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THE OLD SETTLER.

P

TUNE.——JO”};Hld Truc Hearled Fellow.

aryy it
Here we are dear Anne, and the long struggle ov
With plenty and comfort at last ;
QOur toils and our hardships are ended for ever,
And now we may laugh at the past:
Whilst thou with thy knitting beguilest the timd
I will seat myself snug by thy side ;
'Together the up-hill of life we did clime—
Its decline then shall not us divide.

All our children are grown, and all marr 1cd
Betty,
And she too will soon be a wife ;
I'or she is so kind, so accomplished, so pretty.
That keep her we could not for life.

But what nced we care since they’re happy, do we
And are near us to smooth our gray locks
For we can advisc them, and warn them, and te

- How we toiled when we were young folks.
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{-How that wide-spreading plam, where the lambk'
=3 now. gambol ;

"The spot where our dwelling now stands ; -




