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Poetry Of Farm Life.
liaising croos is not all bl farming. This should be
truth as well known to the farmer as is the maxim

itching fish k not all of fishing" to the angler.
In the "Report of the Kansas State Hoard of

culture for the Quarter Ending March 1914" which
. of the interesting publications which redound to

lame of Secretary F. D. Coburn we find an ad-b- y
Mrs. Margaret Hill McCarter of Topeka at

forty-thir- d annual meeting of the board, which
el quently sets forth this great truth. If the farmer

; reciated this truth there would be less heard of the
"lure of the city" and the census returns would tell
ai t her story.

In Mrs.
N

POETRY OF THE FARM.
McCarter's address, "The Farm

Niuare. are me ioi lowinir nassatres. wfiirh jm
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Agri- -

wortn reproducing:
The last limitation for the farm is the love measure.
"Ten years ago tonight it was nay privilege to ad-

dress this body. I spoke that night aoout 'farm life
in prose. I make a plea tonight for the poetry of life
i i the farm; for a wider appreciation of the beauty
there; the beauty that sets a line ol glory about the
dull commonplace life, drifting toward the wearing
drudgery of toil, the narrowing lust for lucre, the
coarse, hard bonds of selfishness. Nature, who never
did betray the heart that loved her, has been most
kind 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- -

g grein, the frost-fire- d splendor of autumn all are
Iiis. Into eyes tjhat car see this beauty comes the
vision of larger jfurposes in work than the days can
measure. The farmer who looks down the long fur-
rows may see down 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 pfcet it was who wrote the lines:

" 'Turn on the electrical light, mether,
And start the electrical fan.

And set yourself down here be.-i-d me
On this velvet, imported divan

Fur a heart-to-hea- rt 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 here
Ve scrimped and we saved for a livin'.

An' a slim one. too. year afttr year.
An' what with the drcuarht an' the hoppers,

Things often looked desputly gray.
Hut we kept the eld faith-p- ot a bilin'

Till things got to comin' our way.' "

It was this very "trust in of Kansas an' God" that
has brought at last these fabulous per cents of farm
values cited a little while ago. The farmer who

'unds his farm four-squa- re with this measure of love
where beauty and inspiration and hope and vision have
pjace, must find time not only to work, but to let go

work. We hate too many retired farmers in our
fies now--retire- d, galley-slave- s who spent trhe years

when life should be most wholesome and joyous in
me endless round of tread-mil- l toil, chaining their
boyi to long hours of labor and few hours of leisure.
These read sermons to the boys of the evils of city life
and preached the gosiiel of staying on the farm, the
while they strained muscle and nerve to the very
breaking point in order to earn and save money enough
to retire from the farm and spend their useless old
days in the city.

Frankly, the city doesn't need them. They never
assimilate well. Their money is invested outside its
borders. They obiect to 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, thtey teach by adverse example the lesson of
letting go; of living as you work; of a love for the
larm that shall build into your lives and the lives of
your children the blessedest memories of happiest
days. Time is money, not abne time fiMed up with
work, but time now and then rilled up with play.

The fourth dimension of the four-squa- re 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-bre- d boy and gii 1

to have the best education and opportunity to be
"uty broke" while they live and love the life of the
country. Money invested in children exceeds in value
all the per cents of crop and stook increase. Vould
you be a successful farmer9 As one whose life for
three decades was close to the soil, let me urew you
tonight to measure your farm four-squar- e, by the land
that you claim, by the labor of your hands, by the
light of your intelligence and the love '.hat 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 sf wonderful

prosperity are rounded out. Tonight, with this, your
closing session, you have the records of twenty teem-
ing years. This change from prairie sod to field of
the cloth of gold has been due to many things. Will
I be speaking out of place if I say that to one man
among you so large a measure is due that we rob no
other rm.n of credit when we pay homage to him? I

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 written and believed
that victory and farming are synononyms in the Kan-

sas tongue. I mean Foster Dwight Coburn, for
twenty years the light-bear- er to the farm land and
farm life here, and the light-bear- er from these to the
whole world.

And after him, may I pay a word of tribute to you,
who sit here tonight, the owners, not alone of sections
or quarters thereof, but of the real farms, four-squar- e

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
lealms so well outlined by a Kansas pioneer poet, Mrs.
J. K. Hudson, who wrote:

In all the story of the world of mm.
Who blazed the way to greater, better things?
Who stopped the migration of wild men.
And set the noble task of building human homea?
The learned reclue? 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. Twa9 he made anchor for the heart;
Gave meaning to the hearthstone and the birthplace.
And planted v ine and fig tree at the door
He made e'en nations possible! Aye. when
With his stone ax he made a ho?, he carved,
Unwillingly, tkesepter of the world.
The steps by which the multitude have climbed
Were all rough-hew- n by this base implement;
In its rude path have followed all the minor
Arts of men: taark back along the centuries
And hear ita march across the continents,
From zone to zone, all around the bounteous world,
The man whose skill m ikes rich the barren fnAd
And causes grass to grow, and flowers to blow.
And fruits to ripen and grain turn to gold
That man is kmg. Long live the king!

H Woman's Sigh (or Freedom.

Oh, to be alone!
To escape from the work, the play
The talking 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 pnd 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!
I am only you! ,

I am yours, part of you, your wife!
And I have no other life,

I cannot think, cannot do;
I cannot breathe, cannot see;
There is 4us," but there is not

"me;"
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-c- at may also be a torn cat?

On the planet Mars all the sane people are kept
locked up, as the Martians find less cells are needed in
this way?

In these days. Little Red Hiding Hood would have
to be Little Red Motor Car Hood?

George Bernard Shaw admits he steals anv 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?

A BUDDING GENIUS.

Ambitions and Hard Work of ths Bo
Saint Gaudant.

Immediately on being appren- - .

ticed tu A vet I applied for admit-- anv
fcV

lion tu the drawiuai school of the . f

Left
his

one last felt

ws V u r"U Jill " Hi j
. 7 Trimore, for r- - had nought a caw- -

. . , . ,

Cooper institute, sod even- -
I

every J But, alas, whn he arrive1 homeafter return from work at..xng my .'ma wife mot turn with the depiora-- 6

odock and a haaty tea I went
(

,

down there, where my artistic edu-- ,
..Fl... M k)id ha

cation began. the rhaiiI can there the kindly in-- j t.v .. .outn, replied, great,
produced on me by Abrain

reasion v ttglv look in.' tramp came nor j' taa he danced at me ,r,
6 acted in impudentlv that 1 I t

fraction, at thatmam d l0OM But moa.l of te.n.time making .hoe. for the iecM d
Cooper family, and I suppose Ätt off
that la why he !o,kod at me the MQmt Pcott, gaid Wilkinson.":'. Tn.: TV ' tramp I

that institut. on abides with me to
this day.

It waa during the next two or aw
three years that nny Brit aspirations fnr-vc- r

and ambitions mude themselves BUD;crt of h
felt I oecame a ternnc worker, jjar
toiling ecry night until 11 o'clock etrr
after the uoper inatitute over, erauv col ! to be a "freak." His
in the conviction that anoth- -

wafl John,
er heaven genius had been j0hn an--

T n are certainly a
given to the world. srueer 'ombody.

I can recall thinking in public J0hn ' a qua
conveyances that if the men stand- - pr," opin edj elae.
ing on the platform around pic John !Ki -- hang
coma realize now great a genaue

rubbing elbows with them in
the quiet losjking boy by their side
they would profoundly impress-
ed. As a I waa so exhausted
by the confining work of cameo
cutting by day and by drawing at
nicht thut in the morning I waa.
literally dragged out of bed by
mother, pushed over to the wash- -

siana, wnere gave imseu a mm

lick somehow or other, driren to
the seat at the table, administered
my breakfast, which consisted of j

tea and large quantities of the long
French loavee of bread with butter,
nd tumbled downstairs, out into

the street, where I awoke. "Rem j

iniacencea Augustus Saint Gau
in Century.

trhe fibs? 1Vt mm Ool .

EL'?

DsugLter The baron
ste. H- - proposed to me today.

Her Friend Then ha loves you.
to you know whether be Iotm any
alaeT-Jufa- nd.

Ob Starret of Go4 WorSxa.

--GreaL n:thbor. whars
i.penedburfUra, flra or what?"
"Nope; mf wife's church ta bold In s

rammafrv sala to sjet moosjy to
ta Lea tb. .. "

Nearly a M

TTan'l up:"
The jsakaeitgeri on the PunmaB

took in the s tuati- - n at a glance
and did exactly what the train rob-

ber told them to do.
At the point his puns he re-

lieved them ol their vsluahles. But
t the c k t of one woman he

pauced with start.
"Who are you, woman?" he de

mandod.
"I," she qusrered, "am Miss Fay

Fluffie, the well known actress.
Ii ere are mv jewels. Take them
all!"

The holdup held up his head
prondlv.

"No," he replied; I may be a
robber, but I am no pres agent.
Keep your wealth 1" Cleveland

Öealer.

Till Called Far.
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Harold-W- in jou take mj taat, lad1
-- AJly Slope.

Wiat Foods Waigtv

It may be convenient to
that one q-ia- of flour weighe
pound; a quart of cornmeal,

Cund and two ounces: a quart oi
st suear. one pound: a quart of

powdered white sugar, one pound
and 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

ul make half a pint; a
quurt of butter, one pound and one
ounce.

To Waah Chamois Laathar.
Make a week solution of seep

and warm water. Rub plenty of
soft soap into the leather ana let
it soak for two hours, then rub it
till quite clean. Afterward rinse
it well in a weak solution of warm
water, soda and el low goap. After
rinsing wring it well in a rough
towel, dry quickly nn.l p'ill about
till quite soft It wil then be bet-

ter than B rs

A Great Changa.
Several rem ago Lord r"lonme1

brought to this co mtry a string of
race horse , and at tle close of the
season Vh. Dwvet cave a banquet

I in his honor. Sheriff Tom Dunn of
ew l ork was caaed upon for a

ppyh.
.Keith and this is the wonderful

country!" said Dunn. 'I was a poor
Irish lad, snd me dear old mother,
God rest her soul, hardly hed pen-
nies enough to bring me over. And
here I am tonirht sitting cheek bv
Jowl with Iord Clonmel himself!
Why, me friends bark in the old
Tipperary davs' I couldn't get nemr
enough to his lordship to nit hin
rith a ahotgun!" Ererybody'a,

Ooad N- - vs Far tha Fdltaf.
'v Inn my muaj takaa sksJBSi

I al ticvd, 1 cannot wrtta.

8u ws- - the refrain of the bud-
ding poet's latent production, and
whan it reached the hands of the
weary editor, who had been bom-
barded by biiühels of unavailable
outpouring from the same source,
he promptly cnt it back, with tha
following terse and businesslike in-

dorsement :

--Glad to hear it! Keep Kitty
right on the job! Any time that
the strikes for higher wage let me
know, and I will make up the dif-

ference mveelf rather than have her
"2tw York lime


