My Grandmother's
Chair.

Y Grandmother she at the age of eighty three,
One day in May was taken ill and died,
And after she was dead, the wi’ - course was read,
By & lawyer, as we all steod by 11 side ;
To my brother it was fownd, lie had left a hundred
pounds,

. i . B
The same unto my sister I decls :
But when it came to me, the said X see,
8he has left to you her ¢ Old hadr.”
CroRuUs.
And how they titter'd, ~ chaffd,

How my brotaer and sister taugh'd
When they heard the  .wysr declare
Granny had only left tome her Vd Arm Chaiy,
¥ thought it hardly fair, still I said T did not care,
And in the evening took the ch “r away,
The neighbours they me chaff * my brother at me
laughed,
And sawd it will be useful John svm. day:
When you settle down in life, find scyme girl to be your
wife,
Youwll find it very handy I decla re,
On a cold and frosty night, when the fire is burnir
bright, ) ’
You can th u sit in your o'd arm ehair.
Chorus, &c.

What my brother sald cawe truo:, {orm a yeat or two,

r‘t.range to say I setiled down in married hfe;

1 first a girl did court, and-then the ring | bought,

ook her to church, and whon she was my wife,

The old girl and me, were as hap‘py as could be,

For when my work was over, 1 declare

1 neer abroud would roam, but cach night vould stay a:

home, .

And be seated in my old arm chair, |

a Chorns, &e,

One night the chair fell down, when I picked it up I
found, s

The seat had fallen out upon the flooz

Aud there to my sugpriss, I suw before my eyes,

A lot of rotes—two thousand poimds or more ;

When my brother heard of this, the f 1}ow [ confess, ;

Went nearly mad with rage, and tore his hair,

Bat 1 only lsughed at him, then said unto him Jem,

, : Id arm chair.
Den't you wish you had the o Chorns, &,

And they rated me a vagabond,

For want of better clothes.

In the days when T was hard up-

For want of food and fire,

I used to tie my shoes up,

With little bits of wire*
When hudgry,cold cast on arock
- And could not get a meal,
How oft I'd beat the devil down,

For tempting me to steal.

In the days when I was hard up,

For furniture and duds,
Ful/many asummer night I’v held

Conversing with the bugs ;

I never faced them with a pike,

Or smashed them on the wal
I said the world wes wide enough

There's room enough for all.
In the days when I was hard up,

I used to lock my door,

For fear the 1and1ady should say

You can lodge here no more;
From my own back drawing room

About ten feet by six,

In the workhouse well juss
opposite,

I've counted all the brick,

In the days when I was hard up,

I bowed my sprits down,

And often I've sought out a friend

To borrow haif a crown;
How mauy are there in the world,

Whose evils I can scén,

The shabby sute of toggery,
‘But eannot see the man.

In the days when I washard up,
I found a blissful hope,

[’s all thé poor man’s heritage,
To keep him from the rope;
But I’ve found a good old maxim
And this shall be wy plan,

Altho 1 wear a ragged eoat,
P11 wear it like a man,




