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UTTLE JOE

TUST a little ranrh shack

J By the river's brink,

Trees all growing round it—
Let me stop and think

—

Standi^ ^ in the doon\'ay

Was a halfbreed child;

Only four was little Joe

;

Clean, though dark and wild.

Three days I had been alone,

Not a voice to hear,

Lonely, lonely, lonely.

Only cattle near,

When the little voice came
Through the open door

—

From the halfbreed camp hid strayed.

Just ^. child of four.


