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oetry Of Farm Lif
Poetry ‘arm Life.
Raising crurs is not all of farming, This .should be
a truth as well |
“(atching fish is not all of fishing” to the angler,

[n the “*Report of the Kansas State Board of Agri-
culture for the Quarter Ending March 1914"---which
.« one of the intaresting publica{ions which redound to

fame of Secretary F. D. Coburn-—-we find an ad-
dress by Mrs, Margaret Hill McCarter of Topeka at
the forty-third annual meeting of the board, which
eloquently sets forth this great truth. If the farmer
appreciated this truth there would be less heard of the

“lure of the city” and the census returns would tell
ther story.

POETRY OF THE FARM.
In Mrs. MeCarter's address, “The Farm Four-
Square,” are the following passages, which are well
worth reproducing:
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| known to the farmer as is the maxim |

The last limitation for the farm is the love measure. |

“Ten years ago tonightit wasmy privilege to ad-
iress this body. I spoke that night about ‘farm life

prose.,” | make a plea tonight for the poetry of life
o1 the farm; for a wider appreciation of the beauty
there; the beauty that sets a line of glory about the
dull commonplace life, drifting toward the wearing
lrudgery of toil, the narrowing lust for lucre, the
oarse, hard bonds of selfishness. Nature, who never
did betray the heart that loved her, has been most
ind to the farmer. The misty glory of sunrise, and
the majestic grandeur of sunset, the cooling breath
from the summer shower, the smiling fields of ripen-
 grein, the frost-fired splendor of autumn---all are
Into eyes that can see this beauty comes the
vision of larger purposesin work than the days can
measure. The farmer whe looks down the long fur-
rows may seedown the long years the harvests of
nobler plantings--may picture the bigger farm, the
bigger increase, the bigger oppor unity and influence
for himself, the bigger, broader, better life for his
‘hildren. Some clever pbet it was who wrote the lines:

** “Turn on the electrical light, mether,
And start the electrical fan,
And set yourself down here beside me
On this velvet, imported divan
Fur a heart-to-heart talk of the old time,
When we lived in a house built of sod,
And didn’t have nothin' to speak of
But a trust in old Kansas and God.
‘* ‘We took up this hundred and sixty,
An old soldier’'s homestead, and bere
We serimped and we saved for a livin’,
An’ a slim one, too, year after year.
An’ what with the dreught an” the hoppers,
Things often looked desputly gray,
But we kept the ¢ld faith-pot a biﬁn’
Till things got to comin’ our way.” "’

[t was this very “‘trust in oI’ Kansas an” God” that
has brought at last these fabulous per cents of farm
values cited a little while ago. The farmer who
bounds his farm four-square with this measure of love
where beauty and inspiration and hope and vision have
:'Jt@ce, must find time not only to work, but to let go
of work.. We have too many retired farmers in our
cities now--retired, galley-slaves who spent the years
when life should be most wholesome and joyous in
one endless round of tread-mill toil, chaining their
boys to long hours of laborand few hours of leisure.
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These read sermons to the boys of the evils of city life |

and preached the g(:rel of staying on the farm, the
while they strain

breaking point in order to earn and save money enou

to retire from the farm and spend
days in the city.

Frankly, the city doesn’t need them. They never
assimilate well. Their money is invested outside its
berders. They objectto public improvements, they
join the taxpayers’ league and fight the commercial
club. They vote with the grouchers and prophesy the
speedy going of the whole country to the dogs. These
are beyond help now. But to you farmer men, to-
night, theey teach by adverse example the lesson of
letting go; of living as you work; of a love for the
farm that shall build into your lives and the lives of
vour children the bl est memories of happiest
days. Time is money, not alone time filed up with
work, but time now and then filled up with play.

The fourth dimemsion of the four-square farm
beunds the children most. They are the hope of our
country. They are ‘‘the dogs” to which affairs are
tending. It is the right of the farm-bred boy and gi:|
to have the best education and opportunity--to be
“‘city broke” while they live and love the life of the
country. Money invested in children ex:eeds in value
all the per cents of crop and stock increase. Would
vou be a successful farmer? As one whose life for
three decades was close to the soil, let me ur = you
tonight to measure your farm four-square, by the land
that you claim, by the labor of your hands, by the
light of your intelligence and the love that carries a
consciousness - of its beauty and the inspiration and
vision of the best things the farm may give to you and
your family.

In the State of Kansas two decades of wonderful

muscle and nerve to the very |

their useless old |

— -
prosperity are rounded out.

closing session, you have the records of twenty teem-
ing fears. This change from prairie sod to fleld of
the cloth of gold has been due to many things. Will
I be speaking out of place if I say that toone man
among you so large a measure is due that we rob no
other men of credit when we pay homage to him? 1
mean the man who for twenty years has held the
vision of a better farm, of a bigger life for the farmer
who, finding that the agricultural dictionary held no
such word as fail, has voiced and writ‘en and believed
that victory and farmingFare synononyms in the Kan-
sas tongue, | mean Foster Dwight Cobarn, for

twenty vears the light-bearer to the farm land and |

farm life here, and the light-bearer from these to the
whole world. .

And after him, may I pay a word of tribute to you,
who =it here tonight, the owners, not alone of sections
or quarters thereof, but of the real farms, four-square
to the world, by all the bounds I have tried to draw?”

Looking down the years you have striven and won
to the mastery, I hold you in that peerage, rulers of
realms so well outlined by a Kansas pioneer poet, Mrs.
J. K. Hudson, who wrote:

In all the story of the world of man. e &

Who blazed the way to greater, better things?
Who stopped the migration of wild men,

And set the noble task of building human homes”
The learned recluse? The former teacher”

The poet singer? The soldier, voyager,

Our ruler?  'Twas none of this proud line. _
The man who digged the ground foretold the destiny
Of m=n. 'Twas he made anchor for the heart;
Gave meaning to the hearthstone and the birthplace,
And planted vine and fig tree at the door

He made e’en nations possible! Aye, when

With his stone ax he made a ho2, he carved,
Uawillingly, the ssepter of the world.

The steps by which the multitude have climbed
Were all rough-hewn by this base implement;

Inits rude pathLave follewed all the minor

Arts of men: mark back along the centuries
And hear its march across the continents,

From zone to zone, all around the bounteous world,
The man whose skill mikes rich the barren field
And causes grass to grow, and flowers to blow,
And fruits to ripen aod grain turn to gold—

That man is king. Long live the king!
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A Woman's Sigh for Feeedom.

Oh, to be alone!

To escape from the work, the play
The tulking every day;

To escape from all I have done,
And all that remains to do.
To escape—yes, even from you,
My only love, and be

Alone and free,

Could I only stand
Between gray moor and gray sky
Where the winds 2nd the plovers
cry,
And no man is at hond;
And feel the free wind blow
On my rain wet face, and know
I am free—not yours, but my
OWn- -
Free, and alone!

For the soft firelight
And the home of your heart, my
dear,
They hurt, being always here,
I want to stand upright,
And to cool my eyes in the air.
And to see how my back can bear
Burdens —to try, to know,
To learn, to grow!

[ am omly you! |
I am yours, part of you, your wife!
And | have no other life,
I cannot think, cannot do;
I cannot breathe, cannot see;
There is “‘us,” but there is
Cdme;“
And worse, at your kiss I grow
Contented so.

Did You Know That---

Harry Thaw was sane’

On the left side of the Panama Canal there are four
alligators, 12 palm trees and 1 shore?
A bob-cat may also be a tom-cat?

On the planet Mars all the sane people are kept
locked up, asthe Martians find less cells are needed in

this way?

In these days, Little Red Ridin‘F Hood would have
to be Little Red Motor Car Hood!

(George Bernard Shaw admits he steals any good lit-
erary stuff he sees, but we can’t dope out what he does
with it?

For rheumatism a tango tea is better than sage tea?

not
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Tonight, with this, your |
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A BUDDING GENIUS.

Ambitions and Hard Work of the Bey
Saint Gaudens.
Immediately on being appren-
ticed to Avet I applied for admis-
sion to the drawigg school of the
Cooper institute, and every even-

Left Till Called For.

When Wilkinson went to his of-
fice one day last week be felt calm
and contented. e hadg't any need
to worry about his wile’s loneliness
any more, for he had honght a capi-

tal watchdog for her.

£ !'.;,.'r‘-_ i YN ‘n':" Y 101
ing after my return from work at| . _P“t_,l_“‘ e ‘“v ‘1‘9;}::::.
6 o'clock and s hasty tea 1 went /" ° " Jeba i Lo
= ble news that the doo had pone.

| down there, where my artistic edu- “Eh ™ eaid Wilkineon.  “Did be
cation began. L i haive tham ¥ .

{ I can recall there the kindly im- br"';‘{‘... g l et 2 rest

' ession produced on me by Abram/ o]'-. '.-.ﬂ"{ _ 1_ ~ w-ﬂ feldie :

Hewitt as be glanced at mo dur-| o0y 5 agently that 11t

ing some function. Father at that dfw~lll'-;~-el g PRt e o e

| tisne was making shoes for the |'° ' R Ty

o 8 the tramp to pieces the masty do

Cooper family, and I supposs that| _ " " & =\ 10

| that is why he looked at me. The "in "0 (4w eid Wilkinson

| feeling of profound gratitude for yq W T L0 ramp 1
the help which | have Lad Prom ; ey EI_

‘ that institution abides with me to - i

. this day.

| It was during the next two or A Baceliss Couia

| three years thmt my first aspirations (.0 roed to the
and ambitions made themselves . 1.0t 6f iterly dissim-
felt. 1 became s terrific worker, j1.. 1 rrarthelion yoamed o=

| tO!]ln.f eve I‘} Illght “nnl 11 O'dO('k g('t‘-“’f ol fl‘ P men was g’n_

!fl{'!‘ the l.‘.’o?er imtih:l“ WS OVEr, arally cor ol to be a “freak.” His
in the conviction that in me anoth-| o0 0 w00 John,

er heu\'enh bnmlgenms had been “John and J'm sre .-prtainl"' «
! ‘i‘ #n to t & Wor . far air"' nnln 1 L(\T“nbd L
I can recall thinking in"publis| T aJopn tnd inLody are 8 queer
conveyances that if the men stand- pair,” opined somclods eloa.
ing on the platform sround me| Poor John!—Exchangs
could realize how great s genius|
Me Meant Weli

P

was rubbing elbows with them in
the quiet losking boy by their side
they would be profoundly impress-
ed. As a result, I was so exhausted
the confining work of cameo
cutting by day and by drawing at
night that in the morning 1 was §&
literally dragged out of bed by E
mother, pushed over to the wash- ||
stand, where ] gave myself s cat’s| QY
lick somehow or other, driven to| |
the seat at the table, administered | SRS
my breakfast, which consisted of
tea and large quantities of the long| |
French loaves of bread with butter,
snd tumbled downstairs, out inte
the street, where I awoke —“Rem
iniscences of Augustus Saint Gew
dens” in Century.
e =~

Maybe The ts Net the Ouly Oue,

1

| Harold-Wi you take my sest, lady!
~-Ally Sloper.

What Foods Welgh

It may be convenient to kmow
|that one quart of flour weighs one
pound; a quart of cornmeal, one
.ﬁnmd and two ounces; a quart of
|best sugar, one pound; a quart of
'powdered white sugar, one pound
land one ounce; a quart of best
brown sugar, one pound and two
ounces; that ten gs weigh one
pound, though this depends some-
what on the size; sixteen large ta-
blespeonfuls make half a pint; a
quart of butter, one pound and one
ounce.
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Baocker's Daugliter—The baron loves | To Wash Chameis Leather.

.:i’:un‘;m' —-'I'h:: ::e‘;:::yy.m pet| Make a weak solution of soap
fo you know whether he loves any ome and warm water. Rub pientv of
sise ' Jugend. ‘soft soap into the leather and let

‘it soak for two hours, then rudb it
One Rffeet of Geod Worka |till quite clean. Afterward rinse
lit well in a weak snlution of warm
water, soda and yellow soap. After
|rinsing wring it well in a rough

:towel, dry quickly and pull about
till quite soft then be bet=
Illf than mnast pow hors

A Great Change.,

Bevera! vears agn Lord Clonmel
brought to this country a string of
race horse:, and at the close of the

season P’hil Dwyer gave & banquet
in his honor. Sheriff Tom Dunn of
New York was called upon for a

epgech.
| p‘.rl-‘nith and this is the wonderful
country !” said Dunn. “I was a poor
Irish lad, and me dear old mother,
God rest her soul, hardly had pen-
nies enough to bring me over. And
here I am tonight sitting cheek by
m— g{l with Lord Clonmel himself!
2 B y, me fn'ondl.t. bml*:nin the old
Tipperary davs' I couldn’t get near
lnzugh to his lordship to hit him
with s shotgun!"—Everybody's.

Bood News For the Editer,

Nearly a Here.

*“Pands up!”

The passengers on the Pullmas
par took in the situation at a glance
and did exactly what the train rob
ber told them to do.

At the points of his guns he re 1': l—;:c:;“t:::n?m::-
fieved them of their valuables. But| go.; wes the refrain of the bud-

ot the sicht of one woman he
puused with a start.

“Who are you, woman? he de
manded. k

“1* she quavered, “am Miss Fay
de Fluffie, the well known actres
Herq are my jewels. Take them
all!™

The holdup held up his head
proudly.
“No,” he replied; “I may be s

robber, but I am no Pm

ur wealth!”

ding poet's latest production, and
when it reached the hands of the
weary editor, who had been bom-
barded by bushels of unavailable
outpourinrs from the same source,
he premptly sent it back, with the
following terse and businesslike in-
dorsement :

“Glad to hear it! Keep Kitty
right on the job! Any time that
she strikes for higher wages let me
know, and I will make up the dif-
ference If rather than have her
h’—i’: York Dimes = .
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