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The Empire of Poetry.

If you have ever visited the town ot
Common Place, you may perhaps be
able to understand the feeling of antag-
onism against surroundings, which took
possession of a certain young man hy
thie name of Musepha, who lived there,
Hlis parcents were in  humble circum-
stances and it was often hard to get even
the necessities of life; the children being
compelled to share in the bread win-
ning.

Musepha's love of nature was notice-
able from early childhood. His dispo-
sittion was reflective and serious, and
many times he stole away from his play-
mates and their childish games to pon-
der over yuestions which would rise in
his mind. However ordinary or unin-
teresting a town and its surroundings
may be, the soul is lifted above the
usual concerns of life when, in the sweet
dawn of morning, the gray clouds be-
come tinged with a delicate pink, grad-
wally deepened into a red as though pre
paring for the coming of the Day King,
and at last the great glorious ball ap-
pears. But in the cares of the day we
farget the sunshine, till at evening when
the sun in his magnificent setting bids
farewell to us for a time. As Musepha
would study the delicate tintings of the
clouds, the emotions of his mind and
soul seemed to compel him to try to
express his thoughts in language as
beautifal as the thoughts, but how dii-
ferent they looked when written! You
may well imagine with what little sym-
patby a nature of this kind would meet
in such a town as Common Place.

Musepha had heard of a distant land
called the Empire of Poetry and it had
heen the dream of his life to leave his
native town and visit this country. He
had been told by an old man in the
village that by traveling through this

land he would learn to express his
thoughts in appropriate language. It
was the greatest desire of his life to pass
through the Empire and ascend the
mountain of Fame. His father had al-
ways been opposed to his going away
from home but findingMusepha worth
little as a bread-winmner, finally gave his
consent.

Musepha left his home in a happy
mood, although he realizgd that it would
be necessary to make a tedious journey
before reaching the Empire.  After leav-
ing Common Place and crossing the
ridge of Obstacles he traveled through
the country of Grammar. He spent sev-
eral vears here as he wished to see all
of the cities and villages. The first in-
habitants of Sentence City were two
families, Mr. and Mrs. Noun with their
servants, Adjectives, and Mr. Verb, who
was an active energetic man. with his
passive, meck wife. They brought with
them. their servant adverb. Their rela-
tives soon followed and out of this little
settlement grew a large city. After visit-
ing all the towns, Musepha left for Com-
position. Leaving here he soon entered
the valley of Rhymes. How pretty and
fresh everything looked and how musi-
cal the sounds! At first the trickling of
a water fall down the hillside, and the
tolling of the church bells, in the little
village of Rhymicus far off, were de-
lightful and soothing to him. But aiter
a time this correspondence in sound

grew so tiresome that by the time he

reached the village, he wished to stay
but a short time. . The inhabitants were
an easy going class seeming to care
ahout nothing but to make all the
sounds in the village harmonize. One
of the inhabitants, on being _r]'uc_‘sltioncd,
teold Musepha that this custom of the
harmenizing of sounds had been used
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from time immemorial by the Chinese,
Hindus, Arabs and other Oriental na-
tions and that the custom began te be
used among the west nations in the ser-
vices of the Christian Church.

On one side of Rhymicus was the
hill of Perserverance. Climbing this
Musepha felt paid ifor the troubie as he
bad a grand view of the surrounding
country; seeing hefore him a large plain
dotted with towns and cities, and loom-
ing up in the distance, the mountain of
Fame. Descending the other side of the
hill he found himsell on the banks of a
river. There seemed to be no way to
cross as, looking first one direction and
then the other, he could see no bridge.
Musepha sat down to rest and plan some
way to cross ghis stream. Hearing the
sound of a horn he glanced up and
saw a ferry boat coming up the river.
Running down the bank to the water’s
edge he hailed the captain and the boat
came ashore.

“Will you take me across this river?”

“Certainly,” answered the captain, “It
is well you saw us, for there is but one
way to cross the river Reason and that
is the ferry boat, Common Sense..
Where do you wish to be put off?”

“Near that grove of trees you sece
farther up the river,” said Musepha.

“That is Rhetoric grove, the prettiest
place along the river,” said the captain.
“Do you see that highest tree? Well,
when we get nearer you will observe its
odd looking fruit.”

After landing Musepha saw an old
man sitting under the large fruit tree
cvidently in deep thought.

“Would you be so kind as to tell me
what kind of fruit this is?” said Muse-
pha, addressing the old man.

“It is the tree of the Figures of Speech.
Are you going to travel much farther,
young man?”’

“Yes,” answered Musepha, “T am ~o-
ing to travel through the whole Empire
of Poetry.”

“Then I advise you to take as much
of this fruit with you as possible, for
you will need it.”

While noting the beauty of the fruit,

Musepha saw that the better specimens
were, strange enough, on the highest
branches.

The old man had been watching Muse-
pha closely and saw him heave a long-
drawn sigh, then said,”Il you really wish
to obtain the fruit, I think this ladder ol
Diligence will help you to reach the
higher branches,” And the oid man
pointed to a ladder lying near. Placing
the ladder against the trunk of the tree,
Musepha carefully climbed to the top
and obtained the fruit. Coming down
he thanked the old ;man for his kindness
and started again on his travels. e
had gzene bot a short distance when a
ray of sunshine pierced through the
thick foliage of the trees in the grove
and caused a little creek to dance and
sparkle.

“This must be Creek Polish,” thought
Musepha and with an exclamation of de-
light he sprang forward and stooping
down picked up some of the smooth,
olistening stones at the water's edge.
Stepping from stone to stone he crossed
the creek but lingered long on the othe:
side examining more closely the beauty
of these polished stones.

Soon after leaving Rhetoric Grove
he came to the city of Dramaticus. How
different this city was from the little vil-
lage of Rhymicus! The inhabitants
manifested their feelings in appropriate
actions and their love of the imitative
was very strong. Dramaticus had two
suburbs, Tragedy and Comedy. DMuse-
pha thought he had never seen so melan-
choly a people as the inhabitants of
Tragedy. Such mournful and fatal oc-
curences as were always happening!
They seemed to have more than then
share of calamities. Poor Musepha's
tender heart ached in sympathy with
their sorrows. But in the suburb o
Comedy he almost forgot that such a
thing as sorrow existed. The people
were very fond of amusements. The
principal street in Comedy was called
Wit, and Musepha never tired of watch-
ing the people on this street; their
bright [faces, keen eyes and striking
manner were a pleasant sight. He was
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sometimes startled by the knowing way
in which they would answer each other.
Te began now thoroughly to enjoy his
travels and was anxious to visit the next
nearest city. He had heard some fine
singing in Dramaticus but nothing that
had as yet stirred his heart and soul
with the wonderful power he had ex-
pected.

Leaving Dramaticus he entered the
city of Didacica, a city noted as a place
of learning and possessing many fine
schools and colleges. Parents spent
every sparg moment in teaching their
children valuable rules and precepts.
Fven the stories told to amuse the little
ones contained some moral that might
ke grasped by their childish minds.
Musepha found it very profitable to con-
verse with these people and spent much
time visiting the places of instruction.

The bravery and love of virtue of the
citizens in Epica was well worth imitat-
ing. They loved to tell him of the great
herces, whose monuments were to be
seen in the large buildings and beautiful
gardens. But Musepha was not satisfied,
his soul was hungering for music, and
hearing of Lyrica. the c¢ity of song, he
leit Enica with its fine statvary and mon-
uments and entered Lyrica. As he sat
under the shade of the trees in this pret
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ty city, he heard a strain of the most
exquisite music he had ever heard. Fol-
lowing the sound he was led to an orna-
mental building and entering he saw a
number of women sitting and playing
harps. Their beautiful voices hlended
perfectly with the music of the harp
which was peculiarly adapted to the
words they were singing—and Muse-
pha's soul was satisfied. He spent many
vears here studying the harmony of
words and music, feeling that this was
to be his life work. He saw the moun-
tain of Fame looming up 1n the distance
and :aking his harp with him set out
to climb the mountain. The way was
not easy but when worn and weary he
would stop and the sweet words he sang
with the soothing sounds of his harp
rested and inspired him to a greater ei-
fort to reach the top of the mountain
and rzalize the dream of his life. After
years and years oi constant effort he
reached the place toward which he had
been striving so long. As he stood on
that envied spot, he lifted his voice in
song. while the beautiful rays of sun-
light fell arcund him.

“Until they made themselves a part

Of fancies floating through the brain.”

T 5

Our Bugle Ralls.

Of the many experiences in the life
of a soldier, none will remain in his
memory longer than the calls of his
company’s bugle. They summon us to
nearly every move we make; to the best
as well as to the most unwelcome or-
ders.

At 5:30 in the maorning we are first
greeted by their sweet music. As we
lie, tortured by dreams of home and old
schiool  days. this melodious sound
breaks in upon us in the fresh breath
of the early dawn, and soothing in-
deed are its effects. It awakens us to a
realization of the fact that we are not in
crowded and dusty school rooms, nor
vet are we splitting wood or carrying

water with which mother is to prepare
lireakfast.

As the last sound of the bugle dies
away we spring from our cots and gaze
out upon a scene grand to behold.,  Just
above yonder high mountain the sky is
being tinted by the first rays of the
rising sun. and its reflection throws a
soft light upon the surrounding green.
We look not out upon a world hidden
by a coat of begrimed snow, but upon
a garden in all its tropical beauty.

But once more the soit sweet strain
breaks in upon us with:

“T can't get 'em up, I can’t get 'em up,
I can’t get 'em up in the morning.










































