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To-night as 1 it in my cozy den tm e
My idrn al ota l iewe
Id jumt completel a coup!e of Junes

Adhad been presented with pantaIoons .J

Mother had made themn of Pa's old pants
Wjthout a pattern and talzing a chance
That the things would fit-littie they did, r
But 1 was the all-fired proudest kid
My folks had seen for a month of moons
When 1 broke out in pantaloons.I

Even to-night my old skin itches piWhen 1 recail those boyhood breeche4;
Thle cloth was "jeans," a .iiggery stuiff[I
That w alwaYs stiff anld always rough; i
Wherever it rubbed it left its mark- RE
Scarred up the skin like hickory bark,
And my littie legs were always sore,
Because of the boyhood pants 1 wore, n
Ioccurs to me now that it gave me pain nIhn le-arned how easy the cloth would stain; RE

To keep themn dean for a Sunday or two,
Smething'd happen-1'd spill morne juice,

Tomato or apple--it was no use;
Those spots would get there ail too soon
And soil my hoyhood pantaloons.

-Butin gay-aire ageT'dfreely tradeM
My present pants that were tailor made- l

Oh! lve them yeland-th o patoons.n


