
TOLD TO THE MISSIONARY 5
I g«t h«r tight by the collar-the Lord fcreir.

my (in 1

AaO, kneelin' down oa the towpath, I docks
the poor beatt in.

She giTe jut « •udden whine like^ then • look
come into her eye*

A. 'uU kttfor ew in mine, sir, up to the day
I diet.

'

And • chiU came over my heart dien, and
thinkin' I hcaid her moan,

I held her below the water, beating her tknli
withaMone.

Yon can we the mark of it now, air—that place
onthetopof'er 'ed—

And Hidden the ceawd to •truggle, and 1
fancied a* the wa« dead.

I ihan nerer know how it Ijappened, bnt gwn'
to looie my hold.

My kneet dipped oTer the towpath, and into
the stream I rolled

;

Down like • log I went, sir, and my eyes were
filled with mud.

And the water was tinged abore me with a
murdered creeter's Uood. "


