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MANY SUPPLY COPIES OF FAMOUS OLD CIVIL WAR POEM

“Just Before the Battle, Mother,” Sent in by Scores of Contributors—No More Requests for Poems Wanted for Time Being.

HE request for "Just Befora the
I Battle, Mother,” the famous old

song of Civil War times. has

brought a large number of responszse
from contributars, “Tha Vacant Chalir,™
gleo reguested, has proved nearly ns
popular, and coples of It have been re-
oelved from Mra E. E. Ginsberg, of
Milton; Ivy D. Morgan, of FPortland;
irney, of Portland; Mrs.
of Portland; Mary H.
Fobines Aberdeen; Mrs. W, J.
Alexander, of Beaaverton;, Willina Fouts,
\-.“:!'i"l_. Mre. ¥, A. Crons, of
11 Mra. Theresa E, Braeze, of
Walt Mw.r,‘_ Wash.; ¥Mra, A. P. Nelszon,
of Relth, Mrs. A. V. Pendleton, of Fort.
land, and others who did not glve their
numes.
3 lem of *“Just Before tha Battls,
have been recaived from Ivy
'n gan, Mre. W. J. Alexamder, of
Feaverton, Mary H. Robinson, of Aber-
deen; Gertruds E. Bakar, of Portland,
Myrs E P. Kingston, of Warrendale: U.
¥, Welderhizer, of Hill=sharo; Mrs, Ella
Goaffney, of Portland; Mru, Lida Daw-
aon, of Por nd; Will Ferguson, of
Portla nr‘. M orie Knapp, Mra. E. L.
Turney, of Portland; Mra E. E. Gins-
bearg, of Milton; a reader from Menlo,
Wash.: Willlna Fouts, of Dayton,
Wash.; Thiresa BE. Breeze, of Wailn-
hurg, W 1.; Mra. F. A. Crone, of Bin-
son, Cal: Alre. A V. Pendleton, of Port-
land, and others swho falled to give
thelr namen
Poems requastad recently for which
cnceived copies and which will
i me mRooti-as poesible ars:
“Up, Up in.the 8ky," “A
Bregenz," and  "“Is Thers
iong the Angals™
companion pleaca to “Just
Batfle, Mother," tha title of
“Just Aftar tha Battle,
Mother," which we would be pleasnd
to reprint If somn of our contributors
in supply us with a conpy.
r meed in the pages of the
we hive on hand such
requests that we have not
that wa will e unabla to
requests for some time,
ulgence of our readers

ask our coniributors |
the poams o mesdt |
requests we will be |

u.—-:dr.' faw weeks.
bae maide on 1this

But hung hi= dogged head.
"We've no one left to lead us now,”
The sullen soldiers sald.

Just then, before the laggard line,
The Coloneél's horse we splad—

Bay Billy, with his trappings on,
His nostrils sweiling wide,

As though still on his gallant back
The master sat astride.

Right rovally he took the place
That was of old hls wont,

And with a neigh, that seemed to say
Above the battle’s brunt,

“How can the Twanty-sacond charge
If I am not in front™"

Idke statues wea stood rooted thervs,
And gazed a littla space

Abova that floating mans weé missed
The dear famiilar face;

But we saw Bay Billy's aye of firs,
And it gave us heart of grace.

No bugle call could rouse us all
As that brave slght had done;
Dewn all the battered line we felt

A lightning Iimpulse run:
Up, up the hill we followed Bill,
And captured avery gunl

And when upon thes conquered height
Died out the battle's hum,

Vainly, mid Uving and the dead,
We sought our leader dumb;

It seemed as i{f a spectre steed
To win that day had come.

At last the morning broke. The lark
Sang In the merry skies
Az If to #'en the aleepers thers
It =aid, "Awake, ariss!"”
Though naught but that last trump of
all
Could ope thelr heavy eyes.

And then once mora, with bannsrs l:a'y.
Stretched out the long brigade;
iy upon the furrowed fleld
troops stood on parade,
And bravely ‘mld the ranks wersa closed
Tho gaps tha fight had made.

Not half the Twenty-second's men
Were In thelr place that morn,
And Corporal Dick, who yesternoon

Stood slx brave fellows on.
Now touchad my elbow in the ranks,
For mll belween were gone.
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Just before the battle, Mother,
I am thinking most of you,

While upon the field we're watching,
With the enemy in view.

Comrades brave are round me lying,
Filled with thoughts of home and God;

For well they know that on the morrow
Some will sleep beneath the sod.

Chorus:

Farewell, Mother, you may never
Press me to your heart again—
But oh, you'll not forget me, Mother,

If I'm numbered with the slain.

Oh, I long to see you, Mother,
And the loving ones at home;
But I'll never leave our banner
Till in honor I can come.
Tell the traitors, all around you,
Thet their eruel words, we know,
In every battle kill our soldiers,
By the help they give the foe.

Hark! I hear the bugles sounding—
"Tis the signal for the fight.

Now mey God protect us, Mother,
As he ever does the right.

Hear the “Battle Cry of Freedom,”
How it swells upen the air!

Yes, we'll rally round the standard,
And, if need be, perish there.
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Aberdeen, Ruth Luce, aof Portland, Mra,
A. L. Applewhite,
others whose names are not givan.

af Willamina,

FRIAR PHILLIP.

(Stuart Morrow, of Mizaoula, Mont..| Fannie M. Flzher, of Haines, Or.
reading the ballad of “Friar Phillip,” = ~E - -
contribuited by Ruth Luce, seénds an- Uy T BN TR B

Mrs. Francis, of South Bend, Wash., and

And hopes every sand khad run down

And when thea next moraning at wor-
ship
Our father broke down in his praver,
And his trembling lips could not utter
The waords that were struggling
there.
The floodgatsas seemed suddenly opened,
We all wera so ready to cory,
And so our petitions were ended,
With tears streaming down from
each eye.

The long, lonsly lans to tha pasture,
Grown loniler since he was gone,
Seemed to eocho his mname from the
fences
As the cows plodded slowly along;
And the birds as they sprang from the
branches
Beemed calling his name o'er and
o'er,
And nature above and baneasth me,
Seemed sadder than ever before.

Then vengeance rose mighty within ma;
And now that my brother was dead
I wanted to taks up his muskat
And stand In the ranks in his stead.
But ths neighbors would say it was
shameful
And fashion her proud lp would curl
For I was enly a woman—
Nay, then, I was only s girl

And the Government ‘wanted the
fathers,
Thea husbands, the sons, brave and
tall,
As targets for enemles bdbullets
And giris wouldn't answer at all
If they had only wantad the daughters
Then two from our homes could have
Eones,
And couldn't two girls stop & bullet
As well os our brother had done?

Did you think we would fear and
be fickle,
And scamper before we were hit?
Well, maybe—but women are tested
In places which show they have grit.
And to think that our beautiful brother
He may not have seemed so to you,
But to us, to us who so loved him,
He was beautiful, good and true,

And thesn, too, to think of the thou-
sands
Of fallen, all fallen for ma!

SELLING THE BABRY.
Beneath a shady elm tree,
Two littla brown-haired boys
Were complainingg to each other
That they couldn't make a naise.

"Ahd it's all that horrid baby.”
Cried Joinny, looking glum;

"She makes an awful bother;
I most wish she hadn’'t come.

If & doy run through the kitchen,
Still as any mouse can creep,
Nora says, ‘Now do be alsy,
For the baby's gone to sleep.’

And when, fust now, I asked mama
To fix my new atraw cap.

She sald she really couldn’t
Till the baby took a nap.”

“T've heen thinking we might sell her,”
Fred thrust back his curly halr.
“*Mama calls her “Littla Trouble,’
Bo I don't beileve she'd care.

“We will take her down to Johnson'sy
He keeps candy at his store,

And T wouldn't wonder, truly,
If she'd bring a pound or morey

“For he nasked me If I"'d sell har
When she first came but you eeé

Then 1 didn't know she'd bothern,
So 1 told him, ‘No, siree.™

“He may have har now, and welcoms)
I don't want her any more:

Get the carrings ‘round here, Johnny
And we'll fetch her to the store.™

To the cool, green-curtalned bedrooms,
Teddy stole, with nolseleas fest,
Where mama had left her baby,
Fast asleep, serene and sweet,

Boft hea bore her to the carriages,
All inknowing, little bird,

Whiles of thomse two roung kidnapers,
Not a sound had mama heard.

Down the street the carrilage trundled,
Soundly =still the baby =lept;

Ovar two sun-browned boy faces,
Little sober shadows crept.

They ‘n-_gnn to love the wee one;
*Say," sald Johnny, “don't you [‘11"5!’5‘
He wi]l give us such a baby,

Twenty pounds as qulick as wink?™

“T'd say fifty."” Fred responded,

- Wit 4 1 51 L
“DIE 'SPERIENCE OB DE REBREND ey ;"L:L"ﬁ?::,‘,'.“lf‘;nspilf?',‘f:_ “‘u::"

We had come so awful fast”
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“The O1d Man Dreams,” which contalns ay Billy's name was read. Let da band piay “Conkerin Hero,” youthful mind, "How Eay are tho flowers: To driva the. heart-war from the me that's very nice?
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days onee countad olden All safe from battle's harms, 1 No room should be left him for feellngs How kind and how good!"™ But sisters all over the land I would like {0 see the {
displayed a silve And ere sn order could be heard, With percession to de landin’, more téender —_——— Could tell you # simlilar story, thel Johnny lifted up the afgl
it s les - Or the buele's qulick alarms, T arat bkt P e M - If asked for the =ame from elr * woke rnd cooed :
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The troops presented arms! T - ; . =trs bright n e prison cell T =it —BE. A. Glover, contributor. e 3o
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I soem from which the two lines Could still our mighty cheer. Lot de seraphs dan with cym NO-Juveniie SOLLEN Hisia s o TR Al e = 2 back avourneen, Ma- | Fred agd Johnny looked at baby,
: t _' : g el b And ever, fram that famous day ‘. ‘sri oo e ' No visions of bright eyes or damsels And the tears they flll my eyes Come back to Erin, dMavou sl 4] ; :I JI Sty
wove ara tnken was published in an Aol 5 . < ¥ s ¥ R{.l”d de P id Quako Str picrrd®y Sfite of nl] that I can do volurnesn, Then into each ot 5 eyecs,
teopiathice mpganzin In XKlirksville, 1en rang the roll-ca clear, Jorxeph, march wid de hreddern, RTINS, - i Tho' T t.r\' Yo chua — . Come back, Aroon, to the land of thy
: b ago, and Is also | Hnj\_-_ Ii!IT,_V 5 r:.;rme Was rﬂi*m Hfun-!mt'han Tribes v And 1?';‘:_:3 fair deml-sisterly beings ao n e e > cheer my comnrades and Birthe All forgottenm was the bothar
sted by Mr. Hargrove. he whole line answered. “Here Spesch ob w n ole Al m; il A —F . ’ Come with the shamrocks and Spring- In the light of baby's ar
Fhe Daughtsr of Danlel O'Connor™ —By Frank H. Gassaway. Answer, Reb'rend Q b Y”Lr‘{l i': i::n‘\ i e Chorus— titme, Mavourneen, And they wondered
is requested by | . 2rwood, e ¥ 23 e — Tramp! Tramp! Tramp! the bova are And It's Killarney shall ring -with Missed her daughter al he while.
j.'r-;: Sadie C awking, of Olympin, TIS SWERET TO THINK. Angels, hear me vell “Hosanner! Tl ':1"5‘1 ‘u‘l::g:"ll:: i PAmMBIERDAX ' In:ar.-m‘nl:- e o ' our mirth.
. - Sir 1= - . - . - ot i -
Wneh, asks for the poom in which the |'"Tls swest to think that wherever we 1enr my ’Ifjll"‘-“! sperritool song. could ntn;;:cr of years that had Cheer up., comrades, they will come, | Sure, when you jeft us, our beautiful C\?hd“' 3 swset, xl‘".ltnll-»'hi_!i BweeLer,
- s luye m a X e ananth Thea 52 - T y xS £ 1 ssurdy lttle Fred,
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“And when the snow king's daya are We are sure to find someathing bllss- LS FVESETaREL . - ¥ We shall breathe the air agaln, Little wa thought of the lone nter e Seik i T ani =
== fu! and dear, Z'-I'ei'.-: dat whita rohe rudder spacious, Now the father bhad seftled his Of the freeland in our own beloved days, Darling sister,” Johnny =
Tl sesk sgain my nativa shore, And that when far away from lips that - An' da ‘f'!“t-*: belt "stronery long. . promising son home, Little we thought of the llu-h of the o .
% so dear to me wo love AUSH LWL IRIe much room in BlOr¥. o 014 nis studies conclude when he . starshine So 1 guess we'd
And bulld my nest in the old pear We have but to make lova to the .ips For de Ret'rend Quako Stros reached twenty-one, In the battle front we stood. Over the mountaln, the bluffs and the But if we shou!l . M
e 1 that are near. g . - And he went with s heart beating high Vhen their fiercest charge was made, brays! When he knows you's LA ST SIS ,"“"
; What! no one to de Jandin'? with emotion. And they swept us off, & hundred men God wlll send you l.n\\ n o baby.
'‘Pears ko suffin nudder's wrong; To launch his young son on life's| or more; Dver
Guess I'Il glb dat slesapy Peter turbulent ocean. But before we reached their linas
my consclence T it grow where It will, cannot Fits from Reb'rend Qualko Strong. I'hey were driven back, dismayed,
pati LS flourish alone, How am dis? De gates all fastened! As they entered the town, a young |And we heard the cry of victory o'er
of Linnte But will lern ta the nearest and love- Out ob all de s} in' frong damael tripped by, snd o'er,
which: are comps: lest thing Not a Mlatte cherub even With a cheok like a rose and a light,
nt and we will not e | It can twine with itself and make Grects de Rel'rend: Quako Strong! laughing eye.
to -. hem on this prge, it she closely its own. “0, futher, what's that?” erled the|So, within the prison cesil,
Also wants the poem hased on the ad-| - What a narrer little gateway! youth with delight We are waiting for the day,
irés of Dlek onny Black | Then, O, what pleasure, wherever we My! Dat gnte am hard to move! As this vislon of lovalinesg burst on | That shall come, to open wide
and . Z_,ittlu L..nnn rove, ) “Who am dat”? savs "Postle Poter, his sizht dcor;
teginning thus: Io be sure to find something still From de paray above. ‘0, t} " sald the cautious and polltic | And the hollow eyves graw bright,

Fsalins an' weddin' gown rlong,

Iligent, active and

eried MNerchant John-

follawing lines appear

And sing the s

T Westervelt, of Seattle, asks for | The heart like a tendri]l accustomed to
the 1 beginnlng:

& green sea, Mavournmeen, Meo-
cling, t‘l,”‘;:(‘n Merchant Johnson i\s ughed and kindly
Lonz shone the white sall that bore Filled tha littla bhands with =
Thea away: Ere they whael the baby homew
Riding the white waves that falr Sum- Back along the quiet sireets, )
(Chorun.) mer mornin', a = %o had not Issed them
Al Just like a May flower afiost on the | And mamma, who had not missed them,
bay Smiled to hear the little tals,
Oh, but my heart sank when clouds [HoWw they went to sell the ',“L“'
the iron came belween us, How they dldn’t m:tl.?‘o ns
Jike & gray curtain the rain falling —Alica B. Russell. contre
down? :

Hid from my sad eyes the path o'er the THE LITTLE BOY THAT DIED.
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ybutor.
that iz dear, Unela Poter, do: vou Know me— squire, And the poor heart almost gay,

And to k;mw when far from the lips Me, a shinin’ lizht so long? Who did not the youth's ardent glances | As we think of seeing
we Ove

h home and ocean, I am all alone In my chamber now,
S Why, de berry niggers call me admire, riends once more. Far, far away whers my colleen had And the midnisht hour is near;

3 Wa're 1"“[“'“ make love to lips we Gobd old Eeb'rend Quako Strong. “Ia only a thina‘ calied a gooss,” my % Rovwn. And the faggol’'s crack, and clock's dull
. of Lents, wants Are Near. dear son.' {Chorus.)

the lumbear wooda, Dunno me. de shoutin' preacher,

tick,
. . “We'll sss many maors, e'er our visit o i akin' o Are the only sound I hear:
at Jerry's Rock,” be- | TWere a !a'h:a.:r.e whes: fiowsers: round Reg'lar hull hog Waeslevan, too— is done.” Oh, may the angels, while wakin u
us Tise, i T B : ¥

 —— Hlospin’ And over my soul In its xolltude,
. A Whar In de woods you been loafin'? = WARTIME AT HOME, Watel ("-;.r‘u, sy bird in the land far Sweet feoelings of sadness glide;
To makei 1_'..}1].} of the rest, If the Bowmaold teoster's hodderiht von And the joy of the youth hardly knew ¢ i Enls S x - l\: v ¥ For my heart and mY¥ eves are full
rose isn't 18T ’ oy = » r b as nly a woman, comrades=, FAY. if .
s . . I reckon. Why, I've convarted any ooundas, . e . ¥ when I think
And the world's so rich in resplendent li‘unri'rrls ok Aairtan 'n‘ :l‘;""""l" At the rope-dancers, tumblers and X No great thing can I achleve And 1115 'm; prln? rs will consign to Of the littie boy that dled.
- eyes, 2eal . . i L T O 1 o "paul"‘tﬁ wear on my sh nu[.lp their keepin 3 - -
- e =y » merry-go-rounds. s : - 1
H NS L SE “Phe W My "Twere @ pity to limit one's love to a Di‘nm)dr:‘ Pm;:'-" “:i ﬂ';‘-";l“? = = No golden bands on my sieaves; Care o' my Jjewel by night and by
H. C. als ( T 0 est I= .t{) palr. m @ Hebrend uako SLlrong. At length. when the tour of the town Ru' may I tell you a story day.
. i the poem with S 5 Concerning the war at home e
P et & Har at ¢ 1 rl was completed, = = - . rome, And noftly I opened the
Love's wing and a peacock’s are nearly {"F:_tzf’!“ g s e A s The tather resolved ihat the boy should | Concerning the handwar and heart- | When by the fireside T watch the bright [ 470 U010 & OB r of ;
alilte, . e E be treatied war embers i e e e, S I
- _ » {f y . = o L. e And mother came o maat h
dropped thelr beautiful Thp:‘u < hmhh o !h:]m STIERS Mt SE;i:d;ihhot ut:ld}r‘ub‘ & f:n J‘.:I.f ob fire; So. pausing an instant, he said, "My Then all my heart files away o'er the She kissed me, and then she sixhed,
bt A X > ney aré changeabls, too, . d e arrasy A : Gl dear son. ton, And her hand fell on my neck, and she
dear friendas of m ax “V!wr"w’fkn REW N of bewsty Ti?rquht:":-: ?-u‘:u’?;-t]azdl-’zh?il-}o""r A maw era today In ¥your life has| When our *“boys” went off to the|Cravin' to know if my darlin’ remem- |~ w.-‘m 2
or iend 1y can strike An e'm rushil I it along. bagun: Armey, bers » ,:’ +49 e et
- ’ nar “ fisp Vease to - : » . I . For the littla boy that
bR ) It will ti ire love's plume with a (‘I;'Odci‘:‘sf‘:d;- i}f:k 'q open Now, of all this gay scens and the Wao toarfully helped them awny; Or If her thot's may be crossin' to me.
'."'"d for years In thelr different huea ssle r ueko Strong. gaities in It Stood watching whils we eould =es
a Choose whatever you llhe—-lt is yours them,
from this minute.’ - Then turned to the work of the day.
“Choose w'lmto'b‘fer‘ I llke, seid the |OQur farms were nearly deserted, Come back, Aroon, to the land of thy shall miss him mors by
}y:'uur}ful r;-?--}ﬂ!'-‘ i o5 And left for the women to till: birth When the flowers have
i i il : z . z il ¢ f 0O, fathesr, dear father, en g & | They planted the seed In the furrow, < ith the shamrocks in Spring- shall see his y
That ould hawve lit the light for |And to know when far from the ilps| To &o 'long wid Major Satnn goose!” They carried the graln to the milL Come t‘?ut-: '\i‘avournﬂ-n pring shs lf_-".\'r'
that we love, Into dat warm climata ‘mon me, Ma . . PRINDEY

n —_— e - . r ; .
e =iy S ' Bl e e ’ it's fllarnay =hall ring with And the horse he used
wns regquested recently We have but to make love to the | Fire an' brimstone. Hewar ma knockin ALIL, BARRED OUT. They wathered the grass in the mesdow, A'm!.our m}’: Mg a3 Al Chex Al Rneadts

inve o g o 2P iips reé Are ne Ole churcn-member, Q Stro . > "

D «‘-“.T}. = .r\l’; :r"i ni’ﬁ‘ oy 1”:1‘}-{6\{.&‘5 MOORE S e There runs a quaint legend of ancient- They stowed It away in ths mow, —Alice E. Russall, contributor. speach,

it he .u[H‘ A L b - Dat loud noise am comin’ nearar— day lore, They hauled, too, the rails for the —_— Of the little boy that died,
THINK NOT MY SPIRITS ARE

3 = : Drafful smstl jike vowder smoke: Of a quarrel ‘twixt heaven and hell, fencing
DAY BILLY. s A BIT ‘?i’ EXPERIENCE. Niddas ,:t_‘,f‘:‘_,‘, Gor dr-;{'l‘.\l__:r”sl‘h S | O'er thelr boundary line; the clamor And some of them follawad the plow: OH. ALWAYS AS LIGHT, I shall = his llttls =is agaln
G 1 iAave met withea great many people sy b S T i S 07 : With her pi te ont the door:
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