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THE END OF THE CENTURY.
By Edward Markham,
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Be still, O Soul: the Future {s secure!
For one 15 knocking at the gate of life,
The Social Man, the ruler of the sphere
And in his brain he bears the Golden
law,
And In hig heart a music—in his faet
The free unselfish service of the State,
Hasten, O men, make ready with glad
hands |
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to see the way the King had appointed, |

and steer hencefarth its journey in that | ©

course

It seemed at first that this was s
to be,
brought were tuned with murmurs of
harp and psaltry—song and prophecy,

voicing the wprajgses of the King and
Kingdom of the Great Star of whose un-
seen place on the high point of the
meridlan their astronomers had told

them
Later her withess was of lesger
themes, the keen, clear notes of great
combat where charfot and spear and
flashing mail whirled and spun and
| gleamed, and gods and mortals mingled
in battle, and women, ¢ and strong
ldesses, who Dblessed or cursed
1 as immortal herges and

the tale

ray of that true light the

) to give gshone as the prizes

f the lists, She returned al v to the

Questioner, only with her brow bound

with laurel, such made t Crowns

of triumph for human honors In the
time

Afterward she told of thrones to
t knight

which gome martlies with
splendid grace of gift had led her, and
even her own lips, trained as they were
with eraces that dwell in thought
and language in the Great Star, trem-
bled with the telling of honors bhrought

her by the stalwart souls who wore het

colors in the lists of effort
Then there were long times between
her jJourneyvings back from the fallen

Star When she came her eyes were
Inwneast from shame for her neglect.

Then once ghe (

ime with head erect
and eyes strangely gleaming. Her step
was hurried but nroud, Her Dbreath
came fast so that ghe could not speak.
But she wore bound about her brow a
fillet, with a word inscribed upon It.
The word was Liberty. There were
splotehes of blood upon the fillet, The
King forth his hand and touched
her b tenderly, “They are beginning

to remember,” he sald.

When she came again they did not
know her. Her blood-stalned robe and
fillet were gone, She wore tralling robes

of pink gauze, and her fingers, tipp

th nty tin nalls shone with
ashing jewels, Binding her curled |
tresses was a  rose-wreath whose
twining buds spelled a motto: “Art for
Artg' Sake.” Her galt was not patural
She walked with an alr, and talked
mincingly

The King aid not cuestion her. He
only looked at the rose wreath on her
brow

Very soon her lips began to move
twitchingly and she went awa)

When next she came the Watchman
nt the gates signalled her to stand afar,
There were no eves in the Great
Star to bear the sight of her dighevelled
figure, He only knew her when she
had torn off the bandage with which
her eves were covered—a solled strip
of linen with *“Realism" written in
black plotched letters across the front.
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t
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The early messages the Spirit | b

fearlesely. She was smiling and a
song was on her lips, Hhe carried a
bunch of immortelies which one had
thrust into her hand at the outer gate.
While she was far off they saw jewels
flashing, They were on her brow, and
twinirg them & wreath of the same
flowers her hand bore, made the crown
which men had et upon her head.

They looked eagerly to see the word
the Jewels spelled. It was “"Human
Brotherhood,” The King smiled. It
will not be long now,!' he sald

“This crown"--the Spirit sald eagerly
~"shall T wear It alway will it be
torn from me to be replaced by—"

“It shall pot be taken from you," the

Her once fair robe hung in shreds about l
her shrunken form. Her hair was coarse !
and dishevelled, Her brow was smeared
with the touch of unclean hands.

The Watchman whoe heard her story
ghuddered.

They had bound the rag across her
eves, and thus blinded had led her into
the abyasesa, Only once did her hoarse
volee swell Into Its native sweetness in
telling her story. It was when her steps
had been led into the abodes of Pove
erty, and seeing there what ghe had
seen she had raised her voice in pas-
slonate protest against the horror of
human selfishness and greed through
which the torn onés suffered. Then her

voice took on the pure cadence by | King said, "save for that brighter one

which she was known as being of the | which their hands shall fashion for

daughters of the Great Star you when this dream they have writ
When she came again her ralment | upon your brow shall have come to

was white, 8She came with erect head | pass.”

and clear eyes that looked upward JOSEPHINE SPENCER,
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Ex-8peaker Reed {s taking kindly to the comparative quiet of private life.
At a new York lawyer he Is applying himself diligently to business and is In
great demand as an advocate,
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, COUNT TOLSTOI'S
LIFE EBBING.

The aged Russian phil-

ssopher and author is
- critically 1l and the end

« Beems to be near.

tion of ghort tales, and that he |8 wil-
ling to be Judged by them, He cer-
tainly ought to be, for, however care-
lewsly read, they Impress one with the
novelly of his talent, merely as talent;
while read, as they should be, carefully,
critically and sympathetically, they are
remarkable as a revelation of the Jew-
fgh mind and heart, an Intellectual,
racial confidence, such ag only a simple,
earnest, suffering man of genius could

be moved to make, writing of things
whith he has “seen and Kknown,
which he could not help secing and

and-more's the pity of it at
unconsclous exposure of the
not as we find it In the
terrible In their

knowing
times—~the
Jewish nature
)

old Jewish phophets,

grandeur and gloom, as it exigts in the
antipathetl Christltan world today,
when the inherited hatred of Ignorant,

priestridden generations elicits in retal-
lation all its greed, {ts avarice and [ts
arrogance, its ages of watchfulne \
ita sublime patience In walting for re-
venge,

Only one great man of the early brood
of English poetsg divined the nature of
the Jew In his verse, and he was 50 1l
understood by his gwn countrymen

whom bear-balting and Jew-baltl
WAS rare g that m than a «
after his ith only another Eng-
v tt 1 Macklin as
he tragie Import of
had wit t wisdom, ot
e, to percelve and declare In
uplet

§ the Jew
Shakespeare drew

Mr. Zangwlill has not had to wait, as
Shakespeare did, for hig art to be feit
for here and there there are thore whom

1

it fills with admiratlon and moves to

tears. He Is a great tragle writer.

It has just sen recorded that John
Rusgkin | eat affection for young
peonle an taken great pleasure
in rendering them a service, babi
however, were barred by him, "Have
no respect for them whatever,” he
writes (n one letter to a young and
proud mother; “like pigs ever 80 much
better. You really mustn't expect me
to care for inferior belngs."”

It is understood that Ian Maclaren's
“Life of Christ" i8 to be profusely ll-
justrated by color process with pictures

ured In Palestine and
at Buropean galleries. The
has been paid for the

espel i_‘i‘y‘
from the gr
sum of 3t
serial rights.

L

Dr, Birkbeck Hill prints in his John-
gon club paper two pagsages from Bos-

well’'s descrintion of the good doctor
which B himself suppressed In his
proof sh Here they are: “Gar-

rick"” Boswell writés, “sometimes used
to take him off svueezing a lemon into
a nunch bowl with uncouth gesticula-
tions, looking around the company and
calling out ‘Who's for poonsh?" " Bos-
well added in the margin “and hands

! ‘e must have been a

not o rciean

stout man,' sald CGdrrick, ‘who would
be for i,"'" The other passage Sup-
pressed gives the curious information

rafl, roughly grooved in the great cen-
tral column, one solld tree trunk ems-
bedded In the ground.” Do not your
fingers thrill as they pags over these
inequalities, ax marks left by the
workmen, whose bodies were lald in
consecrated ground four centuries ago?
Up and down a second stalrcase, as
tradition affirms, went the steps of
Queen Blanche~in 1200, geven centuries
ago. The third, hroad, easy and state-
ly, leads to the foot of the little nar-
row stair at the head of which Is the
tiny bedroom, an arsenal in itself, at
the top of an impregnable tower, where
John the Fearless, Duke of Burgundy,
found safety and eleep.

It i{g, however, not the staircase of

dukes and gueens which hag most in-
terasted the authors, but the tones
hallowed by association with poets and
men of thought, The chapters bear the r
titles: “The Scholurs' Quarter of the
Middle Ages “The Parls of Moltere,"”
“The Paris of Honore de Balzac,” “The |
Parla of Alexandre Dumas,’ “The
Pariz of Vietor Hugo." 1In these lter-
ary chapiers there are many Inierest-
ing anecdotes, but there is also much
that except to a very great lover nf'
einch must be d and a little trivial, |
The gense of the past ig all very well, |
but the sense of the past ig not gratified |
by & sight of the windows of the room |
where Alphor paud rol "Fro- |
mont jJeune et *aine,” The chap- |
terg at the end of "The Making of the
Marais,”” and "The Women of the
Marafa" are mor n g for in
them we wateh the movement hu-
manity up and down 1} treets
and through the same } me figure
after another, sad oy id, lovable
or wicked, gay or ene weing and
disappearing
The author's writing scems to bemn
the mark of great accuracy and single-
| hearted earnestness. As guldehook
| to unnoticed places of histaric interest |
“The Stones of Parls" sheuld be of
greal value, (U ribner's Song, New
York, $#4.)
We should fill the hours with the
sweetest things |
[f we had but a day

We should drink alene at the purest
gprings

In our upward way,;

should love with a lifetime's love
in an hour

If thie hours were few;

ghould rest, not for dreams,
for fresher power

To be and to do.”

We
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“Betty Leleeser's Christmas,"” is the

| title of & new story for girls by Sarah

that Johnson never took a servant with |

him when he stayed with friends. “He
knew how
to darn his linen, or to sew a button on
his cloths.” “I am not,” he would say,

‘an helpless man,'”

Concerning the Johnson club, the Pall
Mall Cazettte savs that it s an instl-
tutlon which meets periodically at the
Cheshire Ch the old Fleet street
tavern, which claims most energetical-
]y to have been a haunt of Johnson's.
The club opens {t8 proceedings with a
jark pie pudding, which appears in a
digh larg than. many baths; then,
greatly daring, It goes on to larger por-
tions of Welsh rabbit, and at this point
another bath is brought in, full of rum
punch. Then someone reads a paper
on some sublect connected with the
ry of Dr. Johnson, and during the
of the evening the members dis-
uss the paper and the punch,

se,

i
rest
(

unpublished manuseripts by
ne were in the pessession of his sis-
r. Frau Emden, who has just died at
the great age of 99, Some of the man-
useripts  related 10, his residence in
Paris. and It is sald that they will soon

published, together With the collec-
tion o woet's letters preserved by
his devoled gister,
Mr. Frank Norris, the author of “Me-
Teague, 'ls contemplating, the Book-

man tell us, a scheme for a serles of
t! novels, which shall symbolize
American life on a 'broad scale. e has
adonted American wheat as his “cen-
tral symbol''— a gymbol of prosperity--
and he proposes to deal with life in the
great California farming region; with
the relatlons of the grain raisers to the

{lroads: with gpeculators in the wheat
it. when the grain is brought to mar-
kot and with the distribution of the
wheat and its effects across the world,

The titles of these volumes, while not
finally decided upon, may be '"The

Octopus,” “The Pit" and “The Wolt.”
Santa Claus' Partner,” Thomas Nel-
n Page's story, promises to be the
.t popular Christinas gift book of
! in, Although it has been pub-
lished less than a montht, it Is elready
in fits twenty-ifth thousand,

'
i

An Englishman declares that Dreyfus
{g surely about the only living pérson
who would refuse an offer of $200,000 to

write an account of his experiences,
The Alsatian did not even respond In
words to this offer of a British pub-

igsher; he merely ghrugged his shoul-
ders,

novel,

"t
out

Egerton Ca W “The
ath Comed ig coming as a
rial in Frank Leslie's Popular Month-

9. It is a pleturesque story of the

elght2anth century.
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The younger school of French writers
;n!‘x resent making a close study of
nglish literature. Most of the import-

nt magazines are publishing transia-

from the English nd various
olumes devoted to Shakespeare are on
the season's list

Ollve 8 s “Story of an Afri-
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T e i t P at Life in & Great City" has been com-
dacmt ¢ ) “‘ b bl [ i by M ph Hennlus from the
ment ¢ g Sir V }L $ "}‘“r“ contributions of Mr. Woolf to “Life"
| AT \ ! 4! ( . ! 3
nom \ % | \ : h-f“] “‘ : and “'Judge th the addition of a
"_ s XRewWD e ek ke number of unpublished drawings., Mr.
"" { Hennis saye that in the tenderness, gin.
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yen the a , together with the unogtenta-
“ ,1, tious charity and a humor unique in
ni " i an ¥
o naniy
8i th
""l ' Thet
i _ th ime, every one with a story in a
des few lines of the pencil and a brief para-
W I graph below I & a whole volume
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ing velolre him but rul | louse i heart is not moved by the
- | tragedy of "The Empty Stocking.”
Andrew ! it
Scoteh  histe The Macmillan Company, under th
called in & re title of “They That Walk in Darkness.”
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for publicatior . h les has npublish a collection of | ) ' ) 1 1
i ! n of | Farm'” sgeems to hold the reading
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"ulvl --‘\! lun [ : hi H 'I‘ of \. v] et ‘1 '\iv.\”‘ 'r . [}[ £« | public. pessimistic as it is, There have

t g wtory : will, who forms us in a short preface | [pen y aq ns varving ot &

S8cotland from the Roman Occupation, th the o« of the little volume TRn o v.m b g ‘.‘l . wes “,‘ “‘,
wl s & Sademna 1 ) . in (he last sixteen vears, and a4 new

and the geco a volume of animal | published by } X vears sinee, under w announced

stories for children, The lagt book s | th bove-n med  sub-title, have VAT R, s “‘__.___.._.i

dedicated delicately to Mizs 8iby! Cor- | | i ged in the present col-

bet. whose fantastie creations In her | ] and it two tales included |

“Animal Land” will not be forgotten ) wer vritten, one ten yvears ago

Mr. Lang's dedication I8 in graceful { and the other /ear, & statement

verse. the first stanza of which runs which | pret to mean that wa

8ibyl, the Beasts we bring to you are | h now in hand an exhibit of ten

not so friendly, not so odd yvears of his best writing in the direc-
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The concluding number of the current
volume--the hundredth—of Harper's
Magazine will contain an article by its
editor, Henry M. Alden, It is one sug-
gested by the experiences and memories
of thirly years in the editorial chalr.

There I8 nothing that astonishes an
American In Europe so much as the
comfortable indifference with which
Europeans pass up and down historic
gtreets before ancient bulldings whose
very stones must have sucked in con-
gcigusness from the tide of humanity
the waves of which have washed them
for generations, The tunnel-like arch-
way down at the end of ons street is the
gate in the old clty wall.  What
waorld of change has been wrought
glnce the old wall became suddenly ab-
surd four centuvies ago in
front of somehody's cannon. It was old
even then, You pass through the arch
and look up. The black line in the
gloom overhead {8 the groove In which
the porteullls ran. Imagine the haste
yvou might have had to make to get in-
gide before the iron gate rattled down
with a bang. On top of this delicate
plece of stonework {8 a scar, A cross
gtood there, and'the little scar I8 the
witnesg of a fearful burst of lconoclas-
tie fury, This square block stood at
the foot of the town cross. Heralds
have stood on it and proclaimed from
it the births and deaths of kings and
peace and war, Over it has flowed
some half dozen times the blood of
thore accused of treagon—executed here
in thig public place at the foot of the
town cross for a warning to others

The “Stones of Parls,” by Benjamin
Ellis Martin and Charlotte M, Martin,
beging with an account of three time
worn staircases. Up ooe you toll round
and round, your hand on “a rude hand-

three or

|
to mend his own stockings, |

Orne Jewelt,

When “Betiy Lolcoster” appe wred, ths
very judiclous comment was made; "It
is rather difficult to find the right kind
of books for girls of fifteen and sixteen,
and they are apt to experience a craze
at this dge for the silliest and most
harmful kind of third-rate novels; but
‘Betty Lelcester' is just the right kind
of story to put into such a girl's hands.
It |8 bright, healthy, natural, and In-
teresting to the reader from first to last.
It is thoroughly friendiy and compan-
jopable.”  Belty went to England soon
after she inspired that story, and there
she had a charming varlety of good
times, seeing famous places and peo-
pie, and enjoying all her unfamiiar
experiences, The most remarkable of
these were connected with the Christ-

mas eeason, and they are delightfully |

described in the story Miss Jewetl tells,
The book is brought out in an attractive

sivle, and will be an unusaally sult-
able holiday gift,
“Christ in Art,” by Joseph Lewis

French, {8 a new volume In the hand-
gome Art Lovers' series, in which there
are now half a dozen volumes by rece
ognized authorities on art eubjects, con-

taining studies on angels, saints, the
Madonna, child life, love, and Christ,

presented In the works of famous
The present volume contains

celes

a8 1'%
paint
twenty-three illustrations from
brated paintinge by the great masters,
—L, C. Page & Co., Boston,

The holiday edition of Hamlilion
Wiight Mable's well known work, “My
Study Fire,” is a handsome volume,
The

ers

the type clean cut and easy 1o read,
and the {llustrations, by Maud Alice
and Genevieve (‘owles, whether full

page or in the texi, are really embel-
lishments, Of the Uterary quality of

the work it Is now unnecessary (o
speak, The great popularity of “My
Study Fire” is a matter of common
knowledge. There have been attrac-

tive editions of it before, but this last
gurpasses them all—Dodd, Mead & Co.,
New York.

A street newsboy, “Tode,” Is the hero
of the story “The Bishop's Shado
by Mrs., 1. T. Thurstor The bighop
{s the lale Phillivs Brooks and the ins
fluence of his noble self-sacrificing life
develops the ragged, ha ned boy of
the streels into a pure nns h chara
ter, who devotes his 1 y the rell if
others. 'The 1 [ the slory Is swi

and wholesgme . Fleming H. Revell C
New York.

———

page 18 broad and creamy white, |

of Cleopatra's Nights an
tie Romances.” by Theophi Y
has been brought out in B ey, Ruter,
Mr. Hearn says of Qayt| ke B

J0ther Pantog

pages were pieturey "';‘l‘;r‘ that iy
touches of color,” un-!' lA‘-]"' | rv)"fl',nl “y
18 better qualified to re -ﬁ,.]‘, h RO ong
lish the glowing (‘Ulnl‘.'a‘ \.";}‘ N Eng.
artist in words than nadit reoch

Lafeadio o
color-ar gt - L"'zh

himself a literary

tano's, New York,
In point of nn\'v!l)'“'u

and cley:

preparation, the holiday lj],,,l - o8l

and the Footlights, pub)ishe b i
Frederick A, Stokes Coy 5 .1 : ."!3'
York, is sure to be one of ‘z‘}“ ol
of the geason, It tells an 1‘|ll’ olveat
story by a geries of letrers [ J, oo
artistically in fac-simile and race. 4
the pages. The L (rn]'lvl» In;'-‘fli'}“‘l“tl“‘ t
Ford and the free hand Retene,
black and white are by Archie |

The book 18 bound handsor

Y 14
nely |

covers, with gold an -
tions, Gold and green ¢
—
MAGAZINES,

The ]A'-'!ll,’.' Age for December 18 hag
this list of contents: “The Crogs na i3
Final Beat of Authority,” 1. )}'Kv '
Forsyth, Contemporary 1levie . A
lade of & Quiet Romanticist ' i 4

| ter Hogg, Chambers' Journals: i
Perishing Land, vil. 'Driots Rt
by Rene Dazin, revi oty
des; "The Going of the Battepy
Thomas Huardy London Go

“u.‘x'l | & : phy Good . Worde:

dddta i | 1) I
Map 1 Davs ) e
Tery {iila Ma
Pope, ¥ Jean Ramea .

Islets of the Barg 3 4
Pariknson, Cornhill Magazine A s
Gosge"” Life of Donne' J i
“Herrick,” by Charles Lusted (e
man’'s Magazine,—~Boston, '

The bollday number of 7 "
fca, besldes devoting usu 3
portion of §0 to ’
local Interest, give mp "
views of “The Yea s A g
Year In Fiction,” "The
“The Year in Politics ;
the Navy,” and go on, Th o pa =
a highly artistic plece of work. suw.
gestive of the holiday s ,..,;;b e W
York.

Colller's Weekly for December 4 con
tains some photographs =
experiments of the Navy o t
coaling o battleship at s [,
Summers, In an  inter il
which accompanies the )
how the feat was accomt )
gubjects covered are the funer '
Vice President Hobart, the “Re-Awak.
ening of OfMeinl Washington it
“South African War,” and the speed
trial of the new battleship Kenty ky

In an article on Windso; 4
the holiday number of Cas Mage.
zine the Marguess of Lorne
further slde of the Upper Wurd t
now inhablited by the q }
family, the dwelling-rooms LY
ing at King James's T
cluding the Vietoria Towe;
ther corner to the right, or south. 4
the gueen liveg, having th 1 ¢ on
the park, towards Frogmor hich \

| pleasure house situated about ;
away, where dwelt the D §
Kent, and Princess Christian of late
years. [t I8 from under th lag
ghelter, formed by the project 1
thrown out at the angle Uy
Ward, that the aueen star I
dally drives. In hot weat! t I8 here
that her majesty sits, a
sometimes performed in th g
The Upper Ward used to b { <
s still the Lower Ward, W! 4
IV, wanted more privacy t
ments, because befo his t weh
room communicated with ! X,
making a passage of all, t d
glgnhed a corridor which should
give privacy the rooms '
handsome means of com
The corridor was one of ¢
and most successful 1t 4 )
Wyatt, He refaced the u
whole castle. You will ge¢ that the old
facing remaing in many | nd
the old masons ! 1 he

| the rest of the in t
the stones looked m
Wyatt introduced fint, and a Jark Lo
ing or framing to each block

An interesting paper on the Reverend
Newel Dwight Hillis, the su of

Arthur J. Stringer's book, “The Loom |

of Destiny,’’ 1s a collection of shorl
magarine sketches that originally ap-

Ainslee's Magazine They
the lives of the children of
 big city, and Impress one

peared In s
deal with

the poor in

somewhat as do the gketches of the
Artist Woolf depicting the same life.
There {8 humor In them, but it is a hu-

mor largely compscted of pathos and
pity.~S8mall, Maynard & Co., Boston,

—

“I'he Iron Star, and What It Saw on

Its Journey Through the Ages, from
Myth to History,” by John Preston
True, I8 an excellent story for

boys and girls, reading like a wonder-

book and yet it is not such, It begins
in a forest, in the stone age, in the
davs of the cave men, A boy and a
girl see a great meteor fall, The {ron
f that fragment of a star is taken
through a serles of Interesting stories,
na way that suggesis the development
if eivillzgation through the stone, bronze
and iron ages down to the tlme of
Miles Standish This I an excellent
way to stimulate a young mind to a

lively interest in history. The adven-
tures of Umpl and 8ptz, the cave boy
and girl, of Ulf, and the other sturdy
and brave people who appear in the
hook, are gure to have a lively Interest

for every youngster with a mind that
appreciates a good thing, The fllustra-
tiolng are by Lilllan Crawford True,
! Published by Little, Brown & Co,, Bos-
ton

A handsome holiday edition of
Thackeray's “Vanity Falr,” has been
fugued, with nearly fifty {llustrations
of the comedy of “Becky Bharp,” as

produced by Mrs, Figke and her com-
pany of players. The volume is called
the "RBecky Bharp edition.” It is a wel.
rome addition to the list of hollday
booke—Harper & Bros, New York.

“A Dividend to Labor,” by NMicholas
Paine Gilman, is a study of employers’
welfare institutions, The anthor has
had in mind both a sclentific and a
practical alm, He presents a view,
incomplete, of courge, of the welfare-
institutions in Evrope and America. He
hag endeavored to gather and present
a proper varlety of plans that have
heen tried in different branches of in-
duetry, He offers thege, together with
n body of sifted facts, haping to induce
other intelligent emplovers of labor to
broaden the scope of practieal phillan-
thropy. In the appendices he writes of
some dangers of paternalism; gives a
list of profit-sharing firms all over the
world, degcribes the enzes of abandoned
profit-sharing 'n the ['n|ted Rintes; and
adds a considerable hibliography. The
work 18 well indexed, It cannot fall
to be useful to all engaged in the study
of the subject and, by hroad com-
puarisons of results and possibilities, im-
prove the general Intelligence with re-
gard to the whole scheme of co-opera-
tion. Published by Houghton, Miffin &
Co., Boston,

Lafcadio Hearn's translation of “One

Henry Ward che
Abbott In the pulpit

)
13

Church, Brooklyn, Is
Werner's Magazine
1, M, Wallace, Ths
gee the Play,” by
which appears in Wer
for December, is the third of a les
on this t. Th treat
the playwrig method of 4
dramati sglory, nd s8es ;
theme and general t IIral st
New York.
e Ay P —
KISS AND MAKE 11 WELL

window and gew and dr
lttle boy at piay
thoughts from hen

I it at my m,

While my

Begulles my {from hem

seam
‘As he frolics the livelong day
But time and again b nes n
With a sorrowful tale to tell, "
And mother must look at the ¥ ratch
or bump,
Then kiss it and make it w ]
8o I kiss his head, and his kne and
his arm,
And. the dear little grimy hand;
And who can fathom the magl charm,
And who can understand? e
For I even kiss when h bites his
tongue,
And love works itg mystic sp h k
For there's never a cul, nor a SCraith,
nor a bump,
But mother can kiss it »
'"Pis a foollsh whim, do Fo 5&Y Ah,
yes! | - .
But the foolish things W e
Have taught the wise, &l a litt
child
In Bethlehem had his birth g
And we Kknow that many an- Oide
heart = el
e nov ) we Jdo no (&
We know, but b do e Blttes =l

Will never be fre

" | . aade it (
Till kisses ha\t r\l‘n atre Nichols:
s

FTwo Resl People
" {0 be

Many suppose "Mother Goose " 1 Fo
an imaginary personage, but \x.'.. .
yeal woman, and her malden i x‘m.lj;
Ellzabeth Foster. She wus born 1N .il..“‘:
married Isaae Gogse In 109, & =
vears later became a member u'_ .'l
Old South church of Bostun, ANE T
in 1757, at the age of ninety-iwdy ) ';1 :
Her songs were ( :;;:;n;‘l\;‘ FL'.‘! g to &
grandchildren, They were ¥ o Saw,
lished in 1716, by her S0 n-l

Thomas Fleet, of Doston.
The “Mary” that "“had a It Massae
was Mary Elizabeth Sawyer, & 7oy
chusetts girl; her lamb Was g N
twins forsaken by an um:u'.urullll- o1
Mary took it home and cares 't g
herself. They became fast frichs® pet
when Mary started to schoot " fg
missed her very much. 80 one &

ha LUCK®

it fo“t)\\'(,"! her, At ."‘llu"l - { vith

. qittie lamd”

it under her desk and COVET€® E ¥ te
her shawl, but when she ¥ v‘xl'.v' W16l
her spelling class the lun.h'll_w.‘-“\‘ 1
her, The children Jaughed WU E5 o
the teacher had the lamb taken ung

the room. On that morning % v
student named Rawlston was “»n\"'h‘
at the school, The nwlf"'”? ‘.‘.‘\\‘- Jfor
his poetic genlus and & few m;: b
he handed Mary the first (hf"mw b
of the poem, He dled soon § pai i
norant of the immortality of h~;

The lamb lived many years. o
death by the horns of &n :ulu.t(-’ vt
Mary's mother spun fts wool In78 Ly
from which she knit her "‘flfﬁ‘,,‘
pair of stockings., Years pass e gl
stockings became yellow VI i,
Finally Mary revaled them oul. ©, Ty
yarn into bits, fiffed It oul, % them
to cards, and after writing t‘he yart,
verifying the genuineness of thip save
gold them to gecure money to
the Old Bouth church,



