had

to print.
Under these circumstanceswe desire

to ask the further of our
contributors.

No new requests will be received and
filed until the ones that have accu-
mulated have been made public and we
will appreciate the assistance of our
readers in supplying the poems asked
for by the writers whose letters have
ibeeen crowding in upon us so over-
whelmingly.

Through the assistance of our
ers and contributors we hope within
a few weeks to have the boards cleared
so that we will be able to receive and
handle other new requests.

As it is we shall be obliged to claim
the privilege of throwing aside a great
number of accumulated requests for
old poems where in our judgment it
appears that the piece asked for is of
but slight poetical or sentimental
value.

We desire 'to acknowledge . at this
time contributions of the "Song of the
Rose" from Mrs. A. W. Lawrence, of
Salem, and "Viola Shafer, of Silverton.
The copies arrived too late for ack-
nowledgement last week.

Following are a few of the accumu-
lated requests that we would like as-
sistance from our contributors to meet:

Ellen B. Vierhus wants the children's
i ong. "Up. up in the Sky, the Little

Birds Fly."
"The Keys of Tomorrow" Is wanted

' by Mrs. A. P. Nelson, of La Grande.
"The Legend of Bregenz," beginning

i "Girt round with rugged mountains,
! the fair Lake Constance lies; in her

blue heart reflected shine back the
j starry skies," is wanted by Mrs. Mabel
Hart, of Vale.

"Is there room among the angels?'
requested by Mrs. H. C. Rooper.

Dr. Pelham. of Union, wants "For
Her Baby's Sake," beginning:
"It was evening, and the dwellers In a

quiet London street
Heard a strange, uncommon shouting

and the rush of many feet.
"The Little House on the Hill" is also

requested.
"Bay Billy." the story of the horse

that came riderless at roll call, is want-
ed by Mrs. Robert Graham.

Mrs. E. J. Cooper, of The Dalles,
wants tlte poem that begins:

" "I love, O how I love to ride
The iron horse in his fiery pride.
"My Ship" is requested by E. H. Col-

lins. It contains the following:
"Down to the wharves as the sun goes

down
And the daylight tumult and dust

and din
Are dying away in the busy town,

I go to see if my ship comes in."
Minerva Kennedy requests the song

that goes, in part, as follows:
"We will meet, but we will miss him;

There will be one vacant chair;
We will linger to caress him

"While we breathe our evening
prayer."

Another request is for the whole of
the following:
"Farewell, mother, you may never

Press me to your heart again.
But O, I'll not forget you. mother.

If I'm numbered with the slain."
Another request Is received for a

gospel hymn. Hymns and Sunday
school songs, as a rule, can be found
repdily in standard hymnals and, as the
lield is so vast, we are obliged to avoid
handling songs of this type until more
space is available.

Poems that have already been pub-
lished have been requested several
times recently, such as "Bury Me Not
In the Lone Prairie," "Over the Hill to
the Poorhouse," etc. We cannot reprint
thfm at this time.

The request for poems suitable for
July the 4th brought only two re-
sponses and7 these copies arrived too
late to be used on last Sunday's page.
"We are reprinting them now, however.

!! A QUEER TRIO.
' BT ELIZABETH THOMAS.
Have you heard of three brothers whose

coming draws nigh
The Third and the Fourth and the

Fifth of July?
The Third is so busy he's up with the

sun.
He's counting his pennies and plan

ning his fun.
And he lies down at eight in his snug

little bed
With the queerest and merriest dreams

in his head.
The boys are all glad his departure to

see.
But the grown people like him the

best of the three.

Then in marches the Fourth with a sol
dierly stride.

A cockade in his hat and a sword at
his side!

I'rom the East to the West, wherever
he comes.

i There's a thunder of cannon and rattle
of drums.

And his red, white and blue flies so
proud and so high.

And his rockets outshine all the stars
in the sky.

Oh. what a magnificent fellow Is he.
The finest and jolliest far of the three.

And now comes the Fifth oh, the poor
little thing!

60 sober and still, with his arm in a
sling:

And his dear little fingers, one, two,
three and four,

Tes, all the whole ten are so blistered
and sore.

And his stubby burnt curls must have
met a mishap.

And he hasn't a cracker nor rocket nor
cap.

And he's tired, and so dreadfully cross,
O dear me!

The saddest and wisest and last of the
three!

Contributor "X. T. Z."
f

TUB BLl'K AND THE GRAY.
Very peacefully they rest
Who. in life by peace unblest.
Caught in the war-cr- y. fierce and shrill,
Kelt the battle shock and thrill.
Heard the dreadful cannon's roar,
Death behind and death before.
Fighting on the sea and land.
Foot to foot and hand to hand.
Very peacefully they rest
North and South and East and West
While the heaven-descendin- g dew
Kails alike on Gray and Blue.
"While the cheering light of day
Shines on blue and shines on gray;
AVeary march and battle sore
I'ast for them forevermore.
Very peacefully they rest
And the babes whose cheeks they

pressed
In a last goodby have stood
o'er their graves in proud manhood.
And in holy wedlock true
I'lighted hearts of gray and blue;
In the light of hearthstone fires
Tell the deeds of soldier-sire- s.

' Contributed by Minerva ICennedy.

Hezekiah Butterworth was born at
Warren. R. I.. December IS. 1839, and
passed to the unseen world from his
hnme there on the 5th of September,
1905. Best known, perhaps, as a writer
of children's books, his works ;both
prose and verse found hearty welcome
everywhere. It has been said of him
that "he never wrote a line unless he
had something to say a message to

deliver," and doubtless herein lies the
reason for the universal popularity of
his writings. He was of intensely pa-
triotic nature, too; with him it was
"My country, right or wrong," even
though no one was more ready to dis
cern a wrong and seek to make itright.

rOtHTH Oil" JILT.
Today the birthright of her hopes the

marching Nation sings.
And o'er the arms of laughing forts the

banner lifts her wings:
Today in honor of the flag the myriad

labors cease
And breathe-th- e silver bugles low the

mellowed notes of peace.
Ho, bugles, ho; Ho, glittering bands!

Ho, veterans, old and true
Ho, children marching for the states.

mid roses wined with dew!
Behind ye thrice a hundred years, be

fore a thousand grand.
What says the past to you tpday, O

children of the land?
What are thy legends, O thou flag; that

gladdenest land and sea?
What is thy meaning in the air amid

the jubilee?
Flag of the sun that glows for all.Flag of the breeeze that blows for all.Flag of the sea that flows for all
The silver bugles blow and blow across

the silver sea.
What is thy meaning In the air? O ban

ner, answer me!

No azure pavon old art thou, borne on
the palmer's spear;

No orlflamme of Red Cross Knight or
coirxured cavalier;

No gold pomegranates of the sun burn
on thy silken cloud.

Nor shamrock green nor thistle red nor
couchant lion proud;

No golden bees of purpled isles on red
taffeta wrought.

Nor eagle poising in the sky above the
ocelot.

No raping dragons haunt thy folds as
in the white sun's spray.

When westering vikings turned their
prows from noonless rorroway;

No double crowns beneath the cross are
in thy hues unfurled.

Such as the Prophet Pilot led toward
the sunset world;

No Golden Virgin, circlet-crowne- d.

such as with knightly pride
Old Balboa threw upon the air o'ethe

Pacific tide.
Not e'en St. George's Cross is there that

led the Mayflower on.
Nor old St. Andrew's Crooss of Faith

the Double Cross is gone.
The silver bugles blow and blow across

the silver sea.
What is thy meaning, O thou flag! this

day of jubilee?

O children of the states yon flag more
happy lustres deck

Than orinammes of old Navarre or
Cressy or Rosebeq.

The Covenanters' field of blue, caught
from the clear sky, see

And Lra's burning stars of peace and
endless unity.

The morning beams across it stream in
roses red and white.

As though 'twere outward rolled from
heaven by angels of the light.

11 hall to thee, celestial flag, on this
prophetic morn.

That minglest with the light of heaven
hail, flag of heaven born!

The silver bugles blow and blow across
the silver sea.

And speakest thou to every soul this
day of jubilee!

Flajr of the battlefields, with pride be-

neath thy folds I stand.
While gyveless Freedom lifts to thee

her choral trumpets grand.
Thou stand'st for Monmouth's march

of Are, for Trenton's lines of
flame.

For rippling Eutaw's field of blood, for
Yorktown's endless fame:

For Cape de Gatt and lierce Algiers and
Perry's blood-re- d deck.

For Vera Cruz and Monterey and white"
Chapultepec:

Thou stand'st for Sumter's broken wall,
as high above Tybee

The shouting forts uplift again the
Stars of Unity;

For Chattanoogaa's rain of fire and that
grand echelon

The deep drums led at Gettysburg be-
neath the smoky sun.

Thou stand'st for Progress and theyears all golden-orbe- d to be.
For earth's- new Rome upon the land

and Greece upon the sea.
Thou stand'st that all the right of men

may every people bless.
And God's own kingdom walk the world

in peace and righteousness 1

0 my America! whose flag we throne
amid, the sky.

Beneath whose folds 'tis life to live and
noblest death to die.

1 hear the silver bugles blow across
the silver sea.

And bless my God my palace stands a
cottage home in thee!

So speak the voices of the Past, ye
children of the land.

Behind us thrice a hundred years, be
fore a thousand grand.

Such are the legends of yon flag that
gladdens land and sea.

Such is the Hand that scrolls the air
this day of Jubilee.

Flag of the sun that shines for all.
Flag of the breeze that blows for all,
Flag of the sea that flows for all.

Hail! flag of Liberty! all haill
The Festal Day has come

Contributed hy "X. T. Z.," of Port
land.

Another contribution of Mrs. Ken
nedy, of Chehalis. is the following,
which becomes again appropriate to the
times. Mrs. Kennedy says it is from
an old clipping:

A HIGH FLYER.
Twinkle, twinkle, -- little spud.
As among the clouds you scud;
You are doubtless feeling gay.
Chasing round' the milky way;
You have reached to such a height
You are surely out of eight.
Like a diamond you do seem
In your price and that's no dream.

Twinkle on another twink.
But you'll drive us all to drink
As we chase for needful chink.
You are sailing rather high
As you wink your shriveled eye,
Up there somewhere In the sky.
Little tuber, on my word.
As a flyer you're a bird.

Spud so mighty, tho so small.
You make diggers of us all
Farmers dig you with a hoe.
While we have to dig for dough.
If you keep on I'll be bound
You'll bring bullion pound for pound.
You'll fulflll the adage old
That you're worth your weight in gold

Tuber, since the coop you flew,
We have only longed for you;
That our fireside you forsook
Broke our heart and pocketbook;
Never felt how we could love
Till you left and went above;
Never felt how dear you were
Till we paid four dollars per.

Small potato, please come back;
In our lives there's such a lack.
For your presence we so pine i

That our stomach hits our spine.
We are tired of eating greens.
Stewed prunes., sauerkraut and beans
'Tis for you alone we yearn.
Darling 'tater, please return!

Minerva Kennedy, of Chehalis, sends
the following, by W ill M. Maupin,

t
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ffi TOPS TDTAPSf
(Recently Ida. May Johnston, of Hunting-ton- sent us a. copy of the words to the bug-l- call "Taps. threestanzas. but was unable to give a version of one stanza that appeared to read intelligribiy. Publication

of the stanzas as she sent them, has broug-h- various versions, ranging- from two to five stanzas. fro?nRed I. Miles, Field Company A, Washington Signal Corps; from Richard Mansfield White, of Seattle;
C. H. Dunn, of Mabton, Washington; a contributor in Astoria, no name given.; C. B. Stanley, of Tilla-
mook, and J. P. Kennedy, of Portland. Some of the contributors learned the verses on the Mexican borderlast Summer. Mr. White attributes them to F. Bret Harte. We a.re reprinting & composite, selecting whatseem to us to be the best of the various stanzas contributed-- )

ImMxi mill i

which she points out as becoming again
pplicable, through the German ag

gression which brought on th present
war. The second line of the second
stanza appears to be incorrect, but is
rendered according to tho copy supplied
us:

FORGOT.
There gleams across the Nation's sky

The ruddy flash of green and lust.
The Hag of might is raised on high
Where once the flag of right did fly.

And justice grovels in the dust,
Forgot is all the fathers wrought,
Forgot the ends the fathers sought.

The monster grim of haughty greed
Has throttled love of human weal;

Has made the heart of Justice bleed.
Has profit plucked from human need.

And .freedom ground Deneatn its
heel.

Forgot the watchword of the sires-Fo- rgot

the freeman's altar fires.

The shriek of shell in sullen flight
Sounds 'round the world with demon

glee;
No longer men are ruled by right.
But must bow down to rule of might

By masters strong, across the sea--
Forgot the paths the fathers blazed
Forgot the .altars that they raised.

The sword of lust has left its sheath
And gleams aloft with threat'ning

might;
And cannon smoke with sullen wreath
Hides human hope and faith beneath

Its sulphurous fumes and awrui
blight.

Forgot the day the sires made plain
Forgot their work they wrought in

vain.

Has lust of empire grown so strong J
It e er snail rule Dy cannon grim

Nay, God will right the f reeman s
wrong.

Tho' hope seem lost and time seem
long.

Hold fast-- the faith and trust in him.
Forgot? Nay, God will vengeance

wreak
On the oppressors of the weak.

THE KETTLE.
BT ELLA WHEELER WILCOX.

There's many a house of grandeur.
With turret, tower and dome.

That knows not peace or comfort
And does not prove a home.

I do not ask for splendor
To crown my daily lot.

But this I ask a kitchen
Where the kettles always not,

If things are 'not all ship-shap- e.

I do not fume or fret;
A little clean disorder

Does not my nerves upset.
But one thing is essential.

Or seems so to my thought.
And that' a tidy kitchen

Where the kettle's always hot.

In my Aunt Hattie's household.
Thoucrh skies outside are arear,

Tho' times are dark and troubled.
You'll always find good cheer.

And in her quaint old kitchen
The very homiest spot.

The kettle's always singing.
The water s always hot.

And if you have a headache.
vv hate er the hour may De,

There is no tedious waiting
To get your cup of tea. .

I don't know how she does it.
Some magic she has caught, --

For the kitchen's cool in Summer,
Yet the kettle's always hot.

Oh. therms naught else so dreary
In any household found

As a cold and sullen kettle
That does not make a sound.

And I think that love is lacking
In the hearts in such a spot

Or the kettle would be singing
And the water would be hot.

Alice B. Russell, contributor.

THE MAX IN THE CASE.
By Flora McDonald.

Since a woman was created there has
been an awful stir

About the part she lays on earth all
blame is laia on ner.

Let any wickedness be done, at any
time or place.

And saints and sinners will declare, "A
woman in the case."

Some fool to suicide inclined blows out
his little brain

"Now mark' my words a woman!
every prophet will exclaim.

Fades the night,
And afar
Goeth day
Cometh night,
And a star
Leadeth all,
Speedeth all
To their rest.
Soldier rest,
Wounded sore,
Cometh one,
In his hands
Bringeth balm
For thy pain ;

See the Cross,
Sweetly rest.

Rest and sleep,
Duty done,
Free from care
Till the morn
Comes again.
Through the night
Angels guard;
Calmly sleep.

Love good-nig- ht 1

Must thou go
When the day
And the night
Need thee so?
Fare thee well!
Day is done ;
Night is on.

When at last
Life is past,
From afar
Some bright star
O'er our grave
Watch will keep,
While you sleep
With the brave.

Or if some fool another fool dispatches
from this life.

It's significantly mentioned, "He has a
pretty wife."

(

If a man a thief by nature, steals his
employer blind.

And goes alone to Canada, the girl was
"left behind."

Or if he's seen with a woman
on the way.

"The woman In the case goes, too," the
daily papers say.

Now this thing makes us women all so
miserably feel.

But for our dire existence, men would
never kill or steal;

In fact, it Eve to Adam the Lord had
never given.

This earth had so continued a suburban
sort of heaven.

It occurs to me, however, from another
point of view.

Had we ne'er been given Adam, we
could have a heaven, too.

If the world were only women, we
could keep it from crime.

For doesn't the "old Adam" work the
mischief every time?

It was Eve who gave the apple that
has brought us all our woe;

But with no one there to take It, she
could never have done so.

Though men will kill and steal for us.
because we are so dear.

Tou should mind tney fix our value bj
their own existence here. -

When you come to think it over, one
conclusion s very sure.

Had they never been created, we would
ne'er have sought to lure

Their good souls from paths of virtue;
they from blame are not
exempt

Do we lead them to temptation, they
have tempted us to tempt.

With this new light on the subject
rather singular it seems;

But instead it's plainly plural, in real
ity it means.

SUGGESTIONS TO CONTRIBU-
TORS TO THE POETRY PAGE.
We are not able to reprint

poems requested which belong to
works that are protected by
copyright, such as Service, Kip-
ling. Riley and others.

Except in cases where there is
exceptional timeliness, it is not
possible to reprint poems which
have appeared on this page al-

ready within a period of a few
months.

Copies that are sent In Illegi-
bly written, written on both sides
of the pages or written without
regard to the correct poetic
form, or poems which are ob-
viously incorrect cannot be han-
dled on this page.

Neither can we continue to re-

print songs that have been popu-
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 about as far into the modern
as we will be able to come.

Unless request for the return
of clippings or manuscripts, with
an inclosure of postage or
stamped and addressed envelopes,
is made, contributions will not
be returned after they are used.

Contributions are handled as
rapidly as possible, but owing to
the' volume of maruju"lpts re-
ceived it is frequenujsV several
weeks before a poem sent in can
be reprinted. Effort is made to
acknowledge all contributions.

Precedence in reprinting is
given to copies of poems sent In
in response to requests printed
on this page.

In sending in manuscript, write
on one side only of the paper,
leave a fair space at the begin-
ning of the first page and the
end of the last and indicate at the
end the name of the contributor
to whom it is to be credited.

We reserve the right to reject
without comment contributions
which are Inappropriate or of lit-
tle value either from a sentimen-
tal, historical or poetical stand-
point.

Note on the outside of the en-
velope, "Old Poem Department."

When the blame for any action to Its
fountain head you trace,

Tou will ever find a woman, and a
man are in the case.

Contributed by Mrs. H. H. Smith, 227
East Fortieth street, city.

POPPING THE QUESTION.
I knew by his looks what he'd come

for: I plainly had seen from the
first.

It must coma sooner or later,, and I'd
made up my mind for the worst-S- o

I hid myself under the curtains,
where the loving pair couldn't
see me.

In order to watch their proceedings and
hear what he said, unto she.

I saw he was fearfully nervous: that in
fact he was suffering pain.

By the way that he fussed with his col
lar and poked all the chairs with
his cane:

Then he blushed; that he wouldn't look
at her. but kept his eyes fixed on
the floor.

And took the unusual precaution of
taking his seat near the door.

He began: "It Is er er fine weather
remarkable weather for May."

"Do you think so?" said she: "it is rain
ing." "Oh. so it is raining today.

I meant, twill be pleasant tomorrow.
he stammered; "er er do you
skate?"

Oh, yes," she replied, "at the season;
but isn t May rather late?

The silence that followed' was awful
ne continued: x see & sweet
dove,"

CTwas only an innocent sparrow, but
bund are the eyes of true love)

"A dove of the most beautiful plumage,
on the top of that wide-spreadi-

tree.
Which reminds me" she sighed "oh.

sweet maiden! which reminds me.
dear angel, of thee.

Her countenance changed in a mo
ment: there followed a terriblepause:

I felt that the crisis was coming, and
hastily dropped on all fours.

In ordr to see the thing better. His
face grew as white as a sheet;

He gave one spasmodic effort, and life
lessly dropped at her feet.

She said what she said I won't tell
you. She raised the poor wretch
from the ground.

I drew back my head for an Instant.
Good heavens, oh, what was that
sound? i

I eagerly peered through the darkness,
for twilight had made the room
dim.

And plainly perceived it was kissing,
and kissing not all done by him,

I burst Into loud fits of laughter;
knew it was terribly mean;

But I couldn't resist the temptation to
appear for awhile on the scene

But she viewed me with perfect com-
posure, as she kissed him again
with a smile.

And remarked, 'twixt that kiss and the
next one. that she knows I was
there all the while.

Contributed by Mrs. H. H-- Smith. 227
East Fortieth street, city.

HIS OLD YELLOW ALMANAO.
BT ELLA WHEELER WILCOX.

I left the farm when mother died and
changed my place of dwellin'

To daughter Susie's stylish house,
right in the city street.

And there was them, before I came, that
sort of scared me. tellin'

How I would find the town folks'
ways so difficult to meet.

They said I'd have no comfort in the
rustlin , fixed -- up throng.

And I'd have to wear stiff collars every
week day right along.

I find T take to city ways Just like a
duck to water;

I like the racket and the noise and
never tire of shows;

And there's no end of comfort in the
mansion of my daughter.

And everything is right at hand, andmoney freely flows:
And hired help is all about. Just listen- -

in for my call.
But I miss the yellow almanac off my

kitchen walL

The house is full of calendars, from
attic to the cellar.

They're painted in all colors and are
fancy-lik- e to see;

But Just in this particular I'm not a
modern - fellow.

And the yellow-covere- d almanac Is
good enough for me;

I'm used to it. I've seen it 'round from
boyhood to old age

And rather like the jokin at the bot
tom of each page.

like the way the "S" stood out to
show the week's beginnln.

(In these new-fangl- ed calendars the
days seem sort of mixed).

And the man upon the cover, though
he wasn t exactly winnin'

With lungs and liver all exposed, still
showin' how we are fixed;

And the letters, credentials that was
writ to Mr. Ayer,

I've often on a rainy day found read In'
very fair.

I tried to fine one recently; there wasn't
one in the city.

They toted out great calendars In
every sort of style:

I looked at 'em in cold disdain and
answered 'em in pity,

"I'd rather have my almanao than all
that costly pile."

And though I take to city life, I'm lone
some after all

For that old yellow almanac upon my
kitchen wall.

Contributed by Mrs. H. H. Smith. 227
ast Fortieth street, city.

FRIAR PHILLIP.
Poor Friar Phillip lost his wife.
The charm and comfort of his life.
He mourned her, not like modern men.
For ladies were worth having then.
The world was altered in his view.
All things put on a yellow hue;
Even ladles once his chief delight.
Were now offensive to his sight;
In short, he pined and looked so ill.
The doctors hoped to make a bllL,

At last he made a vow to fly.
And hide himself from every eyes
Take up his lodgings In a wood.
To turn a hermit, and grow good.
He had a son, now you must know.
About twelvemonth old or so;
Him Phillip took up In his arms.
To snatch him from all female charms.
Intending he should never know
There were such things as girls below,
But lead an honest hermit's life.
Lest he, likewise, might lose his wife.

The place he chose for his retreat.
Was once a lion's country seat.

ar in a wild romantic wood
The hermit's little cottage stood.
Hid, by the trees, from human view
The sun himself could scarce get

through;
A little garden tilled with care.
Supplied them with their daily fare;
Fresh water cresses from the spring
Turnips or greens or some such thing
Hermits don t care much what they eat.
And appetite can make it sweet!

Twas here our little hermit grew;
His father taught him all he knew.
Adapting like a cheerful sage.
The lessons to the pupil's age.
At live years old, he showed him

flowers.
Taught him their various names and

powers.
Taught him to blow upon a reed.
To say his prayers and get the creed.
At ten, he lectured him on herbs.
(Better than learning nouns and verbs)
The names and qualities of trees.
Manners and customs of the bees:
They talked of oysters full of pearls,
But not one word about the girls.
At fifteen years he- - turned his ye
To view the wonders of the skies;
Called all the stars by their right

names.
As you would call on John or James;
And showed him all the wpM above.
But not one whisper about love.

And now his sixteenth year was nigh,
And yet he had not learned to sigh
Had sleep and appetite to spare;
He could not tell the name of care;
And all because he did not know- -

There were such things as girls below.
But now a tempest raged around- -

The hermit's little nest was drowned
Good-by- e then, too. poor Phillip's crop,
It did not leave a turnip-to- p.

Poor Phillip grieved, and his son, too
They prayed they knew not what

to do:
If they were hermits they must live,
And wolves have not much alms to give.

Now, in his native town, he knew
He had disciples rich ones, too.
Who would not let him beg in vain.
But set the hermit up again.
But what to do with this young son
Pray tell me what would you have

done?
Take him to town he was afraid
For what If he should see a maid!
In love, as sure as he had eyes
Then any quantity of sighs:
Leave him at home? the wolves and

hears
Poor Phillip had a father's fears!

In short, he knew not what to do.
But thought at last he'd take him, too.
And. so with truly pious care.
He counts his beads in anxious prayer;
Intended as a sort of charm.
To keep his darling lad from harm;
That is, from pretty ladles' wiles.
Especially their eyes and smiles-T- hen

brushed his coat of silver gray.
And now you see them on their way.

It was a town they all agree.
Where thera was everything to see.
As paintings, statues, and so on.
All that men love to look upon.
Our little lad you may suppose.
Had never seen so many shows:
He stands with open mouth and eyes.
Like one just fallen from the skies;
Pointing at everything he sees
What's this? What's that? Oh, here,

what's these?
At last, he spies a charming thing.
That men-cal- l angel when they sing
Young lady, when they talk in prose;
Sweet thing! as everybody knows.

Transported, ravished at the sight;
He feels a strange, but sweet delight.
What's this? What's this? Oh,

heavens!" he cries.
That looks so sweetly with its eyes;

Oh. shall I catch it? Is it tame?
What is it, father? What's its name?'
Poor Phillip knew not what to say.
But tried to turn his eyes away;
He crossed himself and made a vow,
"'Tis as I feared, all's over now;
Then, prithee, have thy wits let loose?
It is a bird men call a goose."
"A goose! Oh, pretty, pretty thing!
And will it sing, too. will it sing?
Oh. come, come quickly, let us run.
That's a good father, catch me one!
We'll take it with us to our cell.
Indeed, indeed. I'll treat it well!"

Contributed by Ruth Luce.

CALLED AWAY.
In a cottage neath the twilight stands

a soldier and a maid.
Loving words are being spoken, for his

country needs his aid.- -

Down her cheeks the tears are stream-
ing, lovingly she bids him stay;

Firmly, calmly, comes the answer:
"Annie, dear. I'm called away."

Chorus-Good-- bye,

Annie! Good-by- e, loved one,
for with you I'd rather stay:

It Is sad that we must sever; Annie,
dear. I'm called away.

Then the feet of tramping soldiers pass-
ing by the cabin door.

And the soldier, he smiles sadly, leav-
ing scenes to see no more.

And in nights of broken slumbers ehe
'would often hear huu say.

Whispering softly In her dreamings:
"Annie, dear, I'm called away!"

There has been a fearful conflict, vic-
tory been nobly won.

And the soldier boy lies dying, ere his
life is well begun.

'Comrades,' he is feebly saying, "ere X

die at close of day.
If you live to see my Annie, tell her Iwas called away."

Contributed by Mrs. J. Shannon, of
Portland.

The following was published in 1871
in Godey's Lady Book and Magazine:

THE WOODMAN,
By L. S. C

A lake. In coyish. dreamy mood.
Lay close to the heart of a lonely wood;

Its ripple fingers toying free
With the old gnarled roots of each

stately tree.
The forest boughs bent low above.
And tuned to the breezes soft suns;

their love.
While the reflecting lake face caught
Of earth and heaven each varying

thought.
Robing their deeds in her fair guise.
That they might view them with less

biased eyes.
Under the sky dome's purple hue.
Just over the lake, a gold-edge- d

cloud blew:
So fleecy, 'twould scarce notice claim.
Tet across the lake face a shadow

came
Eo broad, its sudden, gloomy fall
Half covered the waters as with

pall.
Shutting them out from the gonial

light
Of the sun, a moment before In sight.

Musing. I watched the changing
scene

Life's riddle solved, by the mist and
sheen:

A soul, like the beautiful lake serene.
To the sheltering trust of some love

would lean.
Till the cares of life and the Joys

should wean
Its thoughts from Cod and there

floated between
A doubt, a woe, or wrong afarSeeming no weightier than night

dreams are;
But drawn too near the struggling;

heart.
The evil o'ershadows the better n&rt.

Then, hopeless as the shaded lake.
With tireless moan, faith's chilled

waves break
On burly trees and rocks of fate.
Till the cloud shall pass, or the need

abate.
A shelf-cra- g roofd a woodman's hut.
Deep seamed branches of oak he had

cut:
Fastened them strong with wild rush

stalk.
Collected in many a wearv walk.

Within, a fox-ski- n couch had he:
A table, rough hewn, from some fallentree;

Carpet of deer-hid- e, gaming sack.
Rude rock-cle- ft cupboard, and broad

antlered rack.
With smaller things of greater need
From the Bible, worn, to the barleyx seed.

Between the hut and the lake's steep
shore

Were three tiny mounds and a larger
four.

Affone these sleepers clustered thera
Round the fox-ski- n bed, at the hour ofprayer.

Home was more to the woodman thenThan fame's jewelled crown to earth'sproudest men.
The smallest mound, raised close at

hand.
Cradled his baby boy, last of the band;

A gray stone cross above It lay.
Half overgrown with. the. flowers o ..

May.
Tears ago. one moonlit even.
The woodman talked to his boy of

heaven;
Of mother, living way up there.
And a better Father's all loving care.

The wondering child glanced down, to
meet

Another heaven stretching at his feet:The lake's smooth surface held eachstar,
Wrhich in the firmament seemed offso far.

In eager haste the gems to grasp,
The boy slipped his hand from theman's loose grasp;

With joyous laughter, downwardsprang
T'ward the nearest star. Then theforest rung

Its echoes to the frantic cry
Of the lonely man in his misery.

The still, cold form he watched thatnight.
With its beautiful, face, and hands so

white:
Twas the last link of love's strong

chain
That bound him to God's unseen throneagain.

The woodman views the lake below.The sky. rocks and trees; then hemurmurs low:
All my treasures nnw - cl -

Kneeling. I wait at the gates ofheaven."
Contributed by X. T. Z--. of Portland.

THE VOICES.
BT JAMES WHITCOMB RILET.

Down in the night I hear them;
The voices unknown, unguessed.

That whisper and lisp and murmur,
ana wiu nor. tet me rest.

)
Voices that seem to question

in unknown words to me
Of fabulous ventures and hopes and

dreams.
Of this and the world to be.

1

Voices of mirth and music.
As in sumptuous homes, and sounds

Of mourning, as of gathering friends.In country burial grounds.
t

Cadence of maiden voices
Their lovers' blent with these;

And of little children singing.
As under orchard trees.

And often up from the chaos
Of my deepest dreams I hear

Sounds of phantom laughter.
Filling the atmosphere.

But ever and ever the meaning
Falters and fails and dies.

And only the 6ilence quavers
With the sorrows of my sighs.

And I answer: "O voices, ye may not
Make me to understand

Till my own voice mingling with you
Laughs In shadowland.

Alice B. Russell, contributor.

A LETTER IX THE CANDLE.
There's a letter In the candle.

And it points direct to me.
See, the little spark is beaming.

From whom ever can it be?
It gets brighter, still and brighter.

Like a little sunny ray:
And I dare, I dare to guess the writer.For it drives suspense away.

Chorus:
Bright spark of hope,

Shed your beam on me.
And send a loving message.

From far across the sea.

Oh, well do I remember.
It was two short months, no more.

When a letter in the candle.
Shone out as bright before.

It was then the darling message.
Came so safe and prompt to me.

And if this is only from the same one.
Oh, how happy. I will be.
Contributor, Mrs. X. L. C, Astoria, Or

f


