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An’ now no more for de road I care,
An’ slippery log lyin' ev'ryw’ere—
De swamp on de valley, de mountain too, 
But climb it jus’ as I use to do—
Don’t stop on de road, for I need no res’ 
So long as I see de leetle w’ite dress.

An’ I toiler it on, an’ wance in a w’ile 
He turn again wit’ de baby smile,
An’ say, “ Dear fader, I’m here you see— 
We’re bote togeder, jus’ you an’ me— 
Very dark to you, but to me it’s light,
De road we travel so far to-night.

“ Dc boss on de camp w’ere I alway stay 
Since ever de tarn I was go away,
He welcome de poores’ man dat call,
But love de leetle wan bes’ of all,
So dat’s de reason I spik for you
An’ come to-night for to bring you t’roo.”

Lak de young Jcsu w’en he's here below 
De face of ma leetle son look jus’ so— 
Den off beyon’, on de bush I see 
De w’ite dress fadin’ among de tree—
Was it a dream I dream las’ night 
Is goin’ a wav on de morning light?
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