
t?y friend:: < nd m;;~ relation, I ra.y lend a.n ear. 0? my ead mi ;fortune, you 
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plainly will hear. Al~tho I'm a mourner, I brill sing you a song. Of my once 

.t .~~ J~.r � .~ f  `~ ~' f• ~ 
lovely companion, who is now died and gone. 
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llnd if she looked for rich's 
To tuEn me away 
And _not to eu~o~~agP 
N~ hn~Pn t"nr a riay 

From her friends a:~d relation 
I said she muUt ~o 
I � did rso~k decdivc her 
I nloinly Sri 11 show 
I said we would journey 
To some distant land 
iJhere she'd he my companion 
M~ w~'['P and r~ •F"ri Pnr~ 

She paused for a moment 
Then made this reply 
I � c~~re trot f~~ riches 
Thcy � tee � Pnd fly 
To tgaYry fep ~i.ohoe- 
I do not up—hold 
I loon: .for contentment 
D`vre peas»re than ~n1d 

The fir:;t day of April 
She gave me her hand 
Before elder i almer 

Just like a sweet angel 
She stood by my side 

_ and promtsPd to tie me 
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j'he fifteenth of ,~pril 
Q't!cl.6 very same _year 
+~ a ~ ~sl• ~ eft o us• as,nf;erous 

- � '- e � hap career 
Our journey was lengthly 
Some four hundred miles 
' Tho NO WO~C b®th healt.}ry 
Thrt~ d®surf and wild 
NPAT the vi I 1 a~ of C,~~apn ~ a ?f~nvn 
We made our abode 
In sight of Niagara 
And near the main road 

vu+c l~tla,ublhll � ~-ui{, 6reear 
ouae � and a anop 

Five acre's of land 
Which completed our lot 

Bo co»r I e on earth 
WP.SA as naP~ a.s wP 
No couple on earth 
R9ore contented oould be 
No enchanting musician 

1'1llj~' sY,U.li 11 Cltlll~',I! 

From morning til night 

mhP mn~+h of October 
1`!]P VPr~ fi'i rRt rimy 
T21e summon came forth � 
Which we all must obey 
'Tomas the dark hour of midnight 
A voice we did hear 

iah � 
And othor' ~s  to foar 
We knew not the reason 
For this early call 
But the soon the sad tidings 
■TI'w~ s known to ns all 

It � was eight in the morning 
YJhen her dear spirit fled 
And left her poor body 

vvlvtl d!!li ul tl 

Whe paw-tl4er' a havc g 
Thet are not your own 
'Tho ~~e~~ their dear to your heart 
Eor God and his morcy  
5i t ~ S nn hi fi hi ~ i:rrnnp 
He surely � will take them 
He takes but his own 

preua � and. you naugnZy 
You ourcly moot fall 
Your riches can't save you 
When god gives the call 
Your gold and your silver 
Well ranker At1[~ r71CY. 


