
Uncle Walt

SING A SONG of long ago, now the
\yeary day is done, and the breeze is
sighing low dirges for the vanished

sun; sing a song of other days, ere our
hearts were tired and old; sing the sweetest

r.M^. '^- S'l^er Threads Among theGold ' We who feebly hold the track in

S^.^. if'"'"\°^^'^'='
'l^y- J°ve the songs

that take us back to life's springtime, far
away, when our hope had airy wing, andour hearts were strong and bold, and at eve

rnM " '-^i!'"^ ^^"J"'
^^'^^^' Among theoold. Then our hair no silver knew, and

these eyes that shrunken seem, were the
brightest brown or blue, and old age was
but a dream

; but the years have taken flight,
and life s evening bells are tolled; so, my
children, sing tonight, "Silver ThreadsAmong the Gold."
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