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THi<~ POET'S SOLILOQUY. 

The tide comes in and the tide goes out,
And a hundred tides are the same as one,

For who can say what l'm writing about,
And what is it all when all is done?

But dipping my pen in the ink, and then?
Oh! nothing but taking it out again. 

For people must read a great deal of rot,
(And rubbish and rot are the same as one,)

They may as well read what I write, 'Why uot?
But what is it all when all is done?

Some lines of type :m<l metre rough,
And not an ider. in the whole of the stnfT.

-(Harv.ud Lampoon . 



~-------------..
WJ:tr l\.lOTIIER IS PROUD. 

Look in his fac.:e, look in his eyes. 

Roguish and blue and terribly wise­
Roguish and blue, but quickest to sc·e 

\Vhen mother comes in as tired as can be;

3uickest to find her the nicest old chair; 

ui~:kest to get to the top of the stair; 

()Hick est to see that a klsS on her cheek 

\Vo1dd help her far mor~ than to chatter, to spc3.k. 

L,,\ik i,1 his fa(:e anci guess, if you can, 

\Vh y mother is proud of her little man, 

The mother is proud-I will tell you this: 

You ca?1 :-.ce it yourself in her tender kiss. 

Hut why~ \Veil, of all her dears 
The.re i:- .scaacdy one who ever hears 

The moment she speaks and jumps to see 

\Vh:1t h~.!r want or her wish might be. 

Scarcc:ly 011e. They all forget 
Or arc not in the notion to go q•uitc yet, 

llni t11i:-. :-fH! knows, if her boy is nt!ar. 

l'ru:ri: is ~o mebod y certain to want to he:.u 

f'.i,,t her 1:-- nrouJ :rnd she holds him fast 

And ki ,ses· him lirst and kis.--es hiin btst. 

Ai..i h,: iJ,)!d_..; ht'.r h::i.nd ;,,n<l 11,oks in her face: 

11•·\ h11n1-; f(,r htr ~po11l which i" 011• ofit'- pln.ce, 

.-\rid provt:~ tl1at he lov~·s h,·r \Vh;,nt·v,·r )w ·,..n· 

1''11t, ,._ \\ liy -.;he;: i.-. proud of tier lirtl,· mai; 

-[Tht· 1 lP!,·!Wl: ~'1lt 



-
:E DAILY INTEU, OCEAN. V{EDNESDA_Y ]'!:OR 

<>ver, to "come an,_l see how_ the natives of I 
1..-,urkey weaye their carpets."WHITE CITY IS GONE. 'l'he Egyptian 'l'empie looms up with dis- , 
mantled glory and seems to be alive with I 
the· Moscova's disgust that people did not 

f better appreciate his imitation Ramesis II. JTeresa Dean Visits Scenes O and King Solomon's 5ister, and various 
other reproductions of tombs and celebri-Ruin and Desolation. tif's, -

A "lady manag-er" passec1 me on the road, 
She, too, looked rather subduerl and mel­ONLY THE SHELL REMAINS. ancholy, 
My sentimental streak was still cl_inging 

to me, but humor chased its twin-pathos­
away as we met,

Plenty of Opportunities to Be- Somehow I was irrelevently reminded of 
another ~'1adv n1ana 0 ·er" vtbo one daycome Sentimental. standing neal' n1c, scfi cl to a mild-looking' 
woman: 

"J am a lady manager." 
Relic Hunters Invade All Parts of the "Yes~" said the other. "So am I." 

''I belong to the lYationai com.niss10n,"Once Interesting said No. 1, 
Grounds. '"Yes?'' was the answer. "So do I." 

"Oh," replies the first with the falling in­
flection and drooping of plumage.

Turnstiles and gatekeepers are a part of There's not~ bit of appli~ation the,:e, but 
the past at the '.Vhite City, and you can l somehow, a1:1nd the rlcbrrs and rums, 
walk decorously through the passage where i· thought of _it when I met _the dear lady 
once they held forth or vou ean climo J·oy- manager, with her. occup_at10n gone and' . ., , she too a looker on 1n Venice,
ously over th~ fer.ce with a whoop. Just as ' ' ' TERESA- DEA-N, 

ancy strikes you. 
.. ,;,:plf T nr/Clorit tt-.vnnO"h t .ho.. :n.'.l~.!10-, 

I 



cae1on of i 1-f
SOMEBODY'LL ()Om: TO-NIGHT, "l could see

member heh
I must bind my llair with the myrtle bough, "Exactly, a

And gem it with buds ol wbitP, now-did ho no..And drive this blush from my b ttrning brow, comµaoy-threFor $omt:body'll come to 01gllt;And. wbile bis eye shall discern a. gr,1ce quarters?"
In the braid ; nd the t'oldeet flower, "Yes."He must not find, in u1y tell- tale face,
The spell or bis wondrous vower. "A.od did he

fore 1 Etruck h•
I mnsulon the robe which lie fondly calls "l cannot beA ch,l'1d of ench;rnllng 11. ht, "Then" saicAr•d sit where the rnellowlng moonlight falls,l!~or eon.ehody'Jl cuwe to• ntght; coffee, lli shall
And while the robe and the place shall seem - "You will 11But tbe veriest freak and chance,-,Tis swt:et to know tha.t hls f'Ye wlll beam 

Mojor is a deao
With" tendernr, h:tppler glance. hag of a swerd

Bowker.
'Twas thus I sang when the years were few [ •q care nothiI'lhat lay on my girlish bend,

all the flower~ that in fa~~Y grew 
ternper of our o

'e}:ioll_!d be held_ 



- -------------"~rt:: l.lt=U VTHU a i,;o:t:reUTII==·-
.And &omebody came, and the whispers there­

I eannot repeat nem quite:
But I know my soul wt:ut up la pray~r,

And somebody's hen, to,nlght. • 

I blush no uore at the whispered vow,
:Nor sigh in the soft, moonl1ght; 

My robe has a tint of tttnber now,
And I sit by the anthracite;

.And tbe locks that vl~d with the glo'ssy wren 
Have passed to 1he silver grav:

But the love tbat dechd them with flowers then 
Is a hol!er love to-dav. 

"l'D CHOOSE TO IlE A B!BY," 

[The following parody by J<'red. Buckley, on the 
·beautiful ballad, •·I'd Choose to Be a Daisey," ls 
publ!shed in sheet music by one of the most pop- · 

~ular music houses New YoI'k ;] 

I'd choose to be a baby,
A darling little flower,

Without a ca.re or Eorrol-V,
As I was in childhood's hour;

When Jadtts (heaven hless them)
They'd kiSS,llle and they'd vow 

~•bat they conld al most eat me­
Why don't they do it now! 

When I used to be a babv 
'l'hey'd to my cractle cHer,~

T)ley'd kiss and llug and cuddle me,
Till I fell ctr to s!eei,

Yes~ the:y'd kiss nr.d tqucez-3 me too,
~J~\J !~'!a~rs1~o~.d dr,,ss .me-1 

Why don't they cto it now? 

For pleased the}.. we.re to nurse me, • 
'l'hey would tH.ke me on thetr lap.

.And would stufl my little •towacll fall 
Of Jollpol)s and pap, • 

T1ieifd'i:f11!~~;';: ~,e~,ops and buttons, 
They'd press me to tnelr bosome­

Why don't they do It ~ow? 

When tbe ladles >1 sed to love me,
1.'hey would "JHtke me such nice clothes. 

They would make me nice morocco shoes
And wipe my llr,tle nose. 

At ct whep the sLa1les of evening- ca.me,
And sltep came o'er my brow 

They •~Id !i's time to go to bed.:.. 
But the)'. never eay !t now. 

Bowker'asked 1 
I told him m 
"Then," he a 

deliver th!s no~ 
Hehl\Lded Ill 

I fouLd to he a 
informed that A 
ered to make a 

My warmest I 
First Lieutenao 
for him at one 
seeond. .at fi1 

• from fightiag, 
would not retra 
though I tould 
not the businesl 
I had any instn 

"Only two i{ 
will fight with 
nerves are eomE 
that the affair 
morning." 

Walkerweflt 
when he return 
arrangepiems 
meet at 7 o'clo 
wt a pons, pistol 
seconds to tos~ 
fire at the wore 

Alter <linner 
faii ~. I wrote 
and endorsed i 
Qfl by ·my cle1 
p1operty J ga, 
in struct1ons Ii 
matters had b 
toward eveni 
my hand, I 'II 
air. 

Not far f1 
Falls a wild,1 
tho river tur 
rocks; and 1 
Jnst a.bov~ 
from whicl 
grandest s 

https://evening-ca.me
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