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Esthetic Essays on Esthetic Subfects

The Amateur Band and

One of the freest of Ameriea’s num-
erous free institution I8 the amateur
hand.  Its very existence |8 a most
commendable evidence of the tolerance
of the American people and the stabil-
ity of tne backing guaranteed to Amer-
lean Institutions. It enjoys immunity
from Interference becauge is a part
of & system of Institutions governed
by general laws, which if changed to
eradicate the evils from some special
part, must also affect the others. Hav-
ing thus explained Ms presence we
feel free to dwell for awhile upon Its
cecentricities and upon the relation bhe-
tween harmony and ts frantic paroxy-
tie effusions.

It is a beautiful® evening In June
The run sinking to rest in the wesl
loods the long village street with its
golden rays of light, while Nature
rlumbers peacefully, not knowing how
soon her repoee is to be disturbed, The
alr {8 redolent with the fragrance of
dewy eve, and every prospect pleases

and only man I8 vile. For from the
center of the business square there
comers o heart-rending sereech which
climbs and falls through different alti-
tndes of the seale;  wavering, melan-
choly and lonesome., When about to
perish from want of force 1o keep it
allve, It s supplanted by a wild lamor
which seems to have heen nolding it-
sell In reserve to spring Into action at
the critical moment, Now that the
whole works I8 well under way, one
knows that it is only the village band
ro flagrantly desecrating the peace that
Nature has set down over the village,

Drawn by curfosity one wanders
down, and £tands at a respectable dis-
lance from the center of attraction,
just cloge enough to view the perform-
ance comfortably; hut the farther back
you are the more evident {8 the fact
that you have pretensions to respecta-
Ilty. Now they are playing a waltz.
“Jerking out the notes In hop-skip-and-
Jump style, the cornet leading the rest
by several paces and the base horn
grinding out a steady measure some
8IX or elght beats behind. Here and
there in the crowd a gay-spirited vouth
or malden skips about, or an eldedly
damsel capers around in splrals and
chreles with the vivacity of a fly partly
mired In molagses navigating about on
its slde wlith one-half free

After several tunes have been exe-
cuted, one begins to study the various
evolutions of individual players. The
man with the second alto works away
as consclentiously as & woman writing
to an acquaintance of the failings of
her =social rival, The band leader
shakes his stick at him and he blares
back a deflance full in the face of that
dignitary, with a volume of wind that
flecks his locks and causes his coatalls
to flap. Yet in spite of all prompting,
he persists in his course, being as un-
reliable In his work as an editor's
sworn statement as to the circulation
of his paper. The man with the slide
trombone deserves honorable mention
Iin thls gallaxy of tin horn artists.
With set features and solemn counte-
nace he works his slide with erratic
and diversified movement, like a farm-
er sharpening a scythe. From out of
the depths of a monstrous base drum
comes at Intervals a hollow boom, gen-
erally tardy in its arrival, or interrupt-
ing aL the wrong place. The clarionet
men has a grievance against humanity,
and he now avails himself of his op-
lortunity to take some of 1t out. He
pours out of a stream of notes embrac-
Ing all the chords and dlscords known
to the system. He, together with the
others described, is typleal of the gen-
eral make-up of wie band and the oth-
ers may be excused from criticism be-
cause they are not respousible for
their actions,

As the evening wears on and one's
nerves wear out, the cllmax ap-
proaches. It comes in the nature of a
dirge, sad In itself and sadder in exe-
cution—Iin notes so mournfully wierd
and melanchoy wiat it makes a fellow
afraid to go home alone. So intense
does the strain become that even the
-players are affected. . ae emergency is
& great ong, but one man proves equal
to the occasion and rises high above
it. In the midst of the soft waves of
melody the bass horn gets floundered
and goes off on a campaign tour under
Its own direction. After various ex-
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periments it finatly reaches the proper
levels and pursues its course together
with the rest,

As the Ingt walling notes of the dirge
die out, the players file out and dis-
persge,  With those lagt, plaintive notes
ringing In taelr ears, the crowd now
digperses and the people go shuddering
home to digsordered slnmbers and hor-
rible dreams.

Between This and That

The gray mare trotted along merrlly
over the smooth road. The young
fellow driving., snapped at the road-
side hushes with his whip, and stole
glanees ot the rosy face of his com-
panfon, half visible beneath her pink
poke bonnet. They were going home
from meeting and had gpoken no word
glnee  Hattie T ambert had observed
that the road was dusty, three miles
back, and Harriron Ayres had
spormded, 1 guess  that's w0, and
seanned the horfzon cautlously He
had heen going to add that they need-
ed raln, but the words stuck in his
thront,

e was now thinking
something - something that made him
swallow nervously at Intervals, Some-
times an added tinge of red stole up
ander hls sunburnt skin. It almost
ceemed us if Hattie knew his thoughts,
they sounded so loud In his head. Per-
haps she guessed, for she was unusual-
ly silent, and pulled her bonnet farther
over her curls. She looked very pretty
with the rosy reflection of her pink
bonnet on her rounded face, and her
long golden brown eurls tumbling soft -
Iy over her nock,

Harrison  hitehed
away on the buggy secat, and then,
thinking  better  of it, hitehed back
closer than before. Bhe drew hor hoop-
gRirt gafe out of harm’s way.,  He he-
gan to consider hhow he shonld say it

“Sayv, Hattle ™

A panse. Harrison conghed

“Ih, AMister Avpes?!

“Say, Hattle, I'm goin’ away,”

“Oh. he you?"

To the wvar.

“Be you™'

There was n
terest i ho
her face,

“Say, Hattje. "

“Well?”

There was a little quiver, now. The
gore feeling in his throat grew more
choking.

“I'l be
and—and—when—

“When what,
querled saucily,

For awhile he said nothing They
were nearing the Bear Hill cross-roads.

“Say, Hattie ——"

“Hey, there, Har'son, glmme a 1ift,"
exclaimed a new volee, and Isaac Har-
vey Hmped up to the bhuggy.

“Oh. ye nee'nter mind me”
the old man, “jes’ go on
courtin’.”

Harrison blushed a warm brick color
and grinned sheeplshly.  Hattie an-
swered lclly, *Oh, thank you, Mr. Har-
vey. Very good of you, I'm sure.”

The rest of the ride was accomplished
in silence. Harrison was uncertain
whether he was glad or sorry for the
intervention. He helped her down at
the front gate, but she would not look
al him.

“Goodbye, Miss Lambert,”
as she ran up the front walk.

“"Oh, 1 forget; good alternoon, Mr.
Ayres,” she called from among the
syringas,

“Say, Hattie—"-But she was gone,.

Harrison saw Elder Lambert in the
village next day, and after exchanging
views on the crops, and the probable
time it waoarkd take to lick the Johnnies,
he asked jocwdarly, “Say, Elder, will
you save one of your girls for me till
I gel back?

"l guess, Harrison, 1 guess,” re-
sponded the Elder. “You're a good
worker. [I'd like to hev you take one

as well's any other man. Good-bye."”
» . - L] L ] »
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Four years later Harrlson Ayres
walked up the syringa path with regu-
lar step, and knocked af the big front
door. A tall sllp of a girl opened it

to him. 8he looked very sweet and
fresh as she stood there In the vine-
covered doorway, her pink lawn dress
gleaming against Lhe opaque darkness
of the “keeping-room,” and her golden
curls falling almost to her walst,

“Why, come right in, Mr. Ayres"
#fhe eried, and then turning— “Mother!
mother!  Here's Harrison Ayres."

“"Well, how bhe - ye? Brown as a
hick'ry nut, I do declare. Ain't he a
goldier, though, lottie?' But Lottle
had vanished.

Harrleon stayed to supper, and joked
confidently with the long tableful. His
bronzed face and martial alr impressed
the girls and made the boys envious.
Such storfes of how the Union army
had thrashed the Rebs, and how the
claves were freed! The family lis-
tencd bhreathlessly

“An' where's Hattie,” he asked, but-
tering his fifth hiscuit, and adorning it
with strawbherry preserves,

"My, thege huscuit taste good to a
feller that's heen livin' on hard-tack
und sull pork, Mis' Lambert. "

“"Hattle!"" she exclanimed:; “Hattie?
Why your brother Abner married her
a year come hayin'-time, They're liv-
in" on the Isaac Harvey place.”

“Yeou was kinder courtin’
fore ye left, wan't ve?" gaid
Sam’l chuekling covertly

“Oh, jes' liked her some,
rison, carelessly

“Wa-al. I was a calenlatin’
in's Abner and Hattie hitched
might take lottie, here.
mighty good cook,”

Harrison looked over
pretty, blushing face,

“What say, Lottie?" he asked. jest-
ingly.

Her head drooped lower, Uncle
Sam’l's sides shook, but he looked on
Interestedly, She  leaned over and
stretehed out her hand.

“I—I say— That!" which was a ring-
ing hox on the ear, and she fled.
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“Co, boss! co, boss!" 1t was a sweel
feminine voice that ealled over the
lower pastwie. The setting sun cast its
rayvs athwart the BEreat plne
and made the rank grass a pale
ish green. The red Durham
sleek and sweet-breathed, came
over the hillocky fleld, cropping mouth-
fuls ol grass by the way., The frogs
croaked In the wet places, and a night-
hawk overhead uttered his welrd Cry.
The shadows lengthened slowly,

"Co, boss!  Co, boss!" This was a
sonorons bass from across the fence.
The Ayres” herd of Jerseys went glow-
I¥ up the lane just across, a tall, sol-
dierly figure marching behind. The
girl In the pink calico tried to break
a black birch switeh, which bent and
twisted, but still hung by its tough
fibers. She sawed and jerked it to no
avail. The soldierly figure leaped the
fence,

“let me, Lottle,” he said, taking out
his knife.

“Do you want it peeled?”

“Yes, please.”

He gave it to her, al)
glistening.  She struck at
nervously.

“Would vou want (o hit
Fottie?” he asked quietly,

“No." She looked away und blushed
at the remembrance.

“Would you hit me if | asked you
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something, Lottie?”
“No." Her eyes were full of tears.
"Well, Lottle, ‘what say'?” His lips
were smiling, but his eyes serious,
She studled the horizon for a full
minute. Then _she half turned, shyly.
“It isn’t ‘that’ this time. 1 gueas it's
this,"
SARA H. BIRCHALL.

1. J. THORP COMPANY

General Machinists
All Kinda of Repairing

Lock Smiths.

PLATERS
308 So. 11th Stroet.

Lincoln, Nebraska
Phone, 614

PRINTING

THE
IVY PRESS GO,

125 North 12th,

Good Shoes

AND - REASONABLE « PRICES

10 PER CENT DISCOUNT
TO STUDENTS

REPAIRING NEATLY DONE

FRANK J. ANDERSON

1340 O Street

PECAN BRITTLE

Nothing Better. Comc in and
Try Some. Try our Hol Drinks

MAXWELL'’S

13th and N

Lincoln, Nebr,

new line of » w o

That has sKipped your mind just when you most
wanted (o keep il you will appreciate the bright

” w * e - 0w

MEMORANDUMS

WE ARE SHOWING in our WINDOW this WEEK

125 South 12th.

HARRY PORTER

Phone. 851




