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At Least if One Could Be as Attrac-
tive as Those Now Plnymg in the
“Danocing Round.”

——
—

[thtlv Bobbie's Pa

By WILLIAM ¥. KTRK.

(Copyright, 1814, b Star Company ) [ — - . N .
L4t Last nite P brauyght » ren oam
tl" " a !rund!“‘og' yith him Jrom the iy, & sl wen hn
Women old with care: | ey Py By e
But all the men are dying wen, my hoem. my ail, my lfe, Wite, ssd
Or dead men, over there Pa. weoel Migier Oliver Doolittel, the best
I (elleow that evver lived & a frond that |
‘ he wupl ¢ olltiel,
) NO one stops to dig graves | ‘.,;,,, the 1! " 11 r \a‘l :} ! 11”;-.1.'-';:
[ r In n heloved wile 1L -
[ Who has time to spare? u: » y bai s
The - g7 v S i i am hoavmed, charmed, sed Mister
How the dead men stare’ Doolitiel. ow wweel It 1a (o have «
Ilu.rn-- & peopiil 1o love vou ?!‘\II nre n
Ic‘ﬂsﬁ are out for . (i rvmarkalle ueky man, sed Pa's frend
I 1 had w hoam & family ke thia 1
Oh, the sport is rare— | wuddent irade places with the King of
et i England
Falling everywhere. 171 winldent trade places with him anys
way, sed P, with all the Ulster trubbel
- Life for lads and grandsires o keep him awake but |1 u;;\ !’m‘::"wm
8 ¢ ke by Hitke Fleet, 1 was tniling ver,
Gt o, SO | wife. aoid P, that the club & oulkide
And dead men, dead men,

Dead men everywhere!

{
ife dldent have any
= My and here |
Kpare minn't

chinrms for me, This

et Iy rpenad My avery

& so wud 1 i 1 had such a hoam, sad
¥ — - Olver Doolitiel I wud reesine from
- every olub 1o wich | heslong to, he sed,
' & wondar how 1 was avver satisfied to
Poetry and Its Universal Influence 2 a2
I mm alrade my deor husband 1s ax-
s apgvrating a bit wen he says that he
- spends all Lim time herd or At hin Diz-
By ELLA WHEELER WILOOX, | \\ ou Ao poets and thelr song srends i L tme here or at hie bix
i It "v:-l::"_‘.’::,“;::f?f' does not bring, 1 voaerd Lo hils ht .n. .H the avernsde ,T:';;
(Copyrigt, 134, hy Slar Company.) To their high Imagining | voued (0pio. heam 48, e Sverng o
What Is sodnery?! There are great As much beauly as they uing | tean 3 N uireie Ba WS S
motmtaln ranges—the Alps, the Hima- A pessimistic eritic who has recently |

vty orly the last thres nites,

la¥as, the Rockies, the Green and White | 9led declarsd that nothing was poetry | I have often drcemed that I wud like

mountaing, the Blus Range of Jameica— | WHich wasn ecasily understood or whh-hi fo have jest such & hoam as this, sed

’ ( wll with thelr spe- Appealed 1o & large class of readers. Oliver Doolittel. What a fine view you

' cinl  features of Real poetry, ho contended, mppealed only | hve here, he sod, & whal a Tine stde-

grandeur, Yel were W the few. He branded as “'trash’” whut- boarl. e was looking into the Ubrary

one to make & spe- ever caused the reader to excinim “Why, wen he ped It, 80 Pa took him In to show

olal objeat of soo- that expresses my idea!" But this eritle | Wi his books & ihe sideboard, Thay

ing all the glorious Was only one man, and his idoa had only wan gone quite & while & wen thay caim

mountaine of earth Just the welght of one man's ides. In- out Pa'n fremd looked wvary happy. Yen

that Wodld i ot numerahle other critlos may be found | initeed, e lop saving, this ia s butiful
comprise all of Its who declare that resl poetyy must ap-

besutiful sseneory.
There are ocdans

Penl to the heart an well as to the brain.
Itn

Poetry is like beauty. varied In

| hoam & aftor all, he sed, hoam s whare
the heart is & the alteboard, You look

like a vary brite lttel boy, he sed to
and rivers and types bul universal in its Influsnoe | e, Can you tell me who discovered
Inkes and seas, bil- T OLD RHYTHM AND RHYME. the Pacific Oshun®
lowing benuty: hﬂyu::“ ::1:-_"" methods now govern 1 think hin naim was Dalboa, T sed,
there nre flelds of | The modes of expreasion have changed I mueen he 1= pleht. wed Ollver Doo-
uraln, of wild pop- | with the times; lHttel. | never knew myself that any-
ples, of lush | “u:r?-:r ' ihe rank of the poet who | bolly dimecoversd jt. he wmed, but he Is
grasscs; miles and | The old- ~fashioned vorse with Intentional gveh a brite looking Nitel feller that I
miles of uncult) iAnd . f s am Eare he mos e vite, & how butitul
vated latd tn Texan ;Ii]l:‘l::; Out of date., toe, Is rhythmicnl yure wife looke, be sad, 1 was engagod
b and In northern Africa as beautiful as BEIh" f\l:ll.lul declare it an Insult to art, to Jeat such a ‘butifnl gurl onet. he med.
rare Perslan oarpets, with the mixturs of “ 'rlr’_";'l’zﬂ:» awing of I1t, oh! the but sombody tonld her that 1 liked myv
wild flowers growing luxuriously under (Jh‘ um

sami-trople sune. There are decp caves
and blug grottoes; there are curious con-
tortions of nature to be found in forests,
and beauty incomparable In the heart of
proat woods and in the junglos.

Thera are petrified trees; there are su-
perb vines and magnificent orchids making
tlorious old stumps and dying trees.
There nre vast deserts, naked of verdure,
desolate, with gusts of blowing sand and
heautiful beyond words.

And thers are made lands In Holland,
trim and green, with thelr background of
windmlills and their bordurs of neal
homes, sach a flower box of bloom; and
these, too, are Heautiful,

All are scenery. How senseless and ab-
surd It would be were some mountain
climber to duclare mountains only were
meant by the word “scenery;"” how ridlie-
ulous for the mariner to say, '"Only
marine views are meant by goenery,” or
for the teurist in the caravan te clalm
the word for his beloved desert alone.

Baually limfted 1 the view of the oritie
who says there s only ona kind of poetry
in the world of Nterature.

the he
Art or mo art,

I sat by the skde of that old poet Ocean,

And munled /the billows that broke on |

he rocks;
The llde mwd in with a rhythmical

motion
Tlm LYY runs dipped -
Lo n”g).m downward in time
I wuuhod While & glant wave gathered
Andmtm;u on the gray granite precipice
And 1 knew 1
*“”‘h "ah counted, while other
t

4 lh: enth billow would rhyme
Below in the vmm a chdrch ball wan
And ..l;.‘elh".l'n the woodland = little bird

And, . doubt It who
will, yet thoss two

o
As out o'er tho hill tops they echoed
and rang.

Thea Wlnd md the Trees foll to talking

tog
AmL ?::h!n. they sald was dldastic or
But eurythlnc apoken was told In un-
An muﬁful rhymi d rh
ng an ythmioal

:l‘:lll puin of it, right (mml.

Energy the Cause
| All Life.

By EDGAR LUGIEN LARKIN.

Question—"Is It true that all things are
| dus o energy, and that sunlight fa not
lght odtslde of cur.atmosphare, but utter
darkness;, thall the emémy exerted by
the sun in penetrating our atmosphere
gonerates light and heat?'—J. H. Living-
stone, Bennlngton, Vt

Answer—Over and over again have 1|
replied to this question during forty-
seven years. You, all things are dus to
shergy, Nothing exists but slectrons.
And two great, all-inciuding, allaston-
| ishing, all- ourpov.rlnl truths, to even
|uu most vivid Imagination, have beon
discovered concerning them.

By JANE M'LEAN,

A dainty costume, [ confeas;
An odd confection, too, in dress,
And one that's met with great success-—
The dainty Dresden Shepherdess,
\

Like malds from out a story book,
Fach with a dainty shepherd crook;
What costumes for a masquerads
A boon, Indeed, for any maid.

8o If on fun and pleasure bent,
Some figure you would represent—
Just reproduce this dainty dress
And be a Dresden Bhepherdess,

]cimn'nl to Nght

1 have amsorted dally, over my slgna-
ture, for years, hsve, in BEurops, Asis, |
Afrioa and Auvstralia, that they are di-
reoted by a fores that knows, Thig faree,

poWATE,

anargy moaats matiler,

There [a no heat in the universe umil1

by systemas of nerves
connecting with a braln connected with
what In nbject lgnorance we eall a per-
| Hon.

Prof. H. H. Turner of the ohpervatory
in Gresnwich, passed rayn of the sun
through & lens-ahaped contalner (lled
with Nguid alr, cold beyond imagination.
{ Thin Arew the energy to a focus, and ths
heat of this focus burned paper. And
lght was al®o seen in the bBurning—that
in, sansed by tha personalily, That (s,
imnurv decpens dally

|

Q.—~Is there any means, saientific or
otharwise, of locating gold eo'ns burisa
'nt & depth of three or four fest In the
earth, supposing that wvou knew whar,
|the goid ia within a redios of Lwanly feet .
|\'- hat ares the so-ca'led nesdlon used hH.
Hocating gold? Is thare any magnet that

mind  dirplays amaxing mathematioal "lll attract gold as magnnta atiract steel?

Bubseriber and others, Durlingame.

A~Magnotiom will aot attrec; gold a»
For alleged (ind-

cold ten & wen | proposed to her she
guve me the gaie, It hroak my hart, he
red, & minece then 1 have never wed or
gaked anybody to wed My dream of
love wam shattered, he hed, & now I am
n lonely man, all alone & lonesome In my
lonoliness, sed Oliver Doolittsl.

Doant you think you cud have given
up yure cold tea as you call i, to win
the love of a butiful gurl? sed Ma,

I supproas 1 cud have, he sed, but thay
wan making vary good whiskey In those
days & a man knew what he was drink-
ing. Bull, I supoas I cud have stopped
had 1 used my lron will, but 1 nevyer
tsed It then or since.

Then 1 am afrade that you haven't got
any Iron will to yse, sed Ma You are a
wood deal ke most of my deer hubband's
frends. You think moar of the Imaginary
plenhura of Jife than of the real pleshurs.
! After Oliver Doolittel had went hoam,
Pa wed to Ma, Didnt you talk pretty plain
to him? T feel porry for him.

o Ao I, sed Ma, He Is 80 unseifish, so
slf denying. Whosvar the gurl was, sed
Ma, she ured gond hedwork when ashe

sad No.
3 I hall B though efi:lo- &% | Pirst—They kmow how and when to '

m mll o8 a8 an | act.
l"or oh 'a .'{:n' ", oh“t‘:i: Becond—Thay are directsd py a forcs

And this la un- |It attracts jron or slasl,
There are as many kinds of poetry as

there are intellects In the world.

booauge it knows, lo mind, And no human
argument can convinos me that (t I8 not,

| known to man untll the sensation namasd

Jing of buriad gold olectrically, accounts
heat s conveyed Lo totally unknown. and

BExosaption to the Rule,

of whioch have boan published, the querist) “What & ohronin grombler than
History tells us that the first form of ﬁ' ﬂ" it that knows. Only rigld fant, hot argumont, oan pos. ' At presani insxplicable, persenality. Thers | shouid write to Lhe Unitad Statos pat tomt| s He has his haminer out on .""”_""
™ poetry was the hymn, originating In the 0'11“. E pulse of ft. right from Ona of thede must 'imvltuh!y be truth | Mibly convince me that sloctrons are not | le no such entity as is pamed llght uptll |affloa In Waaningten for metheds om- |'lf&:l1m Mot WRAR Kene 0 B B
Fanctuary. rt or no art. absaluts. ansombled inte atoms by mind, And (his |-rmr|,- capable of belng transiated or lularod, l.n Bo put down." —Haltim AmTt
Hymns to the sun, the moon, the stars re— —— S —— . —_ - .————
and the unknown gods, Then men turned | . " ; " =

-
to desoriptions of nature; and then began

the narratives of warriors and songe of
their pralses, So was the epic born. These
spics were first transmitted from genera-
tion to generation, and aaturally under-
went many changes before they were
finally written down. The “Lals” (lays)
were sung by wandering muaicians to the
accompaniment of the harp, and from
these troubadours, singing thelr songs of
love and chivalry, sprang the first ideals
of courtesy and the protection of the
woak by the strong, BSo great is the
power of song.

Annle Lemp Konta tells us In an inter-
esting manner how. between the periods
of lyric and narrative poestry, a great
sohool of didactic verse came Into exist-
ence. Learned literature written by
esoclesiastics began to filter Into popular
ilterature. In the fifteenth oentury
knighthood waned; allegory and romance
in literature waned with It, and melody
was born. |

Oliver Hasselin, native of o small town
In Normandy, In 108, was the post who

A Victrola for Christmas—music

every one every day in the year.

There are Victors

created the word “vaudeviile.” At loast | | and VICt'I"fOIaS lm m:

his songs created the word. They wers | g e e |

firsl ealled Vamx de Vire, meaning the i - . Vme 0 ‘ ﬂ

:_,:_‘_i:_h..';l,:l:' [::.:“\1"|:.\ \I::::' ‘;:‘:P.l- .An.'.l The fOIIOWlng Omaha a n d Coun(:ll ‘ slo g $2m and

o s vis e i | Bluffs dealers carry complete lines Victor dealer will
e LT of Vietor Vietrolas, and all the late ladly demonstrate

e o 1o may wew wrme and | Vietor Records as fast as issued. m to you.

ideats. and with sach new form and pew
rithe glses with his dissent-
ulid cries This Is not postry.’

doubt

purposs Lhe

You are cordially invited to inspect

Victor Talking Machine Co,
the stocks at any of these estab-

Camden, N. J.

ing vYolve

ithout

every poet who ever
tared wonder into new paths has hesrd -
Livka
Bul the Gue poels have contipued (o llShmentS- —_— n—— SR
sink: otherwise the world would still o e i
liwve only s odes amd hymne to the
sun., na In the dawn of postr First ! v‘ctro‘as SOId bY
o s Schmeoller & Mueller
must be beautiful; #t must dea! with
sty But even that s not true
Nature in the awful uvpheaval of an

earthouske,
Forin st 1 Pl

or a voleanle eruption, is not
But it ts torviije in its exhibi-

PIANO COMPANY

A. HOSPE CO.,

o of bower wnd cotains ettty | 1311.1313 Farnam St Omaha, Neb. 1513-15 Douglas Street, Omaha, and

lonely marsh ks not beaygtitui;
L a

¥Yet It imay
fascinating ploture—one whioh |
daunts the memory. The twisted old
dgbining-blasted tree Is not beautiful,
nar the old wellcurb on the farm, por
a housand and one other bits of scenery

Wwhigh the «'n retaine and the heart re-
membern

Victor Department on Main Floor

Nebraska =z

407 West Brnadway, - Coundil Bluffs, la.

Brandeis Stores

Talking Machine Department
in the Pompeian Room

334 BROADWAY

despite lLhelr lack of 3
membets - deny real Council Bluffs
And postry muy sxpros  power and
contiment and feellng in (he mume way comr lst_h M
ax these stened de, while being qguite

Bpart from besuty,
Theweas Balley
“ritde In his poem

Harney, Omaha.

Geo. E. Mickel, Mgr.

Aldrich s1ya W
“Aupreciation

the

Cyele Co.
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