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GOOD OLD opulent John D.l He
would look with scorn on me; I
consider I'm in luck, when I have

an extra buck; buying ice or buying coal
always keeps me in the hole, and when I
have paid the rent I am left without a cent.
Yet I m always gay and snug, happy as a
tumblebug, having still the best of times,
f'na'"g out my blame fool ryhmes! Old

1? 1 ' °" ^'°ther hand, frets away to beat
the band; he is burdened with his care-
though he isn't with his hair—and his health
IS going back, and his liver's out of whack
and his conscience has grown numb, and his
wishbone s out of plumb, and he's trem-
bling all the day lest a plunk may get away.
Jietter be a cornfed bard, writing lyrics by
the yard, with an appetite so gay it won't
balk at prairie hay, than to have a mighty
pile, and forget the way to smile 1


