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4 The Little Tin Gods-on- Wheels,

We should not wish to be worldly and beautiful,
Foelish and frivolous. Na, not for anything.

Enter M. CARKATION widd A5 apera hat, emborsed with o gorgeot)
mionegrens, under Ais arme.  Ffe seant the varions grewps with a
trouhled aiv, ana then solilogwizes ar follogns 2 =—

CARNATION.

0, what a selfish place is this pay world |
Alas 1 it wounds me to the quick to see
That ghastly row of unattended maids

, Glued, meek az heifers, to the garnizshed wall,
Shy, shrinking flowers, who but need the sun
Of some maw's smite to Bloom in peerless beauty ;
And others plain as pikestaffs, but with minds
Culrured and stored with lote.of Greece and Rome,
{Ah, what is beauty but a trap and snare,
Unless there is 2 mind to back it up 1)
Around the door a throng of callous hrutes,
Who claim the name of men, stand unconcerned
And see these irail exotics droop and wilt
Without a pang, and then go idly home.
Not such am 1. This noble spirit stirs
Me up to action. I will show these curs
That Chivalry lives still and cannot die.
What ho! there! Crocus, will you kindly give me
An introduction to that girl in pink ?

CROCUS.

Great Casar’s ghost] My dear boy, do you know
That that rare maid in piok is she whom men
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The Wallfowers. 5

Who know her style in playful ircny

“Old Proh,” because she ne'er was known to talk
Of anything but weather, winds, and rain

You will be stuck as sure as you are born.

Believe me, I should much prefer to be

“ A pagan suckled in a creed outworn,”

Than talk to her.

CARNATION.

Stop, ruthlegs man! thank Heaven
My heart {3 not yet hardened by the world.
Pocr lamb | I talk to thee for all thy weather.

CROLCUS.

Carnation, in the name of goodness, pause |
Let not your tender nature rule your reason ;
I vow she "s nothing but a mere barometer,

CARMATION,

I swear I'll speal to her. TUnhand me, Crocos ;
By Heaven! I'1 make mince-meat of him that stops me.

£ dragr Crocts wp & Miss TiGerLILY. CROCUS sndroduces Aim
and {snedinfely feaver, CARNATION dégins b fald fo Jev fn the
mort charming aed auimaied way in the backprousd.  Ske replies
dangrsidly.

CHORUS OF FASHIONABLE YOUNC MEN,

Nothing refineth the voung like experience.
He the impetuous, green and undisciplined,
Won't be so eager to talk with that serious-
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The Little Tin Gods-on- Wheels.

Minded youny damosel after he's been with her
All of an evening, stuck on her terribly.
We the long-suffering, taught by experience,

" Foxy as Lucifer, ne'er will be caught again,
Not if we know ourselves, you bet your hat on it
That is the species of hair-pins that we are |

Doring the chorer CARNATION and Miss TIGERLILY dsvr gptroncded

the frome of the plape, S foor, howing pradugdly prmpie praver
#nd prever, far omem arumed an expressen of mingied despair

and Aerror.

CARNATION (hawving made sevevel affempis al conversation,

trics again).
You say you do not care for parties much,
You probably bave many outside interests ?

MISS TIGERLILY.
Yes. Was it raining when you left the street?

CARNATION.
1 think it was, but, faith, I did not notice.

MIS5 TIGERLILY.
/_W'ha.t dreadful weather we 've been having lately |

! CARNATION,

Does not the winter meet your approbation ?

MISS TIGERLILY.
1 veally hardly know, Sometimes I think
That snow is nicest, sometimes I like rain ;




The Wallfowers. 7

Often a thaw delights me, and a freeze
Perhaps is better ; pleasant, too, is hail,

Pouter ar if friphtema of faving modys such a lomg 1peech.
CARMATION (fo change fhe sudfect),
Shall we not try the entry for & change?

MI%S TIGERLTLY.
No, thank you ; 11l stay here. I dor't like draughts ;
I think the wind is high to-night. I hope
It will zo down before the peep of dawn,

CARNATION.
I hope =0, truly.  Will you have some supper?

WMISS TICERLILY {$ricdfeningy up),

Yes, thank you ; I will take a glass of water,
Some beef, or if there is none, some croguels,
A napkin, and a plate of frozen pudding.

CaArnATION Asfpe her fo all these,  Ske nqys modiimg exeest thet fhe
crogusts are too Bof and the des tos eold.  miwg vemovad fhe fast
Plate, CARNATION doer wef veturn, dut weoves 1o the other end of the
¥oom, ofparemtly o Nigktel feing.

CARNATION-

All, ali is gone | The milk of human kindness
Within me is dried up. Now am T fit

For murder, treason, stratagem, and spoils ;
Now could I strangle babes, and smile to see
A cannibal tear beings limb from limb

And roast their joints before a red-hot fire.



