The 8. Pancras

@&

mwym @ naughty man,
A ifyou search threugh the land,

A bigger rogue youcould’nt find sir,
He had some sons and daughters,

AAnd he used to_starve the paupers,
ﬁAnQ‘ &%yrwe them of their skillegclee:

'Ammghe”ﬁr i O ‘dear,

“Fhe witer gruel,
DMastor B— thelprigging Oversecr.

B‘Hy B;— he cut away,
‘With the money lack-a-day,
"The policeman soon after him did stocr,
‘fThey eollard him so fine,
EPopped’him in a Ciinoline,
“*Oh ywas not he stunnmo' Overseer,
Tow this miser B,—
You,all must allow,
%‘qﬁy wicked subject, ©-deas,
Comall it-he juslt we axes,
Bor‘hmm
Like theprigging St, Pencras‘Overseer

“Fre wadiles ke a dudk,
Hell be glad to draw a truck,
¢Or €lse go breaking stones it appests,
- Besides he must fight coakum,
f¥hen he’s tearing up the cakum,
~ $ihat-a tyeptfor p*womfr Oversgery

A#Y tire people says he feels rather queer, X :
He-will think it rather cruel, when he sxps

When they caught mister B

He could’nt get away, =

. Justice was determinep him'to ﬁrra

Ivruning tareugh the ditches, =

‘Ina pir of workhouse brecches,

And the p'mpelb all pelting him behmé

“Psor B... must “bewail,

They have put him into jail’

“Where Le'l} reither get hot dumplings or beer

-But he'll have to elean the muck, -

‘Draw about the parish truck,

Mister B-- the prigging Overseer,

‘It was a dreadful job,

The parish for to rob,
And run away ‘disgraecful, O dear,
They will [earn him Old Dau-Tuckes,

 Give him daving stoanes for supper,

Master B. the puggmg Ovetsaer.

‘And when they brought him lxték
They his knnckles well did nip,

“Soon the pretty blacksmlihs ‘daughter -did

-appear
Old men began-a emn'mg,
While the Womsn stood a gmmmg
‘They-called him the pnggmg Oversser..

“On the mill they'll make him dance

‘And o more he'll have-a ¢hanee

“Sinee he acted like a rouge and a sinner

'.l‘q fe.d -hin sonsand daughters
ing of the pacpers

“And chngpoor people of their ﬁu&ﬁl




