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TOENEEEE A CIOTE GF WATPT YOICER B THE WOGDLAKDE FWEETLY SINGING
HUT AMID THE ATPLE RLAR=NIE WE CAX WEAR THEM ALL THE DAY
AND OWETIT GLATC AND JOYNTS MU0 ALL THWE LEAFY BOUGHS ARE MIXGING
SATLY BING THE SCMMER SO0NG BIHIE, UOW WE WesDER WEHAT THEY 8AY,"
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IRVING RETTER HALL,

MY MERRY LITTLE 80N,

THIE VOLUME IS5 AFFECTIONATELY TNS8CRIBED.

IX ¥YoUTHE BE PURE, TN MANEOOD BTRONG,
HE POREMOST IN THE FIOHT.

A BITTER FOE TO EVERY WHONG,
A CONSTANT FRIEND TO RIGHT.

Bt BRAVE, MY BOT NOE TIELD, NOR FALL,
AND IT WILL BE MY PRATER

ToHAT THE DEAR LORD, Wad LOVEE U8 ALL,
May EEEF ToU I¥ BID CARE,
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PREFACE,

EAVING the old New England furm-housge wheree I was horn,

| commenced my earcer, bevond my native hills, by teaching

a district school  During that interesting poriod of wy existenee
it was my pleasure and privilege to sojourn with many families
of whosze simplicity and hospitalicy T still elherish kindly remen-
branees. | have heard the pattering raindrops and the eattling
Luil npon the shingles, and bhave listened to the howling of the
winter wind about the great gables and massive chimneys of many
old farm-houses. | have slept in the spare bed, behind whose
ENOWY valance the winter's store of butternuts was spread to dry.
I lave chased the highway cow, have labored through long,
sult:';r days in field and meadow, have huanted and fished amid
the vernal mountains, have been one of the social group ae-
enstomed 1o conpregate at the \'iltugv store, gl have often
sat by the ollen time five-place amd heard my share of that sl
gossip =0 common i conntey neighborhoods, T have traveled from
town to town, always mingling elosely with the poople; and T ean
say, without exaggeration, that, with few cxeeptions, T have found
kindness, benevolence, wenerosity and good-will wherever T have
been; and therefore can affirm, with good reason, that these very
excellent qualitics are the nost prominent characteristics’ of the
avernge American.  To those who have helped and befriended me
I desire to publicly express my gratitude, particularly to Jolm ML

Retter of Oak Park, Frane B, Wilkie, Judge Mason B, Loomis and
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William M. Hoyt, of Chicago, Hlinois, who have been true friends
too me when fejendship was greatly needed

Yankees, so0 called, have always been represented, in both
literature nnd the drma, as sharp-featured, ungrammatical boors,
talking nasal nonsense and making themselves and their country
generally ridienlous,  Donbtless they are eccentrie and peculiar
people, but in intelligence and education are second to fow, if any,
people on earth.  The Yankee dialect is agrecable to the ear, and,
in the expression of ideas, is compact and comprehensive. Tt is
only in the most isolated places, if indeed anywhere, that anything
approaching the *eonventionalized ™ Yankee could be found.

It has been my purpose to picture with fidelity the better side
of American life, manners and scencry. If 1 have fajled in my
undertaking, it is beeause my cves have deceived me, or that my
pen is powerless to portray the peeulisrities of nature, the joys
and sorrows of the human heart, the sweet faces and the lovely
landseapes 1 have seen.  The following poems may lack grace and
beauty, but I have faithfully tried to put a truthful toueh of
honest nature in them all,

Mirann Avesvr Stariox, Ciawcaso, Tk,
August 10, 1881,




