HERE'’S 8 look of joy on the
face of the boy
Who is counting his nickels
and dimes,
For the Day draws near—'tis
nearly here—
The huppmat of hl.ppy times, °

Whmbombc arthingabllloomtnhmngs
Andﬂrcworks t

00 hoy 1 B Wiy i Ml o

‘He’s in eharge of theFom-th of July.

Since Liberty’s bell first pealed the knell
Of the chains that monarchy cast,

The boy- has raised Cain, has caught the refrain
Flung on from the mirrored past. i

Thedl _has been his, without q ueryorqmz
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Young South, young North whoo u
A yo ped up
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We've all been boys, and we love the noise
Of the nation’s natal day; '
Our hearts go out to the riotous rout

And' the smoke of the mmﬁtuy

, So we vleld_

"Tis the boy’s own. thy,.we bow to its m‘y—-—-
m Fourth a.nd its. pntnn mnt. -




