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FOGY DAYS, AND NOW,;
OR,

Tur WorLp Has CHANGED,

THE INNOVATIONS OF THE 1¢TH CENTURY.

Y DAVE U SLDAN, ATLANTA, GEODGTA,

The world moves on, it doea progress,
Resta not, rushing on, on it goes,

W here or whitherward, it may be bound,
Tn veiled, God Tlimeelf only knows,

The rage now is, to et her roll,
Roll on, rush on, repardless where ;
Let her roll, we'll eroga the wtream,
Though we know a maelstrom’s near.

To-day every man’s {or himself,
Mindmoet left to (e dovil's eary,
The tickling gnme’a the winning card,

Man mnat tickbe to get his share.,

If all progpress was but for poomd,
Both good and evil, ron along,
Bide by side do their watera tlow,

But evil seems the bhigger prong,

Homelimes we pave into God's expanse,
Peer ont inte 1 thousand vears,

Then look hack at the teifling past,
And sinile at formerfjoya and fears.



FOOTE & DAVIEE,
FPrinries ann Book BINDEHE,
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PREFACE.

It has been said that troly creat men do wot like to talk
abont themselves: and why should they, when their names and
deeds are in the months of all the people ¥

Ii the little ones of the world don’t apeak out for themselves,
bow can they be heard from ¥

Therefore, we pray the indnlgence of our readers and trust
they will make due allowance for the egotistieal little word
“1,” so0 frequently used in this bungling produetion.

In the very outset, we confess our verdancy in the art of
Look-making, and in taking the dsk are Tully aware of onr lia-
hility to be eropped by the frisky kine from the herds of the
literati—especially the gory ones from the clover pastures of
anthordom—and if any sueh shouwld stray in our rural pathway,
apd perchance nip from onr courser iuits, the greens are not
unwholesome—won’t hurt them ; they are weleoma,  Our wild
griss Tnges, or commons, are not intended for them, but for
the peaple—God bless them—the best of all.

We are unacquainted with the science of music, absolutely
in the dark as to its very rudiments, yet have observed when
we chassa our hovse-hnir aeress the bidge of our old fiddle,
that our hearers are inelined to pat their feet,

Nor do we make any pretense to erndition, elegaoce of dic-
tion, metrical verse, or even to grammatical sentences; bat if
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we can only so shake our literary tambonrine as to strike a
responsive chord with the hearts of the people, then our

labora shall not have bean unrew‘fm:leﬂ.
In this little daub of & ook, we have dabbled both in verse

and prose, and though the stracture muy appear rustie and
uneo:ath, we have tried, nevertheless, to drive the nails square
in the wood, and if it skould be said there is more truth than
poetry in the make-up, we shall not appeal from the verdiet.

Any way, let the effort be considered good, bad or indiffer-
ent, we are alone responsible ; have copied alter nobody. It's
all home-made truck, and i sritics can discover nothing but
our ears, we want it distinctly understood that we have not
assumed the disguise of the lion's skin,

Qor book is indited to the people, and we have tried in our
simple way to illustrate some of the scenes and enstoms of
the days of fogyism, trusting to the youth of the present day,
it may afford amusing portraitures of the days of “yaore,” and
to onr obl-time folks suggest pleasing reminiscences of the
“Iiays of Auld-Tang-Syne”



DEDICATED TO THE MEXORY OF My MOTHER,

A noble, weebit of a woman, with an enormons heart, made
up largely of love, lamb and iion; afraid of nothing above,
heneath or on the carth, but God Himself, and 2 cyclone; a
devoted Christian mother, wife and feiend, with refined and

literary tustes; the very eool of rectitude, and fearless cham-
pien of right nnder every ctrenmstance; the faithful mother
of & roand dozen of children, and died seratehing for her

Tarand,
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INTRCDUCTION.
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Mave often tho't 1'd write o book,

Tho® had grave doubts how it would look,
To write 8 book shonld have knowledee,
To look nide sholld eomes from college.

Bat I've mot been through such machine.
Their inaide walla have never seen,
Therefore am short in edecation,

B much needad in this yocation.

1'd eluteh the ides, then aboliah,
Because [oould not give it polish.
Etill it haunta from time to time,
I*1l Tet it alide in prose and rhyme.

1’1l start in verse—aea how it goea—
I'll mix it up, both rhyme and prose,
The garbage may not please the eve
O oultured eritics, nor ghall T gry,

Ok o the world the ook I' ecast,

Walt put the soogs of old times past
Sangs of the geomd old titnes T have seen,
What T haye hearl and whers 1 hive becn.

Old-time happenings set aflast,

Made up of story aml annecilote.
Contrast to-day with fopggy thmes,
Show 'em up in bungling rhymes,

From the daye of yore, Lake my text,
Char Bathers’ dave with onra affixed,
Warp of Auld-Lang-8voe, woof of yore,
From which will weave a cloth of lore,

Naw, in this day of innovation,

In this grand, progresaive nation ;
Now, when these young canny laddies;
Gethering wiadom, beat their daddies.



