"JEST KEPT FISHIN' "

Hi Somers was the durndest cuss
Fer ketchin' fisgh--he sure was great!
He never used to make no fuss
Absut the kind of pele er bait.
Er weather, neither; he'd just say,
"3 mttahwnann tem'

He zive his bnit mthnr uish in ,
h‘ Miﬂ'* 8aY8, 'I J”t 88T f!.‘hin' L

Hi Mk to rnding law at night
', pre ’EJ lﬂﬂﬂo m fi"t we lmowed,

Ln' theh-hadm'giftfarai'
Teo brag about, somehow he made
A sober sort of talk that played
The mischief with the other side.
One day when someone asked if Hi'd
Explain how he got in condishin,
He laughed an' said, "I jn‘t kept fishin'. "

To me thu same alé Hi someh

The seme old champeen fhhor yet.
It wa'n't so much the bait er pole,
It wa'n't so much the fighin' hole,

That won for Hi his bdig success;
'Pwag jest his fighin' on, 1 guess.
A Mt ltim. M kind
Of keepin' at it--don't you mind-——
"~ And that is why I can't help wishin'

That more of us would just keep fishin!,

, ---—-m Clarke Rose, "The Vagabond."®



