Dhen Miss Irene here first was Seen,
‘The plare was very small;

A beach, some logs, some comns and dogs,
But hardly folks at all.

The heach was sand and on the land
There mostly just were trees;
Phile on the sea all you could see

Was water, rock, and hreeze.

~ From ocean sand ko mountain Iand
Dere lots and lots of trees;

The coastal scene was mastly green:
A forest, if you please.

Nature's great, but what if Fate
Shonld hring yon here in storm?
A standing tree is just a wee
Bit calder than it's warm;

And on the sand or greesnish land
The rain could get yon wet;

To stay a while, a man of style
Dould build a house, I het.

Befnre Irene here first was seen
There came old lincle Bert;

A man of style, he stayed a while
And always was alert.

"A pretty tree,” he said, said he,
"W1i1l start a house for me;

Faor trees make Ings, you stack the logs,
And soon a house you'll sege.”
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He milkr cah-in, and there within
He had a place to stay;

And so came friends on all weekenis

To visit and to play.
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And in a nook he kept a hook -,
Dhere guests could write gree-tings

Andt all thru time, in prose and rhyme
They've written funny things.

Miss Irene stond in the green
And tried to find a house;
"Follow me, a house you'll see”

Sain friendly 1ittle monse.

"A house of logs, keeps nut the fogs -
I 1ike it!” said Irene;

"I'11 come hack and hang my pack
Dhen time has passed hetween.”

"Please keep the hook in its own nook;
- I want the whole tale there:

0f who stayed here and who Arank heer
And why and when and where.™

3o came Irene in years hetween,
And then she came tn stay;

#0 now each year, the Iggs can hear:
"Irene, HAP-PY BIRTH-DAY 11"
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