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MANY FAVORITES OF LONG AGO ASKED BY CORRESPONDENTS|

Readers Urged to Search Scraphooks for Some Poems Not in Print for Years but Which Are Wanted by Contributors.

EQUHESTS for the reprinting of
R peems on this page have come In

even more rapldly than contribu-
tions, and we have accumulatad at this
time pcores of requests, dating back
far mo 18, which wea have not yet had
the opportunity to print.

Under these circumstances*we desire
to ask the further co-operation of our
contributors.

No new requests will be recelved and
fiied wuntil the ones that have accu-
been made public and we
te the assistance of our

letters have
ovar-
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writars
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and
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ns of the “Song of the
A. W, Lawrence, of
and Vicla Bhafer, of Sliverton.
arrived too late for ac-
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are a few of ths accumu-
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stancs from our contributors to meat:
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eong, “Up. up in the Sky, the Little
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Mabel
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of Vale.
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* beginning:
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Grahnm,
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for the whole of
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We nre reprintlr s now, howeaver.
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and a saword at
VWost, wherever
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T'.‘r‘ all the stars

nificent fellow is he,

far of the three

And now comes the Fifth—oh, the poor
tla thing!

still, with his arm in a

filngera, one, two,

ten Are so blistered
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L a ¢racker nor rocket nor

tired, and no dreadfully cross,
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THE BLUE

ND THE GRAY.
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T'ant m forevermore

Very acefully they rest—

And babes whose " cheeks they
pressed

In = stood

e wd manhood,

And in holy
Plighted hoart
In the ligh

true

r and blas;

1e fires
r-sires

rve Kennedy.

Tell the

—Lontributed b3

was bhorn at
9. and
his
of September,
18, aF a4 writer
cehildren’'s b works—both
pProse and verse—
averywhere It
thal "he never
had something

to say—a inessage to

plying the poems asked |

delivar,” and doubtless hereln lles 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 mors ready to dis-
carnt & wrong and sessk to make It
right.
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FOURTH OF JULY.

Today the birthright of her hopes the
marching Nation sings,

And o'er the arms of laughinz forts the
banner Ltz her wings:

Today In honor of the flag the myriad
Intrors cease

And breathesthe sliver bugles low the

meliowed notes of paece.
bugles. ho; Ho, glittering bands!
Ho, veterans, old and true

Ho, children marching for the states,
‘mid roses wined with dew!

Behind ya thrice & hundred years, be-
fore a thousand grand,

What =ay= the past to-you today, O
¢hildren of the land?

What are thy legends, O thou flag that
gladdeneat land and sea?

What is thy mesning Io the alr amld
ths jubllzs?

Flag of the sun that glows for all,

Flag of the breeeze Lhat blows for all,

Flaug of the sea that flows for all—

The silver bugles biow and blow acroas
the sllver sea.

What is thy meaning in ths alr? O ban-
nor, answer me!

Ho,

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

No oriflemmo of Red Cross Knight or
coiffured cavalier;

No gold pomegranates of ths sun burn
on thy silken eloud,

Nor shamrock green nor thistls red mor
couchant lion proud;

No golden bees of purpled isles on red
taffsta wrought,

Nor eagls poising in ths sky above the
ocelot,

No geaping dragons haunt thy folds as

in the white sun's spray,
When westering wikings turnsd their
prows from noonless Norroway:

No double ¢crowns beneath the crosa are
in thy huez unfurlsad,

Buch as the Prophet Pilot led toward
tha sunsst world

No Galdan Virgin,
= with km

s
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P OOTIISS

Mrs,

again
RKennedy

says

A HIGH FLYER.

L diamaond
ar

vou do

price—and that's dream.

B
"

no

kle on another twink,
drive us all

you 'l

1as0 for nesdfy
Yoo are salling v !
As you wink your shriv
Up therea aomewhers In

on my

the silver i, 1
And speakest th to every soul :h}nj
day of jubllea!

and white] 5

tanoogas's rain of fire and that | ;
jan 1

ullicn
il the adnge

nt

Tuber. since the coop yoa flaw,
We have only ion 1 for vou;
That de you forsook
Broke and pockethook;
r we could love
vou laft and went mbove:
ver felt how dear you were

Till we pald four dollars pér.

Small potato, plesse come bhack;
In our lives thera's such a laek,
Tor your presence we 5O pine
That our stomaeh hits ocur spine.
We sre tired of eating preens,
Stawed prunes. saverkraut and beans;
Tis for you alons we Yearn,
Darling “tater, plenss return!
LS Lk
Minerva Keanedy, of Chebhalis, sends

you're worth your weight in gold. |

the following, by Will M. Maupin,

stanzas, byt was
of the stanzas
Red D. Milen,
C.  H. Dunn,

mook, and J. I
lemt Bummer,

seem to us

unable
as mh® sent Lhem,
Fi¢ld Company
of Mabign, 2

Mr.,

to be ths best of

A, Washington Sig
Washington:

White attributes them

(Recently Ida 3May Johnston. of Huntington, sent us a copy¥ of the words to the bugle call “Taps." thrae
to ive a verzion of one stanza that appeared to read intelll

has brought various versions.

ranging
nal Corps;

from

to . Bret Harte.

ichard Jan
& contributor in Astoris, no namse
Kennedy, of Portland. Some of the contributors learnad the veraes on the Mexican border

t We are reprinting & composite, selecting what
the various stanzas contributed.)
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Publication
from

ibly.
iwo to five stanzas,

flald VWhite, of Senttle:
: C. B, Stanfey, of Tilla-

from

give

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 Crnas,
Sweetly rest.

Rest and sleep,
Duty done,
Free from care
Till the morn
Comes again.

Angels guard;
Calmly sleep.

Night

Life is

Watch

1‘ N

e .

Through the night

Love good-night!
Maust thou go
When the day
And the night
Need thee =07
Fare thee well!
Day is done;

When at last
From afar

Some bright star
O’er our grave

While you sleep
With the brave.

is on.

past,

will keep,

FORGOT.

T
W

Tha monster g7l
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beneath

and ewful

On the oppresso
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And dosas not

I 4o not ask [(or
To arown my
Buat
Whare

thi T as

thea

ars‘mnot vhip-=hape,

all

frat;

o000

the kettle's

theras naurht

ot

And the w
—Alice

I, contributor.

THE MAN IN THE CASE.
By Florn 3 onald.
Since a4 woman ws roated
been an awful stir
About the part she playvs on earth—all
blame i= Iald on her.
Let any wickedness donwe,
time or place
And saints and sinners will declare, ™A
woman in the cane™

there has

Do at any

Some feol to sulelde inclined blows out
his little brain

mark my
every prophet w

words—a woman!
il exciaim,

“Now

Or if some fool another fool dlspatchea
from Lthis life,

It's significantly mentloned, “He has a
pretiy wife*

If & man, A thief by nature, sieals his

employer blind,

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

r if he's seen a-talking with & woman

on the way,

“The woman in the cass goes, 100,"” the
dally 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, if Eve to Adam the Lord haad

never given,
This earth had so continued a suburban
sort of heaven.

It oceurs to me, however, from another

point of view,

Had wa ne’'er besn glven Adam, wa
could have a heaven, too.

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

For doesn't the “old Adam" work ths

mischief every tima?

It was Eve who gave ithe appla that
hns brought us all our wos;

But with no one thera to take It
could never have done po.

Though men will kill and steal for us
because we are 8o Jdear,

You sbould mind they fix our value bs
their own existence hare.

she

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

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

Thelr good souls from paths of virtue;

they from blame nre not
exempl—

Do we lend them to temptation. they
have temptled us to templ.

With this mew light on ths subject

rather aingular It seems;
But instead (t's plainly plurail, In real-
ity it means,

-
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SUGGESTIONS TO CONTRIBU-
TORS TO THE POETRY FAGE.

e are mot abla te reprint
poems requested which belong to
works that are protected _1»;--
copyright, such as Service, Kip-
ling, Riléy and others

Ezcept In cuses where thersis
exceptiopal timelinéss, it IF not
poadibls reprint poems which
have appeared on this page al-

16

ready within a period of a few
mon tha.
Copies that are =ent In lllegl-

bly written, written on both sides
of the pages or written without
regnrd to the correct poetlc
form, or poems which are ob-
viougly incorrect cannot be han-
dled on this pase.

Nelther can we continue to ve-
print songs that have been popu-
lar in reécent yaars, owing to thae
vast number of genuinely oid
poems that must be handlsd. Up
1o the time of the Spanish War
is aboutl a8 fur into Lthe modarn
as we will be able to come.

Unless request for the retorn
of clippings orf manuscripts, with
inelosura

e of poslage or
stamped and sddreased envelopes,
is made, contributions wiil not

be returned after they are used.
Contributions are bandled as
rapidly as possible, but owing to
the’ volume of mar ipte Te-
ceived it {8 freguent x savaral
weecks before & poem sent In can

be reprinted, Efort ja made (o
acknowledge all contributions.
Precedence in reprioting Is

given to coples of poems sent Iin
in responss lo requesis printed
on this page.

In sending in manuscript, write
on one ride only of the paper,
Jeave a falr space at the begin-
ning of the first paze and the
end of the Jlast and indicate at the
end the name of tha contributor
to whom it ir to he credited.

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

Note on the ountside of the en-
velope, “Old Poem Department”
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YWhen the blame for eny action to its
fountain head you tracs,
wiil ever find & woman,
man are in the case.
—Contributed by Mrs. H. ¥. Smith, 227
East Fortleth street. city.
———

POPPING THE QUESTION.

I knew by his looks what ha'd comes
for: I plainly had seen from tho
Tirst,

It must coma sooner or later, and I'd

You and a

made up my mind for the worst.
S0 I hid myself under the curtains,
where the loving pair couldn't

B2y mMe,
In order to watch thelr proceedings and
hear what hé sald unto she.

I saw he was fsarfully
fact
By the wa

nervous; that in
ne was suffering pain,

that he fussed with his col-
poked all the chalrs with

iar ang

hiz cane;

Then he blushed: that he wouldn't look
&t her, but kept his eyes fixed on

the floor,

And took the unususl precaution of
taking his seat near the door,

He began: *“It {s=—er—er—fins weather

réemarkable weather for May.™
“Do you t 07" sald she: it is rain-

hink 507
ing." *“Oh, so it Is raining today.

I meant, "twill ba plaasant tomorrow.,™
he siammered. “er—eér—deo ¥ou
skate?™

“Oh, ¥¢s.'" shea replied, *“at the season;

but {sn't May rather Ilatel*

Ths silance that followed was awfull
hs continued: 1 see a zweel
dove,

{*Twas onilr an innocent sparrow, but
b are the eyes of true lovel,

“A dove of the most beautiful plumage,

on the top of Liat wide-spreading

tree,

Which reminds me”"—she =mighed—"oh,
sweet malden! which reminds me,
dear angel, of thee.™

Her countenance changed Iin & mo-
mpent; there followed & terribls
pPEUSD;

I felt that the cofiels was coming, and

tily dropped on all fours,
In order to sée the thing better. His
face gréew as white ax a aheet;
He gave one spasmodic effort, and life-
lessly dropped at her fest

She sald—what zhe zajd T won't tall
you. BShe ralsed the poor wretch
from the ground.

I drew back my hexd for an Instant.
Good haavens, oh, what was that
- nd?

I eageriy peerad through the darkness,
for twilight had made the room

ol m.,
And plainly perceived it was Ukiaging,
and kissing not all dona by him.
I burst into loud fits of lnughter; 1

knaw 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,

—Centributed by Mrs, H. H. Smith,

East Fortieth streat, city.
—_——

HIS OoLD YELLOW ALMANAC.
BY ELLA WHEELER WILCOX.
I laft the farm when mother died and
changed my place of dwallin’
To daughter Susie's siyilish house,
right In the city street,
And there was them, befora I came, that
sort of ecarsd me, tellin'
How I would find the town folks'
ways so difficult to maet,
They sald I'd hava no comfort in the
rustiin®, fixed:up throng.
And I'd have to wear stiff collars every
wéek day right along.
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I find T take to city ways just Hke 2
duck to water:
I like the racket and the nolse and
never tire of shows:
And there's mo end of comfort im the
mansion of my daughter.
Aund evarything ls right at hand, and
money fraaly flows:
And hired help is all about, Just listen-
in' for my call,
But I mies the yellow almanaec off my
Kitchen wall

The hoursa is full of calendars,
attie to the ceilar, b
Thes're painted in all colors and &sre
fancy-like lo sep;

from

But just in this particular 'm mnot &
modern . fellow,

And ths yellow-covered almanac is

good emough for me:

I'm weed Lo it, I've seen It ‘round from

borhood to old age

And rather like ths jokin® at the bot-

tam of ¢cach page.

I ke the way the “8" stood out to
show the waesk's beginnin’,

(In these new-fangled ealendars the
days seem sort of mixed),
And the man upon the cover. though

he wasn't exaetly winnin'
With lungs and liver all exposed, still

showin' how we amre fxod;
And the letters, credentials that was
writ to Mr. Aver,
I've often on a rainy day found readinm’
very fair.

I tried to fine one recently; there wasn't
one In the clty.

They toted out great caleddars In
every sort of stvis:

I Jooked at 'am In cold disdain and
answered ‘em in pity,

“I'd rather have my almanac than all
that costly plle™

And though I take to city life, I'm lone-

some after all

For that old ysllow almanac upon my

kitehen wall,

—Contributed by Mrs. H H. Smith, 237

East Fortleth stroet, elty.

————

FRIAR PHILLIP,

Poor Friar Phillip lost his wife,

The charm and comfort of his 1lfe,

He mourned her, not llke modern men,
For ladles were worth having then.
The world was altarad in his view,

All things put on & yellow hua;

Even ladlss once his chisf delight,
Were now offensive 1o his sight;

In short, he pined and looked so (11,
The doctors hapsd to make a bill

At last he made a vow to fly,
And hide himeelf from every ayva;
Take up his lodgings in a wood,
To turn &= harmit, and grow good.
He had a son, now you must know,
About twelvamonth old or so;

Him Phillip took up in his arms,

To snatch him from all female charms,
Intending he should never know
There ware such things as girls below,
But lead an honést hermit's lifo,
Lest he, llkewlse, might lose hia

wife.

The place he chose for his retreal,
Was once a llon's country seaf,
Far in a wild romantic wood

The hermit's little cottage stood,

Hid, by the trees, from human view—

The #un himself couid scarce get
through;

A little garden tilled with care,

Supplied them with their dally fare;
Fresh watar cressen from the spring—
Turnips or gresns or some such thing:
Hermlita don't care much what thay eat,
And appetite can make It sweet!

"Twas hare our little hermit grew;
His father taught him all he knew,
Adapting llke a cheerful sage,

The leasons to the pupil's age

At fiva yesrs old, he showed him
flowern,

Taught him their various names and
powers,

Taught him to blow upon & recd,

To sy 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:
Thay talked of oysters full of pearls,
But not one word about tha girls

At fifteen years he turned his eves
To view the wonders of the sk
Called all the staras by thei
namMoN,

As you would call on John or James;
And mhowed him all the =icons above,
But not ones whisaper about love.

right

And now his sixteenth year was nigh,
And vét he had not learned to sigh,
Had slesp and appetite to =pare;
He could not tell the nama of care;
And all becaune did not
Thers were such things as girls below,
But now = tempest raged around—
The harmit's little nest was drowned:
Good-bye then, too, poor Phillip's crop,
It did not leave a turnip-ton,
Poor Phillip griaved, and his son, too:
They praved—they knew not what
to d0;
If they wara harmits thay muat liwve,
And wolves have not much alms to give.

he

Now, in his native town, ha knew

He had disciplés—rich ones, too,

YWho would not let him beg In vain,

But s&t the hermit up agsain

But what to do with this } INEg BoON—

Pray t¢ll me what would ¥»ou have
dona?

Take him to town he was afrald

For what if he should see a maid!

In love, ns syure ns he had eves

Then any quantity of sighs:;

Leave him at home? the welves and
bears—

Poor Fhillip 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 counta his beads in anxious prayer:
Intended as a sort of charm,

Te keep his darling lad from harm:
That e from preity ladies’ wiles,
Especially their eyes and smileg—
Then brushed his coat of silver grar,
And now you se¢ them on their way.

It was 2 town they all agree,

Where thérs was everything to see,

As paintings, statues, and =0 on,

All that men love to look upon.

Our little lad you may supposs,

Had never aean so many shows:

He stands with open mouth and eyves,

Like one just fallen from the skles;

Feinting at everything he sees—

What's this? What's that? ©Oh, here,
what's the=e?

At last he spiasg & charming thing.

That men-call angel when they sing—

Young lady, when they talk in pross;

Sweeat thing! as everybody knows.

Transported, ravished at the sight:

He feels a strange, butl sweel delight.
“What's this? What's this? Ooh,
heavanz!" he cries
“That looks so sweetly with

Oh. shall T exteh 1t7 Ik it tame?
What Is It, father? What's its name?™
Poor Philllp knew not what to say,
But triad to turn his eyes away;
He crossed himeself and made a vow,
"'Tis az I fearad, all's aver 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, eatch me one!
We'll take it with us to our cell,
Iindeed, indeed, I'll treat it welll™
—Caontributed by Ruth Luce.

_——

CALLED AWAY.

In a cottage mneéeath the twilight stands
4 soldier and & maid.

Loving words are being spoken, for his
country needs his ald.

Down her cheeks the Lesrs are sireams-
ing. lovingly shs bids him stay:

Firmly, calmly, comes the anawer:
“Annle, dear, I'm called away."

its eyes;

Chorus—
Good-bye, Anmnle! Good-bye, loved one,
for with you I'd rather stay:
It iz sad that we must sever; Annie,
deéar, I'm called away.

Then the féat of tramping soldlers pass-
ing by the calin dJdoor,

And the moldier, he mmilles sadly, leav-
ing scenes Lo mee mo more,.

And in nights of broken slumbers she
weunld often hear him say,

Whispering softly in her drsamings:
“Annle, dear, I'm called away!”

L]
There has been a fearful conflict, vie«
tory bean nobly won,
And tha acldlar hoy lles dying, ere his
1ife is wull begun.
“Comradus"™ he s faebly ssying, “ere I
die at closs of day,
If you live to ses my Annie, tell her I
was called away.™
—Contributed by Mre J. Shannon,
Portiand.
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The following was published In 1571

in Godey's Lady Book and Magazsine:

THE WOODMAN.
By L. 8. C

A lake. in coyish, dreamy mood,

Lay closs to the heart of a lonely wood;

Its ripple fingera toying free

With the old gnarled roots of each
stately tree

The forest boughs bent low above,

And tuned to the breszea soft sung
thelr love,

While the reflecting Inke face caught

Of sarth and heavan sach varying
thought,

Robing their deads in her falr gulse.

That they might view them with leas
biased eyes.

Under the sky dome's purplsa hue,

Just over the lake, a gold-edged
cloud blew:

Bo feecy, "twould mcarces notice clalm,
Yet ncross the lake face a shadow
came—

Bo broad, its sudden, gloomy fall

Half covered the waters ss with &
pall,

Bhutting them out

light

Of the sun, & moment befors in sight.

from the ganial

Musing, I watched the changing
scene

Life's riddla solved, by the mist and
sheaen;

A soul, like the beautiful lake ssrene.
To the sheltering trust of some love
would lesn,
TIIl the cares of life and the joys
should wean
Its thoughts from God—and there
floated between
A doubl, a woe, or wrong—afar
Seeminz no welightier than
are«ams are;s
drawn too
heart,
The evil o'ershadows the better part.
Then, hopelens as the shaded lake,
With tirelexs moan, faith’'s chilled
wives break
On burly trees and rocks of fats,
TiH ;in- cloud shall pass, or the nesd
‘Mle.
A shelf-crag roof"d a woodman's hut,
DMdep seamed branches of oak he had

night

But iear the struggling

cut;

Fastened them strong with wild rush
stalk,

Collected in many a weary walk.

Within, a fox-akin couch had he;
A table, rough hewn, from some fallen
tree;
Carpet of deer-hide. gaming sack,
Ruda rock-cleft cupboard, and broad
antlered rack,
With smaller things of greater naed
From

the Bible, worn, to the barley
mead.

Between the hut and the lake's staep
shore

Were thres tiny mounds and a larger
—four,

Agone—thesa sleepers clustered thera
Round the fox-skin bed, at the hour of

& Jewelled ¢rown to earth's
St men.

mound, raised close at

hapd, 3
Cradled his baby boy, last of the band;

A ETay stone cross above It lay,
Hsalf overgrown with the flowers of

moonlit
talked

one

even.
to his boy of
living way up there,
1=r’s all loving cara
illd glanced down, to

he wondering
moatl
Another heaven stretching at his feet:
The lake's emooth surface held ecach
ETAT,
in the firmament seemed off
B0 far.

In eager haste the goems to grasp,

The boy slipped his hand from the
ms loose grasp:
With you laughter, downward
SPTang
T'ward phe nearest atar. Then the

forest rung

r_ls echo to the frantie cry
Of the lonely man in his misery.
The still, cold form he watched that
night.
With its beautiful face, and hands so
white;
‘Twas the last link of love's strong
chain
Thet bound him to God's unseen throna
azuain.

The woeodman views the lake halow,
The sky, rocks and trees; then ha
murmurs low:
“_All my treassures now are given:
Enesling, I walt at the gates of
heaven
—Contributed by X. ¥. Z, of Portland.

THE VOICES.
BY JAMES WHITCOME RILETY.
Down in tha night 1 héear them;
The volces unknown,
That whisper and lisp and murmur,

Volces that seem to questlon
In unknown words to me
Of fabulous ventures and hopesa angd
dreams,
©f this and the world to be.
}
Volcas of mirth and muosie,
As in sumptucus homes, snd sounds
Of mourning, as of guthering friends,
In country burial groondsa.
{

Cadence of malden volces—

Their lovers' hlent with thesa;
And of Httle children sinzing,
As under orchard treas,

And often up from the chaos
Of my despest dreams T hear

rSULJn(IF. of phantom laughter,

i. Fillling the atmosphere,

|

But ever and ever the meaning
Falters and falls and dies,

And only the sllence gquavers
With the sorrows of my sighs

|

And T answar: “O volices, not
AMake ma Lo understand
Till my own volce mingling with you
Laughs in shadowland.
—Alice B. Russell,

¥O may

contributor.

A LETTER IN THE CANDLE.

There's a letter In the candle,

And It points direct 1o me.

See, the little spark iz beaming,
From whom ever can it be?

It gets brighter, still and brighter,
Lik= a little sunny ray:

And I dara, T dare to guess the writer,
For it drives suspense away.
Chorus:

Bright spark of hope,

Shed your beam on me,

And send a loving mensage,
From far across tho sen.

Oh, well do I remeamber,
It was two short months, no more,
When a letter in the candle,
Shone out as bright before.
It was then the darling mesaage,
Came =0 zafs and prompl to me,
And If this ls only “rom the same one,
Oh, how huppy, I will ba,
Contributor, Mra D. L. C., Astoria, OB
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