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THE OLD HOME.

An old lane, an olld gate, an old honse Ly A tree,
A wild wood, n wild brook-—they will not let me lw
In boyhood 1 knew them, and «till they call to me

Down deep in my heart's
Mhrough tent

"Mid bee-Domn amd rase-1)

| hear them, and heartsiek with longlng (s m)
To wanlk there, to drenm there, beneath the
the wears

Around me, within me

waty and orchard lands arise

core 1 bear thow, sand my ayes
mists hiehold them beneath the old-time skie

]

sonl
sky's hlue bowl;
world made whole

Fo talk with the wild brook of all the long-ago;

To whigpoer the wool
When we waorpe

% .'['.1] ol

nlid OnMInIn

things woe nend to know

. before my heart knew woe

'o walk with the morning and wateh s rose unfold;

I'o drowse with the noonti

Iulledd on its heart of gold)

o lie with the nighttime and dream the dreams of old

To tell to the old trees and to each lstening lenf

The longing, the yearning, as

The old hope, the ol love,

in my boyhood brief,

waonld ense my heart of grief

The old 1ane, the old gite, the old house ll’ the trea,

The wild brook, the wild brook

they will not let me he,

In boyhood 1T knew them and still they call to me
-Madison Caweln,

HAT Jimmy said to me at the
plenle about having a kodak to
take a pleture of My Girl aad

W

Lilfly Hon gave me nu iden My tairl
basn't hiad her photograph taken sinee
we've heen marrled. 1 can’t see thal
sl hanged much, except to grow
prettier, If thal's possible, but sinee
woe have Little Son I wanl a ltawdly
grovup with me left ont, 1 want a large
pleture o hang on the wull in our
parlor, in a neat but not gaudy frame,
an:d o little one to put in my wateh,

My (il lnoghed when 1 praposed
the schome fhe sald it would be
nlee to have Little Son’s photograpl.
bt she thonght we better cut down

expenses and leave her out, 8o ope as
I wonldn't be in the party

“1 don't want to spoll the picture
I praotesi | HNOW CAD VO, even wis
your blind partiality, say 'm heantl
fal?" 1 asked her, strking an atiioode

She looked me over with a eritienl
eyve,

“Oh, vou're not so brd,” she answer
ed, pritending to be inditferent.

I fell '[<‘-1|'§I“:"1"l1 I had nn =negld
Ing Ides she'd say something oo
mentary and that's what 1 wa i
Pretty soon she did Bhe must have
rend v thooghis ng she most
ally knows wiat 'm thinking, whe I
1 say il or nol

“Let me tonke mnother o lis
sald I et he

Hier oy wire full of fan, but she
kept her face as solemin s an owl's
while she pot me on parade. L took

her =o long | te geLiing nervous, bt

at Inst she liee

“TPodiy, she begnn, “1 think you're
lovels Jdid 1 happen to ger any
thing ) v handsome as yvoutr"

Then we hotn laughed and © felt
better, Lecause her eyes showed she
really liked my looks, It does a man

goodl to get n little home appreciation
once In a while, and My Glrl Is neve

have thought it was a gold mine when
My Girl saw it

"Teddy!” she exclalined, “why didn't
you give this to me before? 1It's too
dear for words., Isn't um sweet,” she
chirped, snuggling It up to her cheek
Theu she held the little shabby card
nway from ber and gazed and gazed.

| “You look just as Little Son does now,

anly she hesltated as If afrald
of hurling my feelings—"don't yon

think he has a Hitle, just a little mite
more halr?"  She sald thisg very gent

{1y

“Oh, yes,” 1 told her eheerfully, “but
mine grew, maybe his will fall out.”

“The ldea,” returned My Girl; “the
very ldeal
She put the pleture down earefully

and 1fted ont the next. It was a pho-
tograph of my father and mother tak
en togerher when they were flrst ar

[ ried

| “Tow sweet vour mother was; she
f»-..m. have been a preity woman; and
{your father Is very nice looking, (oo

| Thele faces show they were happy,"
| My Girl salil, poring over the photo

| graph “I"'oor Teldy,” she went on

Inying her goft hand on my hair, “they

died when yvou were a little bit of «
fellow, didn't they?”

Ve " 1 told her “I ean't remem
Ler them nt all You see | was so
| young 1 didn't realize what T had
oSt

My Giirl seemed thoughtfal,

“I ean't remember my father and

other, elther; they went away 8o
| T (¥ ghe sighed,

she thonght some more for o mhb
nie, and then ghe sald: “Teddy, sup
poge thay we—suppose that Little Sm
shonld be left alone P

HTL <’-tIr|‘-r-] S caking, rll'lll l "
Lhe teara in hey eyes

Now, My Glrl," 1 consoled, “chl
e amld don’t be foollsh Lok nt s
hoow strong and well we are: does 4

e as thongh we wonklid fuile nway
very soon®!

“1 don't know,"” answered My Girl

worrled and thoughtful, I don't
know."

| put my arm around her waist and
wilked her to n mirror where she

backward in coming forward In that |
respect.

I kept on insisting that she should
be in the pictore with Little Bon and
finally she said she woonld—Just to
please we—so we settled it that way
and I was to make the engugement

with the photographer

Talking of photogmphs so much re
minded me of a package of old timers

I had put away somewhere, I hadn't
thought to show them to My Girl =0 |
I knew she hald never seen them, for

she would not drenm of examining my
belonging: without

gpeaking to me
first sShe's that kind of a glrl 1
hunted around among the relles and

brought them out, and Little Son helne
safely asleep, we procecded to enjoy
ourselves, They were done up in pa
per that had once been white, but time
bad yellowed ft and the pink ribbou
with which It was tled was solled ani

faded Honestly, when 1 saw thnt
package, 1 got a shock. It looked fo
all the world like n sentlmental Egirl

gooil-hy-tolove-forever, 1
where | got that pink rilbon, but
It was, and when My Gir]l saw |
began o gigegle and sald, "Here
cemetery of burled hopes and Joys
it hurt you muech; Tedly¥

1 smiled a feeble, slckly sort of n
smile Really 1 dldn’t quite know
whose pletures were in that collection
Of course I'd been Introdueed to other
girls bhefore | met My Girl, but she's
the last and best,

As it happened, my photograph, tak-
en when | was a bald-headed Infant,
was the frsl to come out, Yon wonld

don't kno

they
i
i

il

coithil see there was no mnmmediate dan

ger of onr being cut off In the bloom
of our yonth

‘Took at that and cheer ap, My
(Geird,” T addvisedd, and My Gir]l looked
and swlled at what she saw. 1hen

sho cheered right up and got the sun

glilne back In ber face again

“Show me gome more pletures,' shi

nskeld, when

she'd hee

nCAre
i into the bedroom to
Little Son had

eacaped, so

Wias over
mnke
that neither ab
sironding evervthing
wis prapitions for the next chapter.

S

nor

L'holing |_r|‘|.| of severl lellows |
used to know ecame out of the bunceh
next., My Girl was interested becauss
Ll woere frieads of mine, and shq
il me tell her everything 1 could

ik to tell about them

“What a lot of good friends you'vs
b, Teddy,” she observed, when |
hod told oll T knew, and she sald it in

v admiring way [ began to have

rge and joyous opluion of myself

Oh, there wasn't such an awfal
1 I answered, modestly

Yes, there was, Teddy; yes, there

(lrl

was,” My nsisted, “and you de
<erved them,"
Ve tiled those away amd that lef
¥ ahe nore With the fArst glanes
I wave It, | Lkpew It was the fatul
card, It was the photograph of a gir
I once thought was the sun, moon

stara and all the earth, and then, pret
ty soon, I changed my mind, I don't
know how her pleture got put away
with the rest, but there she was and
My Giri had her.

"\Wiho's the pretty lndy, Teddy?" she

asleld, looking at the picture long and
hsrid

“Oh, just a girl T used to knew,” [
told her In an offhand way,

“She has a real pretty face and she
looks llke a real

My (i

“Oh, you hd!™ ohsprved,
flectively

I don't know why | coulidn®t have
coime out and told sl without any
evusion, because there was mighty lit
tle to be told, bul lustesd 1 got red
In the face amd wriggied all over my

¢halr, acting gullty
“PHd yon know her whvn yon knew
me? was My Girl's next guestion,
“Well, I should say not,” 1 declared
eraphatically. “Her date was years and
years ago."”

"Yoars und years ago you would
have been very, very youug,” My Girl
returned loftily, "Wlhat was her
name?”’

I opened my mouth to speak It, but

the name wouldn't L had for
gotten it completely
“T don’"t know. |

Hke an {diot

coLe

m -'||) confessad

“I don't belleve you,” My lirl sald
looking scornful

Just then Little Soun woke up and
called for help. My Glol walked off

with her head high and perky, and 1
went out the front porch and
down, mad as fury, and {eellng migery

“I never knew My Girl to be unren
sonuhle hefore “Now
whnt's the use of getting excited ove
nothing? 1 conkin't even remember the
other girl'a nnme and 1'd forgotien her
for years, Well," 1 declded, “a man
better glve up trying to understand o
wonan Every than
Chinese puzzle.”

Those were my happy thoughts

I could hear My Glrl singing around
the house, bhut It was the kind of sing
ing she does when she's having tronbl
with her mind, and 1 didn't ke
manner. She kept on sluging aml talk

o sni

"1 was thinking

one s

WOrse

ing to Little Son, nod presently I hoar
her volee erowlng ohlvkier aml ehivk
ler untll it sotunded ke the hirds In
the morning, and 1 began to feel that
way ill.\"-n']!‘

*Terldy,”" shie ealled, *inst ng 1 wax
ready (o go Into 1 house and  eom
braece my fanlly, vhat Jdid you say
hor name was'’?"

My heart dhpeppd Fomar (U |
“There,' I thought “‘It's coning
again”

Then she came to the door and 1 saw
the mischienf In lu pves il the sille
on her 1ips I gt oL el

“1 don't know vl 1 o't eare”
I answored reekle "Laet's toar her
up.”

““Oh. nn” el M (iirl; lot's Leop
her as an awflnl v ing agoinst Jeal
OUSY

I had to langh so () My Girl
The jur was ovi wl nothing broken
bt it was sad whil Jasted

Thoze photogr are taken and

you shonld soe 1 There's one lor
the parlor—u hilg oue, sl one for my
watell—a Httle one, ond that 1 like the
best, for now | h Little Non and
\y Girl nlways wilth me, and they're
milne, all mine"—Tuledo Blade

Nock Ilntees'
‘1 have found o n

Wisdom

heart,” sald the girl who bhas  had
three proposals this carly In the sen
SO

‘It Is through hiz socks, Tue stom

ach as a short cot 1o 0 an's affectlons

I8 a regular continental rallway route
compared with the hosiery line of
travel,
'hie moddern yvoung man 18 exoecs.
vily proud of his socks, There may
e things that he iiner of, bt 1|
have not discovered them, He osxer
Ises his hest taste In b iving thens, and
he likes to have that taste appreclasted
He gives vou every chance in  the
vorld to show your appreciation In
variably he mannges to leave n hintus
hetween his shoe tops nnd hils trousers
ind then, If you bave designs on that
voung mnan, all vou have to do s to
qast gldelang bt admiring glaneces ot

the reveanled expoanse of embroidered
Loslery and murnmur, ‘What a pretily
pattern! and the trick s accompli=h
0 | You don't nes! to go Into particn

Inrs He understands Those socks
the pride of his heart, amnd the
minute he finds tl=i yon admire them,
ton, he Is yours

son, At least."

nre

for the smmmer son

It was a cheap phllosopher who said
knowledge Iy power. There Is really
nothing so helpless ns the man who
knows all about the things that hap
pened long ago, and who contracted a
hacking eough In acquiring his knowl-
edge.

- ..

|

nice girl"” she com

mented graclously

“Oh, she wiua" 1  returned.  with
more anthusiagsm than was  strictly
necessary, and with more than 1 felt
Youn see, 1 had forgotion to mention
her fo My Girl and T wasn't sure how
shie'd tnke 1L having the news broken
without warning. You never can tell
what these girls are golng to do, sl |
even My Girl gels qulrky sometimes
but it doesn't last

She lald the pleture down with an
afr of having finlshed with it Thinks
1 iIt's all over and nothing has hap
penad. 1 ehirked up and then My Girl
made a qulek change I went baek
to the pletare

“Were you very foud of her, Teddy ¥
ghe gquestioned

YT Hked her pretty  well” 1 said,
heginning to whistle n (uneless tune

Wiy Lo o wan's |
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Houvay Dandec,

' the lords of convention ‘twas Cla
vor'en who Nproke

Firs L\.\Ih-l Vrown el Iall uyre
Are crawns to be hirokd

B b each ecavidlier who loves honoe
und me

Came follow the bonnet of Hoopny Dan
i‘l"‘

“"Come 01 ap my enp, come B ap my
¢nn

C'ome saddle yonur horees and W1 I
L Ll IR |

Come open the West Port and let me
RUNK fres,

And it'a room for the bonnets of Bonny
Dundee ™

I'vindees he is mounted, rulos up the
sl roet

The bells ure rong bnckward, the dreinms
they arce heat;

But the provost, douce wan, =niil, “Just
e'en et him e

The gude town s weel gnit of the de'il
of Dundee.”

With mour featured wings the Girnss
market was ernmimed,

Ax if half the west hnd set fryst to be
hunged;

There was spite 1 each look, there was
foar in each o

As they watched for the honnets of

Bonny Duandes

These cowls of Kilmarnock hind spits and
Sponrs,

And Inng-hafted gullies to gill cavaliers;

And they shrunk to elose heads, and the
cansewny was free

At the toss of the honnet of Bonns

dows

to the hills, to the to Lhe

riv kﬂ?

OwWil

"TAwny CAYeS,

e | ni I'1l eovech with
tha fox;
trembile,
of

huve pot seen

nEurper

A ud W higs o the midst

yvour gloe

Yon the lnst my bon

windl e
Nir Wilter Seott

nels

Laant Night,

the nightingale wakod

all was still;

It sang in the golden moonlight
Fromn out the woodland hill

| Hill‘llt’ll the window gi'lll|_\|,
And all was dreamy dew

Amil oli! the bird, my darling,
Was singing, you!

st night
Last night

e
W '-I-H

'--‘u-,,' ng nf

I think of
I dream of you by
I wake—wauld
And hot
1 hear A SIELD In the
The wind
Amd oh! the night, my
I longing, longing

1|:1_\
night

LR | in the |8 LALL
Vil

lind

Were iear nie
sizht

Leee,

T my
lime
flonting through
darling

for vou

Nor think I ean
I could not 1he

you in all
AL,

'|r|r‘;--l _\'-nl‘

siegh 1

wrannil

waonn il
| sew

The
The

1hyae

the night, the wol

lowerd that slesp g0 gently
I Vi (RiL hin

Oh! heaven itself, my duorl

Is praying

.l‘iuc-- r‘r:l | i.o-

5

prayving for you:

Muorzinls

THEY KNOW GOOD FICTION,

Publishers Do Not Tarn Away MBS, of
Sulvable Storics,

“An idea thuat does ns o great deal
of injury,” said a1 New York puablisher,
necording to the Washington Btar, *'is
the fool that publishers, us o
rule, don’'t know
snleqnble,

notion

goodl, or even o

plece of lietlon when they see
It In manuseript. 1t wonld be fally as
sensible to say that

mien o who make n

business of denling in panintings don't

Know u gowd pleture when they see it

“NYou'll often heat These  inceomp
tent persons who nre skeptieal as to
the competency of publishers to piss

upon books o manuseript clte that in-
cldent of the whao
went to the pradigious tronble to copy
Sir Walter Scott's
10 end,

tiritishh barrister
Jvanhoe’ from end
the manuseript to a
famons publighing concern as nn orig

nnd sent

Inal work, and who, In the course of
time, got the manuscoript back, with
n letter from a member of the firm,

stating that the hook was dull, stapld,
Inncenrate aud quite unwaorthy of he

ing pnt between covers That story
mny or may not be true, It has al

wnys seemed to me to be g heavy dow

to swallow; anyhow, if It happenol
at all, 1t happened in England, which |
i some few thousand  geogranhlieal

mileg from the Unltedl States, where

publishers nre Hve peoplo, if 1 do sey
0 as shouliln't

“Tut even ndmitting -which 1 ver
tainly do not—that publishers thewm
selves are Incupable of passing on the
quallty of manuseript submlited to
'F|I"ITI' what do we all employ profes
gional renders for?

“It Is epsy cenough to eite cases of
books that eventoully nehileved fame
that have been hawked about from
publisher to publisher and turned

down by one professional reader after
nnother. But what of the great mass
of manuscripts that are not peduled
ubout that instantly eapture the atten-
tlon of tha publisher and the approval

{of the professional reader, and that

ars pubilshed out of hand by the Ar ol
that firat got hold of them?
“The fact that publishers decidedly
do know a good book when they see It
or #ee oven a part of It—was (o
trited not so long .ago In the cnse of A

povel that, after an plmost anprece
dented «ale, has alrewdy heen trans
nted tnto all of the lnnguages of Ko
il The man who wrate this book
wis followlng an extremely exacting
profession ut the tline the seheme of

the nove! took shape in his hend, He
conldn’t see much chance of his ever
petting the thing weltten, for hie had

to make o lving for himself and his
fumily, and, In these days, when a man
through making
n Hving he haso't wonch of o hend left
for good literary effort

“But stnrted (o ‘plug awany at
the novel, us hie eapreossed i, jotting
lown in tenins and even In

vl any pliee at whieh he happened

the Lnsiness of

L

LR HF LA

to be at lelsure for a while, In this
wuy he completed the et few chap-
ters of the book He wasn't a par
temlurly  tndolgent eritie of hils own
work, but the embrye novel struck
hing a= hwelng o pretty good sort of a

No he topk o few hours off one
diny nind went to see a publishing firm
with his few fivst chapteex In his pock
o

thing

“The publisher tald him  to come
back on the following dne The pub-
lHsher read those frst lew  chapters,

and when the wrlter returned on the
following day the contract for publk
ention was all ready to be glgued. The
publisher urged the writer of the fow
chapters to resign his positlon and go
ahead und finish the novel, and he ad-
vaneed the writer a considernble plece
of the prospective royalties to enable
him do this.  The writer adopted
the suggestion, his hook was finlshed
inelde of three months, printed and
fimmedintely proved a dazzler of o sell
er. Not only was it o seller, but {1 was
# good plece of fietion writing, If you
will permit me to gereen my blushes,
I will Informm you that 1T was the pub
Hgher In this Instanee. But I am only
one ont of scores of publishers who
are on the lookout for snch opportunt
tles all the thne™

o

ON NEWSPAPER ENGLISH,

Dr. Waodrow Wilson's Reply to the

Aswinnlt of Menrey James,

'hie doefense of “newspugper nglish®

hy In Woodrow Wison, president 14
I'rinceton University, coming 8o close
upon Henry James™ vigorous assault,

seeans 1o be Intended as a reply to the
lntter gentleman, the Baltimors
Sun.  Mre. James, Inoa recent speech
In this ¢ty and elsewlers, uttered re
marks ahout the newspipers caleulated
Lo ke thelr ears tingle and thelr ar-
gus eyes to stare. He calls newspaper
“eruption of black type)”
Yserenming” and what not.
b ddenbedd that
for this
There ix nlsa “book Kngligh,™
to the

LH R

Fnglish an
“hysteria,"
I cannot there s some
terrifie arrmignment
which Is
The lnn
bael, hysterl
types, and In
Is dull, Involved and

aeenslon

Ope ik CriRineism,

gruage of many bhooks I8

cal, a1 mere eraplion of

some of them It

iy Bt It would be manifestly
uhjust to gppiy these tersas 1o the lan
gnnge of all books, lnehuding those of
M, Jnmes e, Wilson =ad

“T think the FEuoglish nsed o news
pHper art cles 18 renvirek lll.‘_\ | It
ig generally terse and elear aod right
tes the polnt ad tells o oo shmple way
expetly what the wrlter wante to say
It Is tnost soeprislog Lo i imder
stand how the reporters, wriling as
they do o hureledly and ander such a
greal pressure are able to write so
well I con havdly  comprehend 1
None need e afradd of spolling hils
taste for good English by reading news

papers, The artleles are almost always
deliehtfally free fromm 2tiedness and
Irite conventionality which 18 more
thon can be sl oF the avernge colle
ginn's ofrnsions,’

Buat Mr, James ddd pot confine his
erltielgin to reporters,  The editor and
the corvespondent cotne o for thels
gliare of condemantiaon It 18 =ald o
Macaulay hat tlu sinooth  flowing

beautifully rounded sentences which

seem to have Jrll-l'--l| from his pen ke

raln Teomt the elovds of simntner were,
lie faet, wreitten, rewrltten and reviged
untll there wi not reom 1o lnterline
aAny maope M FTC I T LD wrlter hons
no opporinnity to dao this The paper
i { [ i! i i tin hour and
| TRl | pds o Faon avision Novepr
theless, gome of the best writers in
(his or any ol auntry have heen
newspaper writers,  They were good

writers, not only in the langnage they
employed, but in the force amnl vigos

with which they enforeedd thelr viewe

One Was an Overdose.
Blggs— You don't look well old mar
Are you siek'?
Yu"-:

I s

smoked oo much toe
day,
Biggs—Indesd! How many cigars
didd you smoke?
IMggs——Oine,
Higes—Why, that s0'l exeessives
Diggs-—~Yes, but It was the one you

gnve me last night—Detroit Tribune,

If wo visited In the country where
there was a cyclone cellar, we won
n't walt for a high wind to =send
fiylng to see the preserved frult keply
thera,
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