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FAMOUS POEMS AND

POPULAL OLD SONGS.

The Voice of the Grass.
HERE I come creeping, creeping every-

where:
By the dusty roadside.
On (he sunny hillside.
Close br the noisy brook.
In every shady nook.

I como creeping, creeping everywhere.

Here I come creeping, smiling everywhere:
All around the open door.
Where sit the need poor;
Hero where the children play.
In the bright and merry May.

I como creeping, creeping, everywhere.

Here I come, creeping, creeping everywhere;
In the noisy city street
Sly pleasant face you'll meet.
Cheering the sick nt heart
Tolling his busy part

Silently creeping, creeping everywhere.

Here I come crcoping.cr eeplng everywhere;
You cannot see me coming.
Nor hear my low sweet humming;
For In the starry night.
Ami the glad morning light.

I come quietly creeping everywhere.

Here I come creeping, creeping everywhere;
Slore welcome than the flowers
In summer's pleasant hours;
The gentle cow Is glad.
And the merry bird not sad.

To see me creeping, creeping everywhere.

Here I come creeping, creeping everywhere;
When you're numbered with the dead
In your still and narrow bed.
In the happy spring I'll come
And deck your silent home-Creep- ing,

silently creeping everywhere.

Here I come creeping, creeping everywhere:
My humble song of praise
Most joyfully I raise
To him at whose command
I beautify the land.

Creeping, silently creeping everywhere.
Sarah Roberts BoyleT

From "The Building of the Ship.'
Thou, too, sail on. O Ship of State!
Sail on. O Union, strong and great!
Humanity with all Us fears. ""

With all the hopes of future years.
Is hanging breathless on that fate!
We know what Master laid thy keel.
What Workmen wrought thy ribs of steel,
Who made each mast, and sail, and rope.
What anvils rang, what hammers beat.
In what' a forge and what a heat
Were shaped the anchors of thy hope!
Fear not such sudden sound and shock,
Tis but the wave and not the rock;
Tis but the flapping of the sail.

And not a rent made by the gale!
In spite of rock and tempest's roar.
In spite of false lights on the shore.
Sail 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 Ditty.
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 miss;

There never was a better bargain 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 thoughts and senses

guides;
He loves my heart, for once It was his own;

I cherish' his because In me it bides:
My true love hath my heart, and I have his.

Sir P. Sidney.

Sonnet.
Pack, clouds, away, and welcome day.

With night we banish sorrow;
Sweet air blow soft, mount' lark's aloft

To give my Love good-morro-

Wings from the wind to please her mind
Notes from the lark Til borrow;

Bird, prune thy wing, nightingale sing.
To give my Love good-morro-

To give my Love good-morro- w

Notes from them both I'll borrow.

Wake from thy nest; Robin red-brea-

Sing, birds, in every furrow;
And from each hill, let music shrill

Give my Fair Love good-morro- w

Blackbird and thrush in every bush.
Stare, linnet, and cocksparrow
Tou pretty elves, amongst yourselves

Sing my fair Love good-morro-

To give my Love good-morro-

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 glee.

That never will come back again to me:
Oh, It's many years ago, whin but a little

boy.
That I lived there so happy, light and free.
I used to play about all day.
And drlvethe'cows and sheep.
Until I was as tired as I could be.
And when my evening prayer was said,
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 heme.

That home it ever was so dear to me.
Oh, it's many times a day
My thoughts they fly away

To the little German home across the sea.

I've traveled many weary miles around this
world for years.

And many more.I yet expect to roam;
And when I lay me down to sleep, then In

my dream appears
A vision of that dear old German home.

But when my days are over here. If it were
far the best.

Oh, It would bring much joy and peace
to me

If I 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' raise 'em high;
Tune Is "Oh. dat watermllllon!

Uwlne to git to home blmeby."
S'lute yo pardners! scrape perlitely

Don't be bumpin' gin de res'
Balance all! now, step out rightly;

Alius dance yo' lebbel bcs".
Fo'wa'd foah! whoop up, niggers!

Back agin! don't be so slow
Swing co'nahs! min' de Aggers;

When I hollers, den yo' go.
Top ladies cross ober!

Hoi' on, till I take a dram
Gtramen solo! yes I's sober

Katn't say how de fiddle am
Hands around! hoi' up yo' faces,
. , Don't be lookin' at yo' feet!
Swing you pardners to you places!

Dai's de way dat's hard to beat.
Sides fo'wa'd when's you's ready.

Make a bow as low's you kin!
Swing acrost wld opp'slte lady!

Now we'll let you swap agin;
.Ladies change! shet up dat talkin';
, Do yo' talkin' artcr while-Ri- ght

and let"! don't want no walkin'
-- .Make yo' steps, an' show yo' style!

IRWIN RUSSELL.
" "

The MoomBehiud the Hill.
I watched last night the rising moon

Upon a foreign strand;
Till mem'rles came, like flow'rs of June,

Of borne and fatherland;
1 dream't I was a child once more,

Beside the rippling rill;
. When nret I saw. In days of yore.

The moon behind the hill.

It brought me back the visions grand
That purpled boyhood's dreams;

' Its youthful loves, its happy land.
As bright as morning beams;

v It brought me back the spreading lea,' The steeple and the mill;
; Until my eyes could tcarceiy see

The moon behind the hill.

It brought me back a mother's love.
Until, in accents wild,

I prayed ber Xrozn her home above
'To guard her lonely child;

It brought me one across the wava
To live in mem'ry still;

"t.
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It brought me back my Mary's grave.
The moon behind the hill.

And there beneath the sllv'ry sky,
I lived life o'er again;

I counted all Its hopes gone by,
I wept at all Its pain;

And when I'm gone, oh! may some tongue
The minstrel's wish fulfill;

And still remember him who sang
The moon behind the hill.

Serenade.
From the "Spanish Student."

Stars of the summer night!
Far in yon azure deeps.

Hide, hide your golden light!
She sleeps!

My lady sleeps!
Sleeps!

Moon of the summer night!
Far down yon western steeps.

Sink, sink In silver light!
She sleeps!

My lady sleeps!
Sleeps!

Wind of the summer night!
Where yonder woodbine creeps

Fold, fold thy pinions 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!
Sleeps!

H. W. Longfellow.

I'll Hang My Harp on a Willow
Tree.

I'll hang my harp on a willow tree.
I'll off to the wars again.

My peaceful home has no charms for me.
The battlefield r.o pain:

The lady I love will soon be a bride.
With a diadem on her brow.

Oh. why did she flatter my boyish pride?
She's going to leave me now.

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

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

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

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

But one golden tress of her hair I'll twine
In my helmet's sable plume.

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

And If by the Saracen'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 lYance, upon
her marriage with Henry II. she took with
her one of the most skilled manufacturers
of perfumes in all Italy. This personage
waa none other than Rene, a Florentine,
who opened a shop in Paris, and under
the patronage of the young Queen, his
products soon became all the rage. Per-
haps his aristocratic customers were the
more numerous because It was whispared
that his skill 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 IV, came
from his establishment and were a gift
to the unfortunate Queen from Catherine
de Medici. He also made the pomander
chain sent by Catherine to Elizabeth 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 silver, perforated with small holes
and filled with scent in a solid form, the
odor of which was called forth by holding
the pomander In the hand. The one given
to Queen Elizabeth was' a chain composed
of twelve pomanders of gold filagree, en-

riched with Jewels and curious enamels, and
each link of the connecting chain set with
a diamond. This must have been a most
pleasing gift to the English Queen, ns her
fondness for sweet scents Is a matter of
history.

Tho rage for perfumes reached its height
during the reign of Louis XV. Throughout
the Continent his court was known as the
"Scented Court." Mme. de Pompadoure
spent $100,000 annually on this part of her
toilet alone. It was the fashion when
giving a great entertainment for the hostess
to Inform her guests what particular odor
she would use for scenting her rooms, and
each guest would use that odor in making
her toilet, and thus the delicate eflcct ot
a. unity of scents was produced. At court
a different perfume was used for each day
of tho week. Probably one reason strong
perfumes were in such great demand waa
on account of the prevailing disregard of
all rules "bf cleanliness at that time. The
palace of Versailles did not contain a single
bathroom until one was built for Marie
Antoinette.

During the period 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-viole- t. Victoria seldom used any per-

fume but lavender water, large quantities
of which were yearly manufactured for her
use. The Empress Frederick delights in
cologne water, especially in the bath, in
which she uses a quart of cologne dally.
The Empress of Austria preferred for toilet
use the delicate orange scent known as
Portugal water. Tho Queen Regent of
Spain has made especially for her own use
a delicious perfume from the spicy carna-
tion. The Empress Eugenie cherishes a
true Spanish taste for strong odors, her
favorite being lemon verbena and sandal-
wood. Queen Marie Amelie, wife of Louis
Philippe, was forid of orange flower water,
the scent bringing to mind the gardens of
her native Sicily. The beautiful and

Marie Antoinette had a great fond-
ness for perfumes, her favorite being es-

sence of roses.

ZANGWILL TO EDWARD VII.
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 Ghetto" waxed elo-

quent, saying that Englishmen were going
to have a "Court as pure as Victoria's while
as gracious and gay as Charles Il's. Already
one hears bon mots worthy of his Majesty
of Whitehall." He next eulogized the
King's attitude toward the working classes,
and then suddenly declared with emphasis:
"Gentlemen, I am not a little imperialist. I
am a great Imperialist. One "of my race.
Lord Beaconsfleld. was the 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 to have
In this great weltering world one Great
Empire of Righteousness and Justice." And
he ended In a swirl ot enthusiasm: "This
Is the great Empire to which I pay my tiny
tribute this great Empire, the whole of it,
no martial or other side In undue preponder-
ance, but the whole marvelous, many-side- d

fabric built up by perhaps the most stren-ou- s
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-fiel- d

one hot day In July. Suddenly he
stopped, and looking toward the sky, he ex-
claimed:

"O Lawd, de cotton am so grassy, de
wuk am so hard, an' de sun am so hot,
dat I b'lleve dls darky am called to
preach!"
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FAMOUS SPEECHES.

Ideas the Life of a Teople.
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 said to Franklin, of the men who com-
posed the flrst colonial Congress:

"The Congress Is the most honorable as-
sembly of statesmen since those of the
ancient Greeks and Romans in the most
virtuous times."

Given to rare reflection, they were neither
dreamprs nor visionaries, and they were
much too earnest to he rhetoricians. It Is

a curious fact that they were generally
men of so calm a temner that they lived
to extreme age. With the exception of Pat-
rick Henry and Samuel Adams, thev were
most of them profound scholars, and stud-
ied the hHtorv of mankind that thoy might
know men. Thev were so familiar with the
lives and thoughts of the wisest nnd best
minds of the past that a classic aroma
hang about their writing'" and their
sneeeh; and they were profoundly convinced
of what statesmen always know, and the
ndroltest mere politicians never perceive-th- at

ideas are the life of a people; that the
conscience, not the pocket. Is the real cita-
del of a nation, nnd that when you have
debauched and demoralized that conscience
by teaching that there are no natural rights,
and that therefore there Is no moral right
or wrong In political action, you have pois-

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 Wil-

liam Pitt, Earl of Chatham. But they did
not speak for 'the King, or Parliament, or
the English nation. Lord Gower spoke for
them when he said In Parliament:

"Let the Americans tnlk about their nat-
ural and divine rights; their rights ns men
nnd citizens; their rights from God and na-

ture! I am for enforcing these measures."
My lord was contemptuous, and the King

hired the Hessians, but the truth remained
true. The fnthers saw the scarlet soldiers
swarming over the sea. but more steadily
they saw that national progress had been
secure only In the degree that the political
system had conformed1 to natural justice.
They knew the coming wreck of property
and trade, but they knew more surely that
Rome was never so rich as when she was
dying, and. on the other hand, the Nether-
lands ne-e- r so powerful as when they were
poorest. Farther away, they read the names
of Assyria, Greece, Egypt. They had art,
opulence, splendor. Cn enough grew in
the valley of the Nile. The Syrian sword
was as sharp as any. They were merchant
princes, and the clouds In the sky were
rivaled by their sails upon the sen. They
were soldiers, and their frown frightened
the world.

"Soul, take thine ease," those Empires
Faid. languid with excess of luxury and life.
Ves. but you remember the King who had
built his grandest palace, and was to occu-
py it upon the morrow, but when the mor-
row came the palace was a pile of ruins.
"Woe is me!" cried the King, "who is guilty
of this crime?"" "There Is no crime." replied
the sage at his side: but the mortar was
made of sand and water only, and the build-
ers forgot to put In the lime."

So fell the old Empires, because the Gov-
ernors forgot .to put justice Into their Gov-
ernments. George William Curtis.

SAPHO'S APPLE.
WHAT is possibly the last poem written by
Maurice Thompson was published In The
Independent, of which he was one of the
editors. It is called "Sappho's Apple," and
r,uns as follows:
A dreamy languor lapsed along

And stirred the dusky bannered boughs;
With half a sigh and half a song

The crooning tree did nod and drowse.
While far aloft blush-tlntc- d hung

One perfect apple maiden-swee- t.

At which the gatherers vainly flung.
And could nqt get to hoard or eat.

"Reddest and best." they growled and went
Slowly away, each with his load

Fragrant upon his shoulders bent.
The darkening where they

trode;
"Reddest and best; but not for us;

Some loafing lout will see It fall:
The laborer's prize 'twas ever thus

Is his who never works at ail!"

Soon came a vagrant, loitering.
His young face browned by wind and sun.

Weary, yet blithe and prone to sing.
Tramping his way to Avaion;

Even I it was, who, long athlrst
And hungry, saw the apple shine:

Then wondrous wild sweet singing burst
Flame-lik- e across these lips of mine.

O ruby flushed and flaring gold,
Thou splendid lone one left for me,

Apple of love to filth and hold.
Fruit-glor- y of a kingly tree!

Drop, drop into my open hand.
That I may hide thee in my brenst.

And bear thee far o'er sea and land,
A captive, to the purple West.

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."

"I expect It's fetched away In the night."
suggested Franeey. his eyes getting very
big.

(George and Franeey are the first actors
In Mrs. Hugh Frascr's new novel. "A Lttle
Grey Sheep" (J. B. Llppincott Company),
nnd their conversation Is Inspired by re-

flection upon "Granny's" death.
"Don't you sec." said George. In an ex-

cited whisper. "If we could tie a label
on Granny after she's packed up
then bhe'd have to go where It said?"

"But, if she didn't want to?" objected
Frnnrev.

"Stupld! She couldn't stop them taking
her there. She can't talk any more nnw
till she gets to Heaven. And we'd say the
longest way round in the writing."

"Don't say Heaven." suggested Franeey,
with a dreamy smile; "there's other place.
And didn't she slap! My hat!"

With feverish haste. lest Granny should
wake up George, crouching under
the pall, successfully tied his bit ot parch-

ment to the great silver handles of the cof-

fin at the narrow end. Mrs. Macdon-al- d

discovered the remaining eleven labels
In the schoolroom grate. On each was writ-
ten, in a schoolboy hnnd, "To be left till
corled for."

ORIGIN OF
FAMILIAR SAYINGS.

"GONE to Jericho." In the manor of
nini.tmnrp. .ihnut seven miles 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
disturbance. To this place the name Jericho
was given as a disguise, so that when any
one inquired for the King when he was In-

dulging himself in dissipation In Eases, It
was customary to say that he was "gone
to Jericho." In a letter from the Reverend
W. CaUandar, vicar of Blackmore, dated
October 21. 1880, It was said that the placi-mil- l

irnes hv the name of the Jericho estate.
or the Blackmore Priory. There Is a brook
running through the village which has beer,
called the Jordan. There seems evidence
that the phrase was used in the circumstan-
ces stated. It may have been used originally
ns a rebuke-t- young upstarts, in allusion
to the verse, II Samuel, x, 5, "Tarry at Jeri-
cho until your beards be grown."

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

sillier, bunset, 1MW. I

WHtSN the great Amerlcin poet comes he
will litt his iate to the trees mat are pleas-
ant to the sight and sing as never man
sang since the oeera of old, who saw and
knew the cedars of Lebanon.

Consider If you can the sublime, the sim-
ple, Imperial dignity of a single great tree
that is pleasant 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, drawing
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 can be no
hard toil, no weighty work like the work of
a great tree to climb up and up and up
toward the sun. througn ail the battling
elements and to hold hts place there, as It
to prop the very porch of heaven.

And when the great tree falls, observe
that it is not In Dattie, not in storm, but
in days of absolute calm and stillness.

And now he talis, an Emperor to the
last, silent as Caesar.
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REQUESTS FOR TOEMS.
THE REPUBLIC Is glad to publish famous
foems and n old songs nt the re-

quest of lis tenders, but poems trivial In
character and local in significance are not
used. Requests for such verses will not he
noticed. Persons responding to published
r quests for poems should address The Re-
public Famous Poem Department. Poems
that are more than forty or fifty lines In
length are not published, on account of

tiie allotted space. All readers
who make requests for poems should sign
their full names and give addresses. Soine-tlir- es

the poem asked for is ton lung for
and ihe obliging lender who has a

copy of the poem may, if he cures to do so,
n all It direct to the proper address. Com-
munications should be written on one side
of the paper.

To the IMltor of The Kf public.
Will some obliging correspondent kindly

furnish me with the poem, "Remem-
brance," by Emily Bionte, part of which
runs as follows:
Sweet Ioe of youth, forghc If I forget thee.

White the world's thle Is be.iring me along;
Other 'desires anil other hope? beset me,

Hopes which obscure, but cannot do thee
w rung.

I. M. LAWRENCE.
1232 Eighth street. New Orleans, La.

To the KJIIor of The Itepulillc
If you can please print the little poem,

"Seeing Things at Night." I am not sure
that is the subject, but It's the refrain. I
have been trying to find the lines, but can-

not. MISS F. COOK.
Barton, Ark.

To the Editor of The Ilemibllc.
Will you kindly publish In your columns

an old song entitled "The Indian Hunter,"
or sometimes called "The Indian Prayer";
also on old song entitled "Susannah." Some
of the words run like this:
Oh. Susannah, don't you cry for me
I came from Alabama, my true loe for to see.

READER.
Hannibal, Mo.

To the Editor of The Republic.
I am a regular subscriber and highly ap-

preciate the Sunday Magazine. If conveni
ent, will you please publish an old song en-

titled "Broken Down," if not too long?
Tho chorus, I remember, goes thus:

As ne wander through the world
Wo meet with many n frown.

No one teems to know me now.
Because I'm broken down.

I have seen published a. song entitled
"The Blue and the Gray." but the one wo
sang In New Orleans was somewhat differ
ent: the first verse began:

Far North Is a lottage. far South Is a home.
The cl.orus was:

Let them sleep, let them sleep.
Gallant souls brave and Wis!

We will weep, we will weep
For the Gray and the lilue.

As brothers together they will rise on that
flay.

When trumpet shall waken the Blue and the
Gray.

St. Louis. COLONEL F. M. B.

To the Editor of The Republic.
Will you kindly ask twme Republic read-

er to send to me "Rain on the Roof"? Also
the verses of an old song, the chorus of
which was worded:
Though the neld were as green and the moon

Inni- - as bright.
Yet It was not my own native home. No! No!

W. R. MALCOLM.
Tutwller. Miss.

THE BIG TREES.
Trcm "Picturesque California." by John Mulr,

Published In ISM.

TUB famous big tree. Sequoia glgantea,
extends from the n Calaveras
Grove to the head of Deer Creek, near the
big bend of Kern River, a distance of
nearly 200 miles, at an elevation of about
5.000 to 8,000 feet above the s?a. From the
Calaveras to the south fork of the Kings
River It occurs only In small. Isolated
groves among the pines and firs.
From Kings River the belt extends across
the' broad, rugged basins of the Kaweah
and Tule rivers to Its southern limit on the
head of Deer Creek, interrupted only by
deep, rocky canyons, the width of this
portion of the' belt being from three to
rcarly eight miles, and the length seventy
miles.

To the southward of Kings River no tree
In the woods appears to be more firmly es-

tablished In accordance with climate and
soil. For many miles tlsey occupy the Pur-fa-

almost exclusively, growing vigorously
over all kinds of ground, on rocky ledges,
along water courivs, nrI on moraines and
avalanche detritus, coarse or fine, while
a multitude of thrifty "eedlings and sap-

lings and middle-age- d trees are growing
up about the old giants, ready to take their
places and maintain the race in nil its
grandeur. Hut. unfortunntely. fire and the
ax are already busy on many of the more
accessible portions of the belt, spreading
sure destruction, am utiles protective
measures be speedily adopted and applied
In a few decades all that may be ie-- t of
this noblest of trees will be a few hacked
and scarred monuments.

There Is something wonderfully telling
and Impressive about sequoia; even when
beheld at a distance of several miles-- Its
dense foliage and smoothly rounded out- - j

lines enab e us to recnen ze it in anv rnm- -
pany, nnd when one of the olde't patriarchs
attains full stature on s,ome commanding
ridge It seems the very god of the woods.

The grandest specimen that I have meas-
ured la a stump about finely feet high,
which is thirty-fiv- e feet eight lnche In

!

diameter, measured Ins-id- the bark, above
the bulging base.

INCONSISTENT LANGUAGE.
THE personality of Sammy Snaggs Is
vouched for by the Pittsburg Chronicle-Telegrap- h.

Sammy has a thirst for infor-
mation which sometime-- - worries his father,
as the conversation iuoted will show.

"Papa."
"Can't answer you any question now,

Sammy, I'm busy."
"Only one, papa."
"Well, go ahead."
"What Is a bakery."
"A place where baking Is t.o:: You

ought to know that."
"Then is a. place where voting is done a

votary?"

' &$.' H ' ... .

LITTLE CLASSICS.
Were half the power that nils the world with

terror.
Were half the wealth bestowed on crowns and

courts.
Given to redeem the human mind from error.

There were no need for arsenals and forts.
Longfellow.

One test of intellectual power Is sticking
to a thing until you have mastered It.

But, oh, lorget not, while you pray.
To push with all jour might!

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

Whatever I have tried to do In life I have
tried with all my heart to do well: what-
ever I have devoted myself to I have de-

voted myself to completely; In great alms
and In small I have always been thorough-
ly In earnest. Dickens.

If you havo a friend worth Iolng.
I.ote him. Yes. and let him know

That ou !oc him. ere life's eenlng
Tinge his brow with sunset glow:

Why should pood words ne'er be nl.I
Of u friend till he is head?

Unknown.

The happiest life Is that which constantly
exercises and educates what Is het In us.
Hamerton.

The world turns aside to let any man pass
who knows whither he is' going. David
Starr Jordan.

Failure Is only endeavor temporarily off
the track. How foolish it would be to aban-
don It in the ditch!

The best way for a man to get out of a
lowly position is to be conspicuously ef-

fective In It. Doctor John Hall.

My recipe for Is exer-
cise. I am a very temperate man and have
always been so. I have taken care of my-
self; and, as I have a good constitution. I
suppose that Is the reason I am so well.
David Dudley Field.

A boy should be trained to Indulge In
athletics of some kind, so that a habit of
taking exercise may be established; for
this, once acquired. Is seldom neglected,
even as years advance.

A bridled tongue Indicates a mastered
life.

O earth that blooms and birds that sing,
U stars that shine when nil Is dark!

In type and symbol thou dost bring
The life divine, and bid us hark.

Thst we may catch the chant sublime.
And. rising. pts the bound of time;
So shall we win the goal dltlne.

Our Immortnllty.
Carol Norton.

Stop lookin' fer trouble an' happiness'II
look fer you. Irving Bachciler.

When we obey laws, we are free. When
we breik laws, we are In bondage. Expia-
tion is exacted for every law we break, be
It civil, physical or spiritual.

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

Never build after you are
have five years' Income In hand before you
lay a brick, and alwnys calculate the ex-

pense at double the estimate. Kett.

Eten In a hero's heart.
Discretion is the better part.

--Churchill.

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

Man Is his own star, and that soul that can
B honest Is the only perfect man.

John Fletcher.

Then come, O. fresh spring airs, once more!
Create the old delightful thing".

And woo the frozen world again.
With hints of heaven upon your wing.

Harriet Prescott SpotTord.

THOUGHT LINCOLN
HANDSOME.

, From '.he Youth's Companion.
DURING Mr. Lincoln's canvass 'oi Illi-
nois for the senatorshlp in 1SGS he made a
speech in Rushviiie. a small town In the
interior of the State, which was listened
to with great Interest by a young woman
who sometimes wrote for the local paper,
the,Schuyler Citizen.

The next number of that paper contained
an article from her pen, in which she
said:

"So many people had told me that Mr.
Lincoln was a miracle of homeliness that I
expected to see the ugliest man In Illinois.
Instead of that I saw a man whose face
lit up in the most extraordinary way when
he talked, and I elon't care what anybody
else's opinion Is I want to say that I con-
sider Mr. Lincoln one of the handsomest
men I ever saw!"

A copy of that paper was sent to Mr.
Lincoln, with the article marked.

He showed it to his wife, a queer smile
wrinkling his rugged features the while.

"Mary," he said, "I have always thought
until now that you were the only woman
on earth who considered me a handsome
man, and I have not been absolutely certain
about that, but It seems there Is one other."

NOT PATRIOTIC.
UNCLE SILAS PENNIWISE had .never
"Ff " "".T EET., V"" Jl"""" " - --- -. -- -" "" -'- -

Its blue waters, crowded with shipping.
"where our Revolutionary forefathers
threw that tea overboard."

"Yes." responded his city nephew, his eye
kindling. "I don't wonder It stirs you to
the denths to look at the scene of that
historic event. It marked an epoch in the
world's history which no patriotic Ameri-
can can recall without a thrill of pride."

"Ye-ca- ," replied Uncle Silas, musingly.
"I I wonder how much the fellers lost who
owned that tea?"

QUESTIONS ANSWERED.
H. D. MISER. Pea Ridge, Ark.: Several
versions of the old song. "Dixie." have ap-
peared in these columns) from time to time.

H. M. Jackson, Pnlkvllle, Ky.: Tho
poem, "Darby and Jean," is too long for
use on this page.

Subscriber: It Is not always suitable to
publish Ml the requests received at this- of-
fice. You are refetted to the paragraph Im-

mediately followli.g the words "Requests
for Poems." on this page.

.'. ..v.ri ," j.i v .. ivtt..,

NONSENSE RHYMES No. 10.
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There was a young man named McCall,
Who went to a Fancy Dress Ball,

He thought, just for fun,
He would go as a bum,

Uut was ate by a dog in the hall- -

BIOGRAPHIES
WELL

THE ROSSETTIS.
THE four children of Gabrlele and Frances
PoIIdorl RossettI are distinguished In Eng-

lish literature. The eldest, Maria Francesca.
the author of "A Shadow of Dante," was
born In 1827. The next child was the fa-

mous founder ard Insplrer of the
Brotherhood. Dante Gabriel Ros-

settI. William Michael RossettI. the poet
and critic and editor of the works of his
more famous brother and sister, was a
third child. Christina Georgina, the young-

est child, was born in 1830.

Two of these Rossettls, this family of
Italian and English blood.have had a marked
Influence upon English letters'. Dante Ga-

briel, painter nnd poet, and that best of
English-writin- g women poets. Christina. At
their father's house In London the young
Rossettis met the poets, scholars, and pa-

triots of their time. Their father was an
exile from Italy, and their mother a sister
of the famous Doctor Polldori. who was
Byron's physician.

With the mention of the name of Dante
Gabriel RossettI the thought of that asso-

ciation of men, almost youths, tho
Brotherhood, Is uppermost. One of

the most significant and influential move-

ments in the Nineteenth Century art, Its
beginning was mainly due to the vivid per-

sonality, magnetism, and high Idealism of
young RossettI. at that time aged 20. It
was established In the autumn of 1S48. and
a goodly company of young artists formed
the brotherhood. Holman Hunt, Sir John
Millals, Thomas Woolner. Ford Maddox
Brown, and Dante Gabriel RossettI were
the forming forces. They united with the
oblect of making a closer study of nature.
and protesting against academic dogma and
custom. Devotion to the simplicity of nature
was a religion to them. The principle 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 was started
In 18M. and only four numbers were pub-

lished. William Michael RossettI was the
editor of this Journal. It contained
"Thoughts Towards Nature In Poetry. Lit-

erature and Art." A reprint of this maga-

zine Is now in the Mercantile Library of
this city.

Ruskln 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 accustomed standards of art and set up
one of their own, and successfully, too.
The Influence of the Brotherhood has not
yet passed, though Its distinctive form Is a
memory.

Rossetti's n poems are "The
Blessed Damozel," "My Sister's Sleep."
"Jenny" and the series of 100 sonnets called
"The House of Life."

The romance of his life Is a pathetic one.
Mr. Ford Maddox Brown became ac-

quainted with Miss Elizabeth Eleanor Sid-da- ll.

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 apti-
tude for art. with much success. They had
been the warmest of friends, and they be-

came lovers, though their engagement was
for years a secret. She was frail In health
and he was poor In purse. It was ISflO' that
they were married, nearly ten years after
their flrst meeting. She lived but a short
time, dying of consumption.

RossettI buried his poems with her. Their
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 anxiety and discussion In subse-
quent years. Seven years after the burial
of the beautiful "Lizzie," RossettI con-
sented, after much urging, that the book of
verses be exhumed. It was of his wife that
RossettI wrote in these lines:

I gaze until she seems to stir.
Until mine ejes a mot axer

That now. even now. the sweet lips part
To breathe the words of the sweet heart

And yet the earth Is over her.
RossettI was tenderly devoted to his

mother, nnd she was his most prized critic.
His death. In 'SS2, left her still In the cars
of her beloved Christina. RossettI has
been called "the most Interesting person-
ality that followed art."

Here Is one of his songs,. called "A Little
While":

A little while a little love
The hour yet hears for thee and me
Who have not drawn the veil to see

If stilt our heaen be lit aboe.
Thou merely, at the day's last sigh.

Hast felt thy soul prolong- - the tone:
And I have heard th night-win- d cry

And deemed Its speech mine own.

A little while a little love
The scattering autumn hoards for us
Whose bower Is not yet ruinous

Nor quite unleavened our aongless groe.
Only across the shaken boughs

We hear the flood-tide- s seek the sea.
And deep In both our hearts they rous

One wail for thee and me.
Here are some lines from "The Blessed

Damozel":
The blessed damozel leaned out

From the gold bRr of heavenr
Her eyes wtr: deeper than the depth

Of waters stilled at even;
She had three llllieg In her hand.

And the stars tn her hair were seven.

She gazed and listened and then said.
Lees sad nf sieech than mild

"All this Is when he comes." She ceased.
The light thrilled towards her. flll'd

With sngels in strong level flight.
Her eyes prayed, and she smll'd.

(I saw her smile.) But soon their path
Was vague In distant spheres;

And then she cast her arms along
The golden barriers.

And laid her face between her hands.
And wept, "I heard her tears.")

Christina RossettI. the "Inspired author
of the 'Goblin Market,' " led a quiet, se-

cluded life, touched by delloafe health. She
was beautiful In her youth, but disease
bereft her of her fairness. She survived
her gifted brother, Dante Gabriel, dying In
1804. Hers was a strong: nature, held in
stern Her source of pleasure
and her choicest means of expression lay In
her poems. She llvtd, for the greater part I
of her life, with her mother In London, and
her two maiden aunts,- the Misses Polldori,
lived with them. Their home was a shrine
to which the literary and artistic talent of
England came. William Morris, Swinburne,
the Brownings, Ruskln arid many others-wer-

their friends. Christina refused two
offers of marriage because of her delicate
scruples about religious differences.

Here is one of her best-Kno- songs:
When I am dead, my dearest.

Sing no sad songs for me:
Plant thou no roses at my head.

Nor shady cypress tree.
Be the green crass above me.

With showers and dewdropps wet;
And, If thou wilt, renumbsr;

And, If thou wilt, forget.

I shall not see the shadows,
I shall not feel the rsln:

I shall not hear the nightingale
Sing on, as If In pain.

And. dreaming through the twilight
That doth not rise nor set.

Haply I my remember.
And fcaply may forget.

In marked contrast to tht song Is the
poem, "At Home":

When 1 was dead my spirit turned
To seek the house;

I passed the door, and saw my friends
Feasting beneath green orange boughs:

From band to hand ttey pushed the wine.
They sucked the pulp ot plum and peach;

They sang, they jested, and they laughed.
For each was loved of each.

I listened to their honest chat:
Said one: we shall Be

Plodding along the featureless sands
And coasting mile and miles ot ses."

Said one: "Before the turn of tide
We will achieve the eyrie-seat- ."

Said one: shall, be like
but much more sweet."

said they, strong with hope.
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OF TWO
- KNOWN POETS.

And dwelt upon the pleasant way;
cried they one and all.

While no one spoke ot yesterday.
Their life stood full at blessed noon;

I. only I, had passed away.
and they cried:

I was of yesterday.

I shHered, comfortless, hut cat
No chill across the table cloth; t

I, shivered sad f:
To stay, and yet to part how loth:

I passed from the fumlllar room,
(

I who from Ioe had passed away, i

XJke the remembrance of a guest
That tarrleth but a day.

Christina Rossetti's poems are as widely
various as the reach of human emotions.
Here is her "De Profundls." which strikes
a note that is unusual:

Oh. why Is heaven built so far.
Oh Is earth set so remote?

1 cannot rench the nearest star
That hangs afloat.

I would not rare to m':i the moon.
One round monotonous of eh?n?j;

Yet even she repeats her tune
Heond my range.

I never watch the scattered fI.-- ,

Of stars, or sun's train
But all my heart Is one desire.

And all In aln:
For I am bound with fleshly bands.

Joy. beauty, lie beyond my scooe:
I strain my heart, I stretch my hinds.

And catch at hope.

Hero Is another, called "Golden Glarie9":
The buttercup Is like a golden cup.

The marigold Is like a golden frill.
The dalv with a golden eje looks up.

And golden spreads the flag belde the rill.
And gay and golden nods th daffodil.

The gorsey common swells a golden sea.
The cowslip hands a hjad of goldin tips.

And golden drips the honev which the bee
Sucks (from sweet hearts of flowrs and storst

and sips.
"A Daughter of Eve" Is delightfully mus!--'

cat:
A fool I was to sleep at noon.

Ami wak when nlsht Is chilly
Beneath the comfortles, cold moon
A fool to pluck my roe too soon.

A fool to snap my Illy.
Mi- - garden-plo- t I hae not kept:

Faded and
I weep as I ha never wept;
Oh. It was summer when 1 slept.

It's winter now I waken.
Talk what you please of future S'nns

And d sweet
Stripped bare of hope and everything.
No more to laugh, no more to sing.

I sit alone with sorrow.
Here are some lines from her poem on

"Memory": ,

I nursed It In my bosom while It lived.
I hid It In my heart when It was dead;

In joy I sat alone, even so I grieved
Alone and nothing said.

I have a room whererato no one enters
Save I myself alone:
There sits a blessed memory on a throne.

There my life center".

ETIQUETTE REQUIRED.
SCHOOLBOYS and girls well rememoef
the lesson In etiquette which General Wash-Ingt- on

taught Lord Howe, when the Brit
Ish commander sought officially to ignore) v
the rights of the Americans as belllgerentil
by addressing a letter to "George WaehV t
Ington. Esq.." as If he were a private cltl- - .

zen. General Henry Knox was an Interme-
diary In the affair, and on July 15. 177J. he
wrote an Interesting account of It to his
wife, which has been published In the re-

cent biography of. the general written by
Noah Brooks.

Lord Howe yesterday sent a flag of truca
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 receive the message.
When we came to them, the officer who
was, I believe, captain of the Eagle, man-of-w- ar,

rose up and bowed.- - keeping his)
hat off: """""'-

"I have a letter, sir, from Lord Howe to
Mr. Washington." ' .

"Sir, says Colonel Reed, "wephve noj
person in our army with that address." "3

"Sir," says the officer, "will you look aT
the address?' He took out of his pocket
letter which was thus addressed: I

George Washington, Esq., f r
Howe. New York;
"No. sir." says Colonel Jteeti, "I cann

receive that letter."
"I am sorry." says the officer, "and

will be Lord Howe if any error In the S'&
perscrlptlon should prevent the letter frc
being received by General Washlnajton." r

"Why, sir." says Colonel Reed, "I mi
obey orders." f.

i "Oh. yes, sir. you must obey orders, to
sure."

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

Colonel Reed said: "You are sensible, s
army."
of the rank of General Washington ?TrM

"Yes, sir, we are. I am sure my Lrfri
Howe will lament exceedingly this affai ' in tha Intl.. la ....I. a a ..l.ll kmo tun Kiic, to 14U11C ui a uivii uaiura SUfV
"-- k ui - uiic. xic mmtQii eotcvtsT .ingiy tnat ne was not here a Uttle soon' J.:E v
wnicn we supposed to allude to the Decli wie ' ?J.
tion of independence; upon which we
and parted In the most genteel terms
lnable. m'i

t 3THEIR NICKNAMES. ra
"WITH the Idea of naming my boys," sa, 3a white-haire- d man. "so that there coui.'S

wm
l?

J

be no I always 'rKf d'i
tested-- ln the family, we called the &

uia,uv, -- mw a,.vwii., lll
Edgar, the fourth Edwin, the fifth
mm t.-l-! DJJkl.. iV

.mai. sureiy served your purpose, aianir?
It?' one of the listeners.

"Not at all," rejoined the patriarch, rath, '4

Ki-.r.

K-.-

'ttji

flray

asked

er snameiaceaiy. "tieginnmg wltn tile eld,
est. they were known as Eddie,, Chucki .1

,. anu(i..jr, aiugjjms mm jrete, ana every. 5
mother's son of them answered proudly tc
his nickname."

CULTIVATING ' 1

CHEEBPULNES8J
boiie years ago I resolved ft cultivate, J
habitual rhpprfnlnpaa ..info.- - all ..,- -
stance'. It has not been an easy task, both
I have succeeded, and now. drifting on tormy eightieth birthday, burdened with
heavy cares, stripped of those nearest ana if
dearest to me'by' death. I am not sorrowful. v

am not "going down hill." as neonln m-- r j--

fifl

of the old, but "up hill" all the way, ancUjl(i
hot sure mat. nie Deiter tanner on. fj(.v

LAUREATENONSEN8E.
TENNYSON Is said to have been fond ot
foolish fun, that ever delightful sort of tun
which Is not wit but nonsense.

One day, at Burlington House, he asked
the guests a conundrum which hn hart lust
made:

"Who are the greatest women is the
world?'

The answer was:
"Miss Ourl, the Misses Ippl and SaraGossa."

RESOLVE.
BUILD on resolve, and not upon regret.

The structure of thy future. Do riot rop
Among the shadows of old sins, but hit

Thine own soul's light shine on the path
of hope

And dissipate the darkness. Waste no tearsUpon the blotted record of lost vr- -

But turn the leaf, and smile, oh, smile; to
BCD ..

The fair white pages that remain to tbeeijlr,ua Yvneeier Wilcox in Success., y
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