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A MAN HUNT

Stof tUefI—there he

He nmi like a deer

;

On hit heeU the crowd clo«

In pnntut with s cheer.

Up alley, down itreet,

Roond the comers like mad |

He iuggen—he't beat—

Snock him down. BniTO, lad I

He's down in the mod-
How they c?-:.;.ch at hi* rag* I

They'Te hnrt him ; the blood

Tricklea down on the flagi.

Poorde^l! How white

It hit face—and hit eyea

Are turdng outright.

And he gatp* and he criety—

M Let me go, in God't name I

Let me go if you're men.

I know I'm to blame,

I*m a thief—well, but then
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