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v‘i%f HEN I'was a bachelor early and ;

I followed the weaving trade,
And all the harm ¥ ever deme,
- Was courting the servant maid;
{’oourted her the summer ssason,
And part of the winter tow,
And many 8 night I'roll’d her in my arms,
All'over the Foggy dew.

Dae rnight as I'lay on my bes,
As I lay fast asleep,
"There came a pretty fair maid,
And most bitterly did weep 3 .
She wept, she moaned; she tors hox haty,
Crying, alas! what shall I do?
This nifg t I'm resolved to come to bad,
For fear of the Foggy dew:
It was in the first part of the nighty
We both did sport and play,
4ad in the latter part of the night,
She slept in my arms till day;
When broad daylight did appeaz,
She cried, I am undone, - .
Hold your tongve you foolish gird,
The Foggy dew is gone:
“ppose that we should have a child;
t would cause us for to smils,.
Suppose that we should have anothes,
1t would ‘make fis laugh awhile;
nppose that we should have another,
And another-one %00, - '

it will'make you leave aff vour fooliah triska:

And think no more of tho-Foggy dsw,

I loved this young girl ‘déasly

1 loved hesl: as gf life” i
T'tovk this girl and married her;.
. Arnd made her my lawful wifa;

T never told her of her faults,

_ Nor never intend to do,
‘But every time she winks or smiles, -

. Bthink of the Foggy dew.

-y In this sensation century.

Don’t Push a Man

BECAUSE HE'8 GOING

L HILL.

of good songs there is few;
The wor ds are little car'd for, if the music iz but new ;

DOWN TE

%% The subjects seem almost dons—yet I have found onestf’
. Thas is,don’t push » man becawse he's going down the hff:

Chorua,

Help one another, men, ’tia fortunas on yoa shin? ; :
RBemerncar, if you give your mite that povertys me®
crime, S

Tho’ little be your offering, men, give It with good'
Never pn:hl man becanse he's going down the hill,
How oft we see & working man, with' s truly honeat hears, -

T help his wife and family in business maﬁres astart;
His ends they don't scam to msst, work which way he will,:

- Fate seems to be against him, sad he’s going down the-
Bk

; | As day by day, we jog alon

g, hew many men we find,
That poverty is a grievous #in to think they are inclined,
They mset in sad adversity, some old friend—Tom or Bill, -
They pass them by disdsinfully, becaure they're going:
downm'the hill- | 3

Xf ere you mest & business msn straggling hard with fate,
Don’t apeak words of discouragement, or tell him he’s toe-

: te ; : ; :
: Danit.s:oﬁ"hinn ‘you pass him by, but help him with »
; And‘g:rghﬁr nomuhq yoi;n'mmhhu the summr® #
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