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wrjrax for the suxdat RKrcm-ic- .
swtrt to ju eio fcfe t uf' uttJ :3r:
Rrth Jo7 crow dun. II tlori pal 7.

CJ:tl c3 4fcT In 11 kroiJ I f.
O Tiica. wtia ouieit not. ibli wtth in- -

Sortly, ireaUy, peicefully. happUy. lis

words oi tilj old hymn -- o suns !a St
lAiks' Hcsp'.Lal. Nnw York, as tho jialn-I4e- a

4y i nights that lis between Jes-n-J

cyXell Totttr rd lvaih ara rollsl
ta&k tito th uneaS'.-i- g pat.

n:o one Is not Una that of th swan.
Tot th ieath-ron- s "S ' swan Is Us flmt
ois. Jennl lottr has ba Elcging ail nrr
hart life that llfs which brgan anion? tha

Quaint, frarint oil rosts that Bra

linos t a part of her noma
at Ta.tch Gro a ilottl- - g of hi. nan
tabltaUons the V. laconsln pral-rie- a.

Bhs tanc ivttn ths liu!
a todlllns child. hedltnE linr fa.thr aid
hr brothert Into llfttasr her behind thetn
upon th horf which they rod?; sh sans
aa ito sat In the old grapa-vln- o sarins,
clatchlny her tiny fingers about tha roueh
bark of ths droopUis tine, dlreln; tr toi
apilnEt tho cround that had been mads hard
by the bvrUUng of toan feet It. and

wj carried alth th motions of ths sway-i- rs

viae la a. aemictrcie, ihoa joints wtra
ainocr the trj.

Eh sarvy end drearaed.
IVhen years had mads of tha child a :lri,

and ths dreams had hecomo an amhttlon
and a purpoie, she sane In treat cities. Th
orgs Tiers not thosa nhers tha notts and

iMl-mie- i. th& causes and the beats, ths
txllle and ths creiceadoej and ths dlralnuan
does ar all written Cotvn upon a. sheet of
paper and ars called the miu.3 raan't scors.
Yhey .ere word-eon- ss of that time tvhen
ths tad swtinf In ths old sr.i,)e-ln- s aTrlnjr

when she had ridden behind tor brotheri
and her father on their torses when ohs
tad druni the fragrance of the old rose
and ths swtft wind of l- -e prairies, and bd
found In theai a ;otlon tvnlcU brought

dreams of the days to come, the sweetness
of Uftv tns joys of living, and of tha great
thlass that she. ti tiny wisp of a sir!, would
Co T.bea the cams to ba grown. They wera
songs that thrilled ty tho muslo that js
In ths hearts of the bjjger and thosa who
llsUhtd.

People called them recitations these
tongs that Jonnle luiter imj. They hon-

ored her; they showered favors upon her,
they called tor a great tlccutlocUt, euJ
tool: her acrosa the sta; and there. In Lon-

don, ehe became n,oro In a way than even

i

hsx dreams la the old grapei Ins swing had
shown her Uat bl.o tikJJ ta ,

Now oil that la . Jed. ChUdhood daj 3 J

jhSl- yBiieU " t.w v .. ....
sin hom. Glrlhoud
and the door that
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daj-j-. now- -1 4 iliss Totter wasonre a o relatives in ji. jjui&. ,.,.... r. i--

stood cjar in h.r ay f gj tt.n vears as,rt. ge here several weeks, and was hwird at but
J. ..-.- . .ii si i.. ;i..1 rt,At itT- - itnliii iniic:what seemed full womanhood has h'nru It

only that huga, darU auyss wuiiJi shudder-lc-r
man calJ tho grae.

Jennls 1'otter has seen beyond U.J door.
It has sv.tmg taci full upon Ui mystic
tlnces. and Unned doctors hue iex:
with her beond Its tiircl.u,d and tid

... I?, AtTiAr lUa Mure Lm KaV..

learned doctor as i!., told tlirn a little town, bv her Lcr manner.
t.r " to and in few sho

again, they saw that the girl ft as smiling
smiling at the now mad lnts
knowledge, that soon thai which was she
would drcp into the chara atom
in that stream of sacrlncss ohich. from Its
Inception, life baa bn ofliilng la lis Tain

efforts to 11 the maw cf Insatiable death.
Eho untied, and her olsar met the

misty ones of men who study llf
Its beginning. Its continuance and It end
ca an abslnct thing a cold ticlenco In
T7hlch causa produces effe-;t- . and effect
through ths workings of that mjsterli'is
thing cailJ Nature, Is efolved aala
cause.

"I knaw lb. ronUemen." she told ti.'m.
"Lett night I had a dretm. A great oUa
horse laid his huge haad upon my Ehoulier,
and pressed his velvet ccsa against my

I was frightened I begged hiin to
go away. Hut the huga head ettil rested
upon my shoulder, and tha cold, soft nose
still brushed my cheek, and tha sauadlcsj
hoofs still fell upon the Soor la thst

pace with my own. I ran, and In an-

other room I saw the man that I loo I
cried to tlsa. He to ns and held out
his arms; but sorrow cams Into 1.1s X..U

and tears welled Into his eyes and his ei?er
anas to his sides. Ho groaned and
aldt It la too lato, Jennie; Httls glrL. It

U too litel"
"Than I knew that the great black horso

beelde me was death. It was hard for :na
to tiir. that life was endlr.gthat love, ths

tie wect things, the
things, the happy thing that make the sum
of tho bright side of our existence, wero no
longer to be mlna. But In a moment tha
sadness had pa6J- - Death had lost Ts

It took on a no.v form; It
came to be a surceaso from that ter-

rible thing that has been my agony for ro
it came to ba rest, and a Ife again

among the tosct of my o'd hom-i- ; for do vju
know that I n noier think of heaven b- -t

as a place where fragrant roses grow as
they, do abrct the old hcuta at Patch Grove,
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sprang

pretty

did not apivar in pnblie. She is n memoerpu as a very pirt. urauuiui, m-.u.-
, ., ..- -., ?

t and one of tho women that ever virited t. Louis. She had a Kreat for j.
and took ungual in them to recite. A younj? woman, now married and still living here, .j.

J'Nh l'otrer r'iiei!v from the fact that she, tlien a litne sin, icarneu m m .ui .u
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rroin Pt. liouis, Miss Potter to Jjiiin, vriiere nc also visucu reraun, aim .ji--.- u umh
The trembled flje pjac0t storm by and

bi.d Joplin ilisa Potter wont New York, a mouths was well Jviion.

thought,

unother

Uiost

Into

cheek.

steps
kept

Cropped

things, nobis

dreadfulnesa.
pain

!

uasmn

fvent

and wfcer there is a great c.d crapevlns
swing T .Uid R I though of this, there
came to me that dear o.d hymn:
Ab'c wl'fc r: ft tsOs evatll
Ti. dsrlcw itznn Ict th Bi aMdet
Wbea ottr hlperi fail, aaa oosnfort B,
Utiy oi tl aetples. eh. iS with m.
Bnlrt to th clou Ms or Ufe" Bttle oayi
nirth J- trow Clra. tts glories Jt Tray;

Chase sal cay ID t.11 ircoca I .

Ot. Thou. o cdaogath rot. abta wltb v

'The t urd of my tolce as I tan? awoTtn
mo. Tear was gone."

The do.torB say that Jenr.'a Totter ha a
cancer. "-- d that the will l.vo only a few
weeks possibly a month, but certainly not
mora than two months. "If you hiU only
come to u" s'oner," ttey cay. "Hut now
It too late."

Now ard then there are tears In tha eyes
and In tha voice of tins pretty little suf-
ferer; for sho 1 prutty. Thero are roses In
her cheeks, tho'tgh they from ftver;
thero U a brightness In her eyes, though It.
too. bo from fever; there Is a roft musio In
her vvlcc, and a cheerlne:-?- . albeit h trace of
sadness. In her smite. Distal; has not wast-
ed her: ihero Is no fear of death to bring
wrinkles to the forehead. But now en!
then t wistfulucss comes lato her fac, as
she thinks of all that death will mean In
ths severance cf ties that have made life
Bweet to her. Bhe thinks cf the sjec-sse- s

that slto has achieved la her art, anil longs
for Just one m re taste of the
draught of applause. Shs wants to recite

atd the song that she wants to re-

cite U i.ot "Swinging In the Crape vino
Swirg." in which s. e trade her fi.--t gr. at

roNTI

again;

hit; nor "How Salva'or .." arof-e- r

time suc-os- s, 101 ""t .Irts ar-- Mat- -

that w oaderf u m -- awU h t
Ifa of a w st. f .

grae, ar.d 1 ti a itr 1 a. J
In tlio cts --ires of over fifty Uffer- -

tat characters. It 13 arother sionolcgus

ur nts ay run or Tin; si niy auk vq.-- j
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that eha wishes to tv ite --one that shall 1

a history of her l.fe. that ihall tell of
th tlnio when the was a child on tho
prairies of WUconsln: of the dreams that
sha dreamed; of tin Ftruggle.? that eh bad;
of the successes that she achieved; of tha
romance) that budded, but did not bloom:
and of the enI of It il In death. Bhs does
not want It to bs bitter h- wants It to bo
only bright where her life was brlsjht, and
sweetly sad where lisr Ufa was ttd. Thin
song sha wishes to recita In so"nt great
hall with tha last bit of strength, that Is
left to her.

"I want to tell tho poopla that c,oma to
hear mo how It fcls to know that ono Is
dying, and not to be afnid. I want to tell
them that 'It li not all of Ufa to live, nor
all of death to cie.' I want to tell them
that I hope to live again In the home of my
childhood, where I drer-me-d greit dreams
of what I should do la this great, good
old world. I want to tell tha: I feel that I
aball see once mora tha fragrant roes thit
grow about the old home, and sea other
children sit In tha old grapevlno .swing,

where I used to sit for eo rajny, many
hours and looked up Into tha great blue
mkv and wonder what It all hell, and If
heaven were really away up there. I want
to tell them good-b- y. Tor tho world has
been good to me, and Ufa baa been sweet.

n though the Pin that torture-- ma at
times Is so awful to bsir. One should not
ejtpcct all of the pleasure of life and aona
of 1:3 pain. I am thankful that It wis
giiva to me to Uv only such a nee little
term of suffering, snd If that suffering li
1 1 lutenso that it times it Is agony. I fell

I s"iou'd be gl d that It Is concen- -

1.

"i.y work? It will bo hard to leave tl.t
--vcj. How laved jcj: It waa
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tcded iiwiisunmuvuau
romainod frrqnenlly

long,

best-drcsvH- t fondues children,

teaehmq
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dashing appearance faschmtini;

Intoxicating

l'Tom

0"i tn'tlv ttt I knew ths on grat
thl' g of my Ufa until I knew him. Yes;
I havi had ths romance without w hleh Ufa
could not ba complete. There Is a man
whom I love, and who loves ma. He Ins
not been to see ma jet; but ho will coma
Attd It will ba sweet to use him again, evsa
though It will ba only to tell him gol-by- .
Hut It Is of my work th.it I should talfc.
Isn't It? How I loved it the music, the
rerfume. tha dazillnij llj'it, the Intoxication
of the applause the fascination of 1: all!
Sometimes I fn.! rebellious that I should
hsvn to Ioae all cow when I am tilll
yu.-.g-, and whtn there ara such heights
that are jet unreached. I look out of ray
window, ar.d no tha rircam of peep's
passing to and fro ;onis of them young,
some of them of middle age some of them
lesr.iag upn their crutches and can"i that
they may more a!!y bear tha weight of
lha j ears that rest upon them. I you.
think it Is wicked for ma to wish that I
were with them once again? to think that
It Is n hard fata that will allow th-- to
Uvo for so rarny. many j ears, while I may
live but for bo few ?

"But. after oil, life Is not s- - much a
matter of ytara. It Is a matter cf feelings,
of senntl3ns. I would far live only
until XIarch-th- at Is the limit that tha

hao fixed and see all all of my
friends, than to live for years and
and jears. and never seo them again. Por I
have bach dear friends. They hao not for-

gotten me. See these lovely pink sl'pprs
vhat a pity I shall reter wear teem! Sea
all these pretty fluwors, these dalntl'i.
fhnc nnM. ,,.. books all of them U.?A
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for the Brooklyn Handicap.

Rev. Mr. Dgen's About Color in. Dress.

Dc Trcvillc in New Poses.
Kof The Sunday Republic.

A Sea Story by T. Jenkins
Author "The Wtcd-Jamines-

What Chicago Pacers Think of the Drainage Canal.

of A. M. Dockery.
Candidate for Governor.

Home Tricks Explained.

fever. ar.a thy make ma U down fgli
But I can"t he'p It. When they g'ai
I s.t up In bed awl Imagine that I o- -c

tiwe oa the platfurm. tefnrs ths foctllchu.
speaking lln-- that ho.d them &i.nt.
and Eayicg them by the power that
has slen roe to eapresa tha feeling that
I have. Ahl bew good It all With a
voice and a. geafjra u sway raon's souls, ts
the wind away the fields of conl

Is rac trubl OSl
? aetveUr win I

Belvatcr fatr tc tin Jevets cf hatf
At a wonjea Is fair to man's UrM
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sent to me by friends. And were loied ard admired and how nobly lie again? do so hope they wilt
not eltherl our

my te all,
tral

!r
are

Mt
t

In h .

oi

ara
am

tl--

oJ

let

OS tb?

Ht

t'--

t'n.

'. v r . wt

i.

cy wo ma re I
Now tiey irako mo ketp fjulet They catch

me n i- - r a r.j.v a'in a wnen 'ne o'i spirit coin's
.j t- - i r i t i I I Jn I) reclto tho pocsn
io I ..a at K -- lnr. bl.r I came -tj tLe

s . i w of dea'h. They say that It causes
tea will It 1 ercltcm-n- t, and that excitement produces
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bo-na- and ssJUitg. aa they hurst fnt ap-pla-us

applause, the sweetest sound that
ecu fell upon human ear and swelled hu-
mor, bear:! Apilau, which means that
there ts something la poor. Insignificant
You that haa sUrred othcr3--th- at meansi
that oh, what It means, all that It means,
no or.s can telll It Is tho cssenca of th
life of an artist I

"Ahl I tell yea may"a tha good race
we'vf rid- - m to tho Cnlsh together, Salvaior
and I! Both la New York and London I
nado my big success with that poem. Ton
should hear them shout ca tha grandstand

I mean la tha audience when wo got tr
tha pest It was my dear old daddy's blood
U-- did it Do you think I could ever have,
ridden Ealvator la the drawlng-roon-u of.

the world If I hadn't grown up In a stablsV
"And to thiak that It 1 all ended for me!

Ard tuat poor, old Salvator must And sn-

ot .t: luukej but never one who will lova
tim as I did! Pshaw! There's a tear! And
I was meaning to be so brave! But per-ca-

my friends will not think X ara un-
grateful for that life has hold for me be-

cause now and then a tear will come whets
I think that I must leave It"

TUC CAKCCIl OF JCXMC POTTER.
Jenale O'Nell Potter was born twenty-- .

eight years ago. Shs lived at Patch Grove.
Wis. She was bora there, and was IS when
she left and went to New York. Shs had
talent as an elocutionist the people of
Patch Grove told bsr that she had. and shs
knew that she had. When she went to
New York she took with her latter of

from the "leading people" of
Patch Grove. Her first disappointment was
in the dlicavary that tha "leading people"
of Patch Groe were not known In New
Tonu But this was about her only great
disappointment Ehs was pretty, and she
wa fortucute in taaklcg her Erst appllca-cati- oa

fur an engagement as a parlor en
tertainer to Mrs. William C Whitney, lira.
Whitney as lmpte-s- with her, and whin
tha heard her reulla "Swinging in the
Grapovlao Swing" tar bautlfully round-
ed body moving la perfect rhythm to tha
cadtnpus end tha sentiment of the poem
shs engaged her at a fancy price for her
next reception. Her first appearance was
made in a dainty, Cuffy gows cf pur
wi.ltH. s..d sta eo looked the fresh, pretty
country d of saoa aha told a simple)
story that her success wa asaured.

came thick and fast She next
recited "Haw Salvator Won," describing a
racti of that griat racer with a spirit and
a faithfulness that had never bean equaled
la a New York draw Ing-rcc- Ths Vol-

unteer Organist" was anothsr oi tar jjc-cess- es.

ar.d then she began the recitation ot
her most anibitioui effort, a monologue.
"Pltrts ana ilatrons." This mil tho story
of a worna'a life, front the cradle to the
grave. She depleted tha story with a nat-
uralness and assumed the tifty characters
that biie lutroduccd a 1th a versatility that
i tirnpeu uer as a gsnlus and made b?r fa-
mous With that monologue she toured the)
United stales and then ent to Elngland-I- n

London draw lag-roo- aha scored evua
a grt.ter triumph than she had scored la
New Yur.c and houors and ulth wire
showered -- pon her.

But Jenma Potter was a charitahlo little
genius, and a gsneraus cna. iluch of her
effort wis glvtn for tha assistance of the
poor, and ths needy, and tha last publlo
appearance she made was on December 5
last whos she got up an entertainment for
the poor children of fit Thomas's Church.
New York. Tha entertainment wss a sjc-ce:-- 3.

and tha children not only had a
Christmas tree, but they got many prceut
that have kept from them tha discomforts
of winter ever since.

Soon after this. Miss Potter became se-
riously ill. She did not realize that fact,
however, and It was not until she had a,
verey severs hemorrhage ono night about
three weeks ago that saa was put under
regular medical and surgical treatment Th
doctors said that sho had touched the brink
of the grave, and that If they had beers
ten minutes later rhe would have been
dead. She was rt moved to St. Luke's Hos-plt- il.

and 11 was hoped that an operation
which v.ould relive her and posflbly re-

move the causa or her Illness, might be
performed. BJt the surgeons decided that
to operate upon her would only hasten a
death that was Inevitable, and told hts
1.0.

How rlia received the news has bean aV
rtauy told. She li tha wonder of the hos-

pital attendants, and of tha other patient.
II r bed Is a dainty affair, all pink and per-
fume, and she Is the daintiest port of It
Bhe Is never down-hearte- d, although aha
1 as no hepo of living. Sha smiles, and
i- - -- a ar.d murmurs lines of favorite old
pims. and tells those who vlslt. bee ban
good Cod has teea to bar. r


