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THE TALE OF THE BUGVILLE LORELEI:
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2. And the poor sartor ! How ravished Were "his ears bv that1 1. Th Lorelei4! What beautiful legend of old I How beautiful - 3. Ah-h- h ! Dang ( "And down went McGinty! Each siren want-
ed' him I . Each siren claimed him as her own I How well.we alt
remember the beautiful legend I ;' i? & . . f

Intoxicating harmony I He listened enraotiired ! And his craftthose sirens nxkst have been as they sat on a rock crooning their
enchanting metiodles ! iVl :

V i.-'r ''r:-- Xh r : drifted toward the cruel rocks I : vi : 1 . - ;.V '
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4. Wonderful ereatlan'a of tha anelant oadi I half HnlnKin Half
5. Up from the depths came, the sailor. Horrified -s- hocked

thunderstruck 1 'Oh, girls I " he cried. J thought you were sirens
not lobsters I" ' And back Into the seething waters he plunged 1
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6. And so he sailed away, home to his Miranda I But the Story

is still told on Olympus' heights whispered at twilight by the
butterflies Into the ears of the golden corn ' ;r' 7 ? v ' f
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ladies I But they forgot that they were. halfJadies1 and came t to
l at a n .a,-mows i Mnn-n- n i peautiTUi Plows i vionous piunge u.

n 111 . k. siV ANDPA-Sr- et Scott I Whifi th mtUrT"Ah, !.,J L

'. . . ii. itiw7. Ul ":l GRANDPA Hre, you young ratcalfr-t-ak a dot of your own modlolntl - win! in, uufitnu. yci ui ana rtmemwr, no mora
uch rouflh joke vith my little nianl - ' . (lAlA'


