
3^8 A MAN HUNT
It's the firit tiine, I iwew,

AadthekMifhyiBMie

Of the ihop over there

Whh the door open wiik.'.

««I'Te » infc at death's door

Lying hungry and cold

On a bare garret floor,

Tirith a babe a n^ old.

Aw^ the raved for a cmat I

, We vere ttarring, I laj.

Let me go, men, yon mn*t-»

0,doa't take me away 1 '

« Don't hurt me, I'm 31

1

Ah, or, 'twai your bread.

Yea ; forgire me—you will,

"Tunt the prison I dread I .

But, O God, »he—my wifi^

In that garret alone

With the babe—it'i her life

That I ask—>«ot my own.

« If you'd heard her moan

In the fever, and cry.

And you hadn't been stone,

You'd have done just m I

—


