LADIES’ DIARY RIDDLE - AN ANSWER

RONNIE KON
Los Gatos, California

The answer to the Riddle that Faith Eckler asked about so long ago is an Oven. I kid you not.

You can see the original riddle at http://babel hathitrust.org/cgl/pt?id=nyp.33433075875975.
q1=%22In%20the%20morn%20when%201%20rise %22 start=1;size=25: page=search:seq=1 9Q'

num=84 (attached). The answer given the following year (in the attached file P_P__2465-016:Jp.g) o
(obtained from the British Library) is Oven. Ihave no idea why an oven fits any of the descriptions in th

riddle.

. | o
Niew Eniomas to be anfwered in next Year’s Diaty. -
L. Enigma, by Mils Brrza Hegsr, '

In the mom owhen 1 rife, Tupen vy cyes,
The' Vfieep nota witk in thenighy
I6:Dwake er fo foon, i lie "t noon;,
dund pry no segard torthe Tight :
Dhavetofs, Thave gain, L havepleafirtand pain,
And s puaiid-with many 2 Bripey
Todiminilomy weg; 1 burn Plend and o,
And theevening Léldfewivhapipe,
Taravet abroad, and uelermili the road;
Unlels Lam met byaa feangery
If you come dn iy way, as youvery well miey,
Yowwill always bofubjedito danger.
Lanvchafte, Lam young, Tamlufly andiftrony,
Sl oy habie oft change thoa day; '
Fo goure Dneler go, ameng lady or beay,
Fet a feaiband tantaflic 4s they.
Ihive but thortdimoand die io my prime,
Xaménted by all who poflefs mey
I 1 add any moreto what's:gone before,
3 fear you willeallly guels mie, .

A% Enigma, by MrsTrous,

Ye tunefol aymphs-on svhom Apollo deigns
Yo fmile propitions and reward vous frgins,
Diefeesd awhile from your exalied fare,

And hear artenitive what Lihall relate.

Where plomy-fongfters frain-their little throats,
And b ale with their-harmonions notess
Ehese lowing kine and bleating flocks repair
Erom Fheehus' ray, to-téhe the noontide aifg
Such bhitslel fenesmy parent dong enjoy'd,
Nyeares eler troubled and no pleatures cloyidy
"Tilb cowel man with rage celentléls fiecld,

By blows repeated dore'd him fvon tovield,
Prowl of thinconguelt he pufaes withire,
Hishimbs hetears aud burns his head with fires
He biods his body with 2 malive chain,
And, unreleating, drags bim o’er the plain,
Sodtern Achilles trimmph'd o'er the corfe
0 godelike Hedor, feeling no remorfe,
From-fuch hearraenting woes T being date,
ind ewe iy birth to-his unfiniely tate,
Cealling bands my jafant, days-are puth,

th pum’rous brethren, but gevdree at hills

Forfike
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