


THE OQONG OF THE

Round the carpfircs of Tule great tales have been told
Of Ranzuin no Chobe the grest bandit bold
of blood, hate and vengeance and harakiri
Of gourare tremendous, of death and giri,

Oh hearken ye men of the hakujin race
Would ye bring up your little ones never to lose face
o

They wust follow the code which does not know fear
And the mebhod of instructin'y them will now be pretty generally made

Tis ofa fair maiden this story I'1ll ‘ell

And of her three comrades and what they Befell

This yer event caused them great misery

And these yer the circumstances tendin to this adventure of she,

Twas on & cold wintry evenin' as a workin sat she

As she s®t a workin ss—hesrd as ooulg—be st & . ..;%cg
Hitomi's murder she war narratin' in style ®¥adrand clemn')
Nought way’ heard all Around put her type-writer machine,

As at that yer point way H,tomi war wallowin in gore
Suddenly, thar ogme a knock at the door.

Hankey arizz andptossed her work aside

She strode to that door and she flang that door wide,
And what to her amazement did

thar

I

ar t
But WMiss Margo Skinner and handsome

s

Tike 2 lone pent up torrent which,bracks througch a dam
Tik dweller in ffustration row cetchin sight of a man
like a eagar young lovyer agreeting his bride

Hankey grabbed uc her coat and tore outside

And now a pekullgar circumstance befell

For treachery and villiany do in xke de dark
And the powurs of evul had conspired to plan
To lay Hankey low in the shape of a o0il can,

Like a storm dixdven fissel which goes on the

Up agin that yer oil can Hankey she knocks

As far as Castle Rock they heard her yell

And her words, under the circumstances, decency forbids me to tell

Then arose Margo Skinner with courapge bedight

And ran out to get a automobile in the middle of the right

She came hack with a automobile as soon as she war able

And twarn't very long for Hankey war stretched on the oreratin table.




2.

She hadn't been alaying thar but one hour or two
doctor who

laig and quietly said
I reckon pretty generally 1'11 rneed 2 needle and ¢t read,

When to her sgide came 2
Took one look at her

poor Hankey war a fretting for hasts

A Pondering and a worritin over that beer going to.wa
To helr the doctor work as fast as he war able
She pulled u ¥ ski 7 pretty near

ste
reached her navel.

loctor in
tremendous
she can

man,

glance dark and
the pekuliar
ster
€ norumous

a

a-har oonin a whale
bold Newfoundlandsman a spesrlfin a s

sale
1is needle ¥EXxkAXP the doctor Han‘ey's

in her carpus that thar needle
dotopt comrdnced to git a bit flurried
he pulled and jerked with tugs so stout

Hankey's haug-1ike hide he could not cet that

crew of ssilers a dragein up the dhain
kenx g ix s mymx khmk mumadd®d hauls that nesdle again
ipponese 'spected Ksmx the hakujin wou 1d sceream and baw]
€alizin her throat war dry, and she coun't make no

sound
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he y \took the harpital ndsské-apart
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a8 needle snof iciently sharp
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glool fe 11 upon the € three
stood Pat Shannahan and qui idd of she
air befell her, since you come in a2 lone
Skinner made answer in sepulkural tone.

They visioned ppoye Hankey a-swoundine from pain
d while her cold cerpus wa¥ inse ngih-‘l“l}r lain

Hordes of 1ittle sons of i pon with vengeance deviilish
Werey slicing up her carpus to meke them raw f'dsh.
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™ With her pore M,d',just a danglin by a thread
Sy They figured unier kkEx® such circumstsnces Hankey most 1like 1y war dead.
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To drown out thar woes they drank up the beer
£nd oft they sighed, "Oh that Hankey were here,"
Down thar pale cheeks thar ran many a tear

When suddedly at the door a weak knoek they d id hear,
Thaxmi mx treminmm

Thar to their horros they spied at the door
A wild woeful figyure just a drippin off gore
Her laig 11 offsoarlet looked whacked off at the knee
And they figured oretty generally twar the spectre of

The section fel1l siddnt with supernatooral dread
Pat Shannehan , a Irddhmen, orawled under the bed,

Allen Campbe 11, he stared as of reason bereft,
Queried the figyure in the doormay, "Ts anything left "
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And then axz(( the ir sorrow exchanged for glee

At the meerakulous recovery of shs

On the bed y¥ they did lay her as quick as a wink

Fer thet figpered pretty generally she needed something to drink

Oh he.'-rj'/i/i yée mén of the hakujin race

Ye haAXZ can meet disaster without Soweewe_jiscrace
Be ye igrnorant of bushido ye need not fear

For better thean giri is m»3 rood cold beer.




