
Tales of the Road

to sell printed copies of their songs, leaving her older

sister to take up the chorus. And I'll tell you, it

made me feel that my lot was not hard when I saw
one of those sweet, modest little girls passing around

a cup, her mother playing in the dusty street, and her

sicter singing,—^to just any one that would listen.

"The chorus was too much for me. I bought the

songs. Here it is

:

CHORUS.
"Dear old girl, the rob-in sings a-bove you,
Dear old girl, it speaks of how I love you,
The blind-ing tears are fall-ing.

As I think of my lost pearl.

And my broken heart is call-ing,

Calling you, dear old girl.

"Just as the older sister finished this chorus and
started to roll down the street a little brother, who
until now had remained in his baby carriage unno-

ticed, the younger girl came where we were. I had
to throw in a dollar. We all chipped in something.

One of the boys put his fingers deep into the cup and
let drop a coin. Tears were in his eyes. He went to

the hotel without saying a word.

"The little girl went away, but soon she came back
and said: 'One of you gentlemen has made a mis-

take. You aimed, mama says, to give me a nickel,

but here is a five-dollar gold piece.'

" 'It must be the gentleman who has gone into the

hotel,' said I.
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