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FREE MISSOURL

1o memory’s tranee I hear the roar,
Dull, hervy, by Missouri’s shore;

I see the shiftiog rand burs He,

The dark, denge wootls aguinat the sky.
‘Blue outlined, stand the Dsage hills,
Rank wih the river bottom fllis,
And sfeamer whistle shrieketh back
O'er glant crags by the waters black.

'Tia slxty years since the primal stroke
Of the ploneer’a axe those foreats broke;
Anrl yekno step, Ly progreea traced,

The rude tog cabio bas displaced,

Hard hands, with stolid furm and will,
Long did the fruitful acres Liil;

Andl bittereet fruits spravy from thy soil,
Ap harvests of thy bondsmen's todl.

By Gaseonade and Ogage riycum,
At midnight iawless camp-flrea pleam,
en trewson’a sltar reeked with gore
¥rom loyal hearts, and acked for more;
For the polson drink of derth and ire
Filled beart and bratn with demon fire.
And fiends let loose from Jdepths of hell,
Could acarce do fleads 8o dark and fell,

From Arkansac to Kaneas eoil,

‘The lnnd had heen the rohbers® spoll:

{:an these be men, prim, fleree, who ride,
Buehwackers, bylh 1ssourits Llde?

When vengeance eried from many a grave,
« Leave not a traitor or s slave!™

Rrave Tentona loyal hearts malntained —
Their blood baptized the Iam] reclaimed.

Again will Jugcious pawpswa hold

Ino tawny rinda their pulp of gold,
Opossims seek persimmons sweet,
Through sparkling frosts with nimnble feet
Winters and sprin When all again
Regenerate throogh veare of pain,

We'll hail thia(fardan of the West,

With thrift and peace and plenty blest.

{dfor the Tribune.]

ACROSTIC S0FNET TCO SC3AN L.
ANTHONT.

T'e thée who from the Jdesertf wastes espied,
So far away the promised land wé seek!
TUpheld by thy etreng fatth, the faint and

weal
Btoot} ‘l'alt.erlng though unconquered by thy
sfile.
Andnevertrailed the etandard thounpreared
Norcver failed thy heart and voice to rpeak
Bm}ve wn1uia, the laming sworde by tyraats
eared.
And pow we almost tread the conguered
strand

Nearer, ye't neyrer sounds our victor song,
Thousands now march invineible and

BLEOng
chlgj[ngfl the standurd raized by that flvst
AT

Omece fow and feeble, but with conrage true,

Nov?J \]fictory comes whose crowns of bay
elong

{Yourowy unfading) to that first brave few.
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[ For the Seiurday Inler-Ocean.]

SONNET ACROSTICE —THREF LIUTD-
LEYS.

1.
{Ann Bradatreet.}

Adown two eentarics and a half thy fame
Now wakas falnt echoca as we sperk thy

DRME,

Nor ]h-;l)hls in modern thought its pristine
claim.

But thou, first poetess of our new land,

Reipn’et as the firet, and hold’st that place
the same. )

As when the laureate of that Pilgrim hand

Down to our tlme, thy chare of rank will
spaaal.

Bober and reripns, earoest— never vain —

The Puritana held thelr Ufe and apeech and

deed,

Kebked of all lowers — they sought buotrip-
enad szed.

Earth-Ufe they shaped to 6t their sombre
oreed,

Euch aet jn view of their immerta! goin.

Thou only sang'st repressed and formal
atratn.

1L
(Ta Philip Sulncy.)
Theu brightest star, nudimmed by mist or

oud,

Out of the darkneas, li&ht of that dark age,

Teuring a lustre o'er the tarniahed page?

History unrolls toc many base and proud.

In every-grace of manly chivalrr,

Living the truest, highest, noblest, best.

In generons gifta thy life pales all the rest,

Palez a9 the rushlight, by the light of day.

Su to1he end, on Zutphen’s fall of blood,

En glory’s pacoply thy lfe went down:

Death found thee but to give a shinlng
CTOWD

Never to £aila; her model of every good

I'Jngflnamdl stil) bolds thee: still thy fame has
BEOQd—

Young in the centuries is thy renown.

. I,
(Slr Robert Dudlay.)

8¢ many, if above the rabble ratsed,

In fortane's favor or & prince’s smile,
Eoused in a1l hatred, malice, covy's gunile,
Bevenge, with ita sharp apite, will oft zzaall;
But thon fell not, invineible the while —
Beyond thete feeble shefis, when they dis-

praised.
Even thoogh ambition, the evil of thy day,
nmegni}n ﬁ;y heart and life, still wast thon
Bbron
To hew {E}( path regardless of the throng.
Darker the fate that swept thy sire away;
Under ite ban his sire, too, met his fate —
Daomed by that lonale power that marked
them grest.
Lies, slanders, bigotry, of all the prey —
Envy that could not reach their high estate,
Yelped at their heels to their 1aet earthly day.



