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������� Selling papers 

Papers! Papers! 

With a cloth bag on my back I cross the streets. 

Cross to the east, shout to the west: 

Two copper coins, it’s very cheap! 

The paper is interesting, the news fresh, 

The data are exact, the words fine, 

And the price is low. 

Selling along each road my feet can’t stop. 

My feet are sore and my back aches. 

Still the customers have no desire to buy. 

They, without spending money, want my papers free. 

Oh! This is killing me! 


