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AN ELEGY TO A HAMBURGER STE ~ AK WRITTEN IN A FOOD FACTORY
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‘The curfew warns the future little
slave, |
The husbandman cranks up the
family clock.
The roundhouseman beats his way
along the pave
And leaves the world for me, to
stand and mock.
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Beneath those rugged bricks, the city’s

| pave,

Where heaves the dirt in many a
gshouldering heap,

1 Bach in his narrow cell, (a warrior

brave),
The erude forefathers of Ham-

burger sleep.
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The rumbling call of street cars over-
head, '

The tootings of salvation’s cornet
' band, AR

The whispered libels better left un-
said, |

No more
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can rouse them from their |
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(Let no “Ambition” mock these state-
ly “Tuts,” 2
Their homely jags, and destiny
obscure;
Nor “‘grandeur” wear, with half-am-
bitious guts,
-The short and snnple ﬁannels of
the poor.)

The toast of swieback, potatoes sour,
And all that gravy, all that natives




IBURGER STk  AK WRITTEN

Can sweet beaf steak or animated juw
B&Ck to itS'l)(‘”()WH call Lhe VHV,‘}‘:UH,
breath?
His Honor, can he provoke the dor
mant law,
Injunction it to funection still: in
Death?

Perhaps in this selccted grub is laid
. Some mind once pregnant with
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IFulll many a sham of ‘poorost erade

| Full many a flower is cut to deck the

"4_‘—

selene

The pale unfcxthomed Hamburg may
reVEAL;

scene
But adds its fuel to ruin a ruined
meal.

‘Some village cut-up, that W1th neat
dispatch
The little tyrant on his head he
stood ;

¥ So‘me‘ mute, mglomous Mllton ‘here




The twinkling ray of Truth to ridieule,

To hide the blushes of ill-covered
shame,

Opr—to Inoculate some uncut scowl-
ing jewel

With ethies of their fast gyrating
pame,

“The howling mob may bow to empty
Glow,
Exalt the Knave and canonize the
Press;
But more to militants their safety owe
Than Corporations care to e’en con-
fens,

“Hark, how the tumbling storm that

whistles by
s every ﬁeepging, dymg, SNOW-
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NIN A FOOD FACTORY

In som¢ fond ear a murmuring soul
replies,
To some dull brain a token it may
l}"i\"v;
E'en from the tomb the voice of
nalurce cries:

That in our grub their sacred ashes
Live,




EPITAPH
Here rests “Old Brindle” on a polished
plate,
A waif quite unaequainted with
dﬁ'-u:pairww
A brilliant thought finds here a sigh-
ing mate
Where everything is old—and noth-
Ing rare.

Its humble parts in harmony re-
hooked,
The odds and ends of surging
thought to dole;
As many times re-used as it is cooked,
To recompense the native in his




