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Lo, bahold, all yo scoffers, & atory—

A story of lifs's usderwhid;

And mark yo, your bloed may turn gory
Ax lta wital statisties umenrl.

It's & stery of struggle and labor,

A tals of a nobleman trus,

Who may be your very next neighbor—
Yeu, parhaps—it may be even you

Juik am sxperi in syviom and dodging

A toiler pradeitined to roam—

At avery mow bemcar, and “lodging,™
Thers was oo ans to welcoms him homs.

With a mind that was lofty with lsarning
Ha drifisd slong with the tids

And knew of but contempt for sarning
The then going wags—hs had prida

Hew ha loaged for the joys of lomorrow
And swars at the woes of today,

Feor “his" was an svery-day sorrow

But his futwrs—was sushine and play.

He bad feught whers the gams want the farthest
And tried out the greatest of losds;

Al timas his pat grisf was the harvest,
Than agaln "twas the buildiag of reads.

In the wosds, for poar dewn-trodden worksrs,
Hiz voive had repsatedly rusg

And, siranguly, the o'srbsaring shirkers

Wars afraid of his sulphuris longus.

From Uia halghts of & seled mechanic
Ha stopped doewn to lift up his bimd—
Her felt ba the slightest of panic

As ba laft the amashed ladder bahind,

He would quate wall the great Arisiotls,

The pajes of Mars he had turnasd;

Ha had read, oo, his shiri and kis botils—

5o, you might say that bs was wall lsarned.

Whan it cams to commanding or haling,
We'd find him quits anzisus to sarve;

Im fact, he was too "commodating

Ia ail gumtions of honor ar narve.

Thus it was, when hard-presssd by the masters,
He shook dewn the ladiss of shams;

Relisving the girls of their plasires

And lalt tham Anancislly lams,

Than the shaik of the sisters of marcy,

A bull-coak snd bhostler of souls,

Took after our fast-hesling Parcy

Just te “plug bim vwp" plumb full of halsa.

Whan ths war had subsidsd (if any)

Siz bullets had pusctursd his hide—

His wousds though both grievous and many
Were apart from his grit and his prids.

S50 ha rashed te & doctor and savior
And thus to the sawbonss he asld:
“l say; on my word and bashavior—
I ran foul of & hailatorm of land.”™

Lo babold, all ye scolffers, & stary

A siory of life very bold—

I wars you your bload may turn gory
Ax its witnl statistics unfold

He recovared his health, In & ssasure-
And lovingly gazed at reform,

And seught once again the pay-tressure
In indusirial serfdom and storm.

But the pay, it was low and unnarving
The board, it was maggots and swill;
His bed was & hangeut for vermin

And, shortly, he found himsalf (L

Then & heapital beckonsd and offersd
Te balp him 1o Gght the new fos—
And paw; for the first time, ba sullarsd
On & oot thal was whiter than snaw.

All the strife of the ages barbarie

Did parads in ihs neaks of his mind;

Hiz words, therefors, grow guits larimrie—
I'm afrald ba forgot io be kind.

His ramarks showed & lack of good training
S50 sharp was his breathing and trite—
Indeed his blus words were st maiming;
Yut, he thought by was anfaly polits.

Yas, he slaggered the 100 . sursss
With many an unpallshed =ough

And horrified, with his soft cursas,
Ta the poorhouss they hustled him off.

I'll mdmit that his pride wes mow fractured,
And II.IIFI' ha felt his disgracse—

It locksd like & plot, manufactured)

An insult “tos damn dirty to facs."
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Lo, bahold, all ye scollars, a story ..
A story of life's underwhir;

And mark yo, your blood may turn gory
As it vital statistics uncurl,

s & story of struggle and labor,

A tale of & nobleman true,

Who may be your very next neighbor
Yes, perhape—it may be even you,

Just an expert in system and dodging

A toller predestined to roam-—

At every new boxear, and “lodging,"”
There was no one to welcome him home.

With & mind that was lofty with learning
He drifted along with the tide

And knew of but contempt for earning
The then going wage—he had pride,

How he longed for the Jjoys of tomorrow
And swore at the woes of today,

For “his" was an every-day sorrow

But his future—was sushine and play.

He had fought where the game went the farthest
And tried out the greatest of loads;

At times his pet grief was the harvest,

Then again "twas the building of roads.

In the woods, for poor down-trodden workers,
His voice had repeatedly rung

And, strangely, the o’erbearing shirkers

Were afraid of his sulphuric tongue,

From the heights of a noted mechanic
He stepped down to lift up his kind—
Nor felt he the slightest of panic

As he left the smashed ladder behind.

He would quote well the great Aristotle,

The pages of Marx he had turned;

He had read, too, his shirt and his bottle—

S0, you might say that he was well learned.

When it came to commanding or hating,
w.»‘“m“mmhuhkma
In fact, he was too ‘commodating

In all questions of honor or nerve,
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So he rushed to a doctor and savior
And thus to the sawbones he said:
“l say, on my word and behavior—
I ran foul of a hailstorm of lead.”
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e walked, tears agushing—

(as he cried)

e arushing

n the railroad h
d in the weeds
n the fast mail cam
wled on the tracks—

d.

Dow
And hi
And whe
Then he cra
'Guess he die

Yes, of course our poor tale has a moral

(‘Tis vital statistics you scan)

He came out of the exploiters’ chloral

And expired a non-union man !

MORAL:
Oh if he and his kind had united

Their numbers, ideas and skill—
His wrongs would, no doubt,

And the trains would have no one to kill.

have been righted;

ov

He’'d have followed great ideals and high codes
And would not have feasted on swill—

He would not have slept with the microbes

And, of course, he would not have been ill.

They'd have broken their unholy fetter,

Not deigning a cross word to spill—

His pay would have doubled, or better—

Thereby saving the poor ladies “till.”

ut organized strongly,

Oh if they had b

Our troubles would be o’er, or nil;

p on us wrongly—

No power could ho
d would be with ‘us still.

And our dead frien
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