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THE WIDOW IN THE WARD
Xo, I can't loigivc tluin, paiNoii,

Here on my tlyini; bid.

riuiii as (alls nic 'tlii' (la/y widow"
And say I am out ol my head.

Let it pass, wliat they calls me-
lt's not the worst thev ha\c done;

I'll always hold it a^'in them
For killing my second sc^n.

With Haiiy, he was difTerent,

I know the boy was wild;

Maybe I was most to blame,

When he was a little ehild.

Maybe I was over-kind

And let him run too free;

But they dcjn't mulcistand a mother-
He was always kind to me.

"Ivvas fidl of life the lad was,

Roaming the night and day.

Brave and happy and careless.

Easily led astray.

'Twas bad companions spoiled him
With cards and dice and drinks;

It's a wonder whc n one gets started,

How (|uickly a mortal sinks.

Then the labor trouble started,

The men were out on strike,

Riots and pickets and scabbers—

You never saw the like.

IS a leader.mv Harry
Working the night and day,


