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gyeters '(.'-m«m’na o 'Poem Which an
triend Has Credited to the Gallaut

[National Republican. |

I have )
| which appeared 'in your issue of September

6 coneerning the authorship of my poem,
“eSolstude.

\ Tol?e;‘ paragraph credits the poem to Col.
John A, Joyce, who is said.to have dashed

" it off on an old envelope in the wine-room of
the Ctalt House in December, 1862.

[ can readily believe that the author 'of
this astonishing fabrication had passed the
entire night in the aforementioned wine-
room, when his stimulated imagination gave
birth to such an atrocious statement.

The ' poem ‘‘Solitude’’ never saw the
light until February, 1883. I wrote it Feb-
ruary 10 of 'that year'in the library at the

:nce of Judge A. B. Brady, Madison,

The first four lines of the poem came to te

at a reception given by Gov. Rush; of Wis-

consin. 3

I had that day meb a friend who was in

great sorrow. I had felt sincere sympathy

for her during the interyiew, but in :hg
gayeties of the evening she and her grief
passed wholly from my mind, and I
gave myself up to the pleasures of the
hour.

As u thought of her suddenly recurred to
mey rebuking me for my mirth, ‘these four
lnes ¢ to my ‘mind from that myster-
ious and unknown source whence poems do

| come:
| Laugh and the world laughs with you,

Weep and you weep alone;

For the sad ok! earth must borrow its mirth,

But has trouble enough of its own,

On my return to the home of my friends I
repeated the lines, and both Judge Braley
and his wife urged me to. complete them,
saying: :

**If yon finish/the poem as it began, it will
be one of your finest eiforts,*’ .

I did complete it, and sent it to the New
York Sun, where it appeaved the following
Sunday, I think. The oid files of the Sun
will prove my statement, and my Madison
friends will recall ‘the incidents I mention,
as they have fraguently referred to them
since the poem became so famous,

I challenge any one to produce a wall au-
| thenticated copy! of the poem, written or
i printed, dated earlier than Feb. 10, 1¢ 2
i Itisembraced in my collection, “‘Poems
tof P ,”” published by Beliord & Clarke,
| Chieago, May, 1883.
|- I'consider 1t one of my strongest efforts,
{ and 1 agree with the auther of the para-
| graph in Seturday’s Fepublican, ‘‘the au-
thorship should be known,’?

Erra WHERLER WILCOX.
- MeripEN, ConN., Sept. 10, 1884
The  poem’ and ‘‘remarkable fiction’” to
which the fair poetess of passion alludes,
beading and all, was the following;

HLAUGH, AND THE WORLD LAUGHS, "’

" The following poem has gone the roundsof
e press® for many vears, under eredit of
‘ fSAnonymous.’?’ 4An December, 1862, it was
i written by Ccl. John A. Joyce, at the Galt
House w. room, at 1 o’elock in the morn~
ing, at the request of the celebrated Georga
D.BErentico,  Mr. Prentice and Mdj, Miller;
tor of the hotel, who had spent a so-
2 g with Col. Joyce: (at that time

Adjutant of the Twenty-fourth Kentucky),
baptered him to write an off-handpoem on
{ Love and Luaughter.”’  Accepting the
banter, the Colonel wrote thess words on
the bacl of an envelope given him by Pren-
tice. © It is agem of its kind, and its author-

v

i)

sBip should be known:
Laugh, and the world lavghs with you;

Weep, and you weep alone; 3
male \HON IS brave old-earth must borrow its mirth,
New. ¥ bhas troubles enough of its own.

Chi® |
thss

Bing, and the hills will answer;
Sighl it islost on the air;

The echoes bound to a joyful sound
Byt shrink from a voicing care.

Rejoice, and men will seek you;

i Grieve, and they turn and 50

j They want full measure of all your pleasure,
But they do not want your woe.

Be giad, and your friends are many,
Be sad, and you lose them all;
Thers are none to decline your nectar’d wine,
Bur alone you mus: drink life’s gall;
Feast, and your'halls are crowded;
Fast and the world goes by;
i Succeed and give, and ithelps you live,
Butno man can help you die.
There is room in halls of pleasure
For a long and Uy train;
ut one by one we wmust all file on
Through the narrdw aisles of pain,

THY FAULT OF THE AGE.

[Ella Wheéler,]
The fault of the age is’a mad endeavor
20 leap to heights that were madsé to climb:
& ourst of strength or a thought that is clever
We plan to ounwiv and forestall Time.

‘We scorn to wait for the thing worth having;
L We want high noon at the d dinmrdawn;
We find no pleasure in toiling and saving
As our forefathersdid in the good times gone.
We foree our ros
o bloom anii bl
And theh we wondor ang
Why per ect buds'are s¢

s before their season

3, ‘e may wear;
reasoi
and rare.

the gain, butd

Vo wunt wealth,

And th rength thati

Yyould fell'a foréseoxn bi

Lo.covet the prize, yetto

To:thirst for glovy, yetfear the fpmt-
v}

Ye crave the getting;

, hutdower;

a tower.

—

A can it lead to@t. last but sinning;~
2o miental Janguor and moral blight?
e theold-slow —va
i earigdaone,
ving
1ay¢ not won.

L BAS., . A JOYCE,

just read the remarkable fiction-
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A WALTZ QUADRILLE,

[Ella Wheeler.]
The band was playing a waltz quadrille—
Ifelt aslight as a wind-blown feather,
As wefloated away at the caller’s will
Through the intricate, mazy dance together.
Like a mimic army our lines were nieeting,
Slowly advancing, and then retreating, !
All decked in their bright array;
And back and forth to the music’s rhyme
Wemoved together, and all thie time
I knew you were going away.

|

The fold of yeur strong arm sent a thrill
From heart to brain, as we gently glided
Like leaves on the waves of that walts

quadrille, 3
Parted. met, and again divided,
You drifting one way and I another. I
| Then suddenly turning and facing each other; |
Then off in the blithe chasse,
' en airily back to our places swaying,
While every beat of the music seemed sayin.
That you were going away.

I caid to my heart, “Let us take our fill

Of mirth and pleasure; and love
laughter,

For it all must end with this waltz quadrille,
An? life will never be the same life atter,

O! vhat the caller might go on cal ing—

O! that the music might go on falling
Like a shower of silver spray—

While we whirled on the vast forever,

Where no hearts break and no ties sever,
And no one goes away.”

and

A clamor, a crash, and the band was still,

"T'was the ent of the dream and the end of
the measure.
The last low notes of that waltz quadrille
Seemed Jike a dirge over the death of
pleasure. ; !
You said good night and the spell was over—- |
Too warm for a friend and too cold for a i
lover— ;
Thera was nothing more to say; |
But toe ligits looked dim and the dancers |

weary,
And the music was sad, and the hall was
dreary
After you went away,

ZHE DUET,

[By Ella Wheeler. 1

I was smoking a cigarette; ’

Maud, my wife, and the tenor McKeea
Were singing together a blithe duet;
And days it were better I should forget

Came suddenly back to me—
Days when life seeined a gay masque-ball,
And to love and be loved was the sum of it &dll.

As they sang together, the whole scene fled—
The room’s rich hangings, the sweet home air,

Stately Mand with her proud blonde head;

And 1 seemed to see in hier place instead
Awezalth of blue-black hair, i

And a face—ah! your face! yours, Lisetie!

A face it were wiser I should forget.

‘We were back—yell, no matter when or where;
Butyou remember, I know, Lisette,

I saw you, dainty and debonnaire,

With the very same look that you used to wear
In the days Ishould forget;

And your lips, as red as the vintage we quaffed,

Were pearl-edged bumpers of tvine when you

laughed.

Two small slippers, with bigrosettes,
Peeped out under your kilt skirt there,
‘While we were smoking our cigarettes
(Oh! Tshall be dust when my heartiorgets),
And singing that self-same air;
And between-the verses, for interlude,
I kissed your throat and your shoulders nude.

You were so full of a subtle fire,
You were so warm and so sweet, Liseétte,
You were everything men adinire,
And there were no fettersto make us tire,
For you were—a pre grisette;
But you loved as only such creatursscan,
With a love that makes heaven or hell fora man,

|

They have ceased singing that old dust,
Stately Maud and 'the tenor 1
*You are burning your coat with your cigarette,
And qu’aves vous, dearest, your eyes are wet.'®
Maud says asshe leang over mea:
And I smile, and lie 1o her, husband-wi
5*Oh, it is nothing but smole in my eyé

Is it Anyhody’s Busisess?

d'in useless fretting
i

shiifiksiom the winuing;

i [Deldicated to the Old Maid Who Lives Opposite.]
Is it aaybody’s business,\ when a young man |
goes fo.call, : |
f If he ?ﬁtﬁ»ﬁ at_the kitchen; or the parlor, or the
Is it anybody’g business,
3 to see,
What that young man's
Happen for to be?

IS it anybody's business if he il
3 1€ e stays till ivis Iate?
Or anybody.’s bnsiness if she follows to the gate?
If he Kisses her at parting and she does nov seem.
| . togrieve, i S g
Is.it anybody's business save ‘the man’s who
talkes his leave? A v 3
If he comes to take her walking on a pleasant af-
ternoon,

Is it anybody’s business that they do not come !
back soon? : v
If by g?anqe they come together upon the public
reet, ; AR :
Isit anvbody’s business if she blushes when they
meeg? &

but the girl’s he goes

name and station may |

If he goes to see her Sundays, and often 'Bt:a‘y's to
& O 5 N 5
Isit anybody’s Business what hig business thers
May-hepsDanMl sehn :
. “Isitanvbody's business whatisort of beau she’s {

~ Oranybody's business if Sbe loves him or does:

oo know,
(IS not, Tam
S “make it 50,

would really like to

AT THR. 4P

We had met, and we lad parteols’
In the stillness, heavy Liart

; o ¢ X }
ling 1g where she Tefi m‘}'f/{the o r % e

¥ was

rustic stile; 3

warring pride a;. i

Allm ul shrank from ti .

o ALLT | [ i morrow,

With its haunting recollections, that no hope
" could now beguile,

Torn b,
O T

Orrow,

g z} nd the silence, like a token
M tl mcri 80 rudely broken,
and thrill the meadow:

1 2 V83— E
bresence did of yore; : 71 hee
ecwed to trail along the
Like a mist, that looms and ms
e X . tha : asses
8hade on :shupv,‘ull form and shadow blend in

gloom for evermore!

(8,
Beemed to fill

S

grasses,

|
|
!‘ .

G

ne for ever!  All was: ended, 2

—we 11011‘11('_"(-0“1m'chcnd(‘d: :
Youth nor maiden evep yet was known |
In tale or son : l

¥or, no |

sick to anguish with re-

ful y

&
‘.i‘,_h“ would own, self-willed, reliant, g .
Nor H had proven harsh. defiant— ; |
or uu.:l«ji.\-!w confess impeachment when he
deeraed her wholly wrong! : 1 :
S0 that hour, born of gladness,
S Laway in sombre sg 1n¢
Whiie heart gy e f

3§ no1 3 ‘nings vain:
Desolate and lost, and lonely, .
Still I lingered, dreaming wzily. ;

i ———

Till the passion of my lo
to face again!
* *

nging brought us face “]

* * *

ace to face! But
I lo\f{l lelteudur beaining

‘88 whose limpid azure sufilcd

0" pleading tears! et

1d llle:mexl to grect my maiden

nh a word all passion laden :

murmured: . “Let forhears i :

t [ aranc
the pathway thro’ the years .'?’e Hapis ]

* %*
not in dreaming

\
As she

_\’_‘.nd that whisper
SWeet as music in the holy [
Hush of eve'n, fell divinely on '
feve ell divinely on E ‘
oy so‘ul, : the tumult of
8 !il;v balmy incense
v the troubled tide of fepl;
S 3 ee
Crept the rapture of an impulse t‘ixx:l‘tr.’uo ;
£ cor could control! e :

» meek and lowly,

Stealing

A
i
And fore

1 I,h;rnqd, in shame
\"‘ul I]il(‘lf{l(‘»e that else to-morrow
*Ver had reproached me with. it

: }!phr;ti(lingsmﬂe: Ts gk
And the little handg treachi

And tl ds outreachine 1
1D the pathos of beseeching, 2 = /
within my own C th

55 Spt. © — |
Lingered at the st Spt them—and we | 5 !

and sorrow,

Close

T2 OReood Waitt, W The Continont. ?
Y-CUCLK, ;

Among the flock the turkey-cock
Was roostiug on the lower limbg

The females fat ahove him sat,
And trembling listened untn him,

Dear girls, don't sq

vk, I hear a hawk
Above your heads: ere he arrives
You come below aud I will go
Above to guard your precious lives,
The silly things, with fi 1pping
Flew down upon the lowar pereh
While he above, with words or lm'e',
Vouchsated defense from uight-hawk’s search,
. With good-night nerp. they fell as
But soon awoke wich fii
As one-by-one the furme n
Wrung ev'ryneck within his reach.
The cock aloft, with chuckls soft,
Remarked upon lis ruse 50 {,i(“fﬁ.’
Don't you rorget, sail he, you bec
The weather’s cold when | iy

I LHE ITURKE

wings,

er left,

LAST JULY, H

She’s barely twenty, and her eyes 1
Are very soft and very blue; 3
Her lips seem made for sweet replies—
Perhaps they’re made for kisses, too; : 1
Her little teeth are white as pearl, ;
Her nose aspires to the sky, B
She really is.a charming girl,
And I adored her—last July.

I We danced and swam and bowled and walked; e
) She let me squeeze her finger-tins; T

}

|

|

] Sl SR

l [Sophie St. Lawrence, in._ Century.
!

|

|

4

Eniranced I listened-when she talked. i
And trash seemed wisdom from her lips, /
I sent her roses till my purse
Was drained, I found, completely dry;
T'longed to sing her charms in verse—
But all of this was last July.
Of-course at last we had to part;
| I saw a tear-drop on her cheek;
i Ileft her with an aching heart,
3 And dreamt about her for.a weelk.
| But out’ of sightis out of mind,
And somehow, as the time wenf by,
Much fainter I began to find
The memory of last July.

Jnl)'"has come again at last;
With summer gowns the rocks are gays
It seems an echo of the past *
To meet her on the beach to-das
She’s even fairer than of yore, %
And yet, I could not tell you why,
Ifind the girl an awful horo— ¥
S0 long it is since last-July, . »3

SHE PLAYED CROQUET.
. I thought she was a lovely sight,
As daintily arrayed in white,
With rosy cheeks and glances bright,
That summer day
She played croquet ; i
- Until beneath a shady tree } !
I stopped to rest, which chanced to be f £
Where in the kitchen I could see, : !
That summer duy 2
She played croquet ;
And there alone in that hot place
Ier mother stood with care-worn face,
And ironed a gown all frills and lace,
That summer day
She played croquet—
A gowu, the very counterpart ;
Of that she wove with witching art; 3 o
And so she did not win my heart
That summer day
played croquet.




