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From the Painting by A, B. Frost.

‘ T the time of Robert Louis |
! Stevenson’s visit to Honolulu
| he became friendly with a

large number of the residents
but none clalmed his attention more
than Mrs, Caroline Bush, who had |
previously been a great admirer of the
author. And to Mrs, Bush the verses |
entitled “From Wishing Land” were |
written. The clrcumstances connected |
with their writing and presentation are

11 related by Mre, Bush herself: |
| “It was some time in March that our
¢ family left the city and took a resldence |
i {1 adjoining that of Mr, Stevenson's at |
{ Waikikl Beach, We had known him |
!. well in town, saw that he was lonesome

and ill, and told him half jokingly that
some day we were golng to move out
pear him to Keep him company at Sans
Bouci. He replled 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 mald brought in to me
from the lanai ienclosed porch) an ¢n-
velope addressed to myself, which up-‘ué
opening I found to be a poem, ‘From
Wishing Land.' Mr. Stevenson  had
written It the night before after we
had left him, as he afterward told us,
and had brought it over to the house
In the early morning, for his nights at
this time were excecdingly restless, He
found no one awake about the place |
and so lald the little packet, tled with
ribbon and palm fibre, upon the lanal
table.”

The poem has not hefore been pub-
lished. It Is as follows:

FROM WISHING LAND

Dear lady, tapping at your dom
Some Litle verses staml,

And beg on this auspicious day

To come and Kiss your hand,
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Their #yllables all counted right,

k Their rhymes each in its place,
| Like birthday chililren at the door
They walt to gee Sour face

Rise, lndy, rise and let them in,
Fresh from the falry shore,
They bring you things you wish tahave,
* 1 BEuch in its pinafore

For they have been to Wishing Land
This morning in the dew,
l, And all your dearcst wishes bring
All granted home to yon

i i What these may be they would not tell,
’ And could not if they would

\ They take the packets sealed to you

‘ . A trusty servants should

e But there was one that looked like love,
And one that smelled like health,
And one that had a jJingling sound
1 fancy it might be wealth,

Ah, well, they are but wishes still,
1iut, lady dear, for yon

| tish Thistle lub

weakness,  or  strength,  that  binds

I know that all you wish is Kind,
1 pray it all come true

The manuscript of
livered hy Stey

address de-
fore the Scot-
noluluy just be-
fore his departure for Samoa in 1583
has just been presented to the club by
the estate of the late Thomas Lind-
say, who wus president of the club at
the time and who requested and re-
ceived the scrawled pages from  the
writer. The specch was not published
at the time, and Mr. Lindsay refused
during his life to allow the manu-
script out of hig posscozion, but his
heirs have decided it should be given
to the club, and the various pages will
be framed scparately and hung upon

| the ¢lub room walls,

Stevenson was at the time occupy-
ing a little cottage, not much more
pretentious than a shack, at Waikikld,
three miles from  Honolulu, and his
kinsmen of the Scottish Thistle Club
invited him to come and speak before
them, The author was at that time
preparing for his trip to Samoa, but
he accepted the invitation, laboriously
witlkked from his abode to the club
rooms, arriving late, and read his ad-
dress,

A careful transcript of the closely
written cighteen pages is in part:

“Ladies and Gentlemen and Brother
Scots—1 sincerely trust none of you

‘h.n-- come here under a misapprehen-

sion If you have come expecting a
apeech you will be disappointed, for |
am in no sense a public speaker, If
there is any one thing that frustrates
truth and obfuscates the public mind
it is the doubtful gift of public speak-
ng

“My one reason for consenting to
talk before you to-night hes in that

Scots' hearts together wherever they
may meet each other I cannot say
why they are proud 1o 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 Scoteh history
contalns scarcely one object that Scots
have any paticnce with

“First there was a long period dur-
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ing which the wild Celts were ¢utting |

cach others’ throats and trying the
thickness of each others' skulls, Com-
ing down a little further we arrvive at
the time of Sir Willlam Wallace, the
guardian of Scotland, a man far ahead
of his time, who if not particularly
amiable had some humorous qualities,

VEFollowing  him came  Robert  the
Biruce, a little humorous and certainly
amiable. He was something of a rogue

that Kind of a political rogue which
it may be Indelicate for me to mention,
as 1 have come from S8amoa, where we
are all politiclans and the most offensive
kind of a rogue is a politiclan, Bruce
figured in a thime when they were grasp-
ing everything in sight, each without
any regard for the right of property In
his neighbor's cow.
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HIS MOST VARYING MOODS
“Coming to the Reformation, they had j ocean outlet; then T mind a Ik of &
two great characters—John Knox and | farmer, called Cameron of Glenpeaa
Mary Queen of Scots—and I must con- | who befriended the Prince more than
fess to a foible for Mary in my sym-| once in his wanderings; and the wife
pathles. Take her all in all, Mary was | of Angus MacDonald, whose balrns per-
quite a good fellow, It is true she blew | ished in the Prince’s cause, and her
up her husband and committed other| tears not yet dried—a most herole wife!
little eccentricities, still she was rather “Nor must T nald MacLeod be fors
a good fellow, Scotland owed much to|got, who plloted the Prince’s boat, sd
John Knox, and this is a name I should | open coble, without compass. through
never presume to mention in a jocular | storm and mirk across the Minch, nor
manner, for every Scotsman In his heart | the Mackenzies of Stornoway, who, al-
of hearts knows that perhaps to him | though supporters of the Government
more than to any one else belonged the | put aside the reward of 30,00
credit of their country's advancement | only insisting that Prince Charlle should
in education, but they could not find | mbark at once and depart thoir nelgh
anything amiable in John Knox, ‘he| borhood.
who never feared the face of man.' “Then there was Flora Maiclonald
“Following the great reformer came a | a bonny lass—who can ever forget her?
great host of priestlings. Persecutions | And It can be said to her honor that
and trials for witcheraft then became | her loyalty to her Prince went hansd
general,  The great struggle on behalf | in hand with her prudence, for ahe
of the Solemn League and the Cove-|ventured even to dressing hi

in pettl

nanters was a conspicuous feature at|coats and took him by dangerus route
this time, The Covenanters were very | to Skye, disgulsed as a feniile servaal
interesting, but would any one ask me | called Betty Burke, and fending all das-
to sympathize with them? They suf-|gers until she had placed him in safe
fered themselves to be killed simply be- | Scots’ hands at the old inn of P'ortree
cause they could not Kill others. “Next came the three Mo 1+ and

"Like others before me, T have found | the hlding on the Isle of I then

difficulty In coming to the real facts of | the malnland again with manifold das
the succecding period owing to the un- | ger and some desperate cases ppings
rellable character of contemporaneous | by sentinels and flittings n the dark
history, and where there was so much | ness many and often.
smoke there must be some fire, just “One more is8 in my mind {or a last
enough to light a cigarette, word, the gentle Lochiel, who from the
“Coming then to 45, they tried to start | first saw what folly the rising was, and
another government and falled, but they | sald 80, but with grave offen o to hi#
sacrificed themselves with some degree | 'rince; yet afterward he silooood re
of dignity, 1 am sure this {8 not the|Proach, when, wounded, he vont st
most heroie scene In Scottlsh history, [ Skulking in the hills of Benaldor almos
falling, as it did, upon the black defeat |In sight of English troops as they
of Culloden Moor, yet from that sombre [ encamped on the Inverness o0 ** $
background springs much to admire, “Another thing I feel st A
much that shines out under lowering | recelved a book the'other called
circumstances and misfortune, for by | 'The Stickit Minister,” with 1 ition
It was evoked Scots' loyalty during | to myself which affected me ingely
I'rince Charlie’s wanderings that evened | 80 that I could not read with 4 gulp
the honors of that disastreus day. From | It was addressed to me in third
the moment that band of floundering | person, and made me remeinlor thos
horsemen, stralning in the wake of a | places.
young Highland laird, galloped across| .r o .
the gray moors to the l.ut.}.t'd door, Where about the graves o : .mu
after forty minutes of desperate killing i tyrs the whaups M.. i ol
at Culloden, new friends sprang to the | 18 heart remembers how
Prince's ald with each moment of dan-

s “"Now when T think upon Intter
be ! end, as I do sometimes, ¢~ 1
I cannot go over all the history of late years when it seems les miinent
that dreary time, the marches and the I feei that when 1 shall come fie oul
countermarches on land and the wan- | pere among these ln:‘uuiru‘. uls
derings by sca In open cobles, Every shall have lost uuuwll"linu thiit s beed
Scot has something of this laid by In my due—my natlve and i ostinaté
memory.  And he can trace on oceasion | 4ng forfeited grave among h Scots
the retreat from Culloden Moor along sod
Loch Ness to the Western sea. This ";\nd I feel that I shall i roquire
path led through Lochiel's country, | aitain to what Patrick Wall il 10

through the 1Isle of Bkye and through-
out the outer islands; then by return to
the malnland through those perilous
countermarches, down to the last rest-
ing place at the friendly threshold of
Borodale and the final embarkment at
Laoch Nanuagh, .
“Kirst there came Edwin Burke, true | “Where about the martyrs th W haup
Scot and canny gulde over the rugged are crying,
marshes between  Inverness and the | My heart remembers how!”

one of those pathetle touch: #
which I have already spuken y ‘e
ing grave,' unless it were to !
of those purple hillsides, un ne
our old, quaint, half oblites
tombstones slanting down the (148




