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All the automobile clubs in the coun- Hawley was now 2

try offer free of charge the straightest
routes to follow to the big.games, but
we - never- hear anything about their
straightness coming home,
X B 3 *
The Wayside inn at Sudbury (known
either as Longfellow’s or Ford's) still
preserves that original window pane
with a verse scratched with a guest's
diamond ring, and justly celebrated in
the “Tales.” Mr. Ford’s employe who
acts as guide about the inn, a comely
gitl, winks at you as she explains how
that former wag wandered out {from
the taproom in apparently good spirits
and in passing the window casement
stopped to scratch a line and offer
himself to immortality. Saturday the
inn will be on one of the main routes
to the biggest tournament in the coun-
try, and the hostess in Sudbury
shouldn’t be surprised if she has twenty
added verses by Sunday morning.
S L *®
To ¥reda Hammerslough.
(In the Portico.)

O! Freda, dear,
I hate to hear
“You say that we'll adore
That long, long skirt
That wipes the dirt
From off that polished floor.

Skirts to our knees

sublimity of thought t
idealist.

felt the need of feminin
ship. With a delicacy of writing
of a poet he described a brief ac
ance with and farew
who had come for a
his life and passed out again.
was anxious to have & V

he poured out his soul to the
of his Damon:

My dear Charlie:
Your letter of
just received and I answ
mail. I very
would have receiv
answer had it not
getting you down
go west. On Saturday,
to Hartford and on Monday.
Mr. Hooker comes and
Now if it were possible
very much to meet you in
Saturday and bring you out
ton in the evenin
bath with me at M
very much fear this letter
reach you before Saturday. .
At any rate you can co
next week and though I
able to take you out to tha
homes, John Hooker’s, yet I

been for the

’

pleasant.
the time you can Spare. I
present sleep in the office and
cost ~you nothing

4No‘tight. walstbands
That cause red hands
‘gm give us any thrills.
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So let’s not wear that long, long skirt
by night. . . .
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here, nobody to sneer, no one to pass
by with contempb—none—-nothmg, but:
the black “Eidolon, called night,” and
I. Out, out from the prison gates O
my soul go fancies and sympathies far
out into the depths of air and ether—
on—among the scattered stars even to
the wilderness of the universe, the dese
ert where reigns not silence but her
ghost. Hither and thither at will : 4
wander over past, present & future
seeking only—only, what all seek, some
ideal, some combination of all that I
can fall down and worship—beauty, love
—not the base—but the subtle essence
.that binds all in perfect trust, intellis
gence that sees and comprehends all
things, sublime proud justice, granite
endurance and fearlessness, all, I want
all, in one idol—not a God but one of
human mold, some leader, some elder
brother whose plume I can see ami
the ranks of war ever to be followed—
whose hand I can ever feel. by my
fireside—my model—my second self—to
be loved forever. I feel blind and lonely
—1let my elder brother lead me to life
or death, honor or dishonor, only that X
may always feel his nearness, and alone
hear his spirit call, On.

How like blind men we live. Each
moment a step and whether the next
footstep will support us on earth of
hurl us into a fathomless eternity, we
know not. Beneath us as the foot falls
rises ground of time enough for this
moment—Behind as the foot rises a
vanishes—there is no going back, no
halting—And soon the last hold will be
given us but still no halting—That Step
—_take it—thunders fate jrresistible and
down unheard in descent or fall for=
ever vanishes the unpitied, forgotten

unit.
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So I go—and so you go—God help me

to tread firmly and call through the
night without tremor clearly & steadilyy

the

V-

worthy
quaint-

Hawley

Pythias

1850.

hope of

But I

have no

shall at
your visit

¢ will
You' know_have pleased, down the'river and up or you can from | “God for the right.”
_ And kept us from all ills; Hartford take that magnificent palace,
the steamer Connecticut, to New York Charlie, there yet lingers about mé
The boat gets | unfading the memory of & “good-bye"

(not farewell) I said & heard said the
other night. A sweet, pure, gentle,, ine
nocent, loving, happy maiden full of life
yet whose ‘spring of tenderness lay sO
full that but a shadow cloud of sorrow
it o'erflow through her

in equally

Goofi Samarit?:ln, and passed «Unless we'te paid to mop up dirt.”
uption of business. He saw . —G. LG Silence and Happiness. would ‘make igh he
s, and in all the world it ‘has * %% This is a glorious night, Charlie, and rr?lirel!;'g %‘zt_f;mgh?;?;saﬁ‘ye;’(’;ogme:
£ him. So now the long and short of the|all Ilhavleitﬁt poetxchf)ee};ng (rtrino% l;eltg Myoyagers oer life’s dim, Sascnaets
is not “the lucky chance” it- skirt issue seems to have been summed ?i]f%‘aisI gazee egl?tugon th:'a bo%ndlréss sea”) for & few bright, short evenings
P 1 tters: up. . heavens. Here at least in this dead | 2nd each passed on. We probably sh
t in the commonplace matier; TN silence is happiness—as pure as DOOT never mteet, yet I thanl§ her 101;) tihé.l
o 3 : resurrection of (an almost) urie
})rldge, or Laf.ayette offer-ed 1t you get married in an airplane, mortals can get—the mere temporary | o0 (0 s truth. In her presence
htion, or Bassanio saw a prize K absence of vexation. The bell has just I lost t 61 h
? I X, does it mean yowre coming down 10| “ceased quivering in the steeple” and ost my contempt for the Face {
the forbidding legend, Who |earth quicker than the average, or vice | there is nothing beyond my window ?“tt'e{}?ies and il dre?% vanlshe(}nt‘le-
hazard all he hath.” versa? put darkness and the stars—no sound I°"e tle ‘Zlam %ancte s d" eyet. the’:
. cps but a far off waterfall and 2 distant | £ gently drew er toward me for Lna
to learn this, that opportumtles a1 e hum of insects so monotonous that it | 1ast (& only) kiss, I'read the beautiful
hey look like hazards. Every ugamson,” replied the precocious Sun- | seems but a. part of the silence. hesitation and then the decision that
= Here and now, at least, I need not gave me that full, delicious lip—She's
bss looked that way. We re- S:Y i‘;if;gol 1501;:131' ttg hishtea?heﬁnoz’gg shrln}f sromn 0ol 'unsympat'hlzing eyes— | 8one forever——ttlmt it’s aG c}éexl')lshed meme
e cal character. who slew <U, -\ ory. Reverently, may GO less her.,
nor dread the thoughtless contempt of And you, ¢ prays ‘,

ctor open an oyster, insert a

Phillstines with the jaw-bone of an|those who know us no

' alderman.” (Tell me if you've heard |me. I am alone,

feel an unbinding o

t and care not for
and at the words I
f restraint, a libera-

Yours ever,
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At that moment ‘we felt like eating,
so we repaired to the nearest apothecary
shop, which happened to be on Asylum
On ‘the marble counter was &

tion from the constant attitude of de-
fense and & suspension of life’s wearing
warfare. There’s nobody to hate one,

me see you, won't you?
(Continued To-morrow.)
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