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¡po emS.

F1"Om lhe Sea. I - I I <::, I

SERENE, indifferent of Fate,

Thou sittest at the \Vestern Gate ;

Upon thy heights so lately won

Still slant the banners of the sun ;

Thou seest the white seas strike their tents,,
O \Varder of two Continents !

And scornful of the peace that flies

Thy angry winds and sullen skies,



4 SAN FRANCISCO.

1 know thy cunning and thy greed,

Thy hard high lust and wilful dced,

o lion's whelp! that hidest fast

In jungle growth of spire and mast,

Thou drawest all things, small or grcat,

To thee, beside the' Western Gate.

i
1
~
&
:\

And all thy glory loves to tell ;~

Of specip~s. gif'!'~ lmf~Ir;iL~}" de laAlhambra yGeneralíf~1
CON RíA ErUL . A ,~

Drop down, o fleecy Fog! and hlae

JYl1U\ DI Rl1URIHersceptic sneer, and aH her pride.

\Vrap her, O Fog! in gown and hood

Of her Franciscan Brotherhood,

Hide me her faults, her sin and blame;

With thy gray mantle cloak her shame !

So shall she, cowled, sit and pray

Till morning bears her sins away.

o ...



SAN FRANCISCO. s
Then rise, O fleecy Fog! and raise

The glory of her coming days;

Be as the cloud that flecks the seas

Above her smoky argosies.

When forms familiar shall give place

To stranger speech and newer face;

When a11 her throes and anxious fears

bie hushed in the repose of years . .t'. c. N onün;enral de la'AlhambrayGeneraüfe
r NS JERIA e r T AA

:When Art shall raise and Culture lift

JUNH\ Dt RTlie sensual joys and meaner thrift,

And all fulfilled the vision, we

Who watch and wait sha11 never see,-

Who, in the moming of her race,

Toiled fair or meanly itÍ our place,-

But, yielding to the common 10t,

Lie unrecorded and forgot.

___________J-



THE ANGELUS.

Heard at the Missit»: Dolores) 1868.

( 6 ' ) .

IBELLS of the Past, whose long-forgotten 1= ;j

~~musi~tiIl.fillS, th"'rwide¡eXRanse'mbra .1 Generallfe{~r ,, ~ r c. IvlU lull'L 1lc11 ut: I nllle.. v )

• Tingeing the soben twilight of the Present .

JU'NH\ DI R'NDRlU(l1\ With colour of romance:

1 hear your call, and see the sun descending

On rock and wave and sand,

As down the coast the Mission voices

blcnding

Girdle the heathen land .

Within the circle of your incantation

No blight nor mildew falls ;



TlIE ANGELUS . 7

Nor fierce unrest, nor lust, nor low ambi­

tion

Passes those airy walls .

Borne on the swell of your long waves

receding,

1 touch the farthcr Past,-

1 see the dying glow of Spanish glory,

The sunset dream and last!

me rise the dome-shaped Mission
PL Monumental dt: la Amarnora y Generalife

towers, O SEJER A DE e lTU

. JUl1TR TIt Rl1TIRlUClRT he white Presidio;
The swart commander in his leathern

jerkin,
The priest in stole of snow.

Once more 1 see Portala's cross uplifting

Above the setting sun ;

And past the headland, northward, slowly

drifting
The frcighted galleen



--

y OUt volees break and falter in the dark-

o solernn bells I whose consecrated masses

Recall the faith of old.s--

O tinkling bells I that lulled with twilight

THE ANGELUS.

The spiritual fold I

music

ness.i--,

8

'1

1
~
~

~
:­
~Break, falter, and are stiH ; ~

---:And veiled and mystic like the Host de- :
i ¡J L Mor,ume' tal oe la AI/'(l/T1br21 I Ge-ter;:Me:

• scending, 5EJERíA DE CULTURA J •

JUnTR nr RftDlRUC11\ Thc sun sinks frorn the hill!
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( 9 )

THE MOUNTAIN HEART'S­

EASE.

rocks and turbid waters

The delicate thought, thar cannot find

expression,

For ruder speech too fair,

That, like thy petals, trembles in posses­

sien,
And scatters on the air.



The miner pauses in his ruggcd labour,

And, leaning on his spade,

Laughingly calls unto his cornrade-neigh­

bour

Tosee thy charms displayed ;

ID THE MOUNTAIN HEART'S-EASEo

)

But in his eyes a mist unwontcd rises,

And for a moment dear, j
....__--.=Some swcet home face his foolish thought . ~

"'"~"'"'1 surpP.'A°S?dMnnlJ"'!f'Ilr;::¡1 rlp laAlhambra y Genera,ife
l.,.•.r ~"' n p~j~es,m a teal.LTURA . '

JUMT1\ Dt 1\ 'DSom~ boyish vision of his Eastern víllage, .

Of uneventful toil,

. \Vhere goldcn harvests fol1owed quiet

tillage

Above a peaceful soil ;

One moment only; for the pick, upliftiag,

Through root and fibre cleaves,

And on the muddy current slowly drlfting

Are swept thy bruised leaves,



THE MOUNTAl~ HEART'S-EASE. 11

And yet, O poet! in thy hornely fashion

Thy work thou dost fulfil; •

For on the turbid currcnt of his passion

Thy face is shining stíll.

. ; .

~~.,
UnIR Dt RnDR1UClJ\

P.e. Monull)enral de laAlhambra yGeneralife
CON5EJERIA DE CULTURA

~



( 12 )
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COWARD,_::~:::z:· 1
In whose lazy musc1es líes ¡~

Strength we fear and yet despise ; ~

......__~ Savage,-whose relentless tusks ~

.!J1re content with acorn husks; fl.

, Robber ..f\~h~lrJ~mRlóif~ln1'c?s¿;iFcd'bra y Generalí~ ".',.;1

• ' e ~t ~
. O'er the bee's or squirrel's hoard ; ~

JUf1H\ nr Rf1n"p\~ímkcred chin, and feeble nose, '

Claws of steel on baby toes)~

Here, in solitude and shade,

Shambling, shuffiing, plantigrade,

Be thy courses undismayed 1 "

Here, where Nature makes thy bed,

Let thy rude, half-human tread

Point to hidden lndian springs,



GRIZZLY.

Lost in ferns and fragrant grasses,

Hovered o'er by timid wings,

Where the wood-duck lightly passes,

Where the wild bee holds her sweets--«

Epicurean retreats,

Fit for thce, and better than

Fearful spoils of dangerous mano

in thy fat-jowled deviltry

! Friar Tuck:~b.aPll~YSr,~{!r~E.~e ; laAlhambra yGeneralífe
• Thou mays{levf tithe ana dole ;URA

. JUnU\ Dt RnDl\!I.ihou shalt spread the woodland cheer,

From the pilgrim taking toll ;

Match thy cunning with his fear;

Eat, and drink, and have thy fill ;

Yet rernain an outlaw still !

t



( 14 ')

l.fADROÑO.

CAPTAIN of the Westem wood,

Thou that apest Robín Hood !

\"

i. ~~;..!..
.í'~
1,

' ¡'~)".:..,:.,1
~\
1,,'
k."f~

Green above thy scarlet hose .Jj
. ~

How thy velvct mande shows , " ~I:'. r, ' Never ~r~e liké"tnceráf'ia'JedaAlhambra yGeneralif:;
• CON I=JER E J U'J RA (:~

Oh, thou ga11ant of the gladc 1 t.~
JUnU\ DI J\nn J\lUCm ~

When the fervid August SUll ~1
,3

Scorchcs a11 it looks upon, ~~

And the balsam of the pine :~!

Drips frorn stern to necdlc fine,

Round thy compact shade arrangcd,

Not a lcaf of thee is changcd !

When the yellow autumn SUll

Saddens a11 it looks upan,



W 1!!il

MADROÑO.

Spreads its sackcloth on the hilIs,

Strews its ashes in the rills,

Thou thy scarlet hose dost doff,

. And in limbs of purest buff

Challengest the sombre glade

For a sylvan masquerade,

Where, oh! wherc, shall he begin

Who wouId paint thee, Harlequin?

, \Vith thy w~~~t;I e!·WA~~fE~l~ I IS~f' 3 Alhambra yGeneralife
• With thy brancnes' reli relief, UlTURA

JU1HR Dt R[\Vith thy poly-tintcd fruit,

In thy spring or autumn suit,­

Where begin, and oh 1 where end,­

Thou whose charms all art transcend ?



A shade on the stubble, a ghost by the

wall,

Now leaping, now limping, now rísking a

fall,

Lop-eared and large-jointed, but ever alway

A thoroughly vagabond outcast in gray.

._ - 'l!5'M'"1 ., TY1'Pr

( 16 )

: ~
COYOTEo I"¡"

BLOWN out of the prairie in twiUght and '

dew, 'i

~
: Half bold and half timid, yet lazy a11 i~

..- _::ll'. through; U1

"

" P( Mlln' Jmpllt~1 n a lA f\/r.::¡ m !:1r.:¡ 1/ Generalif ~~(~h oath ever to leave and yet fcarful to ..
N J A'O U 'l

stay ~

Junu\ nI J\nnJ\lH~ limp~ in the c1earing,-an outcast in ~
grayo .~

~
-~ ~
~~

r

l



COYOTE. 17

Here,' Carlo, old fellow,-he's one of your

kind,-

Go, seek him, and bring him in out of the

wind.

\Vhat 1 snarling, my Carlo! So-even

dogs may

Deny their own kin in the outcast in gray.

:\Vell, take what you will,-though it be
__-.:;on the sly,

Maraudinz of. be~gmg~I r(l¿lGÍ1 '(lngth'1'Skl-J ra y Generalífe
b' CO J ' lA Dt (J[ uRA

why:;
!UnTR DBJUm~·11 ( 11· dole,. i 1 1 }.ut WI ca it a o e, Just to le p on 115

way

.A four-footed friar in ordcrs of gray.



Little thou hast , old friend, that's new;

Storms and wrecks are old things to thec;

Sick am 1 of these changes too;

Little to care for, little to rue,-

1 on the shore, and thou on the sea.

)( 18
:1

,1
TO A SEA.BIRD, 'j

SAUNTERING :::~:rC:~iS:l:::~\"ngs. il'.'J...

Careless vagabond of the sea,

Little thou heedest the surf that sings, . ~
. '~

,......~T he bar that thunders, the shale that ¡l,r A" P..e.Monumental de laAlhambra y Generaliff~
'. . ' nngs,-JERíA DE CULTURA . ~

JUNH\ m: RnDRlUC1Give me to kccp thy cornpany. i
1
1

1
i

AH of thy wanderings, far and near,

Bring thee at last to shore and me ;

" í



TO A SEA-BIRD.

All of my joumeyings end them here,

This our tether must be our cheer,­

1 on the shore, and thou on the sea.

Lazily rocking on ocean's breast,

Something in common, oId friend, have

we ;

Thou on the shingle seek'st thy nest,

1 ro the waters Iook for rest,-

r on the shore, and thou on the sea.
! P. C. MonurlJemal de laAlhambra y Generalífe
• CON5EJERIA DE CULTURA

unm nr RnnRLUClJ\
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HER LETTER.

l'M sitting alone by the firc,

Dressed [ust as 1 carne from thc dance,

In a robe even ) 'Oll would admirc,-

It cost a cool thousand in France;

A dozen engagements I've broken ;

lleft in the midst of a ser ;

Likewise a proposal, half spoken,

That waits-on the stairs-i-for me yet,

They say he'll be rich,-whcn he grows

up,-

And then he adores me indeed.



And you, sir, are turning your nose up,

Three thousand miles off as you read.

" And how do l like my position?"

"And what do I think of [ew York?"

" And now, in my higher ambition,

With whom do I waltz, flirt, or talk ? "

" And isri't it nice to have riches,

\Vell, yes,-if you saw us out driving

Each day in the park, four-in-hand,­

If you saw poor dear mamma contriving

To look supematurally grand,-

If you saw papa's picture, as taken

By Brady, and tinted at that,-

You'd never suspect he sold bacon

And flour at Poverty Flat.



HER LETTER.22

sw ..._. ..... . .. __
;~
:.~
mi
t;~
~

! ~

f:And yet, just this mornenr, when sitting ~r

In the gIare of the grand chandelicr,- \.'1
In the bustle and glitter befitting ~,~

The "finest soirée of the year, "~ ~~j

In the mists of a ga'{e de Chambéry, ~'...,,;.!•.
And the hum of the smallest of talk,- ~:

Somehow, Joe, 1 thought of the "Ferry," ::;

. . . : And 'he dance ,ha' we had on" The ~:

!?,~ ~~t~~nUmen¡a l c!elaAlhambra yGenerahli'.'
.: Of Harnson's bam; with us muster F
. "J :"TRD'E RnDRlUn Df flags festooned over th~ wall ; .'

Of the candles that shed their soft lustre

And tallow on head-dress and shawl ;

Of the steps that we took to one fiddlc ;

Of the drcss of my qucer vis-ñ-ois ;

And how 1 once went clown the míddle

With the man thar shot Sandy M'Gcc ;

Of the moon that was quietly slceping

On the hill, when thc time carne to go ;

---..:.....-.~----------------------



se· mm

HER LETTER.

Of the few baby peaks that were peeping

From under their beddothes of snow ;

Of that ride,-that to me was the rarest;

Of-the something you said at the gate:

Ah, Joe I then 1 wasn't an hciress

T o "the best-paying lead in the State."

But goodness I what nonscnse l'm writing!

(Mamma says my taste still' is low.)

Instead of my triumphs rcciting,

I'm spooning on Joseph,-heigh-ho!



HER LETTER.

t.
¡:

r

And I'm to be " finished" by travel,­

Whatever's the meaning of that,­

Oh! why did papa strike pay gravc1

In drifting on Poverty Flat ?

Good-night,-herc's the cnd oí O1y paper ;

Good-night,-if the longitude pleasc,­

For may be, while wasting my taper,

.................. YO/lr sun's c1imbing over the trees.

But kno~v,c.i.f ~g~LJ~.~~en) g<.?t (~c1?e~"bra y Generalif~

And are poor, dearest Joe, and all that, ,

JUNTA nr AnOAThat O1y heart's somewhere there in the

ditches,

:\nd you've struck it,-on Poverty Flat.

+...



( 25 )

DICKENS IN CA .MP.

ABOVE thc pines thc moan was slowly

drifting,

The river sang below ;

:r.hc dim Sierras, far beyond, uplifting

Thein úin=Íretslo.f=snowe laAlhambra y Generalife
CON5EJERIA DE CULTURA

nTR nrfhe roaring camp-fire, with rude humour,

painted

The ruddy tints of health

On haggard Cace and form that droopcd

and faintcd

In thc ficrce race for wealth.

Till one arose, and from his pack's scant

treasure

A hoarded volume drew,
R



~:.- .- .- .

DlCKENS IN CAMP.

And cards were droppcd from hands of

listless leisurc

TO hear the tale anew ;

And then, while round them shadows

gathered faster,

And as the firelight fe1l,

He read aloud the book wherein the

~:~aSler . ." !
111"""~~ Had wnt of " Little Nell, . ir ! '" r .L. Niufl LJ rf!enrdl ue laf\/nambra y Generallf ¡'

• CON5EJER/A DE CULTURA i':
Perhaps 'twas boyísh fancy,-for the ¡

JUl1TR Dt Rl1U~ u reader r
\Vas youngcst of thern aH,- t

!
But, as he read, from clustering pine and i

cedar l·
I

A silence seerned to [aH; l,

The fir-trees, gathering closer in the

shadows,

Listened in evcry ~pray,

t

J



DlCKEN5 IN CAMPo 27

While tpe whole camp witb "Ncll" on

English meadows

Wandered, and lost their way.

And so in mountain solitudcs-o'ertaken

spire,

Ye have one tale to tell l

Lost is that camp 1 but let its fragrant story

Blend with die breath that thrills

With hop-vines' incense all the pensive

glory

That fills the Kentish hills.



28 DICKENS IN CAMPo

And on that grave where Englishoak and

holly

And laurel wreaths entwine,

Deem it not all a too presumptuous

fol1y,-

This spray of Western pine l

: ¡u/y ,87". ' .

~ p.e Monur1]enral de laAlhambra yGenerahtl,
• CON5EJERIA DE CULTURA

JUl1H\ Dt Rl1DR1UCl1\
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IVHAT THE ENGINES SAID.

Opening oj the Pacific Railrcad.

WHAT was ir thc Engines said,

..- Pilots touching,-hcad to head,

_-__Facing on thc single track,

Half a wa'fla·1:i~hina~é'aclil 6ack?1I,lhambrayGeneralife
'fh" 1O hEJEFI?I. DEc .~ URA

lS lS W rat t e ngmes saia,
. U'NTR DI Rn nA.l Unreported and unread.

\Vith a prefatory screech, .

In a florid Western speech,

Said the Engine from the WEST,

" 1 arn from Sierra's crest ;

And, if altitude's a test,

Why, 1 reckon, it's confessed,

That I've done rny level best.'



I·:···I····~···.'·•.\t
; '?

I~l, á

f1'f

If]
J.:.....;.jl ·-·{
: : '~

• J
. )

WHAT THE ENGINES SAID.

Said the Engine from the EAST,

" They who work best talk the least.

S 'pose you whistle down your brakes ;

What you've done is no great

shakes,-

Pretty fair,-but let our meeting

Be a different kind of greeting.

Let these folks with champagne stuffing,
~--~Not their Engines, do the Plljjillg.
----.;:..... P.e. MonurT]enral de laAlhambra yGeneralí -Lí

" Listen le \Vh~eRÁtlantJ oeatsRA ¡~ ¡
JUnTR Dt R~D S~Jfes of snow and summcr heats ; l"!

Where the lndian autumn skies ~:1

Paint the woods with wampum dyes,- ¡,,!
1 have chased the flying sun, r
Sccing all he Iooked upon, ~,

Blessing aH that he has blest, l¡},.;.....'••.

Nursing in my iron brcast

AH his vivifying heat,

AH his clouds about my erest ; r

i
I



WHAT THE E~'mINES SAlDo )I

And befare my flying feet

Every shadow must retreat."

Said .the \V estcrn Engine, " Phew I ..

And a long, low whistle blew..

" Come now, rca1ly that's the oddest

Talk for one so very modesto

y ou brag of your East ! YOlt do ?

Why, 1 bring the East to )'Olt !

:AH the Orient, ~all LiCathay,'de laAlh b G f
. IIUI' Illelll, am ray ener;:¡1I e

Find through me tlie shartcst way¡ ;

: JUnTA Dt Al't lUid the sun you follow here

Rises in my hcmisphere.

Rea11y,-if one must be rude,-

Length, my friend, ain't longitudc."

Said the Union, '" Don't reflect, or

1'11 run over sorne Director."

Said the Central, " I'm Pacific;

But, whcn riled, I'm quite terrific.



)2 WHAT 'rIlE EXGI~ES SAlDo

yct to-day ...ve 5ha11 not quarrel,

Just to show these folks this moral,

How two Engines-in their vision­

Once have mct without collision."

JUnTR DI RnDRlUCll\

cm'; !
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' '' T H E RETURN OF
BELISARIUS."

Mud Flat, 1869.

So you're back from yourtravels, old fel1ow,

And ~ou left but a twelvemonth ago:

You've hoDnob9_~e . '%~¿?l lIIrR~il~d~JP?Je;?I~l?dmbra y Generalife
Eugenie, and kissed tne iP-ope' s toe. URA

By ~ove ! it is perfectly stunning,

.Astounding, and a11 that, you know :

Yes, things are about as JOu left them

In Mud Flat a twe1vernonth ago.

The boys 1-They're a11 right,-Oh! Dick

Ashley,

Hc's buricd somcwhere in the snow ;

He was lost on the Surnrnit, last winter,

And Bob has a hard row to hoe.
R:?,

..
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1
¡!

You knew that he's got the consumption ?

You didn't 1 weu, come, th at's a go :

1 certainly wrote you at Baden,-

Dear me! that was six months ago.

1 got all your outlandish letters,

AH stamped by sorne foreign P.O.

. : : 1 handed .myself to Miss Mary

,IV ~Tha~s;et~h of a farnlo~s ~h:~~au . 'f :
, T orn Saunder $lliSfüvfrig r ft j'F'riscÓrnhraYGeneral! e ,..
• ER A D CUt. URA' ';

They say tllat he cuts quite a show.

JUl1TR DI Rl1DRlU y ou didn't meet Euchre-deck Billy

Anywherc on your rsad to Cairo ?

So you thought of the rusty old cabin,

The pines, and the valley below ;

And heard the North Fork of the Yuba,

As you stood on the banks of the Po ?

"I'was just like your romance, old fcllow ;

But now thcrc is standing a row



Ul1 JI
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Of stores on the site of the cabin

That you lived in a twelvemonth ago.

But it's jol1y to see you, old fel1ow,­

To think it's a twelvemonth ago!

And you have seen Louis Napoleon,

And look like a Johnny Crapaud .

Come in. You will surely see Mary,

Yo know we are married . What, no?

Oh, ay! 1 forgot there was something

Between you a twelvemonth ago.



7 UH:

"TWENTY YEARS."

BEG your pardon, old fellow 1 1 think

1 was dreaming just now, whcn you spoke,

~--~~he faet is, the musical clink ;

----.;::"Ilo.Of the ice on y;our wine-goblet's brink . :r. e. 1V: ~rJUrnt'llldl ;.Al:Id t\lhdrnoray Generalffee
A chord oí. my meÍnonr; wok...e·URA .

.JUl1U\ nr Rl1DR1UCll\
And 1 stood in the pasture-field where

Twenty summers ago 1 had stood ;

And 1 heard in that sound, 1 declare,

The c1inkings of bells on the air,

Of the cows eoming home from the wood.

Then the apple-bloorns shook on the hill ;

And the mullein-stalks tilted eaeh lance;

And the sun behind Rapalye's milI
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W,as my uttermost West, and could thrill

Likc sorne fanciful land of romance.

Then rny friend was a hera, and then

My girl was an angel. In fine,

1 drank butterrnilk; for at ten

Faith asks less to aid ber, than when

At thirty we doubt over wine.

the

crust

On that bottle whose seal you last broke.

Twenty years was its age, did you say?

Twenty years? Ah, my friend, it is

truc!
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AH the dreams that have flown since that

day,

AH the hopes in that time passed away,

Old friend, l've been drinking with yau !

l ' :

1J?¡~
:JUl1TR nI Rl1DRlUClJ\

P.e. Monutr)enral de laAlhambra y Generalif~t

CON5EJERIA DE CULTURA ¡¡

.....
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FA TE.

" THE skyis clouded, the rocks are bare j

The spray of the tempest is white in air;

The winds are out with the waves at play,

:A:nd 1 shall not tcmpt the sea to-day,

But the ship sailed safely over the sea,

And the hunters carne from the chase in

glee;

And the town that was builded upon a

rock

Was swallowed up in the earthquake shock.



tm

r~IN DIALECT,r ,," P.e. Monuf1)enral de laA1hambra y Generalife
• CON5EJERIA DE CULTURA

UlnR nr RnnRLUC1Pt



3n lDíalect.

Jim was my chum

Up on the ~ar:

That's why 1 come

Down from up yar,

" Jl1rf."

,

SAy~.th'ere lrT]fPJr'aps. laAlhambra yGeneralife
Sorne 0&fdt~lia'P[UlTURA

UnIR Dt JU1DJ\lUCl1\ Might know Jirn \Vild?

Wel1,-no offence:

Thar ain't no sense

In gittin' riled !



44

>?¡~
JUl1TRmRnURLUCl1\

i !

"

H JIM."

Lookin' for Jim.

Thank ye, sir! You

Ain't of that crew,-

Blcst if you are 1

Money?-Not much;

That ain't my kind :

1 ain't no such.

Pe MRum ?-1 don't mind b G ¡'f
.. vl,ull~LrllClI u Id' 11101'1 ray enerau E

CO Sccin' rit's ¡you. UlTURA

Well, this yer Jim,

Did you know .him ?­

Jess 'bout your size ;

Same kind of eyes?­

\Vell, that is strange :

Why, it's two year

Since he carne here,

Sick, for a change,



" JUl."

Well, here's to us :

Eh?

The .h - - you say !

Dead ?­

That little cuss?

What makes you star,­

y ou over thar ?

"Dead l

Poor-little-Jim !

- Why, thar was me,

jones, and Bob Lee,



;, ,

1 : ;

,~
JUl1TR nI Rl1nRlU(lJ\

,: .

!! ~

......._." .:....: ., ..... . :~ ~:~.-.::. :., - ':. ~. -:~..:~...~"'.._- "":'-::.... -....

te 11M."

Harry and Ben,­

No-account men :

Then to take him /

Well, thar-Good-bye,­

No more, sir,-I-

Eh 7

What's that you say7-

Why, dern it 1-5ho!­
P,CN"1r"lo'1uy""pryaIBrlp J' ::I ~Ihambra y GeneralifE
CO o JE es. E y; o URA

Sold!

Sold! Why, you limb,

You ornery,

Dcrned old

Long-leggcd Jim 1

+
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CHIQUITA.

BEAUTIFUL! Sir, you may say so. Thar

isn't hcr match in the coumy.

Is thar, old gal,-Chiquita, rny darling, rny

_-__beau~? .
F 1 f. ti p.e ~~onumenili d~ la Alpc1rplxay Generalrfe

ce o late nec " J 51f,-. I:ar s L ;\'el~ .
Whoa 1 Steady,-ah, will you, you

Ul1TR nt Rl1n~iM~~ !

Whoa l 1 sayo Jack, trot her out; let the

gentleman look at her paces.

Morgan !-Shé ain't nothin' e1se, and I've

got the papers ro prove it.

Sircd by Chippewa Chief,and twelve hun­

dred dollars won't buy her.



CHIQUITA.

Briggs of Tuolum~e owned her, Did yon

know Briggs of Tuolumne ?

Busted hisself in White Pine, and blew out

his brains down in 'Frisco ?

Hedn't no savey-hed Briggs. Thar, Jack!

that'll do,-quit that foolin' !

; Nothin' to what she kin do, when 5he'~got

.~. ~ heroWc,0rMk()cnut mo~t r.:b....e,f0r1~e ,~eAr,·h .., "" hr' v Generaüt~ , i H . h u ....nk' .... C' a 'lik ,. (• osses 15 oss:¡, ;you ·now'Lat , ewise,
. too, jockeys is jockeys;

JUT:1H\ DI J\1'1DRlAJa 'tain't ev'ry roan as can ride as knows

what a hoss as got in him.

Know the old ford on the Fork, that nearly

got Flanigan's leaders ?

Nasty in daylight, you bet, and a mighty

rough ford in low water!

Well, it ain't six \....eeks ago that m~ and

the jedge and his nevcy
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Struck for that ford in the night, in the rain,

and the water all round us ;

up to our flanks in the gu1ch, and Rattle­

snake Creek just a bilin',

Not a plank lcft in the dam, and nary a

bridge on the river.

1 had the gray, and the Jedge had his roan,

and his nevey, Chiquita;

And aftcr us tr.t!.ndl~d l!h~trQ~ks.: j e~.t lqos~4a y Generalife
frorn the top of the Icañor[UlTURA

l1H\ nI RI1UJ\lUC1J\

Lickiry, lickity, switcn, we carne to the ford;

and Chiquita

Buckled right down to her work, and, afore

1 couId yell to her rider,

Took water j est at the ford ; and there was

the Jcdge and me stand ing,

And t,....clvc hundred dollars of hoss-fiesh

afloat, and a driftin' to thunder !



1--
!
!

so CHIQUITA.

Would ye b'lieve it? that night that h055,

that ar' fil1y, Chiquita,

WaIked herself into her stall, and stood

there, all quiet and dripping:

Clean as a beaver or rat, with nary a buckle

ofhamess,
",

. . . just as she S\Vanl the Fork,-that hoss,

: ' : ; that ar' filly, Chiquita.

'l ..~hat's';'Wha"l callrajh óss1 and · ,What ,didcneralit
• yo ú say ?.E0HI the nevey?

,JUl1TRDI Rl1DRlU lDrownded) 1 reckon,-Icastways, he never

kcm back to deny it.

Ye see, the derned fool had no seat,-ye

couIdn't bave made him a rider;

And then, ye know, boys will be boys, and

hosses-weU, hosses is hosses !
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DDW'S FLAT.

. I856.

'---i\nd 1 reckon that you

Are a strang~l.?Mo1:e~!~f¡m~Je laAlhambra yGeneralife
, Wel1, 1 tliouglit it IWas true, LTURA

l1H\ ForAtllati isn't aman on the river as can't

~ spot the place at first view. .

It was called after Dow,­

Which the same was an ass ;

And as to the how

Thet the thing kem to pass,-

jest tie up your hOS5 to that buckcye, and

sit ye down here in the gras5 :



DDW'S FLA'r.

You scc, this 'yer Dow,

Hed the worst kind of luck :

He slipped up sornehow

On each thing thct he struck,

Why, ef he'd a straddled thet fence-rail,

the dcrncd thing 'cd get up and buc~.

.~
Jun ' DE R DRUJCl

He mincd on the bar

Till he couldn't pay rates ;

FUe ,J i Slsin.:fsbcll By 'a cAdr ambra y Generalife
e \Vl fcn ne tu rfr,cllcd with Bates;

And right on the top of his troubIc kcm his

wife and fivc kids from the Sta tes.

It was rough,-mighty rough ;

Rut the boys thcy stood by,

And they brought him the stuff

For a hause, on the sly ;

And the old woman.c.-v....cll.shedid washlng,

aud took on when no one was nigh.



DOW'S FLAT.

But this yer luck of Dow's

Was so powerful mean,

That the spring near his house

Dricd right up on thc grcen ;

And he sunk forty feet down for water, but

nar)" a drop to be seen.

Then the bar petcrcd out,
~--...,;
___-.:A".nd the boys wouldn't stay ;r: the chil15" .(l'ot l1boút¡ral de laAlhambra y Generalife

. c. ~ F. ERIA DE CULTURA
And I11S wlfc fdi :lwa)';

IUl1H\ B~t Dow~m\his \\"c11, kept a pcggin' in his

usual ridikilous \Va)".

One day,-it was junc,­

And ayear ago, jcst,­

This Dowkern at noon

To his work likc the rest,

With a shovel and píck 00 his shoulder, and

a derringcr hid in his breast,



He goes to the well ;

And he stands on the brink,

And stops for a spell

Jest to listen and think :

For the sun in his eyes (jest like this, sir 1),

you see, kinder made the cuss blink.

54 DOW'S FLAT.

: His two raggcd gals

In the u1ch were at la r,~ P,L. ~~ún"menra' dePe ¡ 'nambray Generalll ':
• And a gownd that was Sal' .

JUl1U\ Dt Rl1DRlUCl1\ .Kinder flapped on a bay;
Not much for aman to be leavin', but his

al1,-as I've heer'd the folks say.

And-That's a peart hoss

Thet you've got,-ain't it now ?

What might be her cost ?

Eh? Oh !-Well, then, Dow­

Let's scc,-wclI, that forty-foot grave wasn't

his, sir, that day, anyhow.



DOW'S FLAT. ss
For a bIow ofhis pick

Sorter caved in the side;

And he Iooked, and turned sick,

Then he trembIed and cried.

For, you see, the dern cuss had struck­

" \\' ater ?"-Beg your pardíng, young

man, there you licd! '

It was gold,-in thc quartz,

---.o1\no it ran all alike·! ,.... c. Monun ~enral de laAlhambra yGeneralife
a And 1 reckon five.oughts E CULTURA .

UnIR Dr Rno;\Vas
l
thc worth of that strike ;

And that house with thc coopilow's his'n,-

which the same isn't bad for a Pike.

Thct's why it's Dow's Flat ;

And the, thing of it is,

That he kinder got that

Through sheer contrairiness :

Tor 'twas uxüer thc derned cuss was seckin',

and his luck made him certain to miss.



now's FLAT.

Thet's so. Thar's your w:iy
To thc lefr of yon tree ;

But-a-look h'yur, say?

Won't you come up to tea? '

No? Well, then the next time yeu're

passin' ; and askafterDow,-and thet's

me.

~.!
JUl1TR Dt Rl1DJ\lUCll\

P.e. Monurl]enral d~ laAlhambra yGeneralit
CON5EJERIA DE CULTURA
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IN THE TUNNEL.

Didn't know Flynn !

\VeH, that is queer;

Why, it's a sin

To think of Tom FIynn,­
e



"; :
r~
"Junu\ DI RnDR1UCl1\

IN THE TUNNEL.

Torn with his cheer,

Toro without fcar,­

Stranger, look 'yar I

Thar in the drift,

Back to the wall,

He held the tirnbers

Ready to fall ;

Then in the darkness

P. a. P,t~~drp;imé~all..: la Alhambra y Generalíf
CON" Run for :your: life, Jake !

Run for your wife's sake !

Don't wait for me."

And that was all

Heard in the din,

Hcard of Toro FIynnJ ­

Flynn of Virginia.

That's aH about

Flynn of Virginia.



IN THE TUNNEL. S9

That lets me out.

Here in the damp,­

Out of the sun,-
That 'ar derned lamp

Makes my eyes runo

Wcll, there,-I'm done I

But, sir, whcn you'll

Hear the next fool
~-....... Asking of Flynn,-

i FlynnO6r Virgihia'f..9 / de laAlhambra y Generalífe
• J CONSE~.R I. DE CULTURA

ust JOU CHip m,
J'NH\ DI RnDRlUClRSay you knew Flynn ;

Say that you've been 'yar,



( 60 )

"CICELY."

Alkali Station,

CrCELY says you're a poet ; rnay be; 1 ain't

: ~~-:.....~..... rnuch on rhyme;

! ( r! 1 reckonry,ou'duo-lveame, a hundred and
: - '- t>;~ . '.' I U 1<' I "'GII/UI dy uenerallfl
. • b éat me every time. ULTURA
JUnTR Dt Rf1Dl\1 Poetry !-that's the way some chaps put

up:m idee,

But 1 takes mine" straight wíthout sugar,"

and that's what's the matter with me.

Poetry !-just look round you,-alkali, rock,

and sage;

Sage-brush, rack, and alkali : ain't it a

pretty page ?

e
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Sun in the east at momin', SUB in the wcst

at night,

And the shadow of this 'yer station the

on'y thing moves in sight.

Poetry!-\Vell now-Polly! Polly, run to

By by!

Ye noticed Polly,-the baby? A rnonth

afore she was born,

Cicely-rny old wornan-was mcody-like

and forlom ;

Out of her head and crazy, and talkcd oí

flowers and trees :



" CICELY."

Family man yourself, sir? Well, you know

what a woman be's,

1\':lf\'OUS she was, and restless.i--said that

she "couldn't stay."

Stay,-and thc nearest wornan sevcnteen

miles away.

But 1 fixed it up with the doctor, and he

.~ said he would be on hand ;

/'.~~I kitídct1(stuc~erbYI I the1aslü ntypragdJeneralif

• fcnc[d il4 tbatR'oit o' Irnd.JURA

JUnTJ\ nt RnDR1U(l1\

One night,-thc tcnth of Octobcrv-c-I woke

with a chill and fright,

For the door it '\\,;15 standing opcn, and

Cicely warn't in sight ;

But a note was pínncd on the blanket, which

it said that she « couldn't stay,"

But liad gane to visir her ncighbour,­

sevcntecn miles :lW3Y !

,t

J



h CICELY."

Whcn and how she starnpeded, didn't

wait for to see,

For out in the road, next minit, 1 started

as wild as she ;

Running first this \Vay and that way, Iike

a hound thar is off the scent,

For there warri't no track in the darkness

ro tell me the way she wcnt.

I'vc had sorne mighty mean mornents afore 'fi r.c: IVlonUrTlentdl ue Id t1H1d11lUla yGenerañ e
.. 1 kern to thís sp.ot~":' DE CULTURA

UNTR nLost onJt\1t Plains in '50, drownded almost,

and shot ;

But out on this alkali desert, :1 hunting ;l.

c:-:lzy wífe,

\\',\S ra'1)":1s on-satis-factory as anrthing

in my life.

" Cíccly! Ciccly ! Cicely l " 1 called, and 1

held rny brcath ;



" CICELY.':

And "Cice1y ! " carne from the canyon,­

and all was as still as dcath.

And . "Cice1y! Cicely! Cicely!" carne

from the rocks below ;

And jest but a whisper of "Ciccly t "

clown from them peaks of snow.

1 ain't what you call religious; but 1 [cst

......._-~ looked up to the sky,

1\nd-th~~c'y,es~ t!~}eY,h~t,-,r1}!, Icpm~~g,]1nSeneralife
may be yé tBink [ lie.ULTURA

JUl1H\ DI Rl1D Búi up away to the east'ard, yaller and big

and far,

1 saw of a suddent rising the singlerist kind

of star.

Big and yaller and dancing, it sccmed to

beckon to me ;

Yallcr and big and ~ancing, such as you

never sec:

-



" CICELY."

Big and yallcr and dancing,-I never saw

such a star ;

And 1 thought of them sharps in the Bible,

and 1 went for it then and thar.

Over the brush and bowlders 1 stumbled

and pushed ahead :

Keeping the star afore me, 1 went wharever

it ledo

It might hev been for an hour, when,

suddent and peart and nigh,

Out of the yearth afore me thar riz up a

baby's cry.

Listen! thar's the same music; but her

lungs they are stronger now

Than the day 1 packed her and her mot her,

. - I' m derned if 1 jest know how.

But the doctor kem the next minit; and

the joke o' the whole thing is,
C2
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ti
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That Cis never, knew what happened from

that very nigbt to thisl

But CiccIy says you're a poet ; and may be

you might, sorne day, '

Jcst · sling iher a rhyme 'bout a baby that

was bom in a curiousway.

And see what she says; and, old fellow,

when you speak of the star, don't tell

how 'twas the doctor's Iantemo--for
Pb,C , Monl~ mentad'de laA

I
Jt1
1
ambra y Generalif

may . e twoJn t sOllJ .so ~ve . ,
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PENELOPE.

Simpsoll's Bar, 1858• .

So you 've kem 'yer agen,

And one answer won't do?
.-__....~Vell , -of all the dcrncd men

~hat I'~tsfJ¡grlIurr~tÁs¿~8g'la Alh~mbrayGeneralif .
O Sal! 'yer's thatEldemcd c fool:Jrfrom :

unTR nr RnnJ\ISip1pson's, cavortin' round 'yer in
the dew.

Kern in, ef you will.

Th ar.i-cqult! Takea cheer,

Not that ; you 'can't fiJl

Them thecr cushíngs this year,­

For that ' cheer was: my oId man's, Jó"e

Simpson, and they don't make

such men about 'yero



68 PENELOPE.

He was tall, was my Jack,

And as strong as a tree,

Thar's his gun on the rack,­

Just you heft it, and see.

And YOIl come a courtin' his widcler. Lord!

whcre can that critter, Sal, be?

Sit clown. Law! why, sho !

.I'rn as weak as a gal,

Sal! Don't you go, Joe,

Or 1'11 faint,-sure, 1 shall.

Sit down,-atl)'w1Jeer, where you like, joe,

-in that cheer, if .you choose,­

Lord, where's Sal?



PLAIN LANGUAGE FROM

TRUTHFUL JAlvIES.

Table Mountain, 1870'

:
i j

. ~

. ¡

. Ah Sin was bis name.

And 1 shall not deny

In regard to the same

Whaf that narne might imply;

But his smile it was pensive and childlike,

As 1 frequent remarked to Bill Nye.



tr · ·~ -

70 PLAIN LANGUAGE

It was August the third;

And quite soft was the skies :

Which it might be infcrred

That Ah Sin was likewise;

Yet he played it that day upon William

And me in a way 1 despise.

Which we had a smaU gamc,-----.___:"'" And Ah Sin too k a hand :

It was euéhtc.MUf.he ,S'ame de laAlhambra yGeneralif
(.: He did ~ot Jgder~tana~ CULTURA
¡-PUl1T1\ DE Rl1DBu{ He smiled -as he sat by the table,

lf With the smile that was , childlike and

::f blando

í¡
¡..)'

.: ~

" ~

j ~ .'

Yet thc cards thcy were stocked

In a way that 1 grieve.

And my feelings were shockcd

At the state of Nye's sleeve :

j



FROM TRUTHFUL JAMES. 71

Which was stuffed full of aees and bowers,

. And the same with intent to deceíve.

But thc hands that were played

By that heathen Chinee,

And the points that he made,

Were quite frightful to see.-

Till at last he put down a right bower,

Which the same Nye had dealt unto me•
.----:

hen ¡ lóoked up, at rNy.~, nra l de laAlhambra yGeneralifé
And he gafed upon me pECULTURA

UnIR Dt .A~na he rose with a sigh,

And said, "Can this be?

We are ruined by Chinesc cheap Iabour ; "

And he went for that heathen Chinee.

In the scene that cnsued

1 didnot take a hand ;

But the floor it was strewed

Like the Ieaves on the strand



PLAIN LANGUAGE.

With the cards that Ah Sin had been hiding,

In the gamc "he did not understand."

;r
1' \;
f! ¡

h
¡:1
r .
¡: ,
i \
f 1

~ : ! In his sleeves, which were long,

~ . l; - He had twenty-four packs;-

~ ; Which was coming it strong,

t ;: Yet 1 state but the facts ;J. And we found on his nails, which were

IV taper, .
p .
' ~ I "'"~""\Vhat is frequent in tapers,-that's wax. .
Ir.. r" P.e. MonurlJenral de laAlhambra yGenerall1
¡ j.., • 'Which is why 1 remark, CULTURA
¡\:j);nH\ DI RnDRr ~nd 'my language is plain,

l '¡,t.i That for ways that are dark,

} !;:;r. And for tricks that are vain,

:1 ::ji~ The heathen Chinee is peculiar,-

¡ l( \Vhich the same 1 am free to maintain,

it !~
:J ,+: ~

i\J1\

)t I \ ~



( 73 )

t¡
.;

THE SOCIETY UPON' THE
. STANISLAUS.

1 RESIDE at 'Table Mountain, and my name

____--is Truthful James,

1 am not up to small deceit or any sinful
i P.l. NlonurT)en'lal de Id.Alhambra yGeneralifr

• gamcs ; CON5EJERIA DE CULTURA '
JUNT1\ li~·nd d 'll ltlell in simple language what 1

kn6wabout the .row

That broke up our society upon the Stanis­

low. .

But first 1 would remark, that it is not a

proper plan

Forany scientific gent to whale his fellow-

man,
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And, if a member don't agree "?"ith his ,

peculiar whim,

To lay for that sarne member for to " put

a head " on him.

Then Brown he read a paper,and he

reconstructed thcre,

From those samebones, an animal that

was cxtremely rare ;

And [ones vthen asked the Chair fora

suspension of the rules,

.r----'-..:.~" .~, . _.._-..-...-- ~ ::::L ...:..

ti
1:
f,· t

~ 1
!
f

! :
~,
~ '[ :
~~

f)
:r. Now, nothing .could be .finer or more
l '
.f , beautiful to see

1\': Tha~h~eS::: :~ie;:nlhs'proceedings 01

) í ' : Till Brown of Calaveras ubrought _anIot of- eneralifI'i":: i r L. I ¡OrJu r lellldl e Id, IIldl Ul d y '-J

t r ! • fossil bones ERíA DE CUt URA
:1 ElTJ\ Dt RnURrTllat he fou,ndwithin a tunnel 'near the
~ \}!, tenement of Jones.
:l lfU
" :; ; !

1
1

11
¡"l,' ': ;,

;:::1
..r:l
: .;.i :

,. i

1 .' t

JI ,~ :
; ~ : i

"-'=-- --------------------
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Till he could pro,ve that those same bones

was one of his lost mules.

Then Brown he smiled a bitter smile, and

said he was at fault.

It seemed he ·had been ·trespassing on

Jones's fami1y vault :

He was a most sarcastic rnan, this quiet

~_-.;:M>;,;:r . Brown ;

llna en several occasions he had c1eaned '
! . P.e. Monumen.talde la,Alhambra yGeneralife.:.
• out the town, SEJERiA DE CULTuRA . ;

unTR Ut RnUJ\lUCH\
Now,I hold it is not decent for a scientific

gent

To say another is an ass,-at least, to a11

intent :

Nor should the individual who happens to

be meant

Reply by heaving rocks at him to any great

extent.
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f\i Th';':::::rD:~e~Aog~l's raised a point

~ ': t :! 'A chunk of old red sandstone took him in

r':! the abdomen;

~~: ::¡. And he smiled a kind of sicklysmile, and

1 '"t curled up on the floor,

11 ~J And the subsequent proceedings interested

;t: t him no more,

i. w-,i .
H'";; ' For in .les s time tItan 1 write ir every
',:1 \ , ¡\r, , ' <v: N1on!Jmemal aelaAlnamora yüenerallfE
:¡ l : :~: , member dld engage ULTURA
'\ < , ',

~ L,.rH\ Dt J\nDJ\UJIr a warfare with the remnants of a
~ L:\ palreozoic age ;i\¡:;J And the way they heaved those fossils in

,j U, ; their anger was a sin,J ' "
.'1 H ;~ Till the skull of an old mammoth caved the

:t ii•.;! t head of Thompson in.Iii!)\ Andi:;o~:ra~es~ave lo say uf these

t i!!
j¡ ,:y!
,Ir l' I

iJ J !
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For 1 live at Table Mountain, and my
name is Truthful James;

And I've told in simple language what 1

know about the row

That '~roke up our socíety upon the

.Stanislow.

Ul1H\ nt J\nnJ\lUClJ\

P. C Monumental de laAlhambra yGeneraiífEl
ca 5EJERíA DE CUL URA 1

~ I
i
I
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lPoents
From 1860 lo 1868~

town,

But held his own in the fight next day,

When all his townsfolk ran away.

1--- J OH N BUR1VS OF . j ..

,...~~ GETTYSBURG. . ¡r ....~ ." P.e. MonurlJenral de laAlhambra y Generalí 12
. HAVE JOu heard the story that gossips tell . 1,

Ul1H\ 0 fB gfDsofGettysburg? No? Ah, well! L
Brief is the glory that hero earns, !.
Briefer the story of poor John Burns : [ .

- 1
He was the fellow who won renown,- ¡ .

The only man who didn't back clown . l "
I

When the rebels rode through his native 1

l ·
I

l

1: I
¡ i

--- --- - - - _ ....
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That was in july, sixty-three,

Thevery day that General Lee,

Flower of Southern chivalry,

Baffied and beaten, backward reeled

From a stubbom Meade and a barren field.

:: 1 might tell how, but the day befare,
! ~
! John Burns stood at his cottage door,
H
11,. Looking down the village street,

¡: ~Vhere, in the shade of his peaceful vine,
<Íj¡ i He Heard jthe l?jYI L.<?f]!~ i.~(g~tlI~L~~q ~~~¡W~' ra y Generali
': • And feh their: breath witn incense sweet;

¡¡JUNH\ Dt RnD Gr: ~ might say, when the sunset bumed

:: The old farro gable, he thought it tumed

1 The rnilk, rhat fell in a babbling flood'.~

;'¡ Into the milk-pail, red as blood !

Or how he fancied the hum ofbecs

Were bullets buzzing among the trees,

But a11 such fanciful thoughts as these

Were strange to a practícal man like Burns,

Who mindcd only his OWIl concerns,
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Troubled no more by fancies fine
Than one of his calm-eyed, long-tailed

killC,-

Quite old-fashioned and matter-of-fact,

Slow to argue, but quíck to acto

That was the reason, as sorne folk say,
He fought so well on that terrible day.

:And it was terrible. On the right

Ragea for hours..!.1.17¡1b~,:¿~Yep'gr.tJ e la Alhambra yGeneralifk
Tlluodered the oattery:'s oouble basS;-4"?A ;

Difficult music for roen to face ; .

While 00 the left-where now the graves

Undulare like the living waves

.That all that day unceasing swept

Up to the pits the rebels kept-

Round shot ploughed the upland gIades,

Sown ~th bullets, reaped with blades;

Shattered fences here and there

Tossed their splinters in the air ;

-----------------~~---- ...



84 JOHN BURNS OF GETTYSBURG.

The very trees were stripped and bare ;

The barns that once held yellow grain

Were heaped with harvests of the slain ;

The cattle bellowed on the plain,

The turkeys screamed with might and

main,

And brooding barn-fowl left their rest

With strange shells bursting in each nest.

,
Just where lthe"tide"of,battle turns' ambra yGeneralñI .'-. I.-IVI IU 11\:"IIlOI u la I ji I

. Erect and lonely: stoód sa ~ohn Buros.
!
tJUNH\ Dt Rl1 HíLw do you think the man was dressed?

¡ He wore an ancient long buff vest,

!! Yellowas saffron,-but his best;

¡¡ , And buttoned over his manly breast

;¡ Was a bright blue coat, with a rolling¡
:1 collar,
:\ And large gilt buttons,-size of a dollar,-

\Vith tails that the country-folk called

:i " swaller."
;:\
"

! .
:'.1
:1

A
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He wore a broad-brimmed, bell-crowned

hat,

White as the locks on which it sato

.Never had such a sight been seen

For forty years on the village greco,

Since old john Burns was a country beau, .

And went to the H quiltings " long agQ.

in,-

Glanced, as they passcd, at the hat he

wore,

. Then at the rifle his right hand bore;

And haiIed him, from out their youthful

lore,

With scraps of a slangy repertoire :
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"Howare you, White Hat 1" " 'Put .her

through 1..

"Yourheadislevel, ii and "Bullyforyou!"

Calledhim "Daddy,;;~begged he'ddisclose

The name of thetailor who made .hís

c1othes,·

And what was the value he set on those;

While Burns, unmindful of jeer and scoff,

.-__-::Stood there pickingthe rebels off,-

----.With his long brown rlfle,and ,bell· crown
! h P.l. IVonumentai de la Alhambra y Generalife

• at, CON5EJERIA DE CULTURA
! JU~H\ D[ RnD ri'-n~1\ the swallow-tails they were .laugh- .
i' ing ato

'Twas but a moment, for that :respect

. Which clothes all courage their volees

checked;

And something the wildest could under­

stand

Spake in the old man's strong right hand;

d
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. And his corded throat, and the lurking

frown •
Of bis eyebrows under his old bell-crown;

Until, as they gazed, ·there erept an awe. .

Througb the ranksin whispers, and sorne

mcnsaw,

In the antique vestments and long white

. bair,
4 he Past of the Nation in battle there;...._--.:
fuld sorne of the soldiers since declare
That tbe glfaht MóflLhisnbl~je~hi1b"aira'tra yGener::!llfE

f:
uN I:JE A CUL URA

a ar
l"TR ·Ut . ~ , Pt

r.die dIe crested plume of the brave Navarre,

That day was their .oríflamrne of war.

So raged the battle. You know the rest :

How the rebels, beaten, and backward

pressed,

Broke"at the final charge, and rano

At which Joho Burns-s-a practical man-
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Shouldered his rifle, unbent his brows,

. And then went back to his bees and cows.

That is the story of old John Burns;

This the moral the reader learns:

Infighting the battle, the question's whether

You'll show a hat that's white, or a feather!

P.e. Monun;enral de laAlhambra yGenera@
CON5EJERIA DE CULTURA



THE TALE OF A PONY.

In Paris, whatever they do besides,

EVERY LADY IN FULL DRESS RIDES I

Moire antiques you never meet

Sweeping the filth of a dirty street ;

But every woman's daim to ton

, Depends upon

The team she drives, whether phaeton,
D

;
,r

!
¡
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Landau, or britzka. Hence it's plain

That Rose, who was of her toil ét vaín,

Should have a team that ought to be

Equal to any in a11 Paris /

ee Bring forth the hotse I "-Thc commissaire

Bowed, and brought Miss Rose a pair

Leading an equipage rieh and rare :

.-__....: "Why doth that lovely lady stare '?"

~_~..... Why'? Thc tail of the off grey mare

Is bobbgf.l:b~"':al1111~t'SrJg¿od I~nál fmrJI Generalif
' N . '1 t: C l U .

, Like the shavmg-brushes that s óldiers wear,
:: J 'I1H\ Dt Rl1DR 1 (l!\ . .! Searee1y showmg as much back-haír

As Tam O'Shanter's "Meg,"-and 'there

Lord knows she'd línle enough to spare.

That stare and frown the Frencbman knew,

But did,-as well-bred Frencbmen do :

Raised bis sbouldcrs above his crown,

Joined bis thumbs, withthe fingers down,
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And said, "Ah, He~ven ! "-then, "Made-

moiselle,

Delay one minute,and all is well ! "

He went ; returned ; by what good chance

These things are managed so we1l in France

I cannor say,-but he made the sale,

And the bob-tailed mare had a flowing

tail.

¡
. ~

:All tRat is fals7) .~ IW¿~1¡J'f9~f~a?~lg~ Alhambra yGeneralife
Betrays itself in a lave ofíshow ; UlTURA

Jl1TR Dlndi~ant l.Nature hídes her Iash

In the purple-black of a dyed moustache,

The shallowest fop will trip in French,

The would-be critic will rnisquote Trench;

In short, you're always sure to detect

A sham in the things folks -most affect;

Bean-pods are noisiest when dry,

And you always wink with your weakest

eye :

1..
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And thar's the r,eason the old grey mare

For ever had her tail in the air,

With flouríshes beyond compare,

Though every whisk

Incurred the risk

Of leaving that sensitive region bare:

She did sorne things that you couldn't but

feel
~__...-: She wouldn't have done had her tail been

. ,....~....... real.r ! .'" P.e. MonurY)enral de laAlhambra yGeneralif
• CON5EJERIA DE CULTURA

JUl1U\ Dt "nDlFh~ps Elysées: Time, past five;
There go the carriages,-look alive I

Everything that man can drive,

Or his inventive skill contrive,­

Yankee buggy or English "chay,"

Dog-cart, droschky, and smart coupé,

A désobligeante quite. bulky

(French idea of a Yankee slllky) ;

Band in the distance, playing a march j
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Footmen standing stiff as starch ;

Savans, lorettes, deputies, Arch-

Bishops, and there together range

SDlls-li~utenantsand cent-gardes (strange

Way these soldier-chaps rnake change),

Mixed with black-eyed Polish dames,

With unpronounceable, awful narnes ;

Laces tremble, and ribbons flout,

C::oachmen wrangle, and gendarmes shout,-

Bless us 1 whatfi"s_~~~J!PW!e,qR~tJ~ laAlhambra yGeneralife
Ah! here cornéS Rosey's rnew turn-out !~

Smflrt ! lUiYou bet your life 'twas that I

Nifty! (short for magnificat) ;

Mulberry panels,-heraldic spread,-

Ebony wheels picked out with red,

And two grey mares that were thorough­

bred,

No wonder that every dandy's head

Was tumed by the turn-out ; and 'twas
saíd
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That Caskowhisky (friend of the Czar),

A vcry good, wbip (as Russians .are),

Was tied to_Rosey's. triumphal car,

Entranced, the reader will understand,

By "ribbons" that graced her head and
hand.

Alas ! the hour you think would crown----,:Your highest wishes should let you

~l:iow~.!C . Monumental de laAlham~ra y Generali
. Or {ate should tum, by y,our own mis-

::JUl1H\ Dr Rl1DR1U( chance,
. Your victor's car to an ambulan ce ; .

From cloudless heavens her lightnings

glance

(And these things happen, even in France);

And so Miss Rose, as she trotted by,-:­

The cynosure of every eye,-

Saw to her horror the off mare shy,­

Flourish her tail so exceeding high,



THE TALE OF APONY. 9S

That, disregarding the closest tíe,

And without giving a reason why,

She flung that tail so free and frisky

Off in the face of Caskowhisky I

Excuses; blushes, smilcs: in fine,

End of the pony's taíl, ~d mine I

?7~!
Ul1H\ m: l\l1Ul\lU(H\

p.e Monun;enral de laAlhambra y Generalífe
CON 'EJERIA DE CULTURA



THE lvIIRACLE OF PADRE
JUNIPERO.

THIS is the tale that the Chronicle

Tells of the wonderful miracle

Wrought by the pious Padre Serro,

'Fhe very reverend Junípero.
~-......

! Th h t ·e. Mor~emelial de!aAlhélmbrdy Generali.. • e eat en stoo
J

on ¿~anc íent moun ,
1 LooM,ing over the desert bound
¡JUl1H\ nI 1\11 . . ,
.\ Into the distant, hazy south,

. Over the dusty and broad champaign,

Where, with many a gaping mouth,

And fissure cracked by thc fervid drouth,

For seven months had the wasted plain

Known no moisture of dew or rain. '

The wells were empty, and choked with

sand;
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.The rivers had perished frorn the land ;

Only the sea-fogs, to and fro,

Slipped like ghosts of the streams below• .

Decp in its bed lay the river's bones,

Bleaching in pebbles and milk-white stones,

And tracked o'er the desert faint and far,

Its ribs shone bright on each sandy bar.

Thus they stood as the sun went down

Over the foot-hills bare and brown ;

Thus they 100Ked to 'thel:;outhtt.wherHroma yGeneralífe

The pale-face fuedicimf-~an sh~ulO cgme.

N ' . ll ln "r.ot m anger t or .m stnte,

But to bring-so ran the tale-

The welcome springs of eterna! life,

The living waters that should not fai!.

Said one, "He will come like Manitou,

. Unseen, unheard, in the falling dew,"

Said another; " He will come full soon

Out of the round-facedv watery moon."
D2
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And another said, "He is here 1" and

10,-
Faltering, staggering, feeble; and slow,­

Out from 'the desert's blinding heat

The Padre dropped at the heathen's fcer.

They stood and gazed for a little space

Down on his pallid and careworn face,

And a smile of scorn went round the band

As they touched alternate with foot and

hand
, Th. ' PC. IMor.'r'mf"nrtal t.de laAíhamora y Generali

:; lS morta wal, tna tne outer space
, 1: I

;!'JUl1H\ Dt Rl1DR Df dim mysterious sky and sand
" Fl¿ng with so little of Christian grace

" Down on their barren, sterile strand.
,¡ ,
. f
¡ '! :

Said one to him: "It seems thy god

Is a very pitiful kind of god ;

He could not shield thine aching eyes

From the blowing desert sands that rise,

Nor tum aside frem thy old grey head
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The glittering blade that is brandished

By the sun he set in the heavens high ;

.He eouId not moisten thy lips when dry;

The desert fire is in thy brain; . .

Thy limbs are racked with the fever-pain :

If this be the grace he showeth thee

Who art his servant, what may we,

Strange to his ways and his commands,

Seek at his unforgiving hands ? ,.

~, D~but this·~[lpn !')'T1~Rra! d[~~ ,p.~aPebra y Generalífe
N t :/ RI ut: LTu/(}\ '

straight, .
Ul1H\ ~n .

" And thou shalt know whose merey bore

These aching limbs to your heathen door,

And purged rny soul of its gross estate,

Drink in'His name, and thou ;halt see

The hidden depths of this mystery.

Drink ! " and he held the cupo One bIow

From .the heathen dashed to the ground

be10w



Such was the wonderful miracle

Wrought by the eup of wine that fel1

, FroID the hands of the pious Padre Serro,

Thevery reverend Junípero.

100 THE MIRACLE OF PADRE JUNIPERO.

The sacred cup that tbe Padre b~re ;

Aod the thirsty soil draok thc precious store

Of sacramental and holy wine,

That emblem aod eonsecrated sigo

And blessed symbol of blood divine:

Then, says the legend (and they who doubt

The same as hereties be aeeurst), .

From the dry and feverish soil leaped out

A living fountain; a well-spring burst

,.:; Gyt:r the dusty and broad charnpaign, ,
;¡ i t:'\ tP C MaCln[1n1;3 r r;.¡J ~IP "1P'lhamora y Generallf

:::::¡ • \:.Iver tne san y. ana sten e p amiA
. , Till the granite ribs and the milk-white stones

(.·~.!l: Ul1H\' nI l1DRl1Tllat lay in the valley-s-the scattered

l': booes-
i ~j Moved in the river and lived again l '

1::-:

~ ¡.:

t:
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AN ARCTIC VISIONo

\VHERE the short-legged Esquimaux

Waddle in the ice and snow,

And the playful polar bcar

Nips the hunter unaware ;

\Vbere 01' day).~~~y,ofm~~ltRcr. ·5~9*IA~,~, ambra y Generalífe
~nd. by night anotlier vénnin,- IJURA

l1H\ nl Segment of the frigid zone,

Where the temperature alone

Warms on St o Elías' cone ;

Polar ~~ck, where Naturc slips
Frorn the ways her icy ships;

Land of fox and deer and sable,

Shore end of our western cablc,­

Let toe news that fiying goes

Thrill through all vour Arctic Roes,
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And reverberate the boast

From the clíffs ~f Beechey'scoast,

Till the tidings, circling round

Every bay of Norton Sound,

Throw the vocal tide-wave back

To the isles of Kodiac.

Let the state1y polar bears

Waltz around the pole in pairs,

............... And the walrus, in his glee,

~are 11i~'-~~~~I?J, t~9~,; de laAlhambra y Generalif
, While the Dold sea-unicorn J URA .

:DUlnRnt. Rnnl\lUG¡\lmly takes an extra horn ;

,,: AH ye polar skies, reveal your

! ' Very rarest of parhelia;

k Trip it, aH ye merry dancers,

r ,~ In the airiest of lanccrs ;

I Slide, ye solernn glaciers, slíde,
tJ1·: One inch farther to the tide,

¡" Nor in rash precipitation
. 'f¡ Upset Tyndall's ca1culation.

¡:
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Know you not what fate awaits
yoú,

Or to whom the future mates you?

AH ye icebergs, make saIaam,­

You belong to Uncle Sam! .

On the spot where Eugene Sue

Led bis wretched Wandering Jew

Stands a forro wbose features strike ¡ \

Russ anü Esquimaux alike. .
,/,L. Monumenral de laAlhambra yGenerallfe

He it is wbom $ka,Ids lof old CULTURA
U'NH\ DiIn their ~unic rhymcs foretold ;

Lean of flank and lank of jaw,

See the real Northem Thor !

.See the awful Yankee leering

Just across the Straits of Behring;

On the drifted snow, too pIain,

Sinks his fresh tobacco stain .

Just beside the deep inden-

Tation of his Number ro.
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.. Leaning on his iey harnmer
[:'
W Stand s the hero of this drama, .

r: And above the wild-duck's clamour,",
H In his own peculiar grammar~

ti With its linguistie disguises,

11 Lo, 'he Arctic prologue rises:

~;¡ "\Va'll, 1 reckon 'tain't so bad,
\f..n Seein' ez 'twas all. they hado

:,;a "True, the springs are rather late,
ft. ' ~ ~nd early Falls predorninate ;

¡ )( . r '~B l l. Moru j ~pnr;:¡J rJp Irl Alhambra y Generalif
! ) • . ut t e lee C~OR s pr¡)btY..sUlelJRA
Lr And the air is.kind o' pure ;
¡ ~UNT1\ Dt 1\l1Dl\lU!l . .r}, 'Tam't so very mean a nade,l':;'~ '\Vhen the land is all surveyed.

, ~¡¡; There's ~ right smart ehance for fur-chase

l....'l.....~.;.:i\; AH along this recent purchase,
\. .; And, unless the stories fail,.
!~

¡'. Ev~ry fish from cod to whale ;
:L¡ Rocks too; mebbe quartz ; let's see,-

'Twould be strange if there should be,-
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Seems I've heerd such stories told :

Eh !-why, bless us,-yes, it's gold IU

While the blows are falling thick

From his California píck,

You may recognise the Thor

Of the vision that 1 saw,-

Freed from legendary glamour,

..-__S....:'ee thc real magician's hammer.

P.e. .l1onurT)enral de laAlhambra y Generalífe
CON5EJERIA DE CULTURA

Ul1H\ D[ RnDR1Ut:l!\
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TO THE PLIOCENE SKULL•.
A Geological Address,

"OIder than the beasts, the oldest Paleeo­

therium;

. Older than the trees, the oldest Cryptogami ;

OIder than the hills, those infantile erup~

tions

Of earth's epidermis!
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"Eo-Mio-Plio-whatsoe'er the 'cene'

was

That those vacant sockets filled with awe

and wonder,-

Whether sh'ores Devonian or Silurian

beaches,- . _

Tell us thy strange story !

" Or has the professor slightly antedated

By sorne thousan4 years thy advent on this
planet P.e. MonurT]enral de '.1 Alhambra yGeneralífe

. .' CON5EJERIA DECULTURA
Glving thee an -air that's sornewhat better

unTR nI Rnufi UCJ'". tted

For cold-blooded creatures?

"Wer~. thou true spectator of that mighty

forest

When aboye thy head the stately Sigillaria

Reared its columned trunks in that rernote

and distant

Carboniferous epoch.P
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., Tell us of that secne,- the dim and

watery "....oodland

Songlcss, ·silent, hushed, with never bird

or insect

Veiled with spreading fronds and screened

with tall c1ub-mosses,

Lycopodiacea,-

to time above thee flew

"Tell us of thy food,-thosc half-marine
refections,

Crinoids on the shell, ánd Brachipods au

naturel,s-:



TO THE PLIOCENE SKULL. 109

Cuttle-fish to which the pieuoré of Victor

Hugo

Seems a periwinkle•.

': Speak, thou awful vestige of the Earth's
creation,-

Solitary fragment oí rernams organic!

Tell the wondrous secret of thy past exist-

Spegkl thou oldest primate! " .
P.e. MonurT!enral de ~a Alhambra y Generalife
CQNSEJERIA DE CULTURA

Ul1H\ urEveJI aS(f gazed, a thrill of the maxilla,
And a lateral movement of the eondyloid

proeess,

With post-plíocene sounds of healthy mas­

tiéation,

Ground the teeth together,

And _from that imperfeet dental exhibí­

tion,



Stained with expressed juices of the weed

Nicotian,

Carne these hollow accents, blent with

softer murmurs

Of expectoration ;

TO THE PLIOCENE SKULL.110

1[11 ,1
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U
' ~ I j ce Which rny name ísBowers, and my crust

I'1' was busted1 Falling do~n a shaft in Calaveras county ~
JI ,...~?t ra take .ir kindly if you'd send the
: \1/" , " piec~?' Monurl'!enral de laAlhambra y Generaüf
;J (OH E ERrA ld~ Mr -IlTUP. I "
f . ame to a lssoun .i:\JnTR D[ RnDRlU(m

1
::1
. 1

ti 'l'U:':
!::'\

:~I
.¡ - ,~ .

d'i;

.j ..:



( III )

THE BALLAD OF THE
EMEU.

OH, say, have you seen at the Willows so

green,-

___SO charming and ruralIy truc,- .

A sin!rular bitá ·~tliJ 'a1)H~An'er ''3.b~trdlbra y Generalífe
ti ' J A ut: (J 01 '

. Which they call the Australian Emeu ?
J1111\ DI 1\l1D1RU(H\ H

ave you

Ever seen this Australian Emeu ?

It trois a11 around with írs head on the

ground,

Or erects it quite out of your view ;

And· the ladies all cry, when its figure they

spy.'.
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rr­
~ ¡

1
1.;
11
, l
H ;
\)1

! ~ i Oh, what a sweet pretty Emeu 1

:1\, Oh 1 do

t~ i Just look at that lov~ly Emeu 1

:.,1'1

1
!One day to thís spot, when the weather

was hot,

;1
1

1'\ A cdam
b

e,M
d

athilda hHortense Fortescuhe ;f hi h
n esi e er t ere came a yout o 19

. ~ name,-

:i! ,....~...... Augustus Florell Montague :

¡ .r',," P.e. MonurT)emal de laA/ifhettw(r Generalifl

\

.\ p ( ~

1\ \ Both loved tllat wila, foreign Emeu.
1Ji l1TR Dt RnUR1UClJ\

l;.~..1.1, . With two loaves of bread then they fed it,
J! . . instead

:¡ ~ :.¡ I Of the flesh of the white cockatoo,

..H Which once was its food in that wild

¡¡\{:ll¡ neighbourhood

:J'l .Where ranges the sweet Kangaroo :

}.::i~ ! That, too,
;}n! 15 the game for the famous Emeu !.;". ~ ,.
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OId saws and gimlets but its appetite whets,

Like the world-famous bark of Pero :

There's nothíng so hard that the bird will

discard,

And nothing its taste will eschew,

That you

Can give that long-legged Emeu I

No word spoke the guilty Emeu !

" Quick! tell me his name whom thou

-gavest that same, ,

Ere thcse hands in thy bIood 1 imbrue! "



He replied, "Miss .M. H. Fortescue 1"

"Nay, dearest," she cried, as she cl~ng to
his síde,

" I'm innocenr as that Emeu 1."

"Adieu! "

THE BALLAD OF THE EMEU.II4

1\
~¡
q
~I
~. ¡'.I¡ Down she dropped at his feet, all 'as white
~!; as a sheet,
¡:¡
~ I As wildly he fled from her view :

¡~ 1t" 1 i He thougltt, 't~~~ ~~rl~Jp~;= fg~ l;1~L~S~9°-!eneralif
!~ • tlie pinEJERIA DE CULTURA
" 1 '

JfqUl1TRnr RnDl\lUHad been gobbled up by the .Emeu ;

!!:I . All through -

II The voracity of that Emeu 1

·tI
UI.

tU
;:~ l i
:'f~ j

':-:;'¡;í
.:'H· ¡
~?'.í; ~

¡,ni
; , . ~"; :
¡p:
tL ~
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THE AGED STRANGER.

AIl Incident of tbe War,

" 1 \.VAS with Grant "-the stranger said.

Said the farmer, "Say no more,

But r st thee here at my cottage porch,

For thy feet are weary añd sore."

JUl1T1\ ( 1 was with Grant "-the stranger said.

Said the farrner, "Nay, no more:

1 prithee sit at my frugal board,

And .eat of my humble store.

" How fares my boy,-my soldi r boy,

Of the old [inth Army Corps?

1 warrant he bore him ga1lantly

In the smoke and the battle's roar! "



" 1 cannot tell," said the aged man,

" And should have remarked, before,

That 1 was with Grant,-in Illinois,­

Sorne three years before the war."

II6 THE AGED STRANGER.

" 1 know hirn not," said the aged man ;

"And, as 1 rernarked before,

1 was with Grant "-" Nay, nay, 1 know,"

Said the farmer; "say no more."

" He fell in battle,-I sce, alas!

Thou'dst srnooth these tidings o'er,~

Nay; speak the truth, whatever it be,...........--.;::
:rhough it rend my bosorn's coreo

':\ r..e. MonurlJenral de laAlhambra yGeneralif
~ : CON5EJERIA DE CULTURA
l!iUlUR DI: RltDRit,H°w fen he,-with his face to the foe,
::1 Upholding the flag he bore?
1:1l;1 Oh I say not that my boy disgraced

\:\ The uniform that he wore ! "

:;¡¡

'~I '
~ I I
;f j

! :
H:!

J
,~~-'; :\
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Then the farmer spake hirn never a word, .

But beat with his fist full sore

That aged rnan, who had worked for Grant

Sorne three years before the war.

~,
Ul1TR Dt RnDR1UCl1\

P.e. Monun;enral de laAlhambra y Generalífe
,CON5EJERIA DE CULTURA . · .

· 1
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"HOW ARE YOU,
SANITARY?"

i

q DOWN the 'picket-guarded lane,

1\ Rolled the comfort-laden wain,

i:,'~eered by shouts that shook .. plain, .
\:,r~,Soldier-like and merry: '
!i , Phrases ~tfh~s"camps?th1y /i'e~th~mbra yGeneraliJ
'o' CO J I D LTURA
,! Sabrc-cuts of Saxon speecli,

.J Ul1H\ nr Rl1n Su~H as " Bully ! " "Thcm's the peach ! "

,:¡ " Wade in, Sanitary!"

;' ~
Right and Ieft the caissons drew,

As the car went lumbering through,

Quick succeedíng in review

Squadrons military ;

Sunburnt men with beards like frieze,

Smooth-faced boys, and críes like these,-



" HOW ARE YOU, SANITARY?" I19

"u. S. San. Com." "That's the cheesel "

"Pass in, Sanitary !"

In such cheer it struggled on

Till the .battle-front was won :

Then the car, its joumey done,

Lo ! was stationary ;

And where bulIets whistling fly,

€ ame the sadder, fainter cry,

'ceHelp us brothers, ere we die.- '
, ' P.c. MonlJmenral de laAlhambra y Generalife

• Save us, Sanitary! 'RíADE CULTURA

JUl1H\ DI 1\11Dl\lUCll\
Such the work, The phantom flies,

Wrapped in battle-clouds that rise;

But the brave-whose dying eyes,

Veiled and visionary,

See the [asper gates swung widc,

See the parted throng outside­

Hears the voice to those who ride :

" Pass in, Sanitary! "



( 120 . )

THE RÉVEILLE.

HARK! 1 hear the tramp of thousands,

And of arrned men the hum;

.Lo ! a nation's h0515 have gathered

Round the quick alarming drum,-

: Saying, "Come,

i~ -~r Freemen, come! .
I .& E Ph Mnnl J w~nr(!¡ d€} lri Alba;¡rntrr;l ~ íIt-nerall

• re your ~ntage e "Ua~tel.l 'L sa} t e qUIC .

JUl1TR D[ 1\l1DR1UCl!\ alarming drum.

" Let me of my heart take counse1:

War is not of Lifc the sum ;

Who shall stay and reap the harvest

When the autumn days shall come?"

But the drum

Echoed, el" Come!

Death shall reap the braver harvest," said the

solemn-sounding drum.
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"But when won the coming battle,

What of profit springs th érefrorn?

\Vh¡at of conquest, subjugation,

Even greater ills become l "

But the drum

Answered, "Come!

y ou must .do the sum to prove it," said the :

Yankee-answering drum.

But the drum

Answered, "Come!

Better there in death united, than in life a

reereant,-eome ! "

Thus they answered,-hoping, fearing,

Sorne in faith, and doubting sorne,
E



1"

122 THE RÉYEILLE.

Till a trurnpet-voice proclaiming,

S~id~ "My chosen people, come!"

Then thedrum,

Lo 1was dumb,

For the great heart of the nation, throbbing,

answered, "Lord, we come!"

P.e. Monumental de laAlhambra yGeneralif
CONSEJERíA DE CULTURA .



The long grass dimples on the hill,

The Pines sing by the sea;

And -Plenty, from her golden horn,

ls pouring far and free.

( 123 )

. OUR PRIVILEGE.

NOT ours where battle smoke upcurls,

And battle dews lie wet,

~ To meet the charge that treason hurls

Pi By, sword and bayonet. .
f' p.e. Monumental de laAlhambra y Generalífe
~ . CONSEJERíA DE CULTURA
~i.

~! l"NH\ DtN°bol~fSl to guide the fatal seythe
~. The ·fleshless reaper wields :

~ The harvest moon looks ealmly down

ti Upon our peaceful fields.
~.'
f..
l ,

~



o brothers by the farther sea !

Think still our faith is warm :

The same bright flag aboye us waves

That swathed our baby formo

OUR PRIVILEGE.12 4

~
: ~ .

.]

f
: 1,

t,
r
;1
l'
¡ ~
i ~
1 The same red blood that dyes your fields .

I Here throbs in patriot pride ;

~ The blood that flowed ~hen Lander fell,

~l' ' : And Baker's erimson tide.

,r~, d "'r 'AA,",,,,,'l"'"''''~ Irloh 1fl1f---.rv....r'y'Generall·f. r i " .A:n thus"ap'art our 'liearts 'lieep.!time
• W' liONStJERI~l DE CfiJ 1 ur~1. tt every pu se ye ce ;

f ,Ul1TRDt Rl1Dl\lUCAnd Mercy's ringing gold shall ehime
i
:1 With Valour's clashing steel.

:1t
'JI
; i
·Ir
~¡ i

~I :
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RELIEVING GUARD.

T. S. K. Ohiit J.\farclJ 4, 1864.

CAME the relief, "What, sentry, ho f

How passed the night through thy long

waking?" .

"Cold, cheerless, dark,-as may befit

Tlie hour before the dawn is breaking." .
í.~. IVIUrl LHI! t / l la¡ aeIdt\lncl,nbra y Generalrfe

. CONSE RA DF CULTU A..
ee No sight? no sound? " ,e No; notlimg

Jf1TR nI 1\f1n1\ (11\ ~
' save

The plover from the marshes calling,

And in yon Western sky, about

An.haur ago, a. star was falling."

'e A star? There'S nothing strange in that."

"No, nothing; but, aboye the thicket,

Somehow it seemed to me that God

Somewhere had just relieved ~ picket."



~,
JUl1H\ nt Rl1URlU(lJ\

PARODI,ES.
p C. Monun:enral de laAlhambra y Generalife
CONS· JERIA DE C l . URA



lParobíes..

-
p4f~ero!!e.r.rfc.&! de la Alhambra yGenerallfe

, . CONSEJEl?iA DE CU TURA
1 HAVE found out a gift for rny fair j

UnTR nr I'1 k~Wi!J\where the fossils abound,

Where th é footprints of Aves declare

The birds that once walked on the

. ground;

Oh I come, and-in technical speech­

Wc'll walk thís Devonian shore,

Or on sorne Silurian beach

We'll wander, rny love, evermore.
E 2 -
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1 will show thee the sinuous track

"By th~ slow-moving annelid made,

Or the trilobite, that, farther back,

In the old Potsdam sandstonc was laid.

Thou shalt see, .in his Jurassic tomb,

The plesiosaurus embalmed ;

In his oolitic prime and his bloóm,­

Iguanodon, safe and unharmed !

.¡ ' ;You wished-l rememben it ,well b G ,.
! .. . I .1.... N.u, ,lJIIIU .lel. UL el nI( ?am ra y. enera I

: ~ • And 1 love ~ou tlié more for tliat wlsh->

': JUnH\ Dt RnDFor. a perfect cystedian shell .
And a wbole holocephalic fish,

And oh! if Earth's strata contains

In its lowest Silurian drift,

Or paleeozoic remains,

The same,-'tis your lov~r's free gift I

Then come, love, and never SaY nay,

But calm a11 your maidcnly fears ;
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We'll note, love, in one sumrner's d<1Y

The record of rnillions' of years ;

And though the Darwinian plan

Our sensitive feelings may shock,

We'll find the beginning of man,­

Our fossil ancestors in rock !

P.e. MomJrT)enral de laAlhambra y Generalife
CON5EJERIA DE CULTURA



THE WILLOWS.

Afler Edga1" A. Poe.

Here once in an alley Titanic

Of tcn-pins,-I roamed with my sou~­

Of ten-pins,-with Mary, my soul j

They werc days when my heart was
volcaníc,

! ~
: ,

THE skies they were ashen and sober,

The streets they were dirty and drear ;

~--..;:It was night in the month of October,

~Of my.!p-0st imt?emóriall,ye:i'Ii .rnora yGenerali

l • Like th éskies 1 was pencctIy sober,

~JUl1H\ ut Rl1UR1U rAS 1 stopped at the mansion of Shear,-

:1 At the Nightingale,-perfectly saber,

:1 And the willowy woodland, down here.
!

:j
i

: !

1,;



THE WILLOWS.

And impelled me to frequently roll,

And made me resistlessly roil,

Till rny ten-strikes created a panic

In the realms oí the Boreal pole,

Till rny ten-strikes creatcd a panic

With the monkey atop oí his poleo

1 repear, 1 was perfectly sober,

But rny thoughts they were palsied and----..;:.......__...sear,-

My tñoughts·~e~é'rdecidedi1~he&t·lmbra YGcneralite
CON J R C U<A .

For 1 knew not the month was October,
J"TR m ~~n 1"(11\ •

l\.nd 1marked not the night oí the year :

1 forgot that sweet morceau of Auber

That the band oft performed down here ;

And J mixed the sweet music of Auber

With the Nightingale's music by Shear.

And now as the night was senescent,

And star-dials pointed to room,

And car-drivers hinted oí room,

- _ ..... . .._ .... . . - .. '"' .. .. ...~ .• •• • • • oO ,
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At the end of the path a liqu~scent

And bibulous lustre was born:

'Twas made by the bar-keeper present,

Who mixed a duplicate horn,-

Bis two hands describing a crescent

Distinct with a duplicate horno

And 1 said: ee This looks perfectly 'regal ; .

, For it's warm, and 1 know 1 feel

~ dry, : . Monun;enral de laAlhambra yGenerali
• 1 am cbnfiaent tliat 1 fed Ury.RA .

JUl1TR Dt Rl1DWe nave come past the emeu and eagle,

And watched the gay monkey on high;

Let us drink to the emeu and eagle,-

To the swan and the monkey on high ;

To the eagle and monkey on high;

For this bar-keeper will not invcigle,­

Bully boy with the vitreous ey~ ;

He surely would never inveigle,-

Sweet youth with the crystalline ese. n
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But Mary, uplifting her finger,

Said, "Sadly this bar 1 mistrust,­

1 fear that this bar does not trust.

Oh, hasten ! Oh, let us not linger 1

Oh, fly1-1ct us fly, - ere we

must 1"

Then 1 pacified Mary, and kisscd hcr,

And ternpted ber into the room,

An~ conquered her scruples and gloom ;

And we passed to the end of the vista,

But were stopped by thc warning . of

doom,
By sorne words that ,were warning of

doom.

.. " ~r " ·."··h''''''_··'''···

,~. . , . ' ~ " " , ~ ..."..._..0.".", ........ ;:o ' •



THE WILLOWS. '

And 1 said, "What is written, sweet síster,

At the opposite 'end oí the room?"

5he sobbed, as she answered, " All líquors

Must be paid for ercleaving the room."

Then rny heart it grew ashen and sober,

As the streets were deserted and drear,­

For my poekets were empty and drear;

And 1 cried, HIt was surely October, ,
..........--c
....__...On this very night of last year,

-p.r Mnnll ......er. al.no b Alh~ ·nr.p I Generan'! That 1 Journeye'd~I JO,umey,ed' clown'""
, • (~.1 A II _
: ~re- '
:;JUl1H\ Dt RnDIl 11 11\ ' ..

TIat 1 brought a ~alr maiden down here,

On this night of all nights in the year.

Ah ! to me that inscription is clear:

Wel1 1 know now, I'm perfcctly sober,

Why no longer t~ey credit me here,"-":

Well 1 know now that music of Auber,

And this Nightingale, kept by une
Shear." .
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NORTH BEACH.

Afttr Spenser.

Lo! wherethe castle of bold Pfeiffer throws

Its sullen shadow on the rolling tide,-

No more the home whcre joy and wealth

rep'ose, .
B

. P.e. Mon~Jmen!al dell'a AltJ(lmbra yGerierallfe
ut now where wassailers In ce s ablde,- .

UI1H\ lJSee"~on d png quay that stretches far and

wide,

Well known to citizens as wharf of Meiggs:

There each sweet Sabbath walks in maiden

pride

The pensive Margaret, and brave Pat, whose

. . legs ·

Encased in broadcloth oft keep time with

Peg's,

00 ' _ , _• • • • - • • o - ' • • • , " " "" • • ~ • ' •• • •~:::..: :-':": --'::::" ;::;';"; :::';. '~'_'4

. . .... . ~ . ... ", . . .. ..... .. _ .. ~_ _ ...~_ .. .... . . .... 4



NORTH DEACH• .

Here cometh oft the tender nursery-maid,

Whíle in her ear her love his tale doth

pour:

Meantime her infant doth her charge evade,

And rambleth sagely on the sandy shore,

Till the sly sea-crab, low in ambush laid,

Seizeth his leg, and bíreth him full sore.

Ah, me! what sounds the shuddering

echoes bore,

When his small ,trcble mixedawith r:Ocean'(seneral,"f
, roarf-'ONSEJERiP: 'ooeCUlT7JRA"LJ'O y..J

;'JU'NH\ Dt RnURlU(lJ\
• Hard by there stands an ancient hostelrie,

And at its side a garden, where the bear,

The stealthy catamount, and coon agree

To work deceit on all who gather there;

And when Augusta-that unconscious

fair-

With nuts and apples plieth Bruinfree,

Lo! the green parrot claweth her back hair,

.' - .~....... , ..~" , ' -
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And the grey monkey grabbeth fruits that

she
On her gay bonnet wears, and laugheth

. loud in glee t

p C. MonLJmenra¡'de laAlt,a'1lbrél y Genera1ife
CONS ERíA DE CULTURA
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THE LOST, TAILS OF
MILETUS.

I
¡
I

,1

J

jI

:1

l' HIGH on .the Thracian hills, half hid in the
J bilIows of clover,

11 Thyme, and the asphodeI blooms, and Iulled

¡!~ by Pactolian streamlet, '

jI/".~Sb~of ~~I~~~~ ~ay¡ ;I(and besidé her. iii?agé(}=neralif
II , satyr.'ONSEJERíA DE CULTURA .

'1JUl1Tl\ llt Rl1u Scratched his ear with his hoo[, and play-

¡ fully mumbled his chestnuts.

Vainly the Mseníd and the Bassarid gam­

bolled abour her,

The free-eyed Bacchante sang, and Pan­

the renowned, the accomplished_

Executed his difficult solo. In vain were

their gambols and dances:

'" '.--.::-';.:-...-, .....-..,... -.



THE LOST TAILS OF MILETUS. 141

High o'er the Thracian hills rose the voice

of the shepherdess, wailíng,

",Ai! forthefleecyflocks,-themeek-nosed,

the passionless faces;

Ai ! for the tallow-scented, the straight- '

tailed, the hígh-steppíng ;

Ai! for the timid glánce, which is that

----Mrhich the rustic, sagacious,

Applies to hi~":: .'X~~9IdR~~~d I 8ut,a~,f~n~?! yGeneralífe
declare his passioñ {,n DE CULTURA ,

11111\ Dr 1\l1DR1U01\
Her then Zeus answered slow, "O daughter

of song and sorrow,-

Hapless tender of sheep,-arise from thy

long lamentation!

Since thou canst not trust fate, nor behave

as becomes a Greek maíden,

Look. and behold thy sheep."-And lo!

they returned to her tailless 1



JUl1H\ Dt I\l1DP.1UClI\



JUl1TR nt Rl1nRlU(l1\

PART 1.

PC. Monurl')enraJ de laAlhambra y Generaliíe
CON5EJERIA DE CU TURA



lEast ane 'UUleat ~oems.

PART l.

----
~ P.C~f!<?7ú!.!enral de I~ Alhambra yGeneralife

THEY ran thrÓug¡{Sth~Pstreets of the sea-

JUl1TR nt Rl1n p'drt town:

Theypeered from the decks of theships

that lay:

The ~?ld sea-fog that carne whitening down

.' Vas never as cold or white as they.

"Ho, Starbuck and Pinckney and Ten­

terden!

Run for )'our shallops, gather your men,

Scatter your boats on the lower bay."
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Good cause for fear ! In the thick midday

The hulk that lay by the rotting pier,

Filled with the children in happy play,

Parted its moorings, and drifted clear,- .

Drífted cIear beyond the reach or cal1,­

Thirteen children they were in all,­

All adrift in the lower bay !

Said a hard-faced skipper, " God help us a11 !

__._S_ne will not float till the turning tide ! " .

• Said his ~ife M" My)fdáriifig lwiillché~r3mjJenera l i
• call o ' SEJEI lA DE UJlrURA,

JUl1H\ nI J\flWn~Wer in sea or heaven she bíde."

And she lífred a quavering voice and

high, ,

Wild and strange as a sea-bird's cry,

Till they shuddered and wondered at

, her side.

The fog drove down 00 each labouring crew,

Veiled each frorn each and the sky and shore:
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There was not a: sound but the breath they ,

drew,

And .the lap of water and creak of oar ;

And they felt the brcath of the downs,

fresh blown

O'er leagues of elover and cold gr~y

stone, , 1

But not from the lips that had gO,ne
..- bcfore, I

~ P.e. Monumental de laAlhambra yGeneralifei
. Tliey come no 'more. ErBut they; UeIl thc J

unTR nt RnD tale, .

That, when f~gs are thick C?n the harbour l

reef' l
The mackerel fishers shorten sail ; I

For thc signal they know wiIl bring relief:

For the voices of children¡ still at play

In a phantom huIk that drifts alway

- 'Through channels whose waters never

fail. .
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It is but a foolish shipman's tale,

A theme for a poet's idIe page ;

But still, when the mists of doubt prevail,

And we He becalmed by the shores of Age,
We hcar from the misty troubled shore

The voice of the children gonebefare,

Drawing the s~uI to its anchorage. ·

~~
r , "

JUl1TR DI Rl1DR1UCl1\

P.e. MonurT]enral de laAlhambra y General!
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