(™ Tho the skin be sorely wrinkldd
And the Torm be badly bent;
Tho by sholvers often ‘sprinkled
And by crowding moments rent—
Tho the shape be bruised and mangled
Crushed by ages driven hard
"It is still with “tokens” spangled— .
It is still my Wobblie card.

}

Tho the cheeks be sadly faded,
All the color from them flown— T
(And the “atmosphere” gets jaded,
Like a busted understone!) =
Tho bereft of youth and vigor,
Quite devoid of pleasing-looks;
Still—it cuts a quite a figure!
“ It is still my ook of books! *

Tho the troubles, (by some jinx sent)
*  Puts a burden on my soul,
And we both grow quite delinquent
In our most engrossing role—
lTh\s is not of “bull” I'm handing) :
1 will linger by my pard ’
| * Even in its “twisted” standing
1t is still my \lninn card.
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Tho the hand of “thmaxhthl” passion
Mutilates “what I adore,
In & most ignoble fashion— -
In a mood most awful sore;
Rencl- my old “side-]




