
OLD SPOOKSES' PASS.

Ye think Fve put up -a biggish' -stake ?
a * W I'11 bet. fur all I'm dy

l, wuth ye see ?
He aint wuth. shucks thet won't dàt'tew .1ýy

All his pile on his. own idee- 1

Ye bet yer Mots I am safe tew win
ES theý'Ch.aP thets able téw'smiýli*n"s"',mack

The ace he% beeh hidin' up his sleeve
Kerslap on top of a fellers jack 1

Es Lwus sayin', the n'ight wu' dàrk,--
The lightnin' sk'ippin' from star to star

Thar wan't no clouds but a thread of. rnist
No sound blit the ciyotes ýel1 afar,
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An' themise of the creek as it called téw me,
Pard, dont ye mind the mossy, green spot.

Whar a creek stood S r a drowzin' spell
Right in the inids' of,îhe old holne lot ?

right at -sundow
Whar, n on Sabba'day,

Y, e skinn'd yerselfýof yer meetin es,
An dove; like- a duck whar -the water clar.

Shonle up like ýglass through the fily-blows ?
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Yer soul wus white es yer skin them days,
Yerey'es es clar es the creek at rest -

The. ýwust Ïdee in yer head thet time
Wus robbin'a bluebird's swingin' nest.


