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_Though his warriors be Jeads to the battle |
- 4

Fuor their hearts are of fire—Oh, bere let
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The Two Mysteries.

WE KNOW not what It s, dear, this sieep
= deep and still;

The folded hands, the awful calm, the chieek
s0 pale and chHl;

The Jids that will pot )it again, thouzh we
may call and call:

The strange white solitude of peace that
seitles over all

We know not what It means, dear, this
desnlata heart-pain;

This dread to take our dally way, and walk
in it again;

We know not to what other sphere the
loved who leave us go,

Nor why we're left to wonder siiil, nor why
we do not know.

But this we know: Our loved and dead, If
they should come this day—

Should come and esk us, “What is lifeT'—
not one of us could say.

Life is & mystery as dead as ever death
cang be;

Yot o, how dear it i» to us, this life we
five and see!

The child whe enters life comes mot with
knowledge or Intent;

Bo tho=s who enter death must go ss littie
chlldren sent.

Nothing s known. But I believe that God
i8 overhead;

And ax life is to the llving, so death is to

the dead.
—Mary Mapes Dodge.

Washington.
Eenvath our consecrated elm & century age
he stood,
Famed o;melr for that old fight in the
=

Whose t:lni‘ surge sought, but could not over-

wh N

The life foredoomed to wieid our rough-
hewn helm—

From colleges, where now the gown

To arms had yielded, from the town,

Our rude, self-summoned levees flocrked to
Eoo

The new-come chiefs, and wonder which
was he,

No :u-h} to question long; close-lipped and
tall,

Ian;;:rnlned in murder-brooding forests
ne

To bridie others’ clamors and his own,
Firmly erect, he towered above them all,
The incarnate discipline that was to free
With fron curb that armed democracy.

Soldier and statesman, rarest unlson;
High-poised example of great duties dons
Simply as breathing, n world's honors worn,
As life's Indifferent gifta to all men born:
Dumb for himself, unless it were to God,
But for his barefoot soldlers eloguent,
'l'umx:;ndg the snow to coral, where they

t
Held by his awe in hollow-eyed content;
Modest, yet firm as Nature's self, unhlamed
Save by the men his nobler nature shamed,
Not honored then nor now because he wooed
The pmﬁu voice, but that he still with-

stood;

Brond-minded, higher-souled, there is but
one

Whe wae all this and ours and all men's—

Washington,
—James Rumsell Lowell,

Better Than Gold.
Better than grandear, batter
;.I‘han rank and titles & b,
= A healthy body and mind at ease,
Ana simple pleasures that always please.
A heart that can feel for another's woe,
With sympathies large enough 1o enfold
All men as brothers, iy better than gold.

Better than gold Is a consclence clear,
Though tolling for bread In an humbie
}?hm: e
Doubly bl d content ard health,
Trtried by the lusts and cares of wealth;

Lowly lving and jofty thought

#xr;‘mdmmnmmn'-m:
and morals, In nature's plan,

Are the genuine muotamlh.nnn.
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er than geld is the poor man's sleep,

&nd:hehlmthltdrouonmdmhn
eep

Bring sleeping draughis on the downy bed |

Where luxury pillows its aching head.

?ﬂwlhr simple oplate deems

empires passed away,
The id's great dream will thus unfeld
And yield a pleasure better than gold.

Bettor than gold is u peaceful home,
Where all the firealde characters come—
The shrine of Jove, the heaven of life,
Hallowed by mother, or sister, or wife,
However humble the home may be,
Or tried with sorrow by heaven's decree,
The hl;r!.nn that never were bought or
B0

And center there, are betier than gold.
! —Father Ryan.

“White RRose of Miami.”
In the Indian wars a white child named
Slocum was captured by the Miaml In-
dians, adopted by the tribe, and afterwards
martied te a chlef. She always refused
every offer and inducement made by the
whiles o return to her home and people.

Let me stay at my home In the beautiful

west,

Whers | played when a child, In my age
let me rest;

Where the bright prairies bloom, and the
wild waters piay.

In the home of my heart, dearest friends,
let me stay.

Oh, bere let me stay, where my chief In
the pride

Of a brave warrior youth, wandered lorih
by my side!

Wheee he laid at my {eet the young hunt-
e1's best prey,

Where 1 roauned, a wild huntress—ah,
frionds, 1et me stay,

Let me stny where tne prairles I've oft
wandered ithrough,

While wmy moccasins brushed from the
flowers the dew—

Where my warrior would pluck the wild

blossoms and say—
His “White Rose” was the fairest—oh, here
oh let me stay.
here iet me siny! where bright mes
the bird that arrow bad plerced he
_ would bring;
Whe'e, i parting for battle, he softly
would say,
“'Tis to shield thee 1 fight” Oh, with him
let me stay.

Lat me siay, though the sirength of
chieftain is o'er, =

more; r
He loves unrough the woods a wild hunter
o stray, i

His heart ciings to home; oh, then, bere
et me stay

cold

- me stay,
¢ -ﬂ_,l_- of leaves of the Spirit that

Then most 1 pine for thee;
As stars look on the sea.

night,

When Stars Are in the Quiet Skies.
When stars are In the gulet skies,

Bend on ma then thy tender eyes
For thoughts, iike waves that glide by
Are stillest when they shine;

3iw earthly Jove Hes hushed In light
Heneath the heaven of thine.

Thers Is an hour when angels keep

Familiar watch o'er men;

Swuet splrit, meet me then.

My ungel, and my dream.
Then most 1 pine for thee;
As stars look on the sea.

-

Bome day,

When others shall call you

When at your lips are baby
And children plaring

Same day,

My face will
And your soul unto mine will
Which we at evening vsed Lo

Ah, then, dear child,

and drear.
Every kind thought, like a
thee,
Ah! never till life and

Wandering afar, my soul joy

1nto a sea of dew.
wish?™

Nets of silver and gold have
Sald Wyuken
Biynken,
And Nod.

they rocked in the
And th? wind that sped

be;
they

Wynken,
Blynken,
And Nod.

And Nod s a little

——

1 would be so faithful, so

1I'd smile st sweet as sugols

Tew;

1 was not half worthy of you,
Not half worthy the lke

When coarser souls are wrapped In sleep,

There I» un hour when boly dreams
Through slumber fairest glide,

And In that mystic hour it srems
Thou should’st be by my side.

The thoughts of thee too sacred are
For daylight's common beam:

1 can but know thee as my star,

When stars are in the quiet skies,

Bend on me then thy tender eyes,

Unknown.

, A Mother's Love.

When others braid your thick, brown hair
And drape your form In silk

and iace,
“Dear” and

t your krvee;
Oh, then, as &t your side they grow.
How I have loved you, you will know.

When you must feel love's heavy loes,
You wiil remember other years,
When I, too, bent beneath the croms,
And mixed my memory with thy tears;
In such dark hours be not afrald:
Within their shadow I have prayed.

Tour daughter’s voloe, or smile, or eyes,
suddenly
Then you will smile In sweet surprise,

call

In that dear unforgotten praver

share.

Some day,
A floweér, a song. a word, may be
A link between us strong and sweel;

remember
And let your heart to “‘mother” beat.
Aly love Is with you everywhers—
You cannot go beyond my prayer.

Ever of Thee.
Ever of thes I'm fondly dreaming;
Thy gentle voice my spirit can cheer.
Thou wert the star that. wildly beaming.
Shone o'er my path when all was dark

Stifl In my heart thy form I cherish;

bird, flies to

memory perish
Can I forget how dear thou art to me.

Chorus,
Morn, noon and night, where'er I may be,
Fondly I'm dreaming ever of thee!
Fondly I'm dreaming ever of thee!

Ever of thee, when sad and lonely,

ed to dwell

Ah! then I feit I loved thee only:

All seemed to fads before affection’s spell.
Years bave not chilled the love I cherish.
True as the stars hath my heart been to

thee.
Ah! pever till life and memory perish
Cnlbmtmwtmmuml

Dutch Lullaby.

Wynken, Blynken and Nod one night
Safled off in & wooden shoe—
Salied on & river of misty light

“Whera are you goiug sand what do you
The old moon asked the three

“"We've come to fish for the herring-fish
That live 1o this beautiful sea,

we,

The old moon laughed and suns u song
As wooden shoe;

Amd some folks thought it was & dream

dreamed
Of mailing that beautiful ses:
But Ishall name you the fishermen three,

Wynken and Blynken are two littie eyes,
head,

sights .
And yo1 shall see the beautiful things
As you rock on the misty req

Where the old shoe rocked the fishermen
thive—
Wrnken,
Blynken,
And Nod.
—EBsgene Field

Douglas, Tender and True.
Cnul-lu{.nﬂ-mu‘.m: Duug-

lnu»‘nldm-.ultll:m.

Douglus! Douglas! lm.:::'t}m:
Never n scornful word should pein you.

do,

Swect as your smile on me shown ever,
Douglas! Douglas! tender and true!

Oh! to call back the day® that are not,
Mine eves were blinded, your words were

Do you know the truth now up In heaven?
Douglas! Douglus! tender and true!

Douglas,

of you,

| 1o the United States of America.

FAMOUS SPEECHESR.

On Being Found Guilty of Treason.
A JURY of my countrymen have found me
gullty of the erime for which 1 stood in-
dioted. For this I entertaln not the siight-
est feeling of resentment towards them. In-
fluenced, as they must have been, by the
charge of the Lord Chief Justice, they
coald have found no other verdict. What
of that charge? Any strowg observatlons
on It I feel sincerely would il befit the
solemnity of this scepe; but 4 would ear-
nestly beseech of yow, my Lord-—you who
preside on that bench—when the passions
and prejudices of this hour have passed
away, to appeal to your owWn conscience
and to ask of It, was your charge ns it
ought to have been, Impartlal and indiffer-
ent between the subject amd the Crown?
My Lords, you may deem this lansuage
unbecoming In me, and perhaps it will seal
my fate. But )} am heres to
truth, whatever it may cost; 1 am here to
regret vothing I bave ever done—to retract
nothing T bave ever sald. [ am here 0
crave, with no lying lip, the Nfe 1 conse-
crate to the Wberty of my country. Far
from it, even here—here, where the thief,
the libertine, the murderer, have left thelr
feotprints in the dust; here on this spot.
where the shadows of death surround me,
‘and from which 1| see my woarly grave In
| an unanointed soll opened 1o recelve me -

hope which kas beckoned me to the perlious
ses upon which 1 have been wrecked, stiil
consoles, animates, enraptures me,

peace, her liberty, her glory. For

hope. To lift this island up; to make her &
_benefactor to humanity, Instead of being
the meanest beggar In the world; to restore
ber to ber native powers and her anclent

ftution—this has been my ambition

England, 1 know this
crime entalls the pennity of death; but the
of Ireland explains this crime and
ft. Judged by that history, the
treason of which I stand convicted loses
all its guilt, is sanctioned as a duty, will
be ennobled as a sacrifice, With thess seni-
ments, my Lord, I awalt the gentence of the
court.

Having done what T felt to be my duty,
having spoke what I felt to be the truth—
as I have done on every other oocasion of
my short career—I now bhl farewell to the
country of my birth, my passion and my
death: the country whose misfortunes have
invoked my sympathies; whose factions I
have sought to still; whose Iotellect 1 have
prompted to a lofty alm; whose freedom has
been my fatal dream, I offer to that coun-
try, &8 a proof of the love 1 bear her, and
the mncerly with which 1 thought and
spoke and struggled for her freedom, the
life of a young heart, and with that life
all the hopes, the honors, the endearments,
of & happy and an honored home,

, then, my Lords, the santence
which the laws dlrect, ard I will be pre-
pared to hear It. I trust 1 shall be prepared
to meet lts exscgtion. I hope to be abie,
with a pure heart. and perfest composure,
to appear before a higher tribunal, a trib-
unal where a judge of Infinlte goodnesa as
well ra of justice will preside, and where,
my Lords many. many of the juldgments
of this world will be reversed,

T. F. MEAGHFER.

—— e
ANNIVERSARIES,
ON March 1. 1781, was completad the rati-
fieation of the article of confederation l#-
twesn the States, an a~complishment that
developed Into the Government of the
United States when the Cornstitution was
adopted, seven years later. Baneroft says:

Great Britain belleved themselves In pos-
sagslon of (he three southernmost States
and were cheering Cornwallis to complete
his glory by the conquest of Virginia; wh'n

was confessedly without th
means to recover the city of New Yaik:
when a large contingent from France was
at Newport, serious efforts for the creat.on
of a Federal Republlic began, and sever

of New York, from motives of the highest
patriotism, had already ceded its claims to
Western lande. The territory northwest of
the Ohio, which Virginla had conquered,
wasg, on the gecond of January, surrcndered

For this
. renunciation one State and ohe State only
bad made delay. On the twenty-ninth Con-
gress received the news so long anxiously
walted for, that Maryland, by a resolution
of both branches of her Legisiature, had
acceded to the confederation, seven mem-
bers only In the House voting In the nega-
tive. Duape, who had been taught by
Washington that “greater powers to Con-
gress were Indlspenzably necessary to the
wellbeing and good government of publle
&falrs,” Instantly addressed himi: “let us
devote this doy to Joy and congia‘ulation,
since by the accomplishment of onr Feder-
al Unlon, we are become a nation, In*a
political view, it Is of more real Importancs
than a viclory over all our enemics, We

favorable temper of the States and recom-

ticles as will give vigor and authoerits to
Government.” The cnthusiasm of the mo-
ment could not hide the truth—that, with-
out amendments, the new system woud
struggle valnly for life. Washingten ano-
swered: “Our affairs will not put on a dif-
ferent aspect unless Congress Is vested with
or will assume greater powers (han they
exert at present.”

The Legisiature of Maryland qulckiy
transformed Its resclution Into an act. The
delegates, having full authority, in the
presence of Congress, on the frst day of
March, 178, subscribed the articles of con-
federation, and lis complete, formal .and
final ratification by all the United States
was announced to the public; to the ex-
ecutive of the severul States; to the Ameri-
can Mintsters In Burope, and through them
to the eourts at which they residad; (o Lhe
Minlster Plenlpotentiary of France In
America; to the Commander-in-Chiefl, and
through him to the army. Clnton communi-
cated the “lmportant event” to the [egls-
lature of New York, adding: "“This great
nationnl compact established our unlog.’

March 2, 1%, was the day on whi'h
Texas declared her Independence of Mexico,

The Texas convention met on Tus=day,
March 1, at Washington, ou the Bruazos,
and organized by clecting Richand Eilis
president, and H. 8. Kimball secretary, Om
the following day the delegates solemnly
declared the political connection of Texas

representatives of the people of Texas, con-
stituted her a free, sovereign and iInde-
pendent Republic, fully vested with all the
rights and attributes which properiy be-
long to independent natlons,

ANSWERSE RECEIVED.
THE REPUBRLIC wishe: to thapk those
persons who have responded to reguesis for

poems published on this page: Mrs M. B
MeLean, Kirkwood, Mo., “Th: Church and

Mre, Jeswie W. Lee, 81 Louls, “When Stars
Are In the Qulet Skies”; Xrs. M. E. Max-
well, 8t. Louts, “The Irish Emigiani’s La-
ment,” “Ever of Thee I'm Fondly Dream-
Ing.” “Night and Love”; Mrs. Hal Green,
Calro, I, *Somebody's Tall and Hand-
some”; Reverend H. J. Bradley, St Louls,
Miaml"”; Mrs, Nettje
Barnand, East St, Louls, * ! Tender
and True,” and “Ever of Thee”; Mps. M. E.
Burgess, St Louls, “Beautiful Snow.”
“Qacerdos,” and Mabel Eversole, St. Louis,
"Better Than Gold."

QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS,

rs. Lixzle
Lovel” was
time ago. -
*ml&lﬂﬂmm
will nd of Van Bisbar
o Va
York " kast Niue-

speak the |

. even here, encircied by these terrors, the |

No; 1 do not despalr of my poor old coun- |

try—her
that country I can do no more than bid ber |

With the year 1781, when the Ministry of !

ceased until It was established. The peop'e |

shall not fall of taking advantage of the .
mending for ratifcation such additional ar- |

and Mexico forever at an end, and, us the

the World"; M. X, H, “The Two Owphans™; |

REQUESTS FOR POEMS,
THE REPUBLIC is glad to publish famous
poems and well-known old songs at the re-
|quest of its readers. Persons responding
to published requests for poems should ad-
| drees The Regublic Famous Poem Deoart-
| ment. Poems that are more thaa forty or
| fifty lines in length are not published, since
there are so many demands upon the al-
lotted space. All readers who make re-
quests for poems should sign their full
names and give addresses. fometimes the
porm asked for Is too long for insertlon, and
the obliging reader who has a copy of the
porm may, If he caren lo do =0, mall It
direct 1o the proper adidress, Communics-
| tiong should be written on one side of the
Paper,
To the Editor of The BRepublic.

Wil you kindly teil the name of the au-
| thor of thess porms?
! I nften way my prayors,

But do | ever pray?
Avdd do the wishes of my heart

o with the words I say 7
I miav as woll kpeel down

And worship pods of stone
As uffer 1o the tiving Gl

A prayer of words slane

For wmonds without (he aeart
The Lend will never bear,
Neor will he to those Hgs kttend
Whise prayers are Dot sincrie

Juet to follow cvery day
Where God leads:

Just ta scatter all the way
bonny desds:

Just 1o go, nor question why
Ehadows fall,

Ever looking te the =ky,
Through them all

I Just to lite through every dary,

3 Pure and

i Eeeping from the heart slways
Cares that blight;

Just to wtand, with purpose strong,
When I'm tired,

Learning thus iy very all

Tu confide.
8t. Louls. MARY CARTER.

To the Editor of The Renublie,

Will you please ask some Sunday Repub-
lic reader to gend to me the poems entitled
“The Elelgh Ride” and “Music Along the
Rappahannock™? The “Sleigh Ride” Is a
®ory of a young man taking his bride out
sleigh riding on & bitter cold winter's night
and the young bride freezes to dsuth

ALMA GEPHARD,

No. 217 Oregon avenue, 81. Louls,

To the Editor of The Repabile.
1 would like to sees published the song, of
wlidch the chorus is:
Come, sister, come: kivs ma good-night,
For I my evenilng prayer have sald;
I'm tired now, and sleepy. too,
So put me In my litle bed.
Charleston, Mo, MRS, LIZZIE QUINN.

. IN ROME.
I8 there anything you can poasibly want?
If =0, do not be abashed by the shabbliness
of the shop, but enter and ask even for the

richest thing. You wifl find it if you have
patience. * * * Aq first, and reluctantly,
the meller produces a common, shabby

enough article. “Oh, no., that will never
do—tos common.” Then graduaily he
draws forth a better specimen. “Not good
enough? Why, a Prince might be glad to
buy 1!  Finally, when he has wearied
you out and you turn to go, he understands
it {s =ome superb brocade embroidered In
gold, some porgeous portlere worked In

ries that you want: and, with a sigh, he
opens a supboard and draws It forth. A
strange combination of Incons'stent and op-

——

)

sutin, some rich tapestry with scripiure sto- *

|

|

posite feelings has kept him from exhibit-*

ing It before. He Is divided hetween a de-
sire to keep it and a longing Lo sell It. ***
The artltle is Indeed splendid, but you
must not admit It. Do you really wish to
buy it you must nerve yourself to fight. He
| begins at the zenith, you at the nadir; and
gradually, by dint of exiravagant laudation
on his part and corresponding Jdepreciation
on yours, you approach esch other. Hut
the distatiee 18 too great. The bargain s
Imposeible.  You turn ard go away, He
runs after you and offers It for less; Dat
still the price Is ton high and he in turn
lopves vour " Wilh a mysterious and con-
fidential mir gnother of the tribe approaches
you. Was it & goul brocade you wanted?
He alsa has one like that you have seen,
only in better conditicn. You yleld to his
unctious persuasion, and enter his shop;
but what 1s your astontshment when, after
e delusive show of things you dn not want.
the fdeatienl article for which yoa have
pean bargaining ts prodoced In this new
slop and asser'ed stoutly 1o be quite an-
other plee! This game ls sometimen re-
peated three or four times In different
shops avd you are lucky If you oblain it ot
last for twies Hs value, though yeu only
pay & twoentieth part of the price originally
kel -William Weimore Story.
- ————

WHAT IS A JOKE?

WHAT I= a joke? And how are you to
krow one If you see It? ask: Charles John-
ston in the Atlantie My justification for
this wanton malice Is. that I think I have
discovered the charm to jay these haunt-
Ing presences to rest; that I have in some
surt discovered the true Inwardness of
humor. and even been anble to draw the
shadowy line dividing it from wit

Here is a story which seems to me to come
close 1o the heart of the secret. The scene
is lald In the Wild and Woolly West. A
mustang had heen slolen, a clalm jumped,
or & poker pack found 19 contain more right
and lef: bowers than an Aretic brig; and
swift Nemesis has descended in the form of
Manila hemp. The t1ime has come to break
the news to the family of the decersed. A
deputation goes ohead, aml the leader
kaocks at the door of the Dereaved home-
stend, asking, “"Does Widow Smith live
bl I'G"'"

A stout and cheerful person replies, “I'm
Mirs. Smith. but | aln't ne widow!™

The deputation answers: “Bet you a dul-
lar vou are! But you've got the lnugh oun
uw, fust the same, for we've Iynched the
wrong man,”
| That stery Is Irresistible. Tt ls as full of
! wurdoaic fire as anything in all literature,

hut you would Pardly call It humer. It

seems ton me to e so directly an the bonler
| line that we may use it as a landmark,
| -nw - el -- - r -
'HUNGER VERSI'S RELIGION,
| AFTER a revent ecclesinxtienl gathering, ca
| the clergymen were trooping into luncheon,
ote of the most unctuons ohserved: “Now,
| to put a bridle on our appetitea”™ “Now to
put & bit between my teeth™ retorted his
companion, a stoul ecclesiastic.

—

LITTLE CLASRICS.
ﬂll.\'ltl all you speak: but spesk mol you
think;
Thoughts are your own; your words are =<
™

more.
Whers Wisdom steers, wind eannot make you
sink:

Lips never o whan sbe does keep the door.
—=Delaune.

A noles like of a hidden brock
Tn the leafy month of June,
That to a sleeplng wonsds all might
Eingeth u guiet tune,
—Caleridge.

Enmil griefs find tongues: full camques av: FVEF
fe-tmpuld
To mive, I any, yet but Ntile sound.
el Waters nolseless are; and this we know,
That chiding strewms botray small depth brloe,
—Herriek.
—
T can all spirits from the wanty Jdeep.
Wi, so cuan I, Or #0 ran any man
Hut will they coms when you do call for them?T
—Henry IV.

The stare are golden fruit upon = iree
All out of zeach.
—George Elnt.

T wonld have you call to mind the strength
of the ancient giants that undertook 1o
Iay the high mountain Pellon on the top of
Owesa, anid et amang those the shndy Olym-
pus. —Rabelals

Ab, pensive scholar. what Is fTams?T

A fNtful tongue of leaping Aame:

A gitdy whiriwind's fckle moest:

That Lilts & pinch of mortal dust;

A Tew swift vears, and who can show

Which dust wan Bill, and which was Jos?
—4), W, Holmes.

Beholding the bright countenance of truth
In the guiet and still air of delightful
studirs. —Mllton.

One of the best methods of rendering
study i» to live with able men,
and to suffer cll those pangs of Inferiority
which the want of knowledge always in-
flicta. —8ydney Smith.

One =tep from the sublime to the ridicu-
lous.— us. Napoleon I to De Pradt
at Warsaw, Thomas Paine (“Age of Rea-
mson™).

*Tis nat in morials to command suocess,
Pat w1 do mure, Sempronive—

We'll deserve In,
— Addison—Cato.

Those who Inflict must sulfer, for they ses
Tha work of their eun bearts, and thal must be
ur chastisement of recompense,

: —Shelley.

Better have falled (n the high mim, as 1,
Tran vulgarly in the jow aim succesd
An, Gcd Le thanked, I do not,

—Robert Rrowning.,

TWhen the shore is won st lnst,

J \ &
Who will count the billows pas —Kebls,

Falling =t graclous,

Slow pacing. soon bhoming.

A patriarch that strolls

Through the tents of his ekilir =

The sun as he juurmeys

Hin roand o the lower

Accents of the blue,

Washes the roofs

And the Mlisides with clarity,
~Willlam Erncst Henley.

Strengthen me by sympathizing with my
strength, not my weakness.—Amos Bronson
Alcott.

Quath Sldrophel. If you supposs,

Sir Kaftghit, that | am one 7 thove

1 might ruspect, and take th' alarm,
Your hos'ness in but to inform:

But If it b=, “tis ne'er the near,

You have s wrong sow by the ear.
—Hutler—Hud{bras.

B apicion alwars haunts the guilty mind;
The thisf doth fear sach bush an oificer >
~Henry IV.

The eraving for um&thr i= the common
boundary lne between joy and sorrow.—J.
C. and A. W, Hare,

TIT FOR TAT.
THE diners at a popular New York restan-
rant are sald to have had the privilege of
witnessing an amusing Hitle incident me
evening not loag ago.

An Anglicized young man seated himself
at a table at which there was only one
other person, a writer well known through-
out the country, but evidently a stranger
1o the newcomer.

The writer i= a man whose dress ls al-
ways [astidiously neat, but by no means
fashionable In cut or expensive in material.
When the young man took his scat, the
writer glanged up at him, and, seeing that
1t wins no one whom he knew, returned to
hin study of the bill of fare.

The young man languidly placed his mon-
ocle In his eye, and, screwing op his face
to keep the glas= in position, treated the
other guest at the table to a prolonged
stare.

The stars ended fibruptly, however, for
euddenly the writer looked wup. Quick as
thought he selzed an empty tumbler, and,
applying it to his right eye, stared gravely

| through its bottom at his vis-a-vis.

The monocle was dropped In a very few
seconds, and then the tumbler was replacsd
on the table. But the young Anglomaniac's
face was crimson, while that of the writer
remalned grave and unmoved, and through
the dining-room rustled the sound of some-
thing that suggested repressed merriment.

FROM LONG EXPERIENCE.

“WHAT are you sealing up In that en-
velope so carefully, Jones™

“Important justructlons that I forgot to
give my wife before I came to town this
morning: I am golng to =end it up home."

“Will your wife open it ut once?"

“Hather! 1 bave made sure of that™

“How ™"

“1 have addressed it o myself and put a
big ‘private’ on the corner of the envel-

ope.”

WHEN LOVE WENT BY.
WHEN Love went by I scarcely bent
Aly eves to ses which way he went,

Life had so many jors to show,
What time had 1 to watch him go,
Or bid him In, whom folly sent”

But when the day was well nigh spent,
From ont the casement long [ leant,
Ah, would T had been watehing =0
When Love went by!

Gray dayes with dismal nights are blent,
Lonely and sad antdl discontent;

1 would his feet had been more slow,

Oh, heart of mine, how could we know
Or reallze what passing meant

When Love went by ?

~Theoldosia Pickering in the Woman's

Home Companian,

NONSENSE RHYMES. No. 5.

|
'

There was a young man in Dubuque
Who lived on a diet of Cue-
Umbers and cream,
- But now it would seem
He has gone beyond praise or rebuke.

LUCY LARCOM.

The gentle poet, Laey Larcam, the friend
of Whittier and
her own distinet place in the history of
American poetry. She was the “mill-gir!
poet” of Lowell, Mass. She belonged 10
that group of New England poeis who 00
rupied 20 much of public attentlon Lwenly-
fve and thirty years sngo.

Lucy Larcom was born in Beverly, Mage,
in 1824, and died ot Boston in 1580 Her I'fe
woas a quiet one. AL about 13 years of age
she entered the cloth milie at Lowell, Mass,
Her father had dled and the family of nine
chiidren were left to 2 molther’s care.
Bread-winning was an important duty o
thess children, Lucy waos next to the
vourgest {n the family, but she assumed her
ghare of the burdenn. She has told the story
of her life in part in “A New England Girl-
hook™

This reslderce at Lowell was ope of the
treportant epochs of her life. The mill girls
were daughters of cultivated families in
many lustances. Literary clubs and ciasses
for study were common. At one time one
of the ministers was asked how many
teachers he thought he could furnish from
among the working giris. He replied,
“About 08"

Mrs. Larcom kept a boarding-house for
the operatives, and Lucy was thrown in
closs assoclation with thesa strong young
women. She had always been studious, and
it 1s sald that she could read at the age
of 25 years. It was In this earnest, seif-
rellant school that Lucy Larcom was edu-
cated until she came to Illinole Her sis-
ter had married, and the young couple de-
cided to come West. They invited Lucy to
accompany them, This is how Lucy Lar-
com came to St. Clair County, Illineis, to
the neighborhood called Looking-Glass Frat-
rie, where she supported herself by teach-
ing la the district schools. She taught 'n
many different places-Waterloo, Lebanon.
Bugar Creek, Woodburn—and generally the
rate of payment was $14 a month. Hoard
and lodging cost her $1.5 & week, and she
did her own washing and froning. It was
here that she obtained her real education
in books. She was, as she sald, “a tolera-
ble teacher for children,” and she had am-
bitions to become & teacher of higher
grades.

It was in 1546 that she left her Masmchu-
setts home, and In September, 184, she was
enrolled as s student at Monticello Semi-
nary, Godfrey, 1ll. She tells this story of
that t'me:

“Its principal (Miss Fobes)—I wonder now
that I could have lived so near her for a
year without becoming ted with her
—but her high local reputation as an In-
tellectual woman Inspired me with awe, and
I was foolishly diffident. One day, bow-
ever, upon the persuasion of my friends at
Vine Lodge, who knew my wishes for &
higher education, 1 went with them to call
upon her. We talked about the matter
which had been In my thoughts =o long.
and she gave me not only a cordial, but
an urgent, Invitation to come and emroll
my=eif as A student. There were arrange-
ments for those who could not incur the
current ox to meet them by doing
part of the domestic work, and of these I
gladly avalled myself. The stately lime-
stone edifice, standing In the midst of an
original growth of forest trees. two or
three miles from the Mississippi River, be-
came my home—my student home—for thres
vears The benefit of those thres years [
have been reaping ever since, I trust not
altogether selfishly. Tt was always my de-
sire and my ambition as a teacher to help
my puplls as my teachers hud helped me."

From her early childhood Luey Larcom
had written poetry. One of her well-known

Binding re

Faded, wrinkied -
fitting, stitching in s mournful muse,
Bright-eved beauty once was she,
When the bioom was on the tree:
Spring and winter
Hannah's at the window bindisg shoeos

Not a neighbor
Paning pod or ane
Ta her whiaper,
*1s there fram the flahers any news™"
Ok, her heat's mdrift with one
Oy an endlces voyage gone!
Night and meorning
Hannah's st the window binding shoes.

Falr young Hannah
Ben. the sunburnt fisher, gally woos:
tiale and clever,
For ¢ willlng beart and hand be sues,
May-day skits are all aglow,
And the waves are laughing so!
For her wedding
Hannah leaves her window and her shoes

May is passing:
Mid the appie-borghs B pigron coces,
Yjannah shudders
For the mild souibtwester mischief brews.
Round the rocks of hesd,
Outward bound a schooner sped;
Hilent, lonesoms
Hamrnah's at the window binding sioes.

*Tin November:
Now no lear her wasted cheek bedews:
From Newfoundiand,
Not a sall retorning will she lose,
W hispering, hoarsely, ““Flabermen.
Mave you, have you heard of BenI™
Ol with watehing,
Lannak's at the window binding shoes

Twenty winters
Rleach and tear the ragged shore she Views]
Twently seasons-—
Never one has brought her any news—
sl her dim eyes sllemtly
Chase the while salls o'er the sea;

will refuse

West T was still writing, and much that 1
wrote was published. A poem printed in
Sartain’'s Magazine, sent there at the sug-
gestion of the editor of the Lowell Offering,
wis the first for which I recelved remuner-
ation—35. Several posms written for the

in Hand With Angels"
School.' These, and varfous others written
soon after, were printed in t(he National
Era, In return for which a copy of the pa-
per was sent to me, Nothing further

asked or

ft. wi'h & request for the usual remunera-

wEpAper
ns a ‘literary thieftess’; having printed the
verses with a pom de plume in his maga-
zine withcut my knowledge. It was awk-
ward to have to come to my own
but the curlious incident gave the song &
wide clrculation.

“1 did mot attempt writing for

of Phillips Hrooks, has -

tiom, if accepted, Accldentally or otherwise |

ruch euphonfous pen names as “Mingle
Myrtle,” “Fanny Forrester.” "Grace Gresp-
woodl,™ “Fanny Fern,” and It was natural 8
that "Luey Loreom"” should be clussed 5
among them. Bhe often had amusing en-
rounters with stranger= about her Wintity, |
On the rars one day, a woman changed hep
seat for one In froot of Miss Larcom, aad,
turning round, put the guestion,

“Are you really Luey Larcom, the poety
Some ona sald you were”

“Yes, that is my nume.” :

“Then It I8 not a made up name? Well,
we never thought it was real when we read
your pleces.”

Again, a gentleman who had just been jn-
troduced to her, wns discussing the sabjeet
of namesa He asked the derlvution of her
name; she told him that it was originally
“Lark-Holme,” the home of the larks; them
he sald: :

“Is thers not some one who tukes your
pname, and writes poetry, calling Berssip
Tucy Larcom?T I mever read any of the ]
stufl.”

She wrote a number of religious poema
Among the ccllection is this: L

Whers does the smow go,
S0 white oo the ground?
TUnder May's azure
No flake can be found,
Look Into the Iy
Some sweet summer hear;
There bleoms the snow,
In the beart of the flower.

Whers does the love go,

Birip of Blue™:

merest shadow of an excuse
introduction, as in two cases
ml reports in

a

wlthulemdlld;l
Another guest he liked to
.fﬂ.’mﬁ_ nati

AMATEUR TENOR (who Las been

“Ah’ my mah. you are an eye doctor, 1 U
derstand?




