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Tohn Smith.

¥ A. L, CRELTON.

When L wkk younger thap [ am,
A score of pears or,so
[lked, the. g[‘li‘.'.tu.u;,:lli ﬁl; Jook
Ot Joby Bl lying low
ot ﬁi?ugunﬂnm fuls cluw
¢
ﬁmd.P ocdmu ae lyaky mald
saved him ‘and thega,

Bat now the pletuce’s lost 1l charm
And pleasea me no more. .
ohn Smith hos'dled a'thoumand- deaths.
Yellvos'toben bore
He teachics; preaches and he pléads,
Alswyer at the bar,
And fall as-numetous as his nome,
The moan's ‘profesilons ore,

He has go mony wsiyles and shinpes,
‘Wd Two ol them - the: same,

That onsvwould ‘never know-the-man,
12 2tware -not for bis numé,

But yesteriday be won. quite. smell-
Con we Peilwe-ﬂdr-iru?

A man of portly elze,

Though turned o ashea, Jike tha bird
Wo read of In the mytb,

Speedily would he arise
Re-phenited—plain-John Bmith

Tls vain to try to keep: him down
Benealh the heavy clod,

For John {a'bound to seo Lhe sighta
On this side of the:sod.

i) hiny i svery rallrokd smast,
Or drown him ic the see

You svorrwitlaeebhlorroomd=gain
Arlslng-men s he

To-day he gala'a’frightful scald,
To-morkow ‘Han & epriin,

And tben-wo-read-thas-he-{s-dead
With softeniog of -the brain,

And. noxt, ve learn he's lost his wifut,
Wae cali to sympathize

Lot there is Smith:as Iarge ne life,
Quite-reddish-at-the eves,

He hi {ed’ Mrs. Smith'at two.
Marries egaln at three,

And then ls sulng for divoree

Bat tume Ia sbort, T cannot pause
In-truthfol worde to tell

How orany thousand accldents
The,numercus John befsll.

How.mény thoushind;tidied he died,
And came: toJile.a:aim

And, still:as numerons a8 betore,
Hewfalln thehatntd of5huh


file:///y1io
http://He.ba0.Bo

