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RED HEADED BOY

By W.R.
There's & red-headed Doy acrosa OUr
mrerl, |
And in splis of his freckles, he's aw-
fully sweet, |
And I'd give a whola o, if we only
might meet; j
But whendver ha seem me, ha {akes |

to his Tect
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Pd tuck him in warmly and amoolh
his red hesd,

And becniss he'n & man he'd sooner
be dead!

I once had s red headed boy of my

oFn,

A broth of a lsd—=but now he s grown

And the freckls have wvanished: the
carrola have fMlown,

He's a gmve, sober man, with a kid
of his own!



