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Bttihe got all right a
hotbud't arm*

Ske vrikcd like a ttpqr

field* to the &nn.

aid«ialuB' her

bock thro' the

In let* than a month from that, m, old Barton

lay here dead

;

Here, at thii level croating—*< Accident,", m
theJ mid.

But I know, for the woman told me who'd

aeen her before the 'qnett.

That for many a night he'd murmur, and talk

m hit troubled rest;

And he'd wake in the ni^ht, and tell her, if it

chanced that he should die.

That the hand of God would have freed her

for a higher and holier tie.

And the ere at it happened he kitted her, with

tean in hit eyet, and aaid,

''Mercy, my darling! remember f'-e rtojMt

that we were wed."

When he left her that night he told her he'd a

lawyer to tee in town.

He wma crotting there for the platform when
the engine ttruck him down.


