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"An' wliat is Dciilli ?"—W'y, lucky liyiir-

I'.f Life an' Love don't Fnit yon, sir,

Hit's jes' tlie thing ycr lookin' fer!

^59 What Smilli Knczi' . Ibout

fanning

TIIERIC wasn't two i)urtier farms in tlic state

'I'lian tile omjile of wliieli I'm about to relate;—

Jinin' each otiier—beiongin' to Brown,

And jest at tile edge of a ilonri^llin' town.

Brown was a man, as I iinderst.ind,

Tliat alius had handled a good 'eal o' land,

And was sliarp as a tack in drivin' a trade

—

For that's the way^ most of his money was made.

And all the grounds and the orchards about

] lis two pet farms was all tricked out

With poppies and posies

And sweet-smellin' rosies;

.\nd hundreds o' kinds

Of all sorts o' vines.

To tickle the most horticultural minds

;

And little dwarf trees not as thick as your wrist

With ripe apples on 'em as big as your list

:

And peaches,—Siberian crabs and pcar«,

And quinces—Well ! any fruit any tree bears

;

And th.e purticst stream—jest a-swinim-n' witli fish,

And

—

jest a'most cveyythmg heart could wislit

The purtiest orch'rds—I wish you could see

How purty they was, fer I know it 'ud be
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