
INDEX TO FIRST UNE8 551

n

Ttare .K happenlnm In life lh.t .re dctlned to rln
""

There >n no days like the tood old d«y.
"

There .re time. In one'. lUe which one cnnottorB, 1"
There .ra two phrue.. you muit know '
There «re two .t.™ In yonder .teep. .

'"
There bums • at>r o>r Bethlehem town- ^"
There fell • st.r from reiUm. .bbve— .

'"
There la . cert«ln Yankee phrMe *"'

There—let thy hand, be folded
'"

There once W.S a bint that lived up in a tTO
'"

There, there, poor dog, my faithful friend
'"

There was a certain gentleman, Ben Apfelgarten called' .' "t
There was a prince by the name of Tslng . .

"
There was a wonderful bugaboo .

320

There were three cavalier., all handsome and 'true
.'

?f?
There were three cavaliers that went over the Hhlne T"
There were two little skeeruck. who lived In the Isle ".
There's a dear little home In Good-Children street-

'

There's somethln' In your homely ways . .

These are the snakes that Howdy mw .

""
They told me once that Pan was dead

"^
This talk about the Journalists that run the East IsboLh

''!

Though care and strife
^*

Though I am king, I have no throne .
'^

Though mighty In Ix)ve'8 favor still
'"^

Three authors stood upon the beach . . ]

"*
Three comrades on the German Rhine .

'"*'

Through all my life the poor shall nnd . .

*"
Through sleet and fogs to the saline bogs .

™
Through those golden summer day
Tlddla<te-dumpty, tlddle^le-dee- . .

"
Time, by Julia's face enchanted , . .

'"
'T Is quite the thing to say and sing "°
TIsspringI The boaU bound to the sea ,*?
'T Is when the lark goes soaring '. ' ' ' '

'TIsyeare. aoubrette. since last we met
"^

TOyrus.alllntheshadeofthewlde.spreadingb«,ch-tree're;iln'lng ', ' ' ' ZTo bear the yoke not yet your love's submWve neck Is bent . gffTo Scythian and Cantabrian plots .

^^
To the willows of the brookelde . . .

'*'

To-day, fair Thlsbe, winsome glril
'*'

ToMlay I strayed ta Charing Cross, as wretched ^c^uid be ^T was In the Crescent City not long ago befell .
,„

Two dreams came down to earth one night
'T wuz whin O'Connor shpoke the crowd ......'.
Tnto a withered palm-tree clingine
Onto his valiant alde-de-camn °"

Ml


