
fnprettied Face* of Life

And thouyh in the 

sh/lit of men they 

stiffored tormont 

their hope is 

full of immortality.

The Stum



Life is a prom ptinfi voice 

in the slum. The slum is an

Here, oue experiences 
eveu the passion °f a second:



. . .a panting in the god.

in ear of corn is al ready lunch. 
What else can he have?

. . . a joy.

Dirty children play 
co p-an d-th i e ves.

The bigger brothers are 
on the streets 

brushing men's shoes.

hi the attendance of neglect 
and faintest chance



. . . iv It ere poverty 

is a bull-whip.

Early morning is 
the time 

for re-cooking 
yesterday's left-o ver.

. . . and spirits resigned.

High noon is a vexatious hunger:

youth picks up the hook, 
believing it is their 

liberator.

. . . young night, a looking forward to tomorrow 
or a sad thought, and

an unfinished work.


