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And it'* duakin' thtut that Mory, and all u

He did for us.

At aoaket me to food o* my dawg, nr, eapecially

DOT I'm vnt

;

For a^Tia' o' folk* who'd kill u it a beauti.

All act, the which

I Bern heard tdl on o' no one, 'cepi o' Him
and o' that there bitch.

Yet, you may open yer eyea, otu-bofr I tay by
the Loud it**«w I

I ha' told the itary^Aeai tit 'e dlMM^ «iiile I
teUilloyOa.>! 'iv;

Dang thu 'ere coughing it map» mfe--*'a g cold
I caagkt k«t year,

Af hat tumbled my ninepint o»er, and lef me
a-dyin' here.

I wat oat on the drank and cai^ ib-Jor,
what a CUM it drink

!

*ut there, when a core't u I am, it don't do
him good to thmk.

I matt cut it yer tiwrt, I reckob, for whenem
I triet to ipeak

I feeit like a bkwmin' babbywl geu to infernal

weak.


