
<^)U1 Nick prattled on. till the streaks of dawn

Stole in thro* the prison bars,

Of the rank and file, the wicked and vile

And dark deeds under the stars.

Then silent in flight, he vanished from sight

Like vapor into the air,

T awoke with a bc.md, from a sleep tbat wa? so'.m-

To find I was still in my chair.
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