
A MAN HUNT S79

Run ont in the ttreet

Like • mwlinui, and laid,

«If/*tefl/theih«Ue«tr

And I ttole—jwt thi»faM«L

M O, dw't hurt my wriM%

I'U g»--yt». I'll go»

Since no pity taatt*

In yonr bewti for my woe.

God htTe mercy thi« mght

On a woman who lie*

Mad with hunger and fright
^

While the law clwM iu prize!

All this ai he goes

He (tammert and •hout^

Half-blind with the blows

Of the loafers and louU

Who hate beaten him down

With a bloodthirsty glee—

For the scum of the^wn
Call a Man Hunt " a spree."

The itadon at last t

He's thrust in with an oath,

And the doors are made fast

'Gainst the crowd, who are lo«h


