
THE DESERET NEWS
truth and falsehood

cyry JOHN risiriel
on the page that is immortal

we imvie brilliant promise see
ye know the truth my people

andadd itsUs might0 shallshail makenuke you free

for tietiletletip truth thentilen let us battlebattie
W hat fate betide

longlone the boast that we are freemen
we have made and wide

ilehe whoho haslias thellie truth and keeps itiit
Kkeepsapsvps not what to bimhim belongs

but performs a selfish action
his fellow mortal wrongs

aielie who seeks the truth and tren bbeses
at the danger helie must brave

Is notnt fit to10 be a freeman
heile utat best is but a slave

lieile who bears the truth and places
its hightlight under ban

luulonu may boast of all manly
but cnedn never be a man

fjrnw ud tinsibis simple layI1 ayiy who readest
be thou not likeilke eitherelther them

butbul to truth give utmost freedom
audand tiiethe tidelide it artir es sterestele

B id in speech anand bold in action
beDefoncorverfor ver time will test

0 tiietile free soiled and ehg slavish
V lneine i fulfillsfulfils lif- s mission best

babi thouthoo ilielile the noble ancient
scorn the threat thatthal bids thetho garfar

speaksak no maetter what betide thee
letlotL I1 theintl em strikealrae but mae thernulem hear

BBbe eliou like thethenisfirstfisnis apostles
be thou liketike heuhei bic paul

if a freefrei thought eeliseellsfeeks expression
hpepellpe ikak tt4 bobaly speak it all

fpfalp P thine eneneeueenemiesmiesemles accusers
scorn tiletiie prison rickrackrica or rod

and iti thou hast a truth to utter
speak and leave tileillslie rest to gd

doninonimm brahar lsa

hymy neighborhelgHeigliborbor A window study

blry Rn lisils doddard

I1 havehive two rooms at myiny present lodging one
lolLotblottingf outingting Vthee arcetcreet the the bucksbacks of mytoy
w houses from my front window to
telllel the truth it is a dormer w aindow inin the attic
I1 soeee what my neighbors are doing inm the street
their world life and from my back A aindow what
tueytiley arearo doidoldingdinellerig inin their ouowna houses their hoinehome
liretireite the hiphio otof their hearts and souls whenhenheu I1
risenae inin thethi morning I1 dress mamyselfself and frit at my
f ontout wllWIL iwow butilu util breakbrealbreakfastfost is readiread I1 blebie myru
neighbors axw i inigg for their breakfast oralorai readyeddy at
it sitting i round their mileswiles iuin the front base-
ments

tiletiie gives his accustomed borni 19
whoop ala d I1liditidieidle s out hishib and by
the no and three dennyspennys worth the iceizekeemanisemanmn
tuta bishis bogehogeh P wagon over the roughI1 pave

ubi up ly before the few houses that
t ike iceice of01 banbun I1 hear thetiie jugleji igle of his tongs the
nuilnulli ul I1 asbcrashash otof bisb is axe inin thi- meisi audand see thotha whiteliate
blocks detodedo tedled in the oroaayeaar i

byB and by tiletue doors ovirovi r thetile wayvay open and
shut anoanc uetile men depart torlor their places of0 busi-
ness few are iiiikiin on their own account
and thoaithose wliewee a11 itlt always tnietrie richestrcYc hest or the liapilip

look ig my friend Aandrews the jobber
is a jollijollierernann ia than my aiat ffui linnii tance fiend tson
tiletietletib importerimport i inymy chum the book-
keeper i jiji ir than either and yetet his means
are emallemail r and idslasI1 is family kargirlarg r than theirs
lorfor1 or my very good friend M simpkins but I1
have no refit to expose tiletiie domestic matters of
thatt illusto lusnus filmily eoso I1 leveleave the rentreut euce
unfinished btcut this dijI1 A say I1 cannot for my
illelile see hfh f can be jollyjully with seven
children and only sixsixbix alawinhulhui ardurdd a year

but alirtil r goegoogaoa the eld st scion of thetoe house
mrr jamosjami s a back eyed buerrynn rry hearted hdlid just
turning eigieim teenfeen from tile way inin whichchic hehei

peeps int neenHrin dersons window as he ppissesbisges I1
wonder iili liiliu sawedw katekte bhb h ndrid the blinds andfind
the pride oidoldvide id manhood of hishus step I1 tl mk he
must be old r thanthalo he seesecseenn tq I1 have an eyeee on
youyonyou mr jmesjames and on ouon CetharineCithanne
but there is mynty breakfast b U1 ag tinnn I1 he ro laIs
must begbe g coldcoid good morning tienthen my
neighbors and N ouon my n iglihbburgbursuraora windows
thetile bell invites me

I1 am as I1 saldsaid or meant to say an althor a
poor author one who writes for a living stoneton s
essays dramas and else will pay
could I1 have my choice I1 would prefer being rich
because I1 could then ariti whatever I1 pleasep nabeeasedand
for fame poems as rare as those of tennyson
presupposing that I1 have his genius romance as
weird as tilethe scarlet letter or essaysessa s as charm-
ing as goldsmiths

thare would however be thisthib disadvantage
about wealth it would lead me into a moremote
fahl mabiemable neighborhood and bring me ini con-
tact with a different set of neighbors I1 might see
happy faces peeping between heavy damak cur-
tains and catch glimpses of paintings beyond but
they would not be asa suggestive as the blickbuck square
of a poor mans window andaud the white blank of
his chamber wallswailsvi allsails let me stick to my attic then
and be a poor author with all the grace I1 cangan

As soon as I1 finish my breakfastsbreakfast hutnhuthul myself
up in my back attic and camence writwritinghg the
back attic is nonot as thelite front one but I1 cincan work
there better than anywhere else tilethe view before
me is too dreary and monotonous to lure meinne from
my task even for a moment I1 see no pleapieapleasuresurecure
out of doors so I1 have to conjure it ifinu tilethe cham-
bers of my brain

I1 sitsil at my small table dip my blunted goose i

quill I1 hate your sharp steel pens in my six
I

fennypenny inkstand and urge my liandhand across thellie
longiongon sheets of now describing the interior
of an eastern palace into which I1 purpose hit
traducing one of inmyy heroes and now revellingDg

1inin
tile depths of a tropic forest knowing nothingnot liing
ol01 tropic forests audand eastern s and seeing
nothing that can bobe construed into tilethe fainfaintesttest
resemblance to either I1 am of course a highly

i lnlaInix glngin tivelive writer my ahers oinkthink me a
little tooloo andund advise rneme to try my
ha ud at poet r but as they beldomseldom purchase poetry

11I1 wisely decline
when my huidhuldhli induld grows wea y of travelinggoverover

I1I1 the sheets ol01 fool scip undand my brain aches with
its forced activity I1 throw downclown my pen hiserise
fronifront tnyiry littililt tiorioilecehle and rest hyliy walkingamingN

up and down the a tic now hulling midand
now peeling curiouslyly out of my window I1
have several gdg d erigengravingsravings colaescoi iesles of tiletiie betbe t
vaworksarks of the old masters andgild I1 admireedmire them
hugely but that view fromfront my attic window a

j changeful flemfieni sh picture of the city life of the
j poor a bad aritorinbialdl thefile of manyniarie bandhand s I1
look at t itA owtletie ionlon geat wonder 0 err itit tlti e mostniest
and widwin n I1 tornturn fromfrono it alidaid resume my seatseal at
the taldetaltat le I1 botnoftell n find my heart indignant and my
eyes bumming with tears

I1 rillyfilly tilethe poor especially the poor of cities
there isii such au simentes BS in their lotJot from birth
to death theytiley see the same things think the samehue
thoughts livelivo tiietile bainesame negative

i lives what has my nelneineighborgilbor yeyonderder tolar live for
i working as she doer from dawn till midnight
I1 it wiswas one last night before I1 wentvent to
bed yet there she batsat at the window the lamp
threw tiletiie shadow of her hands on the wall sew-
ing

saw-
ing aaas if hertier life depended upon it stopstopslop neigh-
bor do stop if onlyboniv forforaa minute lean out of
the window and feelfea thetiie freshfrech air and drink in the
light of tiietile stars but my neighbor heard me not
slieshe wentvent on sewing sewing and I1 went tp bed

I1 drdreamedearned about my neighbor 1

it sseemedemed to me that I1 was lain a farm house in
a smailfinal new village they village could
not havellave been inill the vicinity of a city for there
were no improvementshrip roverne ants iuin it no embankment for
a future rrailroad nodo lyceum for lecturers andnd ne-
gro minstrels and no saloons to manufacture
country bumpkinsbempkinsbump kins into sotsots the houses were
all old and teatler inglugi only the adint

larnsbarns
estat remains of paint while lleileliethe rough boarded
barns and stores were bleachbleachedld fairly white and
as mossy

1
as the stone feneefence along thetheltherondroadrond the

public bbuildingsuilulldings were a dilapidated town house
and two churches one with a tall steeple and one
mill a low belfry

the horse sheds at the backvack of the churches
were dreary enough the posts which supported
the roof iadladlad long since been pushed out of the
perpendicular by the grazing of heavy wagoneagonn agon
wheelswheals the roof in many places was open to
cheskythe sky laidnd tiletiie rainyain and the row of mangers
gateneaten haltlull away by hungry horses how bare and
forlorn they looked I1 knewknow that thebethese things
were eoso although I1 could not have seen them illin
my dream because I1 was in the farmhousefarm hoasehouse the
windows of which were darkdarkenedenod I1 wabwas inalnain a
sick room

itatvasvas late iliin thefhe afternoon I1 judgedjudg d the after-
noon of a dull autumnal day thathe room wawog so
d in that I1 could not abeesee across it except when
the simmering logs threw out momomentary flames
by the beaw tl isackealeather
bottomed chairs tilethe fly papers on tilethe ceilingcalling the
tall desk bureau the cupboard ouon the lentleft ofor the
chimney t a uncarpeted unpainted floor starred
withwill knoby knotknots and thetile vialsvial of medicine on
thetile beside the bed

A sick woman lay in that bed a dying woman
her head vvasas propped up with pillows and she
picked the connconacounterpane nervously theile gray hair
that straggled from under her cap her hollow
mo eyes herliar sunken furrowed features I1
read hertier history at a glance she was a plain
hardworkinghard working woman a farmersJarmers widwidow0 w herliar
husband died a few vearsyears previous leaving her a
momortgagedrigged farm and two children

the children are by hertier now a boy about ten
years old and a girl of folitfourteenteen a thoughtful
wonwomanlyanly little housekeeper it ia13 my neighbornebbor
mymy neighbor a girl againgain

children said the palepile her-
self on her elbow my poorpeer children I1 am dying
let me fold yonyou tnfit my armsarms and kisshits you before
igoI1 go where aearea e you daughdaughterterl

herenere mother 91myin neighbor lifting
the sick woman s arm atonalaround tilellie neck of berher
weeping brother

you must be good when I1 am gone
I1 we will try mother baidbaldsaid my brave little neigh-
bor patting hertier brother on the head

have me buried near fififatherther
yes mother I1 willwui 1

and williewilile take care of him
I1 saw my neighbor presspres her mothersmol herbhera hand

but the flame at that moment dying I1 could not
see the unswerving light which I1 lneknew must be
in lierher eya I1 stood in darkness the imslogs on
the hearth simmered the ghostly smoke climbed
tnythy blackblach chimney finally thetha flame shot

the room ragain I1 saw the high backed
eliaZlia irs the old drdesksk bureau the bed on which the

elead oman lay myilly neighbor apt now and I1
zitlitL it beemeseemedd to me iuin my dream that I1 wept also
at any rate when I1 woke ibis morning my eyes
werelexee red

I1 when I1 first comacama into my present lodges I1
was for a time at a loss for something to interest
myself in the surroundings of the
neighborhood knew the u umber of chimneys iliin
the whole block the sum total ortheaf the panes ofor
glass init all thellie windows thetile knot holes iain the
fencedlences alidaidald other similar trifles but I1 found no
opening for human sympathy no form that at-
tracted me nnj face that told a story until I1 saw
my neighbor sewing at her window I1 saw my
neighbor felt that she had a history

well you say so have we ullall ifit you come to
that I1 havehavo a history myself

1I daredaresaysay but not like my neighbors you
have not worked month in and mo ith out year
init and year out for the paltriestpalpai triest pay imaginable
you know not tiletiie toil thattilot my neighbor under-
goes ay and thouthousandsbandssands beside mymv neighbor IPto
keekeep body undand soul together i ou vearwear goudgold
clclottisclottotilesns and pipiricleioeide burbol upunupon ahmtin m but d d it
ever occur lo10 you that they were onceollice
by tilethe needle stitch by baitch seam by seam
gugussetisget by gusset band by bandbond

you gog to your taborfuror sirsieP midwid looklolohiahllhiibiepis over hshis
stock ol01 E to talial ifle goosbuosgj KS give yi order and
there hi matter endsenos lutiluth i ouon abid
goes to hertier andaud gives berher order 1 I1 hope
iierlier bills aretire moderate and there the matter ends
with llerher but thetile iattermatter loeioetoesuot eendd ththere
that love of a bonnet that stylish coat and vest
must be made before you caulcan wear them who
makes thin

remlyrealyre illytily oion liailahaee no iea
butbat I1 bovehove I1 have beenbeu behindbeland the counter injo

my didds berh aps I1 amain a IterlterI1 terrydry tailor anaand I1
know the poorpour make yourour clothes sir kiuklukluiauai

3 ours madam thetile poor like my iiolioneighborigabor
after my neighbors enothmolherr dwdied kootooso runs my

dreddreaii tilethe girlgirt and buy ggiveive iipp igeibelie old honie
ladiadgladlud for couldconid loto10 clicil ll11 do nithlith a
heavily mortgaged farnifurni andathi removed to new
york they had relreirelativestives here lot they erenerewerevre
not to be depended on fuwfew likeirke to be troubledbled
with dead bilks children

I1mybly neighbor could not have been fineou when
she came to new york but she hadhud the sense
and energy ofdaa woman of thirty she hired a
couple ol01 rooms in a pleasant neighborhood rents
were not as dear then as now and furnishing
them with tigethe old home furniture she and thetile boybo
kept house together they lived in a narrow
little street on the north river side of the town
there wasVIM a beech tree before thetiie loorioor a line ofA
willowswillow oooppositealtesite and at the end of tile street the
steel blua river

behind uhethe house waswes a little garden in whichahn h
grew real vegetables there werewei e tenun hills of po-
tatoes a dozen or more andaud a cioe
row of indian corn tailtall stalks green tasselscasselstassels and
allalt that you know it wswas really cocountrifiedfied
for my larjarpart I1 would have preferredernd it over and
over again to old new Eenglundengland tillagevillage
butbat my neighbor audand her brotherbrot er liked the last
bestbeat but then shave no mathier illin that villvilla g
churchyardchurch yard nor luin any other gud be

so I1 suppose I1 amann no judge of their feelings
my neighbor was foudfond ol01 flowers so she bowed

a few flower seeds in a strip of earth at the back
bithe01 the yard and trainedtraitied tilethe nelected mornmorninghiohig

argloriesiesles at thethothedoornoorboor till they rinran alall over the porch
budaud chertcretU up and peeped in at hertier window she
hadird a pot of verbverbenaelfiaeffia in the nwindow which she
had brought from uiehie old you and
I1 would not have given eixkixsixpenceixpence for it but mill v

neighbor would not bavehave sold it for sumsburns of
money

etwasit was her mothers Closclose ebytheby the verbena
when thetile weather was warmwarin enotgilgli for binhin to
haughanghangouthandoutoutont of doors therecheri was aanii uldold jofin in a
cage another remnant of mymv iiaa childhood
the robin fiaslias long since joined ilihi red breaud
ancelotry but tilethe verbena lives still I1 feepee it ja11iili
my neighbors window

I1 have already mentioned tilethe leather bottomed
chairs and the deakdesk bureauba reau thesthesez and a clcairycuirychirye y
table a plain rag carpet andaud a fefew
ed my neighbors rooms the old family bible
lay on artand between the windwindowsa and a picture
of the lords supper ilunghung over the manteimantelmantelpiecepiece
A bunch of dried grass wreathed the top ol01 the
looking giss so suds the inventory of my neighbegh
borsbora worldly goods

As soon as they were comfortably settled in
their newnow bomehome she sent master NVV llelieileill to school
andaad hunted up a milliner in want otof an alpren I1 leplee
afietn milliners work was lightlightnrm nd the wages good
but myiny neighbor had somebome oldoid notionsnotion
ofotherherhen own so she diddw not stay uwithith her long it
wasas not because the young ladies luin the work-
room made fun of myray it shetheshe cared hunhuh
about but because she preferred a more seselectjeetleet
style of conversation and issass equivocal condcondictcondetct
the ladies voted hertier a fool and perhaps sheehe UHwn
lintbut not so big a fool as some of the ladies tiemthem-
selves certainly she was mierwierwiierer thanthau theth one I1
passed in Brobroadlybroadadmyedmyway this g and yet th
latter was dressed in atalatai gaidfind aos as p-

a partridge while rnymy neighbor is thin and palepaip
and warns wyguly calico or that sgongegooge crape gown
01ol herstiers

the family from whom my beig ibor hired hertier
rooms wwereere very kind to liertier A a naplecrople hearted
honest old pair with no children of their ownow n
they would hwehive adopted her and master Vill hid
either been willing to have a second father and
mother when they let my neighbor their second
story they were fresh in the city themselves old
farmers both of us theythes said hence the potatoes
and cabbages in the backyardback yard myaly neighbor oldtold
dame the reason ofotherhenher leavingleaving the millinerslers and
the old dame said she iwasvas rigrightt even though the
child owed hertier a months rent which she could
not pay

hyby and by my digwigneighborlibor found h it waswar
winter I1 remember wood was six dollars a load
that vearyear working for the slop ashopshops of cherry
and water streets

you know those dingy dens they are sandband
witched between sailorfailor boardinghousesboarding ilhousesauses and low

timythy are generally shaded by awnings
fromfront which as from it gallowsgallons hangs a string of
hardened tarpaulins peapem jackets blue shirts and
overhauls a perpetualperpetudl tyburn of slop work
the cross beams undeunderr the awnings are equally
populous and woewoo to the unhappy wrewretch who
attempts to pass tiletiia it in a hurry

if the windnind is at all high arldand it always is hb gh
merehere hebe is licked in tiethe face by the legs of duckduel

ser liishis eyesoreeyes are punched bytheby the sleeves of
flaitflanielinel shirtsshirls and hishia small ribs are poked at
uncomfortably by daildalldanglingglin sheath knives the
windows ofor thase shops 1 I am speaking ofaof a tip-
top one are as gorgeous as vulgar testetaste can
makemaket henihent calsocaiso dress shirts illuminated with

blue anchors or purple ships warranwarrantedted joto wwaska
bales of bandannabandauiialia handkerchiefs of anali unearthly11

red audand yellow very leggedlegged hosehosolose of the
zebrazabra patpal terutAru hue and giden tocksstockss and neck
clothsclollisclotiisotlis d lo10 hebe tifiguredlurelv satin and such

ut sik osa Ivelvwith shiny buttons
you chintcant iame arlall aradearoiarut ie of fancy wearing ap-
parel eitmit a genii minmanm in wear that 6 not
to beile found liiiiiin the great ioplopstop

for thelite liberal minded proprietors of these
elelgartgaut my poort neighbor drudgeddredged
actingtilting thh 1 oarnardiviner niadiemaking shirts for six cancentsto
apteapiapt c ada d drawers for four ditto and notliot
sidnalan a attt g herbar pay utat for these lilitralboral
ecetc haveae ldesides fluta
eibishirtrt t to bee andd awu a1es wake to the noetfact
especially va11 the alfillcasebia ofI1 chindren like my nethbembbor
thithut their ideala are not reached 0soo lut add of
1 aa loging the starving sean istre for her workork they
14 sinmadaidald pay for their soiledspoiled material

of course they do notliot getgot it whereat they waxwas
iodiguint and threaten to9 shoveabove tilethe seamstress
ato theatreerectt one oathof ahw member
of the fitilehebrewbrew faitlaithonc laid hold of my neighbor
for that purposepur but a jolyjoiy tar who hadhod drifted
in to buy a gheithabe alti kiwekiwokm n entered a protest iain
the shape of a1 backbuk handhund r behind the ear so lielio
postponed itinuailaillil hebecamecame out of the hospitalliosilospitI
which was ad mouthmauth from that dav I1 havehate ernam
iA4 the mennmenumemoryry of that saintedpainted mariner in my

ucillicu icAio 1 drama nilathe wreckers of mad
agagazaracaracan

I1 tinthlikik ormyof my lo10 that hard win
tor sewing byb it ieis window iuin dledie col I1 gray days
while hertier moti r huddled over the cauty jilefire iain

cornecornerr thetim wind riattlesatties thethi panepaves
ai- ndi- adindlad z rundr 1 thelie ornerorber of tile house wild
withv nilull glee thehit trees are wihaihih icicleselicksli the
lleiteile walks areure ridged kiiliith freezing sleetslieslue taudandabd the
streets are quaiquan drs of seowsi 0 v

my teighlor rubsrobs hertier fifir gergers when theytikey grolgrowy

totw numb to hollI1 01 i the neanir eallalimiia1

andendavdridiid joins bertier brother
krfor a overovar the fintin liehe lookslooka up in liarher
faceice sadlybadlyal butbm she kisses ilihi wadltdvad smilisa a cheery

alien she returns to her wokwork by uwthe
aindow tiiethrere is dometromet illgiLign ig likeilkeaikeoa tear ioin her eve
butjuatbat her fifil g rs fly again tiietileii e newald glides in and
out long flireadilreatairi i a become shortbhelt threadsthread seams
are clobes elives cut iudludindfind made collars owand
wristbandswrist bands r citedi tedled buttbuttonoitscarocarearisarle benedsewed on and
uttit last but h iw longiong it lintallid v a shirt is fah
edeol

slowly passpabs the 1b airnir it it noon it
isis eve it iq11 ui it but t litenf altsbitsits rily nabor
still sevilseal ig inby laeaaetaetue ligniligat of01 tilietrie flickering candiecaudle
rhe boy is19 ii p limits e out illiu the houses
around id w after uin low disappearing
lightsll lits die oiloutI1 to11 the street engulfed iiiilllillii the eliteilt
alackness batbut ny n still burnskons
aad my ulina fi fingers brilliuilnil fly

oiloll nitini ti withwill aistersdittri dear
on niunin with mullmuti rars and vwivelivesivet

it is not hilenhulen yojuromojir wearing
I1

out
but hunanliuilu lianiian cred tuleelUiCi ilyeslives I1

it woudouid not hihg worth haeI1 AB to herIM
Wthete whole lintinalln ir of my life be suresura

sue8 he did notnut dojkai k forever ruCID slopstop nor oveore
forever iain thatfiat little street by theih rivorver the
Ppoornor challeecharlee th ir labor often and iiililin a nomadic
citynty like their loveiove
for and memory of localitiesloc isM dinall not so
with myiny neighDeighteighlorlorhor r whateververser eleelse she may have
forgotten enehuetue still renumbers her firstfinst city
home

shesite sees notiuotimaggng near so pyprettyetty now for herbet
window likailk own looks over a dreary rangerang
of yards theltl eieelea is a grass piatplat in10 the centre of
eachach yardard but lograssno grassgrahs the thick wee planks iala
1 thehe paths areaea e greener than the few straggling
t ladesindes of v r lueluu e sheltered by thetho fences a few

I1 common flofio ersets pinks marigolds four
and tilethe likearekfare atristriving to bloombm spiders weave
their webs frntr ni bush to bush antland worms and
insects1 eat tilill11 ir fill of leaves tilethe fences aroare old
amdad y isuL need of tialiiwhitewashhitebitewash aandnd from the
rusty nails inm their posts stretch innumerable
clothes lineslilies crossincrossingg each other attit all possible
tinglesagles every yard seems to iuieimietute beenboen wheedled

I1i intointe holding tuau eternal catyb cradle
our prospectprospeet is not picturesque

i I1 was sittingsittialtti ig in my backbuck attic one day
early pirtp of last planning uraytraymy great oriental
romanceolance and woudwonderingering where I11 should find a
lder for my herheroineolneoine A homhow I1 had just castesitt ashore
on a desert islandinland when casting rnymy eye hiin their

I1 direction I1 saw my neighbor and a sailor looking
1 person standing at my neighbors window I1
jumped at a conclusion insinstantlyinstant fy

she has a lovertover I1 saidsard and that lover isis a
sailor and lie has xeturnedreturned what a capital
kcf de thitthat willwiil make iulu thetho wreckers of
madagascar

then I1 proceeded to imagine the lovelore between
the two howflow they had plighted their troth in
youth how the sailor off to highis ship
waving his liandhandkerchiefkerchief the while 19 my neigh-
bor howilov my neighbor went home and wept
profusely howflow letters came to her with foreign
postmarkspostpost marks liowhow tiietilehie good ship ploughedsloughedhed the
ddeepbeep withv ith bellying sails howflow the sailor stood at
the lelm14 im onan moonlight nights dreaming or0 my
neighbor howflow tiiethe good ship performed hertier
voyage and camecarne home again and how when
she reached the port the impatient lover leaped
ashoreasliasilore wlwithoutthou t his bagbaggagegave rushed intolato my neigh-
bors room and framed berher to his manly bosom
dancing a hornpipe inin iusins excitement

I1 was wrong entirely ftfe saltor looking per-
son vaswas not a loverlever but my brother
the boy that huddled owr the fire in that hard
w winterinter that williewilhe that she promised to take care
of I1 never quite understood that boy whether liehe
was constitutionallytio nally feeble and unable to work
or whether lie was unconsciously idle and selfish
liehe was no help to his sister but always a draw
back a deadweightdead weight

imagine one of the siamese twins dicktsickbick or on
a strike and the other doing all the business of
life except spending the money and you have th


