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From the Painting ly A. U. Krost.

POEM AND SPEECH R. L.
the time of Hubert I

AT Ste onsen's visit to Ilunolulu
he became friendly with a I

'
larne number of the residents,

but none claimed his attention more
than Mrs. Caroline Bush, who had
previously been a Kreat admirer of tho
author. And to Mrs. Hush the verses
entitled "From Wishing Land" were
written. The circumstances connected
with their writing and presentation are
related by Mrs. Hush herself:

"It was some time In March that our
family left the city and took a residence
adjoining that of Mr. Stevenson's at
Walklkl Heach. We had known him
well In town, saw that he was lonesomp
and 111, and told him half Jokingly that
sumo day we were going to move out
near him to keep lilin company at Sans
8oucl. He replied that he would be
very glad If we would, and so, when we
actually moved, I believe that he was '

pleased.
"It so happened that my birthday

anniversary fell upon the day follow- -

Ing our arrival and Stevenson had heard
us speak of It. At any rate the follow-
ing morning the maid brought In to me
from the la mil (enclosed porch) an en-

velope addressed to myself, which upon
opening I found to be a poem, 'From
Wishing Land.' Mr. Stevenson had
written it the night before after wo

had left him, ns ho afterward told us,
and had brought It over to the house
In.tho early morning, for his nights at
this time were exceedingly restless. He
found no one awako about the place
anil so laid the llttlo packet, tied with
ribbon and palm fibre, upon the lanal
table."

The poem has not before been pub-
lished, it Is as follows;

FltOM WISHING LA.STJ.
Dear lady, tapping at jour dour

Some little verses stand,
And beg on this auspicious day

To come and kiss oiir hand.

Their syllables all counted right,
Their rh.Miies each In its place,

I.Ike birthday children at the door
They wait to see your face.

Illse, lady, rise and let them In;
Fresh from the fairy shore,

They bring you things )ou wish tuhave,
Laeh In Its pinafore.

For they have been to Wishing Land
Tills morning In the ilew,

And all your dearest wishes lirlug
All granted home to jou.

What these may lm they would not tell,
And could not If they would;

They take the pai-Ket- sealed to you
As trusty servants tihould.

Hut there was one that limited llkci love,
And one that snielled like health,

And one that had u Jingling sound.
I fancy It might liu wualth.

Ah, well, they are hut wishes still,
Hut, lady dear, for uu ,

I know that nil you wish Is kind,
I pray It all come true.

The manuscript of the address de-

livered by Stevenson lefore the Scot-
tish Thistle Hub of Honolulu Just be-

fore his departure for Samoa In 1S93
has Just been picsentcd to the club by
the estate of the late Thomas Lind-
say, who was president of the club nt
the time and who requested and re-

ceived the scrawled pages fiom the
writer. The speech was not published
at the time, and Mr. Lindsay refused
during his life to nllow the manu-
script out of his possession, but his
heirs have decided It should be given
to the club, and tho various pages will
be framed separately and hung upon
the club room walls.

Stevenson was ut the time occupy-
ing a little cottage, not much more
pretentious than a shack, ut Walklkl,
three miles from Honolulu, and Ills
kinsmen of the Scottish Thistle Club
Invited him to come nnd speak before
them. The author was nt that time
pieparlng for his trip to Samoa, but
he accepted tho Invitation, laboriously
walked from his abode to the club
rooms, arriving late, und read his ad-

dress.
A careful transcript of the closely

written eighteen pages Is In part;
"ladles and Cicntlcmcn and Brother

Scots I sinceiely trust none of you
havu come liele under a

If you have come expecting n
speech you will be disappointed, for I

am In no sense a public speaker. If
there is any one tiling Hint frustrates
truth and obfuscates the public mind
it is the doubtful gift of public

"My one reason for consenting to
talk before you lies in that
weakness, or strength, Hint binds
Scots' hearts together wheiever they
may meet each other. I cannot say
why they are proud to be Scotsmen
the fact remains that they are. It Is
not that our land is sunny, like these
tropical Isles, and Its climate Is not
even lovely. Scotland's history con-
tains little that Is not disgusting to
people of humane feelings. That long
brawl which Is called Scotch history
contains scarcely one object that Scots
have any patience with.

'First there was a long period dur
ing which the wild Celts were cutting
each others' throats nnd trying the
thickness of each others' skulls. Com-
ing down a little further we arrive ut
the time of Sir William Wallace, tho
guardian of Scotland, a man far ahead
of his time, who if not particularly
amiable had some humorous qualities.

"Following him camo Hubert the
1 truce, a little humorous and certainly
amiable. He was something of a rogue

that kind of a polltlcul rogue which
It may bo Indelicate for me to mention,
as I have come from Samoa, where wo
are all politicians nnd the most offensive
kind of a rogue is a politician, llruce
figured In a time when they were grasp-
ing everything In sight, each without
any regard for the rlisht of immertv in
ins ueiguuor s cow.
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HIS MOST VARYING MOODS
"Coming to the Heforniatlon. they had

two great characters John Knox nnd
Mary Queen of Scots and I must con-
fess to a foible for Mury In my sym-
pathies. Take her all In all, Mary was
quite a good fellow. It is true she blew
up her husband and committed other
little eccentricities, still she was rather
a (food fellow. Scotland owed much to
John Knox, and this Is a name I should
never presume to mention in a Jocular
manner, for every Scotsman In his heart
of hearts knows that perhaps to him
more than to any one else belonged the
credit of their country's advancement
In education, but they could not And
anything unliable In John Knox, 'he
who never feared the face of man.'

"Following the great reformer camp a
great host of priestlings. Persecutions
and trials for witchcraft then became
general. The great struggle on behalf
of the Solemn League and the Cove-
nanters was a conspicuous feature ut
this time. The Covenanters were very
interesting, but would any one ask me
to sympathize with them? They suf-
fered themselves to be killed simply be-
cause they could not Hill others.

"Like others before me, I havo found
dltllculty In coming to the real facts of
the succeeding period owing to the un-
reliable character of contemporaneous
history, nnd where there was bo much
smoke there must bo some lire, just
enough to light u cigarette.

"Coming then to M3, they tried to start
another government nnd failed, but they
sacrificed themselves with some degree
of dignity. I am sure tills is not the
most heroic scene In Scottish history,
falling, as It did, upon the bluck defeat
of Culloden Moor, yet from that sombre
background springs much to admire,
inucii tnnt siiines out under lowering
circumstances and misfortune, for by
u wiih evoKeu scots' loyalty durimr
Prince Charlie's wanderings that evened
the honors of that disastrous day. From
the moment that baud of floundering
horsemen, straining In tho wake of u
young Highland laird, galloped across
me gray moors to the Lovut's door,
after forty minutes of desperate killing
ut Culloden, new friends sprang to the
Prince's aid wllh each moment of dan-
ger.

"I cunnot go over nil the history of
that dreary time, the marches and the
countermarches on land und the wan-
derings by sea In open cobles. Every
Scot has something of this laid by In
memory. And he can trace on occasion
the retreat from Culloden Moor along
Loch Ness to the Western sea. This
puth led through Lochlel's country,
through the 'Isle of Skye and through-
out the outer Islands; then by return to
the mainland through those perilous
countermarches, down to the last rest-
ing pluce at the friendly threshold of
llorodale and the final enilarkment ut
Loch Nunuugh.

"First there came Kdwln Ilurke, true
Scot and cunuy guide over the rugged
murshcH between Inverness und the

ocean outlet; then I mind a bulk of

farmer, called Cameron of (llenpein.
who befriended the Prince more than

once In his wanderings; and tlie wif

of Angus MacDonald, whose bairn per

ished In the Prince's cause, and tier

tears not yet dried a most heroic wife!

'Nor must T 'nald MacLeod be for

got, who piloted the Prince's boat. a

open coble, without compass, through
storm and mirk across the Mlnch, iwr

the (Mackenzles of Stornoway. who, a-

lthough supporters of the Government,
put aside the reward of 30.000.

onlv Inslstlnir fhnt Irlnc PliarM,' shoulJ
embark at once and depart their neig-
hborhood.

"Then there was Flora MaiJonaU.
a bonny lass who can ever forgot her?

And It can be said to her honor that
her loyalty to her Prince went hinJ
In hand with her prudence, for ibe

ventured even to dressing him In pett-

icoats and took hlm by danger route

to Skye, disguised as a female servant
called Hetty Ilurke, and fending .ill

until she had placed him In sat'
Scots' hands nt the old Inn of Portree

"Next came the three M.i. d J"J
tho hiding on the Isle of Ha-- i then

tho mainland again with manifold da-
gger and some desperate cases' slipping
by sentinels nnd Minings lu tho dim-

ness many and often.
"One more Is In my mind for a la1

word, the gentle Lochlel, who fiom t1"

first saw what folly the rising was. anJ

said so, but with grave offen v to hi.
Prince; yet afterward he sil. u. ed r-
eproach, when, wounded, he vnt InN

skulking In the hills of Henald. r almost

In sight of English troops as they lar

encamped on the Inverness r A ' ' '
"Another thing I feel str cotiy. 1

received u book the other . calW
'The Stlcklt Minister.' with a avail"
to myself which affected me " inselr.
so that I could not read with B"1

It was addressed to ine In thlrJ
person, and made me icmcmoei' those

places.

"Where about the graves of 'ic n,M'

tyrs the whaups are n
Ills heart remembers how1"

"Now when I think upon . lalte'

end, as I do sometimes, esp-lat- ,aiiy '
years when It seems less . iiiliient-- .

I feel that when I shall come ' .lie out

here among these beautiful . .mis. 1

shall havo lost something tha
my due my native nnd pi

Scots'and forfeited grave umoug lu'ii ,i

sod,
"And I feel that I shall u ,.r quite

attain to what Patrick Walk-on- .ills. '

of those pathetic touches t his d

which I havo already spoken. ' .,y 'rest-.po- n

Ing grave,' unless It were to b o

of those purple hillsides, uuo one

our old, quaint, half oblltei. d tat

tombstones slanting down the rae

"Where about the martyrs Uw whaW1

are crying,
My heart remembers how!"


