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FAMOUS POEMS AND

POPULAL OLD SONGS.

The Voice of the Grass.

HERE 1 come creeping, creeplng every-
where:
By the dusty roadside,
On (he sunny hiliside,
Close by the nolsy brook,
In every shady nook,
1 come creeping, crecplng everywhere,

Here [ come creeping, smiling everywhere;
All around the open door,
Where =it the aged poor;
Here where the children play.
In the bright and merry May,
1 come creeping, creeping, everywhere.

Here 1 come, creeping, creeping everywhere;
In the noisy vity strect
Aly pleasant face you'll meet,
Cheering the sick at heart
Tolllng his bosy part—
Silently creeping, creeping everywhere,

Here T come ereeping.cr ecping everywhere;
You cannot see me coming.
Nor hear my low sweet humming;
For In the starry night,
And the glad morning light,
1 come quietly creieping everywhere,

Here [ come creeping, creeping everywhere;
More welcome than the flowers
In summer's pleasant hours;
The gentle cow l= glad,
And the merry bird not sad,
To see me creeping, creeping everywhers.

Here I come creeplng, creeping everywhers;
When you're numbered with the dead
In your still and narrow bed,
In the happy spring I'll come
And deck your sllent home—
Creeplng. sllently creeping everywhere,

Hera I come creeping, creeping everywhere;
My humble song of praise
Most joxfully I ralse
To him at whose command
I beautify the land,
Creeping, silently creeping everywhere.
Sarah Roberts Boyle,

From “The Building of the Ship.”
Thou, too, sall on, O Ehip of State!
Ball on, O Unfon, strong and great!
Humanity with all its fears,
With all the hopes of future vears,
1= hanging breathless on that fate!
We know what Master lald thy keel,
What Workmen wrought thy ribs of steel,
Who made each mast, and sall, and rope,
What anvils rang, what hammers beat,
In what a forge and what a heat
Were shaped the anchors of thy hope!
Foar not such sudden sound and shock,
Tis but the wave and not the rock;
*Tis but the flapping of the =all,
And not a rent made by the gale!
In splte of rock and tempest's roar,
In spite of falme light= on the shore,
Buil on, nor fear to breast the sea!
Our hearts, our hopes, our prayers, our
tears,

Our faith triumphant o'er our fears,
Are all with thee—are all with thee!

—H. W. Longfellow.

A Dltt_\'.
My true love hath my heart, and I have his,
By just exchange one for another given.
I hold his dear, and mine he cannot mirs;
There never was a better bargaln driven:
My true love hath my heart, and I have his.

His heart In me keeps him and me in one,
My heart in him his thoughis and senses
guldes;
He lovea my heart, for once it was hls own:
1 cherish his becavse in me !t bides:
My true love hath my heart, and T have hia.
—S8ir P. Bldney.

Sonnet.
Pack, clouds, away, and welcome day,
With night we banish sorrow;
Sweet alr blow soft, mount larks aloft
To give my Love good-morrow!
Wings from the wind to please her mind
Notes from the lark I'll borrow;
Bird, prune thy wing, nightingale sing,
To give my Love good-morrow;
To glve my Love good-morrow
Notes from them both I'll borrow.

Wake from thy nest, Robin red-breast,
Bing, birde, In every furrow; -
And from each hill, let music shrill
Give my Fair Love good-morrow
Blackbird and thrush in every bush,
Stare, linnet. and cocksparrow
You pretty elves, amongst yourselves
8ing my fair Love good-morrow;
To glve my Love gnod-morrow;
Sing, birds, In every furrow.
~T. Heywood.

“The Little German Home Across

the Sea.”

I love to think about the days so full of joy
and

That never will come back again to me;

Oh, it's many yenrs ago, whin but a little

That I lived there so happy, light and free.
1 veed to play about all day,

And Arive the cows and sheep,

TUntll T was as tired as I could be,

And when my evening prayer was sald,
I'd lay me down to sleep,

In the little German home across the sea,

CHORUS.
No matter where I roam,
I don't forget my home,
That home It ever was so dear to me.
Oh, It's many timen a day
My thoughis they fly away
To the little German home across the sea.

I've traveled many weary miles around this
world for years,
And muany more 1 vet expect to roam;
And when 1 lay me down to sleep, then In
my dream appears
A vislon of that dear old German home.
But when my days are over here, {f It were
far the best,
Oh, it would bring much joy and peace
io me
1f 1 could close my eyelids there and lay me
down to sleep.
In the little German home across the s*a

The First Banjo.
Git yo' pardners, fust kwattilion!
Stomp yo' feet an’ ralse ‘em high;
Tune I8 “Oh, dat watermlilllon!
Uwine to git to home bimrhy."
B'lule yo' pardners!—scrape perlitely—
Don't be bumpin® gin de res’—
Balance ali!=now, step out rightly;
Allug dance yo' lebbe! bes',
Fo'wa'd forh!—whoop up, niggers!
Back agin!—don't be so slow—
SEwing co'nahu!—min' de figgers;
When 1 hollers, den yo' go.
Top ladies cross ober!
Hol' on, till I take a dram—
Gemmen solo!—yes I's sober—
Kain't say how de fiddle am—
Hunds around!—hol* up yo' faces,
Don’t be lockin' at yo' feet!
Swing you' pardners to you places!
Dat's de way—dat's hard to beat,
Bldes fo'wa'd—when's you's ready,
Make a bow as# low's you kin!
Bwing acrost wid opp'site lady!
Now we'll let you swap ag’in;
Ladles change! ghet up dat talkin';
Do yo' talkin® arter while—
?I,ght and lef''—don't want no walkin'—
- Make yo' steps, an’ show yo' style!
IRWIN RUBSSELL.

: The Moon Behind the Hill.
1 watched last night the rising moon
Upon a [orelgn 5
Till mem'ries came, like fow'rs of June,
Of home and fatherland;
1 dream't I was a child once more,
" Beside the rippling rill;
- When first 1 saw, in days of yore,
The moon behind the hill

It brought me back the visions grand
That purpled boybood's dreams;
Its youthful loves, its happy land,
As bright as morning beams;
. It brought me back the spreading lea,
~  The steeple and the mill;
. Untll my eyes could scarcely see
The moon behind the hill.

It brought me back g mother's love,
Until, In accents wild,

1 prayed her from ber home above

_"To guard her lonely child;

It breéught me one across itha wava
To live in mem'ry still;

It brought me back my Mary's grave,
The moon behind the hill.

And there beneath the sliv'ry sky,
I lived life o'er agaln;
I counted all Ita hopes gone by,
I wept at all its pain;
And when I'm gore, oh! may some tongne
The minstrel's wish fulfill;
And =till remember him who sang
The moon behind the hill

Serenade.
From the “Spanish Btudent."
Stars of the summer night!
Fur In yon azure deeps,
Hlide, hide your golden light!
She gleeps!
Ay lady sleeps!
Sleeps!

Moon of the summer night!
Far down yon western stecps,
Bink, sink In sllver light!
She sleeps!
Aly lady sleeps!
Bleeps!

Wind of the summer night!
Where yonder woodbine creeps,

Fold, fold thy pinlons light!
She sleeps!

My lady sleeps!
Sleeps!

Dreams of the summer night!
Tell her her lover keeps

Watch! while In slumbers light
She sleeps!

My lady sleeps!

Bleeps!
—H. W. Longfellow.

I'll Hang My Harp on a Willow

Tree.

I'll hang my harp on a willow tree,
Tl off to the wars agaln,

Aly peaceful home has no charms for me,
The battlefield 1.9 pain:

The lady I love will soon be a bride,
With a diadem bn her brow,

Oh, why did she flatter my boyish pride?
She’s golng to leave me now.

She took me away from my warlike lord,
And gave me a silken sult,

I thought no more of my master's sword,
When I played on my master's lute;

Ehe seemed to think me a boy, above
Her pages of low degree,

Oh, had I but toved with a boyish love,
It would have been better for me.

But one golden tresa of her hair T'll twine
In my helmet's sable plume,

And then In the flelds of Palestine
I'll seek an early doom!

And If by the Baracen's hand I fall,
*Mid the noble and the brave,

A tear from my lady love is all
I ask for the warrior’'s grave.

————————

PERFUMES AND ROYALTY.

CATHERINE DE MEDICI it was who In-
troduced Into France the custom of using
perfumes. When she went to France, upon
her marriage with Henry II, she tock with
her one of the most skllled manufacturers
of perfumes In all Italy. This personage
was none other than Rene, a Florentine,
who opened & shop in Parls, and under
the patronage of the young Queen, his
products soon became all the rage. Per-
haps his aristocratic customers were the
more numerous becauge It was whispared
that his s=kill in mixing poisons quite
equaled his art In preparing perfumes and
cosmetics. The scented gloves which end-
ed the life of Jeanne d'Albret. Queen of
Navarre, and mother of Henry 1V, came
from his establishment and were a gift
to the unfortunate Queen from Catherine
de Medlcl. He also made the pomander
chaln =ent by Catherlne to Ellzabeth of
England when there was talk of the mar-
riage of the latter and the Duke d"Alencon,
Catherine’'s youngest son, "These poman-
ders formed the most elegant mode of us-
ing perfumes which has ever been invent-
ed. The pomander was a hollow ball of
gold or sllver, pérforated with small holes
and filled with scent In a solld form, the
odor of which was called forth by holding
the pomander in the hand. The one given
to Queen Elizabeth was a chaln composed
of twelve pomanders of gold fllagree, en-
riched with jewels and curious ennmels, and
each link of the connecting chain set with
a dlamond. This must have -been a most
pleasing gift to the English Queen, ns her
fondness for sweet scents Is a maltter of
history.

The rage for perfumes reached Its helght
during the reign of Louis XV. Throughout
the Continent his court was known as the
“Beented Court.” Mme. de Pompadoure
spent $100,000 annually on this part of her
tollet alone. It was the fashion when
glving a great entertalnment for the hostess
to Inform her guests what particular odor
she would use for =centing her rooms, and
each guest would use that odor In making
her tollet, and thus the delicate effect of
& unity of scents was produced. At court
a different perfume was used for each day
of the week. Probably one reason strong
perfumes were In such great demuand was
on account of the prevalllng disregard of
all rules of cleanliness st that time. The
palace of Versallles did not contain a single
bathroom until one was bullt for Marie
Antolnette.

During the perfod of the great Revolu-
tion perfumes went entirely out of fashion
in France, but.came into favor again under
Empress Josephine and have ever since
been In vogue.

Alexandra, England's new Queen, has a
fondness for that delicate scent called
wood-violet. Victorla seldom used any per-
fume but lavender water, large quantitics
of which were yearly manufactured for her
use. The Empress Frederick dellghts in
cologne water, especially in the bath, in
which she uses a quart of cologne dally.
The Empress of Austria preferred for tollet
use the delicate orange scent Known as
Portugal water. The Queen Regent of
Spaln has made especially for her own use
a dellelous perfume from the spicy carna-
tion. The Empress FEugenle cherishes a
true Spanish taste for strong odors, hrer
favorite belng lemon verbena and =andal-
wood. Queen Marie Amelie, wife of Louls
Philippe, was fond of orange flower water,
the scent bringing to mind the gardens of
her native Siclly. The beautiful and -
fated Marie Antolnette had a great fond-
ness for perfumes, her favorite belng es-
eence of roses.

ZANGWILL TO EDWARD VIL
AT the Vagabonds’ Club dinner in London
the other day It fell to Mr. Zangwill to pro-
pose the health of Edward VII. The author
of *The Children of the Ghette" waxed elo-
quent, saying that Englishmen were golng
to have a “Court as pure as Victoria's while
as graclous and gay as Charles Il's. Already
one hears bon mots worthy of his Majesty
of Whitehnll.” He next eulogized the
King's attitude toward the working classes,
and then suddenly declared with emphasis:
“Gentlemen, 1 am not a lttle imperiulist, I
am a great imperialist. One of my race,
Lord Beaconsfield, was tbe first to realize
what an Empire this was—because he stood
a little outside—and I, in my humble way,
realize more than you do—I, the child of
the Wandering Jew—what it means 1o have
in this great weltering world one Great
Empire of Righteousness and Justice,"” And
he ended In a swirl of enthusiasm: *“This
is the great Empire to which I pay my tiny
tribute—this great Empire, the whole of it,
no martlal or other side In undue preponder-
ance, but the whole marvelous, many-sided
fabric built up by perhaps the most stren-
ous people the planet has ever known. Eng-
land, my England, too, by virtue of birth
and reverence; and I give you its new King,
*The King can do no wrong.' Gentlemen,
Edward VII will do no wrong."

—
CALLED TO PREACH.

IT is to be feared that some other men's
“call" to preach Is not more Imperative
than that of the negro referred to by Mr.
Booker Washington In the Outlook.

The old negro was working in the cotton-
fleld one hot day in July. Suddenly he
stopped, and Jooking toward the sky, he ex-
claimed:

*0 Lawd, de cotton am S0 grassy, de
wuk am so hard, an’' de sun am so0 hot,

dat I Ub'lleve dis darky am called to
preach?!"

| last, sllent as Caesar,

FAMOUS SPEECHES.

Ideas the Life of a People,
THE leaders of our Revolution were men
of whom the simple truth is the highest
praise. Of every condition In life, they were
singularly sagacious, sober, and thoughtful.
Lord Chathan spoke only the truth when
he sald to Franklin, of the men who com-
posed the first colonlal Congress:

“The Congress Is the most honorable as-
sembly of statesmen sinee those of the
anclent Greeks and Romans In the most
virtuous times."

Given to rare reflectlon, they were nelther
drenmers nor viglonarles, and they were
muech too earnest to be rhetoriclans. Tt I8
a curlous fact that they were generally
men of =0 calm a temoer that they lived
to extreme age. With the exception of Put-
rick Henry and Samuel Adams, they were
most of them profound scholars, and stud-
fed the history of mankind that they might
know men. They were so famlliar with the
livea and thoughts of the wisest nnd best
minds of the past that a classle aroma
hangs nahout thelr writings and their
speech: and they were profoundly convineed
of what statesmen always know, and the
ndroltest mere politiclans never percelve—
that Ideas are the life of n people: that the
consclence, not the pocket, is the real clta-
del of a natlon. and that when you have
dobauched and demorallzed that consclence
by teaching that there are no nataral rights,
and that therefore there is no moral right
or wrong In political actlon, you have pols-
oned the wells and rotted the crops In the
ground,

The three greatest living statesmen of
England knew this also. Edmund Burke
knew it, and Charles James Fox, and Wik
llam Pitt, Earl of Chatham. But they cid
not speak for the King, or Parllament, or
the English nation. Lord Gower spoke for
them when he sald In Parllament:

“Let the Americana talk about thelr nat-
ural and divine rights; their rights as men
and cltizens; thelr rights from God and na-
ture! Tam for enforcing these measures.'

My lord was contemptuous, and the King
hired the Hesslans, but the truth remained
true. The fathers saw the scarlet soldiers
swarming over the sca, but more steadily
they saw that nntional progress had heen
secure only In the degree that the political
syetem had conformed ta matural justlee
They knew the coming wreck of praperty
and trade, but they knew more surely that
Rome was never so rich as when she wan
dving, and, on the other hand, the Nether-
Innds never so powerful as when they were
poarest. Farther nway, they read the nnmes
of Assyria, Greece, FEgypt. They had art,
opulenee, splendor, C@n enough grew In
the valley of the Nlle. The Syrinn sword
wns as sharp as any. They were merchant
princes, and the clouds In the sky were
rivaled by thelr salls upen the sea, They
wore moldlers, and their frown frightened
the world.

“Soul, take thine ease those Emplres
eald, languld with exceas of luxury and lHfe,
Yes, but you remember the King who had
built his grandest palace, and was to aceu-
py It upon the morrow, but when the mor-
row came the palace was a plle of ruins.
“Woe 13 me!" cried the King, “who Is guilty
of this crime?’ "“There is no crime,” replied
the sage at his slde; but the mortar was
made of sand and water only, and the bufld-
ers forgot to put In the llme."

So fell the old Emplres, hecause the Gov-
ernors forgot 'to put justice Into their Gov-
ernments.—George Willlam Curtis,

———
SAPHO'S APPLE.

WHAT = possibly the last poem written by
Maurice Thompron was publlished In The
Independent, of which he was one of the
rditars. Tt Is called “Sappho’s Apple,” and
runs as follows:
A dreamy languor lapsed along

And stirred the dusky banrered boughs;
With holf a slgh and half a song

The crooning tree did nod and drowse,
While far aloft blush-iinted hung

One perfect apple malden-sweet,
AL which the gatherers vainly flung,

And could nat get to hoard or eat.

“Reddest and beet.” they growled and went
Slowly away, each with hls load
Fragrant upon his shoulders bent,
The hill-lowers  darkening where they
trode;
“Reddest and best: but not for us:
Some loafing lout will sce it fall;
The Inborer's prize—"twas ever thus—
I3 his who never works at all!™

Soon came & vagrant, loltering,
His young face browned by wind and sun,
Weary, vet blithe and prone to sing,
Tramping his way to Avalon;
Even 1 it was, who, long athirst
And hungry, saw the npple shine;
Then wondrous wild sweet =inging bhurst
Flame-like acrass these lips of mine.

O ruby flushed and flaring gold,
Thou splendid lone one loft for me,
Apple of love to fllth and hold,
Fruit-glory of a kingly trec!
Drop. drop Into my open hand,
That I may hide thee in my breas=t,
And bear thee far o’er sea and land,
A captive, to the purple West.
e

THE RIGHT ADDRESS.
“WHAT I want to know,” said George, "'Is
how they get to Heaven? *Cause all we see
of people goes into the churchyard.”

“1 expeet It's fotched away In the night.”
suggested Francey, his eves getting very
big.

(George and Francey are the first actors
in Mra, Hugh Fraser's new novel, A Little
Grey  Sheep” (J. B. Lippineott Company),
and thelr conversation 18 Insplred by re-
flection upon “Granny's” death.

“Don't you sce' sald George, In an ¢x-
cited whisper, “If we could tie n label
on Granny after she's packed up * * %
then che'd hiave to go where It sala®”

“But, it she didn’t want to?" ohlected
Francey.

“8rupld! She conldn’t stop them taking
her there. She can't talk any more naw
till she gets to Heaven, And—we'd =iy the
longest way round In the writing.”

“Don't soy Heaven,” suggested Francey,
with a dreamy smile; “there's other place=
And didn’t she slap! My hat

With feverish haste, lest Granny shon'd |
wake up * * * George, crouching under
the pall, successfully tled his bit of pareh-
ment to the great silver handles of the eof-
fin at the narrow end. ®* * * Mra. Maecdon-
ald discovered the remnining eleven labels
in the schanlroom grate. On each was writ-
ten. In a schoolboy hand, "To be left till

corled for."

—_——

ORIGIN OF
FAMILIAR SAYINGS

“GONP to Jericho,” In the manor of
Blackmore, about seven milea from Chelms-
ford, King Henry VIII had a house which
had been a priory, to which he frequently
retired when he desired to be free from

REQUESTS FOR POEMS.
THE REPUBLIC is glad to publieh famonus
roems nand well-known old songs at the re-
quest of 145 readers, bit poems trivinl In
character and local In signiticance are not
used.  Hequests for such verses will not be
notlced. Persons responding to published
riquists for poems should address The Re-
public Famovs FPoem Department. Poems
that are more than forty or fifiy lines In
length are not published, on account of de-
mands upon the allotted space. All peaders
who make requests for poems should slgn
their full names and give addresses, Some-
tir e the poem usked for is ton long for in-
sertion and the obliging render who has o
copy of the poem may, if he cures to do so,
mall it direcr to the proper address. Com-
munleations should be written on one shide
of the paper,

To the Editor of The Repubile,

Wil some abliging correspondent klndly
furnish me with the poem, “Hemein-
brance,” by Emily Bronte, part of which
runs as follows:

Swest love of youlth, forgive 1T T forget thee,

While the world's thie Is bearing me along;
Other deslres and other hopes beset me,

Huopes which olsgure, but cannot  do

wrong.

thoo

I M. LAWRENCE.
1222 Eighth street, New Orlesns, La.

Ta the Editor of Thie Republie
If you can plense print the lttle poem,
“Seelng Things at Night.” [ am not sure
that Is the subject, but iU's the refrain. I
have been trying to find the lines, but can-
not. MISS . COOK.
Barton, Ark.

Tao the Editor of The Republic,

Will you kindly publish In your columna
an old song entitled “The Indlan Hunter,”
or sometimes called *The Indian Prayver';

-also an old song entitled “Susannah.” Some

of the words run lke this:
Oh, Susannah, don't you cry for ms
I came from Alabama, my true love for 1o see;

EADER.
Hannlbal, Mo.

Ta the Editor of The Republie,

I om a regular subseriber and highly ap-
preciate the Sunday Magazine. 1f conveni-
ent, will you pleasi: publish an old song en-
titled *Broken Down,” if not toon long?
The chorus, 1 remember, gors thus:

As we wander through the world

We mert with many a frown,

No one seems (o know me now,

Berause I'm broken down,

1 have seen publlshed a song entitled
“The Blue and the Gray,'” but the oneg we
sang In New Orleans was somewhat differ-
ent; the first verse began:

Frr North I a cottnge, far South = a home,

The ehorus was:

Lot them sleep, 1ot them eleep,
Gallnnt soula brave and rae:
We will weep will wesph
and the Blue.

Asn brothers fogether they will rise on that
any,

When trumpet shall waken the Blus and tha
Gray.

St. Louls. COLONEL F. M. B.

To the Editor of The Republle.

Will vou kindly ask some Republlc read-
er to send to me “Rain on the Roaf”? Algo
the verses of an old song, the chorus of
which was worded:

Thowtgh the fields were as green and the moon
vhione an Lirlght,

Yer It was not my own natlve home. No! No!

Nao!
W. R. MALCOLM.
Tutwiler, Migs,

-

THE BIG TREES.
“Pleturesque Callfornia.’ by John Mulr,
Pubiished In 1504,
THI3 famous hig tree, Sequola glgantea,
extends from the well-known Colaveras
Grove to the head of Deer Creek, near the
big bend of Kern River, a dlstance of
aqrly 200 miles, at an elevation of about
Wh to 8,000 feet above the sen. From the
Calaveras to the south fork of the Kings
River It oceurs only  in small, lsoluted
pgroves among the pinea and firs,. * * *
From Kings Rlver the belt extends across
the” broad, rugged busing of the Kawenh
and Tule rivers to lts southern limit on the
head of Deer Creek, Interrupted only by
deop, rocky canvons, the width of this
portion of the belt being from three to
vearly eight miles, and the length seventy
mlles,

To the southward of Kings River no trees
In the wocds nppears to be more firmly es-
tablished In arccordance with climate and
=oll, For many miles they occupy the #ur-
face almost exclusively, growlng vigorousiy
over all kinds of ground, on rocky ledges,
along water courses, ard on moraines and

From

avalanche datritus, coarge o fine, while
a multitude of thrifty wesilings and sap-
Ing= and middie-aged trees are growing

up about the old giants, ready to take thelr
places and maintaln the race In oll Its
grandeur, But, unfortunately, fire and the
ax are nlrendy busy on many of the more
aceesaible portions of the belt, spreading
sure destruction, and unless protective
measures be specdily adopted and appHed
In a few decades all that may be [eft of
this noblest of trees will he o few hacked
nnd soarred monuments,

There I8 omething wonderfully
and Iimpressive about sequola; even when
beheld at a distanee of several miles. Its
dense [Iolinge and smaothly rounded out-
lines enable us to recognize It In any com-
pany, and when ane of the oldest patriarchs
attains full stature on some commanding
ridge It eems the very god of the woods.
L

telling

The grandest specimen that I have mens-
ured fs n stump about pinety feet high,
which Is thirty-five [2et eight inches |n
diamoeter, measured Inside the bark, ahove
the bulging base.

INCONKISTENT LANGUAGE.

THE personality of Sammy Snaggs IS
vouched for hy the Pittsburg Chronlele-
Telegraph. Summy Eas o thirst for infor-

mition which =ometimes worrles his father,
as the conversatlon quoted will show.
“Papa.”
“Cap't answer you any questions
Eammy, I'm busy”
“Only one, popa’’
“Well, go ahend.”
“What is n bnkery
“A plice where baking I
ought to know thal.”
“Then 15 a place where voting s done a

votary 7" -

naw,

You

LITTLE CLASSICS.

Were half the power that fills the world with
t®rror.
Were halt the wealth bestowed on crowns and
courts,
Given to redeem the human mind from error,
Thece Were no need for arsenanls and fortm,
—Longfellow,

One test of [ntellectunl power s sticking
to a thing untll you have mastered It

Hut, oh, :orget not, while you pray,
To push with all your might!

The least of vou can push a pound,
Aml thus can speed the right.

Whatever I have tried to do in life T have
tried with all my heart to do well: what-
ever T have devoted myself 1o T have de-
voted myself to completely; In great alms
und in small I have always been thorough-
Iy In earnest.—Dickens,

If y¥ou have a fricnd worth loving
Love him. Yes, and let him know
That vou luve him, ere life's svening
Tinge hlx brow with sunset glow
Why ahould rood words ne'er be sald
Of a frlend il he Is head?
—Uinknown.

The happlest life f« that which constantly
exerclsss and sducates what Is beet in us,—
Hamerton.

The world turns ngide to Ist any man pass
wha knows whither he I8 golng.—David
Starr Jordan,

e —

Fallure Is only emleavor temporarily off
the track. How foolish it would be to aban-
den It In the dltch!

The best way for a man to get out of a
lowly positlon Is to be consplcucusly ef-
fective in It.—Doctor John Hall.

My recipe for self-preservation is exer-
clse. Tam a very temperate man and have
always been so. I have taken care of my-
gelf; and, as I have a good constitution, T
suppose that {s the reason I am so well.—
Davld Dudley Fleld.

A hoy should bhe tralned to Indulge in
athletics of some kind, so that a habit of
taking exerclse may be established; for
this, onees acquired, Is seldom neglected,
even as years advance.

A bridled tongue Indicates a mastered
Iife.

O earth that blooms and Lirds that sing,
O starm that shine when all s dark?
In type and symbol thou dost bring
The life divine, and bld us hark.
ThAt we may catch the chant sublime,
And, rislne. piss the bounids of time:
So shall we win the goal divine,

Cur Immortnlity, o
—Carol Norton.

Stop lookin® fer trouble an' happiness'll
look fer yvou—Irving Bacheller.

When we obey laws, we are free. When
we brenk laws, we are In bondage. Expla-
tlon is exacted for eyery law we break, be
it eivil, physieal or spiritcal.

In business three things are necessary:
Knowledge. temper and time.—Feltham.

Never bulld after yvou are five-and-forly;
have five years' Income in hand before you
lay a brick, and always calculnte the ex-
pense at double the estimate.—Kett.

Fven In n hero's heart,
Liscretion Is the better part.
—Churchill

The wise prove, and the foolish confess,
by thelr conduct, that a life of employment
Is the only life worth leading.—Paley.

Man is his own star, and that soul that can

Bae honest s the only perfect man.
—John Fleteher,

Then come, 0, freah epring firs, once mare!
Create the old dellghtful things,
And woo the frozen world sgain,
With hints of heaven upon your wings,
—Harriet Prescott Spofford.

THOUGHT LINCOLN
HANDSOME.
From (he Youth's Campanlon.

DURING Mr. Lincoln’s canvass *of IllI-
nois for the senatorship In 185 he made a
speech In Rushvllie, a small town in the
interior of the State, which was llstened
to with great Interest by a young woman
who sumetimes wrote for the local paper,
the Schuyler Citizen.

The next number of that paper contained
on ariele from her pen, in which she
sald:

"“So many people had told me that Mr.
Lincoln was a miracle of homeliness thut [
expected to see the ugllest man In lllinols,
Instead of thet I saw a man whose face
lit up In the most extraordinary way when
he talked, and I don't eare what anybody
eise's opinion Is—1 want (o say that I con-
sider Mr. lJncoln one of the handsomest
men I ever saw!"

A copy of that paper was sent to Mr,
Lineoln, with the artlcle marked.

He showed It to hils wife, n queer smile
wrinkling his rufged features the while.

“Mary,” he =ald, *I have always thought
until now thnt you were the only woman
on earth who consldered me a handsome
man, and I have not been absolutely certiln
about that, but it seems there Is one other.”

——

NOT PATRIOTIC.
UNCLE SILAS PENNIWISE had never
seen Boston Harbor before. “This s the
place, 1 suppose,” he sald, gazing out over
its blue waters, crowded with shipping,
“where our Revolutlonary forefathers
threw that tea overboard.”

“Yes,” responded his city nephew, his eye
kindling. "I don’t wonder it stirs you to
the depths to look at the scene of that
Eistoric event. It marked an epoch in the
world’s history which no patriotic Amerl-
can can recall without a thrill of pride.”

“Ye-es," replled Uncle Silas, musingly.
“[—I wonder how much the fellers lost who
owned that tea?"

_+—
QUESTIONS ANSWERED.
H. D. MISER, Pea Rikdge, Ark.: Ssveral
versions of the old song, “Dixie’ huve ap-
perred In these columna from time to thme,

H. M. Jackson. Palkville, Ky.: ‘Tha
peem, “Darby and Jean,” is too Ieng for
use un this page.

Subscriber: It Is not always sulteble to
publi=h o1l the requeats receivad at this of-
fice. You are refeired (o the paragraph Im-
meclately following the words “Requests
for Poema” on this paga.

NONSENSE RHYMES No. 10.

disturbance. To this place the name Jericho
was given s a disgulze, 2o that when any
one Inquired for the King when he was In-
dulging himeelf In dissipation in Bisex, it
was customary to say that he was “gone
to Jericho.” In n letter from the Reverend
W. Callandar, vicar of Blackmore, dated
October 21, 1580, It was said that the place
still gues by the name of the Jericho estate.
or the Blackmore Priory. There is a brook
running through the village which has been
called the Jordan. There seems evidence
thit the phrase was used In the clreumstan-
ces staled. It may have been used originally
a8 & rebuke to young upstarts, in allusion
10 the verse, 11 Samuel, x, 5, “Tarry at Jeri-
cho until your beards be grown."
e

THE POET AND THE TREES.
From ~‘Forests First, Man Second," Joaquin

aailier, sunsel, b, |
WHEN the grent Americin poet comes he
will litt his fuce t0 the treées that are pleas-
ant to the s=ight and sing as never man
sang since the seera of old, who saw and
knew the cedars of Lebanon.

Consider if you can the sullime, the sim-
ple, imperial dignity of a single great tree
that Is pleasaat to the sight, * * * front-
ing the four winds of heaven, sun or rain,
flame or frost, lifting his arms in attitude
of prayer through all the centuries, drawlng
bis shapely presence up and up and up, his
thousand tons of weight. By what hard
and terrible toil we may not know, but we
must surely know tnat there cian be no
hard toil, no welghty work like the work of
a great tree (o cllmb up and up and up
toward the sun througn all the battling
elements and to hold his place there, as if
tv prop the very porch of heaven. * * *

And when the great tree falls, observe
that It i not in battle, not in storm, but
in days of absoiute caim and stilipess,

& & = Ard now he falls, an Emperor to the

There was a young man named MecCall,
Who went to a Fancy Dress Ball,

He thought, just for fun,

He would go as a bum,
But was ate by a dog in the hall

BIOGRAPHIES OF TWO
WELL-KNOWN POETS.

THE ROSSETTIS.

THE four children of Gabriele and Frances
Polidor! Rossettl are distingulshed In Eng-
lish literature. Tne eldest, Maria Francesca,
the author of “A Shadow of Dante)” was
born In 1%27. The next child was the fa-
mous founder acd Inspirer of the Pre-
Raphaelite Brotherhood, Dante Gabriel Ros-
wottl, Willlam Michael Rossettf, the poet
and eritic and editor of the works of his
more famous hrother and sister, was a
third child. Chrigtina Georgina, the young-
est child, was= born in 180,

Two of these Rossettls, this family of
Itallan und English blood, have had a marked
influence upon English letters. Dante Ga-
briel, palnter and poet, and that best aof
English-writing women poets, Christina. At
thelr father's house In London the young
Rossettls met the poets, scholars, and pa-
trlota of thelr time. Thelr father was an
exile from Italy, and thelr mother a sister
of the famous Doctor Polldorl, who was
Byron's physiclan,

With the mention of the name of Dante
Gabriel Rossettl the thought of that asso-
clation of men, almost youths, ths Pre-Ra-
phaelite Brotherhood, is uppermost. One of
the most slgn!ficant and Influential move-
ments In the Nineteenth Century art, Iis
beginning was malnly due to the vivid per-
sonality, magnetism, and high ideallsm of
young Rossetti, at that time aged 20. It
was established In the autumn of 1845, and
g goodly company of young artists formed
the brotherhood. Holman Hunt, Sir John
Millals, Thomas Woolner, Ford Maddox
Brown, and Dante Gabriel Rossettl were
the forming forces. They united with the
object of making a closer study of nature,
and protesting agalnst academic dogma and
custom. Devaotlon to the slmplicity of nature
was a rellgion to them. The prineclple was
to be applied to writing, as well as to
painting. Rossetti was the foremost writer
of the brotherhood, and he is as well known
by his poems as by his paintings.

“The Germ,” the magazine conducted by
and for the Pre-Raphuaelites, was started
fn 180, and only four numbers were nub-
lished. Willlam Michael Ross=ettl was the
editor of this journal. It contalned
“Thoughts Towards Nature in Foetry, Lit-
erature and Art" A reprint of thi=s maga-
zine Is now in the Mercantile Library of
this clty.

Ruskin earnestly advocated the Brother-
hood, and there was merry war in artistic
and literary England In the fifties over
these daring young men who dared to defy
the accustorhed standards of art and set up
one of thelr own, and successfully, too.
The Influence of the Brotherhood has not
yet passed, though Its distinctlve form Is &
mMemaory.

Rossettl's best-known poems are “The
Blessed Damozel,” *“My Bister's Sleep.”
“Jenny'' and the serleg of 100 sonnets called
“The House of Life'

The romance of his life |8 & pathetic one.
Mr. Ford Maddox Brown became ac-
quainted with Miss Elizabeth Eleanor Sid-
dall, and was so struck with her beauty
of face and form that he persuaded her to
sit to him. Rossetti admired her extrava-
gantly. and undertook to develop her aptl-
tude for art, with much success, They hnd
hern the warmest of friends, and they be-
came lovers, though thelr engagement was
for yeara a secret. She was frail in health
and he was poor in purse. It was 1860 that
they were married, nearly ten years after
their first meeting. She lived but a short
time. dying of consumption.

Rossettl burled his poems with her, Thelr
entombment had an effect on which the
writer had not calculated. A number of
them had already been published, but
others were retained in the recollection of
his friends. The poems were the subject
of much anxlety and discussion In subse-
quent years. Seven years after the burial
of the beautiful “Lizzie,” Rossettl! con-
sented, after much urging, that the book of
veraes be exhumed, It was of his wife that
Ros==ettl wrote In these lines:

I gaze until she seeme to rtir,

'ntll mine sves a most aver

That now, even now, the sweet lips part

To breathe the words of the sweet heart—

Ant yet the earth s over her,

Ros=ett] was tenderly devoted to his
mother, and she was his most prized critie.
His death, In 1852, left her still In the care
of her beloved Christina. Rossettl has
been called *“‘the most Interesting person-
ality that followed art."

Here is one of his songs, called "A Little
While™:

A little while & little love

The hour yet hearg for thes and ma
Who have not drawn the vell to see
If still our heaven be lit above.
Thou merely, at the day’s last sigh,
Hast feit thy soul prolong the tone;
And I have heard the night-wind cry
And deemed Itr speech mine own.

A lttle while a little love
The seattering autumn hoards for us
Whose bower s not yet rulnous
Nor qulte unleavened our songless grove.
Only across the shaken boughs
Wa hear the flood-tides seek the sea,
And deep In both our hearts they rouse
One wall for thee and me.
Here are some lines from “The Blessed
Damozel*";
The blessed damoze] leaned out
From the gold bar of heaven:
Her eyes wers deeper than the depth
Of waters stilled at even;
She had three lillles in her hand,
And the stars In her halr were reven,
. - - - - -
She gazed and listened and then sald,
Lees sad of goeech than mild—
“All this Is when he comes.'” She ceared,
The light thrilled towards her, flllI'd
With angels in strong level Might.
Her eyes prayed, and she amil'd.

(1 saw her smile.) But soon thelr path
Was vague tn distant spheres:
And then she cast her arms along
The golden barrierw,
And lalil her face betw=en her hamda,
And wept, *'1 heard her tears.'’)
Christina Rossettl, the “inspired author
of the 'Goblin Market,”” led a qulet, se-
cluded life, touched by delicafe health. She
was beautiful In her youth, but disease
bereft her of her fairness. She survived

her gifted brother, Dante Gabrlel, dying In
1894, Hers was a strong nature, held In
stern self-control. Her source of pleasure
and her cholcest means of expression lay In
her poems. She lived, for the greater part
of her life, with her mother in London, and
her two malden aunts, the Misses Polidori,
lived with them. Their home was a shrine
to which the literary and artistic talent of
England came. William Morris, Swinburne,
the Brownings, Ruskin and many others
were their friends. Christina refused two
offers of marriage because of her delicate
scruples about religious differences,
Here is one of her best-Known songs:

When 1 am dead, my dearest,
Sing no sad songs for me;
- Plant thou no roses at my head,
Nor shady cypress tree.
Be the green grass above me,
With showers and dewdropps
And, if thou wilt, remember;
And, if thou wilt, formet.

-
1 shall not see the shadows,
1 shall not feel the rain;
I ahall not hﬁrmtln nightingale
Sing on, as pain.
And, dreaming through the twilight
That doth not rise nor set,
Haply | may remembar,
And kaplyr may formet.
In marked contrast to this song Is the
poem, “At Home':
When 1 was desd my spirit turned
To seek the much-frequented house:

1 passed the door, and saw my friends
Feasting beneath green otange boughs:
From hand to hand tkey pushed the wine,
They mucked the pulp of plum angd peach:
They sang, they jested, and they laughed,

For each was loved of each.

ened to their honest chat;
; &'1'.; one: “"To-morrow we shall Be
Plodding along the feattireless sands
And coasting mile and miles of sea'"
Sald one: *‘Before the turn of tide
We will achieve the "

wel;

eyrie-peat.
Ball one: “Tu-morrow shall, be llke
To-day, but much more sweet.'

wTo-morrow,’” sald they, strong with hope,

And dwelt upon the plessant way;
“To-morrow,'* cried they opne and all,
While no one apoke of yesterday,
Thelr life stood full at blessed noon:

I, only I had pussed away.
‘“To-morrow and to-day,”" they eried;
I was of yesterday.

1 shivered, comfortless, hut cast
No ehill mernss the table cloth;
I, uli-forgotten, shiversd sad
To stay. and yet to part how loth;
1 passed from the familinr room,
1 who trom love had passed away,
Like the remembrance of a guest
That tarrieth but a day.

Christina Rossettl’s poems are as widely
various as the reach of human emotions,
Here [s her “De Profundis.” which strikes
a note that s unugual:

Ch, why s heaven built so far,
Oh why I8 eurth set so remofe?

1 rannot reach the nearest star
That hangs alloat.

I would not care to rerchy the moon,
One round monotonous of chengs,
Y+t even she repeats her tune
Heyond my range.
T never watch the seatiers] firs
Of stars, or sun’s fur-tralling trais
But all my heart s one desire,
And all In vain:

For 1 am bound with flezhly bands,
Joy, beauty, He beyond my senne:

I straln my heart, 1 streich my hands,
Angd catch at hope.

Here Is another, called “Golden Glorfes™;
The buttercup Is ke a golden cup.
The marigold Is like a golden frill,
The dalsy with a golden eye looks up,
And golden spreads the fiag beside the rill,
And gay and golden nods the daffodil,
The gorsey common awells u golden sea,
The cawslip hands a hiad of golden tips,
And golden drips the haney which the bee
Suck= ofrom sweet hearts of flowrs and slored
and slp=,
“A Daughter of Eve” Is delightfully musi=
cal:
A fool T wam to sleep at noon,
Anid wake when night = chilly
Feneath the comfortless, cold moon
A fool to pluck my rose too soomn,
A fool to snap my Uy

My garden-plot | have not kept;
Faded and all-farsaken. .
1 weep ax I have never wept;
Oh, it was summer when [ slept,
It's winter now T waken.
Talk what you pleasge of fulure Sorning
And sun-warmg] sweet [o-mormw—
Srripped hare of hops and evervthing,
No more to laugh. no more to sing.
I =it alone with sorrow.
Here are some lines from her poem on
“Memory*":
I nurred 1t In my bosom while It lved,
1 hid It In my heart when It was dead;

In Jjov I =at nlone, even so I grieved
Alone and nothing =aid.
.- 8 @

I have a room whereffito no on= enters
Suve I myself alone:
There sits o blessed memory on a throne,
There my life centers,

ETIQUETTE REQUIRED.

SCHOOLBOYS and girls well remembeg
the lesson In etiquette which General

fngton taught Lord Howe. when the Brite
Ish rommander sought officially to ignore

ington. Bsq.." as if he were a priva

zen. General Henry Knox was an interme=-
diary In the affalr. and on July 15, 1776 he
wrote an Interesting acconnt of it to his
wife, which has been published in the re-
cent blography of the general written by
Noah Brooks.

Lord Howe yesterday sent a flag of truce
up to the city. They came within four
miles of the city, and were met by Colonel
Tupper's people, who detained them until
his excellency's pleasure should be known.
Accordingly, Colonel Reed and myself went
down to the barge to recelve the message.
When we came to them, the officer who
was, I belleve, captain of the Eagle, man~
of-war, rose up and bowed.. keeping his
hat off: T

“I have a letter, sir, from Lord Howe tQ
Mr. Washington.”

“8ir,”" says Colonel Reed, ‘‘we_ hfive
person In our army with that a hat

“8ir,” says the officer, “wlill you look a*
the addresa?’ He took out of his pocket ¢
letter which was thus addressed: ]

George Washington, Esq.,

Howe,

*No, sir,” says Colonel Reed,
recelve that letter."”

“l am sorry,” says the officer, “and
will be Lord Howe if any error In the

being received by General Washington.™ =

“Why, sir,"" says Colonel Reed, “I m
obey orders.” c
- "Oh. yes, sir, you must obey orders, to.
sure.”

Then, after glving him = letter fr
Colonel Campbell to General Howe,
stood off, having saluted and bowed
each other. After he had got a little w
the officer put about his barge and stis-
for us, and asked by what particular i
he wished to be addressed.

of the rank of General Washington in \
army.” ! }
“Yes, sir, we are. I am sure my Lo§
Howe will lament exceedingly this '
as the letter Is quite of a civil nature sl
not of a military one. He laments excs!

THEIR NICKNAMES., *
“WITH the idea of naming my boys,” s
& white-haired man, “so that there cow
be no nicknames—which I have always &
tested—In the famlily, we called the firy
Edmund, the second BEXward, the thifg
Edgar, the fourth Blwin, the fifth Edsg
and the sixth Egbert.” f

*“That surely served your purpose, didny
It”" asked one of the listeners, H

“Not at all,” rejoined the patriarch, ratl
er shamefacedly. “Beginning with the g,
est, they were known as Eddle, Chuek
Bim, 8norkey, Muggins and Pete, and
mother's son of them answered Mﬂ‘:!
his nickname.” \

CULTIVATING
CHEERFU.

SOME years ago 1 resolved 8 cultivat
habitual cheerfulness under all efret
stances, It has not been an easy task, i
I have succeeded, and now, drifting on
my elghtieth birthday, burdened ¥
heavy cares, stripped of those nearest and
gmtmm mut:y ?:th. I am not ul,
am not “going down hill,” as people say -
of the old, but “up hill'"* all the way, ande
am sure that life is better farther om.— L
Mary A. Livermore.

——— el s
LAUREATE NONSENSE.
TENNYSON Is sald to have been fond
foollsh fun, that ever delightful sort of
which is not wit but nonsense,

he naked
had just

8

‘One day, at Burlington House,
the guests a conundrum which he
made:

“Who
worldT*

REBOLVE.

BUILD on resolve, and not upon regret,
The structure of thy future. Do not grops

Thlon;::’:mrllllhtlm on the path
And dissipate the darkness, Waste no tears ’

Upon the blotted record of lost years, ..
“But turn the leaf, and smile, ob, =

[ ]
The falr white pages that remain to
—Ella Wheeler Wilcox in Buccess.

"%

Colonel Reed sald: *“You are sens AR

Th

the rights of the Americans as bell ’
by addressing a letter to *“George Wd !
te

"

perscription should prevent the letter fre

Ingly that he was not here a little soonesi® R
which we supposed to aliude to the D bt N
tion of Independence; upon which we bowfi¥ |
and parted in the most genteel terms fm l‘
{nable, w

are the greatest women im the |




