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3 THE DAGONET BALLADS
Oh, of course, I wa* sanin you'd tay it. It't

allui the tame with you,
GiTe it u* ttraigbt now, guT'nor,—what wotUd
, you have me^
Ttmik of my •oul? ^'f do, m. Think of

my Sanour?—Right!
DoB?t W «6«^ or th* Wtchi. .fc, /A#V iot

a-goin' to bite.

Tell at >bM wy St»ionr_4dr nw that td^
1 agen, ; vit in im r ':^iv^

How h* ftift^tOt 'ibft^cam itfUbeti HBu,
and died for the wortt pf metf.< "

V* . tOr M I iHiray* jfted, rff , irf/ bMod
ftw the 'tttnri Aore,

I tMriu ii dewl t» mywif, rir, tad I Hte* II
more and more.
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I'w thumbed it o>» in the BiMe, and I know
It now by hearty

And it', put like 3tea« in my bofler, ml made
le ready to «tart.

t •in't not afeard to die now; I»,e bee» a bit
Btd ia nydhy,' '>;;- i-!..-; oi svo^ . i

But I know when t htocfcfr «- tfta. portala
there'i One at won't wy me naV-


