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^ArTi’“climb T£ uTeV" *°’ 

Cuz he can’t climb—he’s hurt, you 
But he gets all he sees 

Come droppin’ down, an* my ! he’s 
An’ w’en th’ twilight comes 

He says w’at a fine time he had, 
’Cuz him an’ me is chums.

W en nine o’clock it comes, 
le takes my hand an’ goes to i 

‘Cuz him an^ me is Chums.

Nobody better plagt 
lidatter if he’s

‘Cuz I’m his friend,----------------- -------
PP»* ‘at’s th* reason all 
Th’ boys don’t dare to plague him, ’cuz 

‘ I 4et wait till he comes,
An’ he walks dost by me, he does, 
i ‘Cuz him an’ me is chums.. •

But my ! his mother s awful queer ;
Cuz w’en we re home again,

She wipes her eye—a great* big tear— 
An’ says: “God bless you, Ben !

Th Lord will bless you all your days 
W en th’ great Judgment comes.’* 

But I say I don’t need no praise,
Cuz him and me is chumS.
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