
Uncle Walt

I
LIKE to think that when I'm dead,
my restless soul unchained, the things
that worry my fat head will then all

be explained. This fact a lot of sorrow
brings, throughout this weary land; there
are so many, many things, we do not under-
stand! Oh, why is Virtue oft oppressed,
and scourged and beaten down, while Vice
with gems of East and West, is flaunting
through the town? And why is childhood's
fjce with tears of sorrow often stained?
When I have reached the shining spheres,
these things will be explained. Why does
the poor man go to jail, because he steals a
trout, while wealthy men who steal a whale
quite easily stay out? Why does affliction
dog the man who earns two bones a day,
who, though he try the best he can, can't
drive the wolf away? Why does the weary
woman sew, to earn a pauper's gain, while
scores of gaudy spendthrifts blow their
wealth for dry champagne? Why do we
send the shining buck to heathen in Cathay,
while in the squalid alley's muck white feet
have gone astray? Such questions, in a mot-
ley crowd, at my poor mind have strained;
but when I sit upon a cloud, these things
will be explained.
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