O, I'a growing old and feehle mow and I cemmet
. work no more, =
‘That rusty bladed hoe I've laid to rest, S
OM master and old missus, they are lying side by side
And theirspirit’s they are roaming with the blest
Thirgs have changed about the plaece, the darkics
have all gome,
eannot kear them singing in the eans,
Asd the only one that's left me is that little boy of
mine,

Iz that litHls old log cabin down the lame,

QA there was a happy time for me not many years 220
When the darkies used to gather round my door,

They nced to sing and dance all night and play the

old banjo,

Bwt alas! they carmot doit any mese.

Tiee hinges they are rusty, the door is falling dewr,
The reof lets in the sunshine and the raim,

And the enly cue that's lofs me is that Mtle bey of

neine; .
Xn the listle Jow log cakin down the lame. <~
€, daddy, don’t you be so sad, and melansholly wow,
Thoze is bright and happy days for you in stere;
Alie’ you're old and fesble, your boy is youag and
Mo will love & eherish you for evermare. [stro8yg
Bear ehild I am contented, for the day mus guiskly

4 ocome,
= When I have to leavs this workd of earthly pade;
And the axgels they will walt me b thad beighf e
Jostial shore,
Froat that Iikde low log eabin down the laxs,

A1

} J. White, Priater,

While strolling oae night thro’ Londou’s ¢y farerg.
Imet & poor hoy he was singing 2 song.
Although he was singing he wanted for bread, -
Although he was singing he wished he was dead.
Celd blew the blast, down camse the snow,

Ko place of shelter, rowhers to go,

Ko mether to gnide him, in the grave he lics lew.
Cast oo the wide world was poor little Joe.

In the streets he will wander forgot by the gy,
With a tear in his eye ha will kneel down and poey.
He’d no friead but his maker, his parents wece dead,
Peor Jos he was dying by inches for bread.

A ocarriags relled by with a lady inside.

She fondly earessed her bey infant child,

Joe followed the earriage she not even smiled—

As 1 gaxed on kis face I saw that he cried,

I looked at this waif and thought it was odd,

Is this poor ragged urchin forgotten by Sed,

Then I saw in the gaglight by his short comirg bresth
And his careworn face, he was marked out by dosth,
Those that were wealihy they hesded hin
Poer Joe the strect Arab how sad w i
He knew not his father, he died teng ago,
Sad waa the sufferings of poor litt'e Joe.

I spoke to him kindly it-made his Lev f olad
Although be wee rag. [
‘With tears in his eye
Of his mother and futher
The lights had &
When home came a
A-d if sesmed by t!
As thengh he wag sockin
Onh ! what iz this? the
It-was poor littls Jea—en
With his face turn:d to h
IMed in the colil streets, did poor |




