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h & GLD. Roberts new volumo;

[ ntitle h# Book o:'g& Rose,” justi

. publisied PY the Copp, Company¥y

Moronip, répresents the substance of

'# output during the last four

t-is mofean abundant muse of
Wnspirationi. but it is t

Mr. Roberts rarely writes

wide eln
l&lteu a

MISS PAULINE JOHNSON'S POEMS |

The d vol of songs,

hedty Miss-Rmity:
Cdhadiall poet, has just been

;
@ that hiStoaw-wreigan &° 0o, 'ra}an:ﬁ‘ “u noi

work is always markod by distinction.
In The Book of the Rose a new note of
in sensuous beauty, the recognition
n‘nm ! ‘clousnen of love, 18 strongly
'i e, at’ mioments, loses
m«m he mastér of sensuous
werse,’ Bwlnburm, in .the délirtum of
nielodious sound. Take, for example,
tHE Hnes: —

o, 8ad molith, scarlet, passionate,
8hows.-ane, the world's .desire,
fDhe mirth that is the mask of pain,
And that hmnoru.l fire.
Eh e ady 3¢
8 {wh by the folich of ‘kiss on kiss
om 'a's ‘eternal core,
Frail,. fl ggmng_ mordant, keen, un-
Jtg_bauenched,
Whe: umo shall be no more."”

‘book -lngn the beauty of wo-
budf thé muystery of the rose:—

thé moth to drain you sweet,
¥ n"pxoﬁgh the gregl be death.”
h ‘n“utm TLTRUIE e i
#Q Rose,” blossom of longing—ths faint
%  guspense, and the fire.
Whe wistfulness of time, and the unas-
—suaged desire,
ﬁhe pity of tears on the pillow, the
H pang of tears unshed—
I’Wlth these your spirit is weary, with
. these your béauty is fed.”

'“he note -of passion is sustained
through many such keys, minor, peril-
gusly sweet, and transported. Nearer

e normal level of the emotion are the

lp;les beginning:—
w llttle I Xnew when I first saw

And go‘ur éyes for a moment question-

mine,

‘n amounted to this—that the dawn and
l the dew,

The m|dmght's dark, and the mid-

‘“—~noon's shine,

The awe of the silent, soaring peak,

° The harebell’s blue, and the cloud in
: the blue,

And. all.the beauty I sing and seek,

¥ Would come to mean—just you!”

{

"Iﬁ thé ‘cesond part of the volume the

the title “Canadian Born,” and forms
a most interesting supplement to the
charming volume, ‘“The White Wam-
pum,” published in England a few
years ago, As indicated by its title,
there is a dellberate attempt to accen-
tuate the awakened Canadianism of
which one hears so much nowadays.
Nevertheless, Miss Johnson is not less
loyal to her own lineage than she was
in her former volume, and in the
frontisplece and the introduction it is
as a descendant of the great Mohawk
tribe that she presents herself. More-
over, many-of her most picturesque and
appealing songs deal with Indian life;
and are premeated with the poetic
melancholy of , a blasted and dying
people,

There séems to be a rooted incem-
patability between patriotism and
poetry; Shakespeare aloné (and this in
certain passsages of King John), was
able to unite patriotic fervor with pure
beauty. Miss Johnson's el‘lorts in this
direction, “Canadian Born,” and the
“Riders ol the Plains,” do not compel
one to altar one's opinion on this mat-
er, but they have the requisite swing
and dash, and should certainly prove
popular, especially with mixed audi-
ences. The note she sounds may be
illustrated by the following stanzas
from “Canadian Born.”:

“We first saw light M Canada, the
land beloved of God;

‘We are the pulse of Canada, its mar-
row and its blood;

And we, the men of Canada, can face
the world and brag

That we were born in Canada beneath
the British flag.

Few of us have the pblasd of kings,
few are of courtelly. birth,

But féw are vagabonds er rogues of
doubtful name and worth;

And all have one éredential that en-
titles us to brag

That we were born in Canada beneath
the British flag.”

P

i it Sttt
A WAR OF‘ WORDS.

Something About Languu;e That Needs
A Rest, By Willis Brooks,

There are few studies more interest-
ing than that of the daily growth of
“correct” language through the mere

poet returns to the vein in which he| porgistence of error.” It seems as if the

§ the commmon heart, his glancing thought
touching to Illuminate a thousand
common things, significant, divine, in

tute and the spirit of man. We have

will be  best loved and understood by | qeil were in some expressions. No

amount of evidence that they are errors
can keep them out of the lanhguage,
notwithstanding: théey are conéelved in
ignorance and not an argument of any

he Sl'::\t‘.d“d Ship,” “The -Pir_‘f'r'f‘ of | Kind can be adduced in their favor.
he Pool,” “The FirstPloughing,” “The| y 4o not refer to slang. That is the

vative,—Rocks, I ad]l gne With You;
8ea, 1 am Yours"—'@hitd of the In-
finite,” and a very lovely, hopeful poem

in “Fhe Great and the Little Weavers.”
; —
'PSYCHOLOGICAL TALES,
Literary Lnndn'mrks of Oxford. By

. Lawrence Hutton. Illustrated. (New

«~-¥orkj Charles Scribner’s Sons.)

beginning of much that is best and
strongest in our language. I refer to
such blundering expressions as, for in-
stance, ““He was ill during his imprison-
ment,” meaning not that his illness was
of equal duration with his lmprison’-
ment, but that he was ill perhaps no
more than one day in ten years of im-
prisonment. Indeed, within a week
past I read in a reputable public print
of a man who “was shot during the

"Mr. Hutton's book. differs entirely | Spanish war. Sporty folk might call

from Paul Bourget's Impressions of

that a “long shot.”

Oxford—a. charming . volume recently About thirteen years ago I wrote the
ransiated and published in London by | following yarn for the purpose of re-

f. ‘Wilford Bell. -As the American's so-
Jouyn in_the great university town was
of. anly six weeks’ duration, his book
is not. =0 informingly and entertaining-
ly written as John Corbin’s recent vol-
ume'énititled “An American at Oxford.”

| Mr, Hutton’s’ Mmain’object was to see
what couid be done in localizing famous
Oxford men of past’ generauuns that is,
to find out where they lived and what
college traditions still exist concerning
them. 'The duthor takes up the colleges
alphabetically, nnq‘ crowds into the few
pages given to each many bits of per-
sonal history that are well worth re-
cording. The references to the Uni-
versity as, it {8 now, are merely inci-
dental, atid no, living Oxford scholars
are mentionedi. but attention should
ertainly be drawn to the thirteen ad-
mirable-fllpstrations from the pencil -of
erbert Railton. Mr. Hutton informs
his readers that what he learnt at Ox-
ford Fem~hasthere set down patiently,
and, he thinks, correctly,”
over, that in composing his
* "he 'has consulted ‘‘hun-
umes of loeal history, bio-
correspond-
e regniniscences. He could
‘et been expectpd to do mere,
' and fHd DOOR Has'a captivating tone of
intinad I# evdtence,

e

MlBlY .. Nelson Page,
| (Tormoto: The Copp,

MR Page has ]ong Bince been the ac-
cepted chronicler of the south and ths
) old tq}me that some of his admirers
are gigappointed at finding him forsak-
ing Fagiecialty”” for ‘‘general practice”
in his¥edefit fiGvel.. He. had no small
share, it ‘has béen well said, in bring-
ing about thé healing 6f old wounds,
and '1;\ indugcing the north to under-
ntanﬂ qnd respegt the view-point of the
L."Gordon XKelth” tells us in

mln #ht ‘ddrall of a young Virginian
| of ‘Blue blood” and gentle breeding,
whofi; the olose of, the war finds still a

. boy,zwith: his fortune wrecked and his
es in | life gone, while his

d, ' of Southern Colbnel

M to become the over-

éstate where his an-

- B had reigned

supreme ‘for about two hundred years.
Mr. Page ds at full length how his
.- ;?t JKeith, rose to the stern

Of ‘his ' untoward situation,
Mificulties and finally em-

phiant from them. The

said to savor more of

nd perhaps autobigraphy,

tion; 'but under any circum-

standes thers 13 hardly any limit to the
yourlg. He¥o’s ‘adventures. Indeed, the
maig Sbjection to the novel is that the
scenes -are shifted too often, and that
the ‘‘dramatis- personae” are almost
too numerous for the: attention of the

audience " and . &pectators. The love |

stories that inélude. Alice Yorke and

cording some of the errors of speech
and print just then becoming more or
less common. At.that time perhaps
nobody worthy to speak on the subject
would have defended any of the ex-
pressions objected to, Yet today some,
not to say many, of them have become
by sheer persistence of use excusable,
if not absolutely correct, in the minds
of rather careful writers,
Language that Needs a Rest.

I was awakened in the middle of the
night by a disturbance in my library.
It did not seem to be the moise of
burglars. It was more like the mur-
muring of many tongues engaged in
spirited debate. I listened closely and
concluded that it must be some sort of
discussion by the words in my big un-
abridged dictionary. Creeping softly to
the door, 1 stood and iistened.

“I don't care,” said the little wurd
Of; “I may not be so very big, but that
is no reason why everybody should take
advantage of me. I am the most
mercilessly overwarked word in the dic-
tionary, and there is no earthly reason
for it, either. People say they ‘consid-
er of,’ and ‘approve of,’ and ‘accept of,’
and ‘admit of,’ all sorts of things. Then
they say ‘all of us,’ and ‘both of them,’

and tell about ‘looking out of’ the win-
‘dow, cutting a plece ®f bread ‘off of’
Mhe loaf, until I am utterly tired out.”

“Pshaw!” said the word Up. “I am
not much bigger than you and I do
twice as much work, and a great deal
of it needlessly, too, People ‘wake up’
in the morning and ‘get up’ and ‘shake
up’ their beds; and ‘dress up,’ and
wash up,” and ‘draw up’ to the table,
and ‘eat up’ and ‘drink up’ their break-
fast. Then they ‘jump up’ from the
table and ‘hurry up' to ‘go up' to the
éorner where the street car driver ‘pulls
up’ his horses and the passengers ‘as-
cend up’ the steps and ‘go up’ into the
front seats, and the conductor ‘takes
up’ the tickets. All this is done before
people ‘get up’ town and ‘take up’ their
day's work. From that time until they
‘put up’ their books and ‘shut up’ their
offices I do more work than any two
words in this book; and even after
business hours I am worked until peo
ple ‘lock up’ their houses and ‘go up’ to
bed, and ‘cover themselves up’ and
‘shut up’ their eyes for the night. It
would take a week to tell what I have
to put up’ with in a day, and I am a
good deal ‘worked up’ over it.”

“I agree that both Up and Of are
very much over-worked,” said the word
Btated, “but I think I, myself, deserve
a little sympathy. ¥ am doing not only
my own legitimate work, but also that
which ought to be done by my friend
Said. Nobody ‘says’ anything nowa-
days; he always ‘states’ it.”

‘“Yes,” chipped in -the funny Ilittle
word Pun, “these are very stately
times.”

Some of the words laughed at this,
but, Humor sald; “Pun {8 & simple-
ton."”

““No,” sald Wit; “he 18 a fellow of
duplicities.”

“He makes me tired,” said Slang.
Thon the discussion was resumed.

,-m&mﬂf»rm.“ga

naon, the

& else, and I don't see
what business As has in that sentence.”
“I think,” sald Propriety; “you two
should be divorced by mutual oonunt.
was & fluttering sound and a
clamor of voices,

‘'We,, too, ought ‘to be granted
dlvores,” was the substance of What
they sald; and among the voices I re-
cognige those of the following named
couples: Cover Over, HEnter In, From
Thence, Go Fetch, Have Got, Latter
End, Continue On, Converse Together,
New Beginner, Old Veteran, Return
Back, Rise Up, Bink Down, They Both,
Try And, More Perfect, Seldom Ever,
Almost Never, Feel Badly, United To-
gether, Two First, An One, Over Again,
Repeat Again, and many others,

‘When quietude had been restored, the
word Rest said: 'You words all talk
of being ovarworkéd, as if that were the
worst thing that could happen to a fel-
low, but I tell you it is much worse to
be cut out of your own work. Now
look at me. Here I am, ready and will-
ing to perform any part in the speech
of the day, but almost everybody passes
by me and employs my awkward ffiend
Balance. It is the commonest thing in
the world to hear people say they will
pay the ‘balance’ of a debt, or sleep the
‘balance’ of the night.”

“Y suffer considerably from this kind
of neglect,” said the word Deem. “No-
body ever ‘deems’ a thing beautiful any
more; it is always ‘considered’ beauti-
ful, when in fact, it may not be con-
sidered at all.”

“True,” sald Irritate, “and people talk
of belng ‘aggravated’ when they ought
instead to give me work.”

‘““And me,” said Purpose; ‘“look at me.
I get hardly anything to do because
people are always ‘proposing’ to do this
or that, when no idea of a proposition
is involved. Why, I read the other day
of & man who ‘proposéd’ to murder an-

other, when really he had never said
a word about it to a living being. Of |
course he only ‘purposed’ to commit the |
murder.” |

“If it {8 my turn,” eald the word
Among. I should like to protest agginst |
Mr. Between @8ing my work. The idea |
of people saying a man divided an |
orange ‘between’ his three children! It |
humiliates me.” |

“It {8 no worse,” said the word Few-
er, “than to have people say there were |
‘less’ men in one army than in an-
other.” ‘

“No,” added More Than, “and no |
worse than to have them say there
were ‘over’ 10,000 men.” {

“It seems to me,” said the word Like- |
1y, “that nobody has more reason for |
complaint than I have, My friend Li- |
able is doing nearly all my work. They
say a man is ‘liable’ to be sick or ‘liable’
to be out of town, when the question of |
liability does not enter into the matter |
at all.” |

‘““You are no worse off than T am,”
said the little word So. “That fellow
Such is doing all my wark. People
say there never was ‘such' a glorioun
country as this when, of course, they ,
mean there never was ‘so’ glorious a
country elsewhere.”

I saw there was likely to bhe no end
to this discussion, since half ths words
in the dictionary were maki:
to put inp eomplaints, so T ret
my couch, and T will les
person who has heard th
say whether I had not already hea
enough to make me or anybody Me-
sleepy.

It may Interest you, reader, to pick
out from among these errors of thir-
teen years ago the expressions which
have persisted until they have now be:
come ‘‘correct.”

AL G e el

BECOMES BRIDE TO NURSE AN

ARTIST.

. e |
Romantic Marriage of Miss Kent and

Willlam Treftingberg. |
|

e
NEW YORK, July }—Detalls of a
romantic marriage, in. which the cere- |
mony was hastened that a young wo-
man, Miss Florence L. Kent, of Holy- |
oke, Mass., might become the wife of
William Trefingberg, an artist, and
nurse him through a serious {liness,
were made public in Morristown, N. J.,
yesterday. WIith the bridegroom un- |
der the constant care of a physician,
the ceremony was performed at his
bedside, in the Mansion House, last
Friday afternoon, by the Rev. Phile-
mon F, Sturges, of 8t. Peter's Episco-

pal church, Morristown.

Mr. Treffingberg, who had a studio in
of ability, and Miss Kent have been
engaged to be married for some time.
8he is very pretty and belongs to a
well known family in Massachusetts.
They were to have been married in the
early fall,

Mr Treffinberg, who had a studio in
this city, after a hard winter's work,
went to Morristown séveral weeks ago
to recouperate. He intended later to
go to a New England resort, where the
fomily of his flancee had a summer
home. He found himself growing
weaker, however, and wrote to Miss
Kent that he feared that he was to
pass through a siege of iliness. He also
proposed that they be married at once,
and he would come to her if he was
able. When the time came Mr. Tref-
fingberg was confined to his room. This
was telegraphed to Miss Kent.

No one knew the mission of the
pretty girl in Morristown until inquiry
was made for a minister, and Mr.
Bturges was found. He went to the
hotel, and then, when the physician
declined positively to allow his patient
to arise, the minister at one side of the
bed with the bride, and a nurse and a
physician on the other, made them man
and wife.

It was at first intended to keep the
wedding a secret, but it became the
whispered talk of the hotel and it was
thought best to make the formal an-
nouncement.

Mrs, Trefingberg has seen no one
since the wedding. It was said last
night that the wedding tour need not
long be delayed, because the bride-
groom has shown a remarkable change
for the better under his wife's minis-
tering care.

—e

——
INTERCHANGEABLE TERMS,

g
.(Montrell 8tar.))

A gentleman who has just returned
from a trip up north remarked to a
friend:: ‘“‘The River Rouge is the most
crooked river I know. I sald to the
men at work on the rallway bridge
there. ‘You should not call this river

:29 “Rogue,” you  should ocall it the
ked! - - S eidiged

Men’s Canadian
Tweed Suits, single ‘or
double breasted, $6.50

Men’sStriped Tweed
Suits, all desirable
shades, $6.50, $7.50

Mens English
Striped Worsted Suits,
latest styles and best
make, $10.50.

Men’s Outing Suits,
two piece, nice striped
tweeds, $5.50; regular
price, $7.50.

Men’s Best English
Clay - Worsted Suits,
black or blue, double

or single breasted, only
$10.50.

Serge Suits for men,
$6.50 to $10.50.

Men’s English Hair-
line Pants, $2.50.

Men’s Black Clay
Worsted Pants, $1.75
to $3.00.

Balbriggan Shir ts
and Drawers, 25c¢.

All-Wool Shirts and
Drawers, summer
weight, 50c. each.

3 Pairs Black Cot-
ton Hose, 25c.

26 Inch Extension
Cases, $1.25.

28 Inch Embossed
Metal Trunks, with hat
box, $1.75.

Solid Leather Club:

Bags, $1.25 to £5.00.
MONEY
BACK
WHEN
WANTED.

WILCOX Bros.,

54 t 58 Dock St.,

and

1 and 2 Market Sq.

| on, Tommy, Tommy Lipton, we have

SGIEHBE and INVEHTIOH i

One of the more recent Inventions,
that is about to be tested on a large
scale in the mavy, is a shell that can
be seen by night as it files. J.' B,
Semple of Pittsburg, P. A,, has devised
a means for attaching a torch to a
shell. The usefulnéss of the invention
lies in the fact that one-pound shells
can be thrown at the rate of four shots
in a second. In this way the {Huminat-
ed shelld would make a continuous
track ef fire through the air, In time
of war and at sea, by means of the il-
lumatnated shells, a battleship can, it is
declared, train its guns on a torpedo
boat and hit it hard before it can get
in range to launch a deadly 18 inch.
Whitehead torpedo. If the torpedo boat
c¢an be kept outside of an 800 yard range
it will be safe; but inside of that dis-
tance such a torpedo would be likely to
send a battleship to the bottom. It is
said that the invention can also be used
in fleld batteries which can go into ac-
tion without sny previous knowledge
of ‘the range of the enemy.

—

Another novelty that may be of serv-
ice in time of war, is an automobile
fort, an armored vehicle that might do
telling work against an enemy. The
motor car in military service has been

}uned chiefly for purposes of transport-

ing men, material of war and supplies
in the commissary department. At the

| automobile show in Parls recently was
one vehicle with a circular steel body,

over the top of which a rapid fife gun
was trained. A gun shield was con-
structed for the protection of the gun-
ner. In a type shown at the military

| tournament in ‘Manhattan such a car

was shown in sham battle. In place
of the light armor plate that would be
required in the vehicle, when prepared

| for battle, wood was used. It was a

standard type truck, with the stake
sides replaced by adjusting walls of
timber, protecting the front and sides.
The sides were two ply—an outer arm-
or,” hinged at the lower ends and held
vertically when the truck is not in ac-
tion, by lashing to the standing sides.
From the inside of the truck this outer
sheeting can be let down to make a
sloping armor. In this way not only
are the wheels and propelling mechan-
ism protected but shelter is also given
to about thirty men who could dig
trenches on the line occupled by the

motor car. The standing sides of the
car are moved outwardly from the
rear, when the outside armor 18 lower-
ed, and shelves fitted to the inside are
let down to serve as a floor in the space
between the body of the car and the
sides when these are extended in shapa
of a fan. _An upper.row of sharp shoot-
ers is arrayed on this flooring. When
the car is in action sixteen riflemen
cover a wide rangeé of fire. Sand ‘bags
are to be in the spaces between the
sides and the armor that slopes In
front, In street fighting or in riots the
car may be of great value, but, in a
pitched battle it would be soon riddled
by solid shot or shell of the explosive
kind, L DTl
—_——

The Victoria ¥alls, said by some to
Be the highest in the world, though
there are also claimed to be larger ones
in the Labradorean region, are now to
be “vandalized,” and this wonderful
fall, supposed to have been first seen,
except by natlves, by Dr. Livingston
not much more than forty years ago,
utilized for the production of power.
Mr. Mathers, an engineer now travels
ling in this country, and who is well
acquaintance with South Africa, is now
studying the electrical power at Niage
ara Falls with a view to commencing
work at the Victoria Falls. Interview=
ed by the Hamilton Herald he states
that “the Rhodeslans aré laying themse
gelves out to harness the Victoria Falls,
Definite steps are now about to be
taken for the utilization of their prace
tically limitless power. A gigantie
scheme for utilizing the falls i{s being
worked out at this minute in an en-
gineering office in London. The prelim«
inary work for a huge installation of
electric power plant will be commenced
In a few weeks. Railways will be work-
ed by the mysterious power, towns will
be 1it by it, including Buluwayo, 240
miles away, while current will be supe
plied to the mines and many other in-
dustries within a radius of 500 miles.”

The invention of the telephone fis
now claimed by the Celestials. A Chin-
ese writer declares that Kung Foo
‘Whin, a distinguigshed = philosopher,
who flourished at the close of the tenth
century, invented the telephone in 968.
The instrument is known in China as
the “Thumth-sein,”

SIR THOMAS LIKES THE “TOM-
MY” SONGQ.

Says Larchmont Club’s Reception
Made Him Glad to Drop Titles.

RN,
LARCHMONT, July 14.—The yachts-
men at Larchmont were humming a
little parody c¢n “Tommy Atkins” to-

day, which runs like this:
\

welcomed you before,

And we hops again to welcome you a
dozen times or more;

We have faith in our Reliance, whom
we trust to rule the blue,

| But losing, Tommy Lipton, we had

rather lose to you.

The song was sung by Ray McGee,

| of the Lambs’ Club, at the dinner last

night. It was written by Clay M.
Greene, the club playwright, and Sir
Thomas was so amused with it that
he thanked the singer and musicians
and requested it a second time.

Sir Thomas said today that he was

| delighted with the reception he receiv-

ed at the Larchmont Yacht Club.

“They are a magnificent lot of fel-
lows,” he declared, “and the best part
ofsit was that they called me Tommy
Lipton. I do not mind dropping my
titles when I fall in with such fellows
as these.”

Sir Thomas, among other places,
yisited Dante's Inferno. Here the guide
called out in a sepulchral voice: “Does

| anyone wish to die?"”

“Not 1,” sald 8ir Thomas, “until af-
ter the race, at least.”
—n

GOLFER'S PARADISE.

(William \\'d”dC(‘ NMhitelock, in Life.)
1 ask but.little when I'm dead
As recompense for earthly woes,
No golden crown upon my head,
No harp to weary. hands and toes)
No halo would I wear, indeed,
No purple robe beyond my means—
1 only ask a well rolled mead,
With eighteen holes and putting
greens,
A taddy with a lynx-like eye,
And wings upon his shoulder tips,
Shall watch me whack the balls, then
fly
To follow on their airy trips;
And when I come on gentle wing
He'll hand me then, the watchful
soul,
A putter fit for prince or king
That's guaranteed to make the goal.

The tees shall be the sort from which
One drives two hundred yards at
least,
While over hurdle, bunker, ditch
The balls shall rise as though of
yeast;
The niblick, mashie and the clerk,
Shall never miss or make a slip,
While only those who Scottish speak
Shall have a card of membership,

Here on this fleld of perfect strokes
I'll play a winning game with all

Who beat me when on earth, the folks
Who say I cannot hit a ball;

And, best of all, the games between,
When o'er my nectar I am heard

My triumphs to recount, I ween,
There'll not be one to doubt my word.

LOVES HIM NOT NOW,

“1 Jove you; ves, I love vou,”
He whispered in her ear.

“And you, I also love you,”
She answered sweet and clear,

Just then a big mosquito
mspied ter brand new socks,
And stung and bit and hurt her o0
She fell into the docks.

He fished her out as best he could,
And soon she did recover;
But forgive him (?)—no, she never
wonld,
For letting that mosquito bite her.
‘
Moral For Lovers. »

When Mr. Mosquito comes in sight
Just keep your eyes upon him;
Don’t give him any time to bite,
But at once proceed to squash him.

MAN AND LIFE AND LOVE,

“Men have died from time to time
And worms have eaten them, but nos
for love,""

T
Mistaken sentence, men can never
die;
They pass away, through life's re-
volving loom,
And love and death inseparable lie,
Withih no confines of a narrow
tomb. .

They live, and in the elements of
space,
Unmarked by graven monuments oy
rust;
The mind of man has founded him a
place
‘Where love is crowned with alls
pervading trust.

“Works, back to earth,” is written
over much,
It is the stupld story of decay;
Iife Is the essence, Iin her joyous rush,
Let all that perish be crumbled clay.

Man lives and loves; his memory
supreme
Has made existence, never-ending
power;
Great is he since great love Is nét a
dream,
And life and love s his eternal
dower.
—Cincinnati Commercial-Tribune.
e .-

“IT'S DE RIGGER.”

The ambassador’'s calves were no bige
ger
Than broomsticks. Imagine the fig«
ger
The foolish man cut,
In court dress. “But what
Do I care?’ he exclalmed. “It's de
rigger.”
e

A TEXAN LIMERICK
-

(Corpus Crony).
A deaf farmer's cow was called
Zephyr,
For she was an amiable heifer,
One day she drew near,
She kicked off his ear,
And now he is deifer, or dephyn
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WAS HE S8COTCH.

(Ynuth 8 C unummnn )

Parson Wilkins was the grmtesi
minister the church of Cranford Cen=
tre had ever known. It was appar-
ently as difficult for him to lose his
temper as for many of his parish to
keep theirs. One day one of the
deacons went to him with a complaint
about the boy who had been appren=
ticed to the deacon to learn the car-
penter's trade,

“He's 8o lazy and ungrateful, added
to everything else,” sald the deacon
at the end of a long list of grievances,
“that I've lost my patience, and I'm
afraid to talk to him for fear I shall
display anger. Now, I want you to
speak to him severely, parson, very
severely.”

“I will deacon,” said the minister,
“r will certainly speak to him with
great severity.” A few days after-
ward he received a call from the ape
prentice.

“Now, my boy,” sald the Minister,
laying a calm hand o th& graceless
youngster's shoulder, “I have heard
from the good deacon of the things
you have been doing and your neglect
of your proper work, and I wish to
say that T think vou have Been doing
very poorly; that if you persist in this
course of action I shall be forced'—
here the minister assvined an air of
one administering a resuke almost too
stern to be endured—"tn lower my
opinion of you—7/¢ lowey & consider-
ably, my boy. '
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SEEKING SPECIFiCATIONS,

e g s

“You are the light of my life!” he
protested.

“Candle, kerosene, gas, or elec!rlc?
asked the practical girl, for well 8§
knew that all lights are not held in t!
same esteem at the present time




