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But that same day twas Ironi tluin stole.

A child outside Kidhuk is liorn—

Alone the niothei bears the scorn.

()bser\ing this., iii\ diild must then
Mu(h marvel at the ways ol men,
And from his pa^es. leal by leal,

He will labor to expose the ihiel;

I'oor innocent will stn\e to show
I'o men what they already know.
And what they ehoosi' to tolerate—

Abuse of power by the great.

The slaughtered right, the noui ished wrong.
The tortured weak, the pampered strong-
Poor foolish child, to worry so

About the world and II its woe;
Lay down your pen, I charge you, boy,

It is a silly useless toy;

That's pen's too bluju. that ink too thin

To heal a world so steeped in sin.

And is the effort worth the time
One sjx'iuls in protest and in ihyme;
As gaily jxiss the cateless crowd
Some are heard to laugh aloud
.\s those who hate to hear the truth—
And all ignore the wailing youth.

For of his lineage 'tis said

His father was a horrid Red;
My literary race is run—
I sueai ill liKed no oilier scju.

Dance oti, old mad and di//y earth.


