
*> THE DAGQNET BALLADS
Do ,oa timk I'm , Cnrte vou. «»

know? '^ ^
WBbetrtymeJ BJ, ! ,*„ need I ewe ?Ftni butohen can't kiO in Soho.
Fling tbtt door open wide! Gmmml

I'm
• Cwnmudtt, prie«, tt death', door.

Far .w,y fion, the Fnnce thM I low,
J«« one boon, ere I die, I implore,-
A. you hope for God', mercy .bore

:

When my w«lda.p, „y „„ M^-guerit^
And my body man hy. to itt re«,

«•« h« Mme on the ttone at my ftet
And a clod of French earth on my bicatt


