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WVe beliold onr wvives asid niotiiers struggliîîg for the ineanls of litèe
lTill thecy grow tlnscx'd, tiiiîwonîaîîtd, in tlic fierce and sordid strife.

Anîd we sec file liatighty spoiler, dwelling in vohîptuous case,
WVlile our bables, %witlîin lus sweat-shop, drag thue burden on their kilces.
O file Mlink, ilnîvaried s-ýrfdomî ! 0 the uîeeds twîsatisfled;
" the dre.ary, drcarv hîomes wliere wvant dotlî everanore abide.

Not for lis is natnre's beauty not. for lis the joy iL yiclds,
WlThen ile first sweet bird of Maytinie carols in the sulighit -fields.
0 tile blesscd liu.-la of day is dimiid by' spectres griian and gaunit,
Glrislv sliapes of cold anld hunger, pliantouîîs of imlpendiuîg Want.

And *e toit iii slîops and fact'ries, tii! wc scarce cau liold iL trise
Tliat iii distant lines te dfaisics blossoni under skies of blue.
0 the spoiler ownls vast acres ;wc are grantcd by bis gracc,
At the end of lifé's long torture, just a iîarrow burial-place.

It is truili tli toiler s1,eaks. Xay, miore, tile stilng of aIl bis pain
Is, that thev for whosil lie labors view iîn witli profound disdaini.
IToit is noble," sings thc l)oct, and tile world takcs up tile cry

B3ut the conduet of the social gives the apothcgnî the lic.

O the worlcFs acccptcd codc dcny it, dreanter, tio' ye inay,
Long ago dcclared tlic toiler fashioned of a coarser clay,-
l3y the prcaclîer in tlie pulpit, by the proud and sillkcn daie,
By tlic il-icrdidler, labor is acconintcd simleai.

Rank is %vorshipp'd, weitl respecied, ay, the swvindler if his plail
FuIs witlî yellow gold bis coffer, suffcrs uiot te social bail.
But the toiler, plain, alilcetter(l - lie froni scorn is not excempt
MNercliant, baîikcr, nabob, iawyer, treat lii with a bland contenîlît.

IFor lie lacks tile fincr graces, tlicrcfore lic slîould bear the yoke
Fit to delve anîd spin, but never fit to mix witlî cultured folk."
" fliese false, unîcqual standards ! 0 tîtese crookcd wvays of life
O the base, ignioble de:dings, of this petty human strife.

Sliîane to lîold tlîat work is slîanicful. Wlîeuî the toiler gains lus dclte,
Men shalh decmi tlîe gilded idier lîardly fit to latch lus suce.
And the tnac is comîinug, conîing ; soosi the riglît shall reign supretne,
Even nlow rcfornis draw tîcaLr tlîe VaSt flulfliuient of our dreani.

From fltc serried ranks of labor springs a leader lucre anîd tliere.
Now at last. tliey rotise to action ; tlîcy have wakcned fromî despair
Far adouîg life's etidless turnioil, tlîro' tle voices of the world,
Lo the challenge of the toilers like a tliudcrbolt is lîurlcd.

O tlîeir siglît, no lounger darkenced by tlîe iîîist of luopeless tears,
Dwells tupon tlîe star of hope, tlîat sliiîiis above tîe unibornec years.

l3y wliat riglit," tlicy ask, O spoiler, hast thon dareci to cdaini as tlîine
Eartlu's divine»si uîyrrlî and inanna, Iifc*'s niost precions oil and winc ?


