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Where', our crown-that poor girl', and my

own? '

Where the laurel, we won in the £ght i
She is dead—I'm an outcatt—aione,

Yet we fought for the people and right.
Now the land that I loved claim, my life.

Were I known, even here in the ttreet.
Men would .hun me ; and a. to my wife,
By what name would they caU Marguerite I

Cunt you, man—you're the priett after aU

!

Lo, the mitt clear, away from my eye..
And if any urange word. I let tall

In my raTing. ju.t now, they were lie..
But I m ill, and I'm hnngry-MKl, prie.t,

In thi. den I go mad, and at time..
When I WTe, .narl, and map like a beast.
You might fancy me tortured by crimen

I'm a teacher of languages, please,

And a ferer ha. .tricken me down

;

AU my paper, are right—look at these,
There', my name and my age—How yoa

frown

!


