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Sailing of
the Mavflower

Jurt In the gray of the dawn, as the

mints uprose from the meadows,

There was a stir asd a sound In the
plumtering village of Plymouth;

Clapging and elleking of arma, and
the order tmperative, “"Forward!’

Given In tone suppressed, o tramp of
feet, nnd then sllence

Flgnirea ten, In the milut, marched
plowly out of the viliage

Btandish the atalwart It was, with
elght of his valorous arn

1ad Ly thelr Indlan gulds by Hobo
mok, friend of the white men

Northward marching to quell the sud
den revolt of the savags

Glants they peemed in the mist, or the

of King David,
who be

mighty men
Glants In heart

Heved in God

they were
nnd the Hible
the smiting of
Philistines

leved In
Midinnites and

who he

Take His Musket, and 8o Stride Out.

Over them gleamed far off the crim-
son banners of morning;

Under them loud on the sands, the
serried billows, advancing,

Fired wlong the line and In regular |
order retreated

Many a mlle had they marched,

when at leogth the village of Ply-
mouth

Woke from Ita sleep

tent on It manifold Inbors

Bweot wis the alr and soft; and slow

from the chimneve

Rose over roofs of thatch, and polot-
ved wtendlly eastward

Men cnme forth from the doors, and
prused and talked of the weather,

Bald that the wind had changed, and
wias blowing falr for the May-
ﬁn“l‘r_

Talked of thelr Captain’'s departure
and all the dangers that menaced,

Iy the smoke

He belng gone, the town, and what
thould be done In his absence
Merrily sang the birds, nnd the ten

der volees of women

with hymns the
of the
Out of the sen rose the sun, and the

Consecrated commaon

CHIes household

billows rejolecd at his coming:

Heautiful were his feet on the pur
ple tops of the mountalns;
Heautiful on the salls of the May

Nower riding at anchor,
Datterad and binckened and worn by
wll the storme of the winter
Loorely ngulnst her masts was hang-
Ing nikl fAapping her canvas,
Rent by so many gales, and patched
by the hands of the sallors

Suddenly from her side, as the sun
rose over the ocean,

Inrted a puff of smoke, and floated
seawnard,; anon rang

Loud over fleld and forest the can
non's roar, and the echoes

Heard and repeated the sound, the sig-

nalgun of departure!

but with louder echoes replied

the hearta of the people!

Meekly, In volces subdued, the chap-
ter was read from the Bible,

Meekly the prayer was begun,
ended In fervent entreaty!

Then from thelr houses In haste came
forth the Plligrims of Plymouth,

Men and women and children, all hur-
rylng down to the sea shore,

Eager, with tearful eyes, to say fare-
well to the Mayflower,

Homeward bound o'er the sea and
leaving them here In the desert.

Ah!

but

Foremost among them was Alden,
All night he had Iain without
slumber,

and arose, In- |

Turning ar? tossing nbout In the heat
and unrest of his fuver

He hnd behold Miles Standish, who
ceame buck late from the counell,

Btalking Into the room, and bheard hilm
mutter and murmur,

Hometlmoes It prayer,
sometimen It sounded Hhke swenr
Inkg

Onen he hnd the bed, and
stood there a momoent In sllence;

Then ho had turned away, and sald:
“I will not wake him;

Let him sleep on, It Is best; for what
Is the use of more talking!'"
Then he extinguished the light, and

threw himeelf down on his pallet,
and ready to start

rewmed o

come (o

Droessod nm he wan

ut the break of the morning

Covered hlmwelf with the cloak he
hnd worn In his campalgns 1o
Finnders,

Bloept nn a soldler wleeps 1o his
bivoune, rendy lor metlon

But with the dawn he arose; In the
twilight Alden beheld him

Put on his coreelet of stecl, and all
the rest of his armaor,

HBuckle albout his wnlst hin trumsty
hinde of Dnmascus,
I'nke from the corner hin musket, and
o atride out of the chamber
(Often the henrt of the youth hnd
burped and yearned to embrace
him

Often hin lpp had essayed to speak
Iimploring {or pardor

Al the o'd Inendship eame back
wi'h Its tender and grateful emo
tionm

ut his pride overmastered the nobler
nature ithin him,

Price mnd the sense f hin wrong
and the burning fNre of the Insult

80 he beheld his friend wrting |
anger, bu ke 1

daw him go forth to danger e 1L e
to denth nd he spake not

Then he awrose from hisn bed, and
heard what the people were say
Ing

Joined In the talk at the door with
Htephen and Hichard and Gllbert,

Jolned In the morning prayer, and In
the rending of Heripture

And, with the thern, tn haste went
hurrying down to the sen shore

Down to the Plymouth Rock, that had
been to thelr feet ns & doorstep

Into a world unknown,—the ocorner

stone of & natlon!

There with his boat wns the Master,

kiready a little impatient

he should the tide, or the

wind might shift to the castward,

Square bullt, hearty, and strong, with
an odor of ocean about him,

Speaking with this one and that, and
crumiming letfers and parcels

Into his pockets capacious, and mes-
mages mingled together

Into his narrow braln, till ot inst he
was wholly bewlldered

Neoarer the boat stood Alden, with one
foot placed on the gunwale,

One still firm on the rock, and talking
at times with the sallors,

Seated orect on the thwarts, all ready
and eager (or starting

Lawt lowe

He, too, was eager to go, and thus
put an end to his anguish,
Thinking to fily from despalr, that

swifter than keel Ils or canvas,

Thinking to drown Iin the sea the
khost that would rise and pursue
him

Nut ns he gazed on the crowd, he be

held the form of Priscilla
Standing dejected among them, uncon
scious of all that was passing
Fixed were her eyes upon his,
she divined his Intentlon,
Flzed with a look so sad, o reproach-
ful, Imploring and patlent,
That with a sudden revulsion his
heart recolled from Its purpose

as 1If

As from the verge of n ecrag, where
one step more |8 destruetion
Strange s the heart of man, with Its

quilck, mysterious instinete!

Standing Dejected, Unconsclous of All.

Strange in the life of man, and fatal
or fated are moments,

Whereupon turn, as on hinges, the
gates of the wall adamantine!

“Here | remain!” he excialmed, as he
looked at the heavens above him,

Thanking the Lord whose breath had
scattered the mist and the mad-
ness,

Wherein, blind and lost, to death he
wis staggering headlong.

“Yonaer snow-white cloud, that floats
in the ether above me,

Seems ke a hand that ls polotng

and |

and beckoning over the ocean,
There s another hand, that Is not so
spectral and ghost-lke,

Holding me, drawing me back, and
Clanplng mine for protection.
Float, O hand of cloud, and vanish

wwny In the ether!

ol thyself up ke a Ast, to threaten
and daunt me; I heed not
Either your warning or menace,

| any omen of evil!
| There I8 no land so sacred, no alr so
pure and wo wholesome,

ar

An In the alr she breathes, and the
poll that Is pressed by her foot
Etepn

Hore for her sake will | stay, and ke
an Invigihle presence |

Hover around her for ever, protecting,
supporting her weakness . |

You! my oot the first that |
stepped on this rock at the land
Ing,

80, wiih the blessing of God, shall 1t |

|
be the

(¥} Wik

lenving!” \

last at the
Muster alert but
nir and
watchful eye

Meanwhile the
with dignified lmportant,
Seanning with the tide
and the wind and the weather,
Walked about on the and the |
ple crowded around him

sands;
|t

How Good You Have Been to Me.

Saying o few last words, and enfore
ing his careful remembrance.
Then, taking each by the hand, as If
he were grasping a tiller,

Into the boat he sprang, and In haste
shoved off to his vessel,

Giad 'n his heart to get rid of all this
worry and flurry

Glad to be gone from a land of sand
and sickness and sorrow,

Short nllowance of victuals and plenty
of nothing but Gospel!

Lost in the sound of the oars was the
Inst farewell of the Piigrims

O strong henrts and true! not

went back In the Mayflower!

not one looked back, who had set

his hand to this plowing!

one

No,

Boon were heard on board the
| shouts and songs of the sallors
Heaving the windinss round, and
holsting the ponderous anchor
Then the yards were braced, and all
salls set to the west wind,
Blowing steady and strong; and the
Mayflower salled from the harbor,
Rounded the point of the Gurnet, and
leaving far to the southward
Island and ecape of sand, and the Fleld
of the First Encounter,
Took the wind on her guarter,
stood for the open Atlantie,
Horne on the send of the sea, and the
gwelllng hearts of the Pllgrims

and

l.ong In sllence they watched the re

ceding sall of the vessel,

Much endeared to them all, as some
thing lUving and human;

Then, as If filled with the spirit, and
rapt In a vislon prophetie,

Haring his hoary head, the excellent
Elder of Plymouth

Sald, “let us pray!” and they prayed

and thanked the lLord and took
Couurnge
Mournfully sobbed the waves at the
base of the rock, and above then
owed and whlspered the wheat on
the hill of death, and their kin
llh ll

Seemed to awake {n thelr graves, and

| his

CROCHETED

By LOUISE OLNEY

(Coprright, 1y, by Assoclated Literary Fress.)

Besule

to her new bhoarding place and
enatched up her fancywork bag lylng
on the bureau Mra. Clinton, the
heavy landlady, met her coming out

of her room and stepped aside wiping

Allen ran breathlessly back |

quisite personality filled In all the
detalls. She was the lovellest thing
he had ever seen.

Then one glorfous autumn day It
happened, She had been sitting
alone, more Intently oceupled with
her crocheting than usual, when sud-
denly she gave a little starl, snatehed
at her ball of crochet cotton, selzed
the loosened thread Instead and gave
a little gasp as the lllusive ball shot
under the car sent and rolled lmpetu-
ously between his feet and on. For
& moment it took his breath away.
How many times he had actually
prayed for that

| pen!

her face beaded with perspiration
from the bt summer mornlng

“Why, Miss Allen, | thought you |
were gone'"

“S8o | was, but | came back. For
Eot my crochet.”

“Crochet ' Min Clinton eried,
overcoimne with curiosity “What on
earth do you do crochet for? You
must have an easy job "™

“WNo, I crochet on the car to and
from the oMee,” laughed the girl

“My Iand! Don't you know you'll
Ket written up In the papers? Who

ever heard of such a fool thiug to do! |

I should think you'd want to be rest
Ing yourself Instead of spolling your

only way she could be happy, for the
dally grind of moneygetting In a
cruel world was a cross to her home-
yearning heart,

A8 she took her place In the front

jof the car this muggy July morning

and slid Into
He was tall and
looking with a gentle gleam in
blue eyes that argued a mind
broad and flne as his physical make-
up He watched Intently as she
settled herself with graceful adjust-
ments of her dainty white Ilinen
dress, crossed her diminutive white
canvased feet and withdrew her
thread and hook from her bag
Swiftly her fingers flew, creating a
robwebh something that
him Hlis eyes never left her during
the hour's ride,

She was so easy to look at from
the tip of her shell-llke ears and the
little curls at the nape of her neck,
brown against her white skin, that
he could only divert
inches to a momentary glimpse of
her face as she turned to the window
infrequently to see where
stood She was not stunning,
dear and lovable.

A young man followed
the seat beside her
good

just
Her sweet uncon-
sclousness of him and of all about
her gave him a protecting feeling
and he found himself resenting an
uncouth workman who pushed for-
ward and sat beside her. Morton for
all his Immaculateness would have
hesltated to do that himself

A pang of foy shot through him
a8 he neared his corner to see her
hastily fold thread and hook Into her
bag and push the button. She got off
at his corner, then! Cavallerly, he
rose and walted In his seat for her to
pass. She must have been conscious
of his presence for the last hour, for

| she looked up and smiled. It was a
falnt smile., Mundane people would

ve sald It existed only In his Im-
igination Ilut her great grown eyes
had swept up stralght to his and
ested there a long moment while a
swveet surprise awoke and glowed
AWRY back in thelr limpid depths

to Join In the praver that they ut

tered
Sun-lllumed and white, on the east
j ern verge of the ocean
| Gleamed the departing sall, ke a

marble slab In a graveyard;
Burled bereath it lay for ever all hope |
of escaping.
as they turned to depart, they
saw the form of an Indlan,
Watching them from the hill; but
while they spake with each other,
Polnting with outstretched hands, and!
saying, “Look!”™ he had vanlshed.
So they returned to thelr homes; but
Alden lingered a lttle, ’
Musing alone on the shore, and
watching the wash of the blllows
Round the base of the rock, and the
sparkle and flash of the sun
shine,
Like the spirit of God, moving visibly
over the waters,
(TO BE CONTINUED)

|
|
]
| Lo!
|

Helght of Fame.

*And how is your son Henry get
ting on In literature?” asked the visk
tor.

“Oh, he's doing famously,” sald the

proud mother. “His autograph
brought $10 the other day.”
“Really

“Yea—salgned to a promlissory nots
for three hundred

1 bought It m
sell."—~Harper's Weekly, 'T

pretty eves on such nonsense

“It len’'t nonsense,” called back the
girl from the porch “1 love It
That's why | came out here In Cam
den to live Two hours a day on the
car kgives me a lot of tlme to stick
10O my knitting

“Iut don't you feel silly?™ Mra
Clinton puffed down the steps and
followed Ler strange roomer out to
the walk They'll be guying you on
the car.”

“No: as thizs 18 the end of the line,
I get the front seat and hardly any
one sees what I'm dolng Goodby,
Mrs Clinton." And she left the |
Bcandalized landiady gazing after her
unconventional self as though she
were nelther fish, flesh nor good red
berring

She really dild not care what the
landlady or anybody In the big, Lard
city thought She had come here be-
cause she had no home since her
mother died and she must earn her
living where best she could. She loved
homwe and home things—Illke ecrochet

and with characteristie good sense
she resolved to keep close to the
| things she loved every moment out-
slde of business hours It was Lhe

fascinated |

| looked at him.

lnoked at him
sat motlonless
back It was

She turned and
pealingly, and
a moment looking
finltely sweet to be sitting thus,

“Could you get It for me? she
asked, but he was already on his feet

He brought It back, solled and all o
a snarl, and handed It to her.

Bhe accepted it quletly

“However, shall | get It untangled
before It s time to get off'™ sghe sald,
a worried look flitting across her dell-
cate face

For answer he sat down beslde her
and took the ball from her trembling
fingers.

‘Lt me” he sald

And wwogether they worked at
strange tangle which grew constant

RmRp-
for
in-

ly more complircated, so tremulous
were their fingers and oddly lacking
in skill as they touched and clung

and forgot thelr work

They had passed thelr corner, thelr |

fingers twined In the hopeless tangle
together, thelr eyes lowered dreading
to meet, when with o mighty effort

he ralsed hils eyes and looked at her

'l
-
- ]

| | work

Swiftly Her Fingers Flew.

She had done the same thing and was
They smliled
“Is It time to get off?™ he asked.

IRON WILL MAY FAIL

GREAT LEADER GETS HIS WAY
BY OTHER METHODS,

Followers Must Be Shown That They
All Gain Most by Yielding Im-
pligit Obedience to the Con-
ductor’s Orders.

They tell us an fron will is & very

very thing to hlpl

the |

fine thing. A great general rules his
forces by his will. A parllamentary
leader drives recalcitrant members in-
to the right lobby by his will, If he has

it. Napoleon, they say, controlled all
France by his will. ] have long had
doubts.

Napoleon never had to get an obstl-
nate donkey out of the way of an ex-
| press train, for there were no expreas
tralns, but had the task confronted
| him | doubt whether the iron will that
conquered France would have moved
the donkey. Nay, | do not doubt; | am
| certain it would not. And since men
are a great deal more stupid and more
obstinate than donkeys | am sure it
| was not by an iron will alone that Na-
| poleon ruled the French.

The Iron will only served to rule
himself to keep him hard and inces-
santly at the working out of his great
| idea, the idea of convincing men that
he was the ablest among them, that
by following him they did best for
themselves, A political boss does the
same; there I8 no lron will involved;
merely he shows his followers that
they all gain by golng with him.

And the same rule holds true in the
case of band conductors. A military
'conductor can get his way because the
men upder him are punished unless
they obey him; an opera or concert
conductor may get his way because he
can throw out of employment the men
who do not obey him.

But the true born conductor, elther
milltary or civil, gets his way and
|ine results when his bandsmen know
[tbnt by paying close attention to him
|and putting their backs I(nto their
they help to secure perform-
ances of which they may all justly

| |feel proud.

When Nikisch first came nere many
years ago we were told how on the
continent he was wont to magnetize
his men and make them Insensibly
yield to his will. It is llkely enough
they did yleld; they would have been
dlsmissed If they had not; but the
| magnetism did not in the least work
n England. The men simply pald no
|attention to It; there might as well
/oave been no magnetism at all; 'twas
{In vain Nikisch essayed to fix them
|with the glittering eye of which we
had read so much; too much; the in-
buman rascals refused to be fixed; the
performances were poor and some one
must have lost a falr sum of money
aover the concerts.

See what happened when Nikisch

“Yes,” she said, and he helped her returned not as master but as servant

put the snarl of thread into her brg.

“It's a blessed mess,” he said. “How
lucky it happened.”

They had passed out of the car In
a daze of happlness and stepped to
the street when a touch on his arm
made Morton turn sharply. It was
an old workman apologetically hold-
ing out a tiny white handkerchief as
he awkwardly pulled off his hat

“Your wife dropped 1t,” he sald,
leaving It in Morton’s hand and edg-
| ing away.

the car |
| delight.

his gaze a few |

' neck
| Then with a
!:nng lashes she looked up at him, a

Consternation swept Morton's face.
Then as before his eyes met hers and
in an Instant his hand had gripped
her arm and he laughed with boyish
He bent over her with an
amusing alr of proprietorship.

“How about it?" he sald. “Does It
sound queer.

A great wave of color swept her
and cheek She was sllent
sudden sweep of her

flecting, demure, revealing glance.
“Not unless It seems-—queer—to
you.”
Then he remembered he must not

|hnld her arm in broad daylight But

| tonight,

he thought! Oh, tonight!

| He would get to see her.

Joy Aooded his whole being, and as he |

replaced his hat he

f the car and watched her turn into

might he could only see her In the
mornings. He was up betimes to be-
stow, more scrupulous care on his sl

ways immaculate person. He found
a finieal satisfaction In  all his
scarfs and Invested In many new

ones which necessitated correspond-
ing hoslery., He was resplendent, for
he was In love.

Every morning they sat thus — she
first, he second, In the car. And al
ways he walited for her to rise and
pass out before him and bestow the
smile. Hlis only chance of expression
was In his answering smile and the
grace of his gesture as he ralsed his
hat. His whole being went Into that
salute. It was eloquent, regal, as a
king to his queen.

It was beautiful, but it was wearing,
Try as he might he could not pro-
gresa In his love making. He thought
ghe seemed glad to know him but
ahe was shy and always alone. He
Jearned where she llved and worked
and what her name was Her ex-

followed her out |

the bullding opposite his real estate
offlece with a conviction that he had
come Into his own

After that he watched for her at
[ lunch hour, loitered on the corner |
for her car at night, but try as he

How He Restrained Her.
She stepped out upon the almost de-
serted country hotel plazza and was
soon followed by a man, to whom she

sald:

“1 will not llve with you another
tl.‘\,"“

“You'll leave me, will you? he
calmly asked

“Yes, 1 wilL”

“When?™

“Now—right off—this minute.”
“I"'wouldn't if | were you.”

“But 1 will, and 1 defy you to pre-

vent me. | have suffered at your
hands as long as |1 can put up
with t.”

“Oh, 1 shan't try to stop you,” he
quietly replied. “I'll simply report to
the police that my wife has mysteri-

| ously disappeared. They'll want your

deseription, and I'll give It You wear
No. 7T shoes, you have an extra large
mouth, you walk stiff at the knees,
your nose turns up at the end, you
wear a blond wig to hide your red
hair; volce llke a—"

“Wretch! You wouldn't dare do
that,” she exclalmed.

“1 certainly will, and the description
will appear in all the city papers.”

They glanced at each other for a
moment in silence. Then it was plain
to him that she had canceled that
visit to her mother,

New Mission,

“len't that Diogenes hustling round
the corner with a lantern and a big
club?

“Still looking for the honest man?”

“No, he's looking for that college
professor who sald the sun was los-
ing Its heat.”

'of the orchestra. The Symphony or
chestra engaged him; the glittering
eye nonsense and the lron will non-
sense were dropped, and at once artis-
tic results were got. One might disap-
prove of many things he did, and espe-
clally of his affected readings, but he
'gained the effects he wanted, and
/galned them in a legitimate manner,
through the faith the men had in him.
—John F. Runciman, in the London
3aturday Review.

Who Owns Shetland lsiands?

It is not perhans generally known
that an opinion expressed half humor-
ously, by Lord Salvesen at the open-
ing of the Norse Gallery In the Scot-
tish exhibition In Glasgow with re-
gard to the ownership of the Orkney
and Shetland islands Is fortified by
very high authority. His lordship,
“speaking as a lawyer” Is not sure
whether the islands do not belong to
| Norway still, and thinks that legally
!lhe crown of Norway, if prepared to
\pay the money for which they were
pledged, with Interest “for throe hun-
idred years,” would be entitled to re-
|deem them. As a matter of fact, pleni-
| potentiaries assembled at Breda in
16865 (a couple of centuries after the
Islands had come into the possession
of the Scottish crown) decided not
| only that the right of redemption had
not then been barred by the lapse of
{time, but that it was imprescribabla,
The islandr were pledged In 1468, ->
that Interest is due for nearly four
|and a bhalf centuries,

Dog That Guarded a Cat.

When my dog was a puppy | got a

little kitten to keep him company.
They got to be good friends, but as
they got older the cat seemed to think
she could take care of herself.
[ When the cat c¢limbed a tree it
| seemed to puzzle the dog, and he
| would etand below the tree and look
|up at the cat and then at me, as It
trying to understand how the eat
could get up Into the tree while he
had to stay on the ground.

When evening came the dog would
hunt up the cat and carry her to the
| kenne! where they slept at night. The
dog kept one of his forelegs over the
cat, and there she had to stay until
morning. At last the cat was kllled,
but I have the dog yet.—Fur News.

Letter for 250 Years Undellvered.

A letter written In December, 16860,
to a prominent member of the Body
of Friends In Durham, England, haa
just been found in the Public Record
office, having been undelivered. A
copy of the letter has been forwarded
to the descendants In the elghth gen.
eration of those for whom It was In
tended. The letter |8 addressed: “For
my Loving friend Richard Hicison, a
butcher in Durham, to bee delivered
to Willlam Bywaters, Durham, paid
M.'l




