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I think of thowe days, those once aappy dayw,
I shink of my once happy home, :
I think of my sister 20 kind and =0 true,
I remember her soit silvery tone;
Those bright days sre passed, dear sister is geme,
Sho’l:llcsft the n meadows so free,
(rur eot is 50 lonaly, my poor heart will baeak,
Since sister's left mother, and me.

{ thi:k of those days, those onee happy days, 20
My sister so pure and so free,

7h why did she leave vs?—with him she has geme;
Arnd Joft her dear mosher and me, il

Oh sister, dear cister, your mother’s a0 sed, "
I think her poor heart it will breek, :

Yon shomld not left us for him, sivser dear,
E'er long you may share s sad fate,

Ferhaps he will leave you in London aleme

want then and misezry to see,

Yowll think of your brether and wished you had stayed

&¢ beme with dear mother and me. g

1 eannot forget you my poer sistor, dear,
In my dreams your sweet face I oft sse,
I know it's but fancy I wish you were here
To oomxfort dear mother and me,
The clock has ceased ticking, the poor bird is dead
_ And all things seem changed unto me.
Then return sister dear to your gnoe happy homn
Now the grass grows so pure 2ad #o free,
®

Though sister was poor, she was happy with us,
Till a etranger he came to our cos,

#o wooed and he won her with his dazeling gold
He asked her then to share his lot.

£he left key poor mother one bright summer morn,
To share perhaps great misery and pain

#he may be a lady and then left alone.
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i Q7 "Oue saummers motiing [ tooke gamble,
Us ? down by a bramble tookmyg wity, %~

I met o dumsel sde'looked soch ¥
Oﬁgummm to sny.
wore nd or &
sx.h.a.og;d,—...wdzun.
 This lovely -umphumf
o -
T Stepped up %0 her sho erslled so swoetly
Dl itk se e ckuthokedoo nby,

" Wil dieir be any harm in, T said #¢ charsiay,
My swoet colleen one kiss to try.

8ke cocked her eye she looked so
I searce knew myself—no not at all,

She ask’d me o treat her, this fair young eresture
May thx:‘.:ll. look sideways on her ved pleis
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Bbe stole my heart this artful colleen,
I kept on speaking could not step,
At last she said whatis your calling, =
I'm a clerk, I said, in a marine store shop,
I treated her and spent my money,
8he gave me & clump which made me fall,
1 fell in the gutter and there did splutter,
Bad cess to the damsel with the red plaid sdaw

Next morning early whea day was dawning,
I fourd my eoat, chain and watch was juus
My head was aching, my limbs was shak ug,
Yon may guess, my boys, I felt forlo-n.
The kids were bawling—mome were eq raling.
Jim twig this cove up agaiast the wal!
While they were skouking I kept en spoutig,

Liks ethers to die thow of shame
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