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\'ou Jiavc to work if you want to live;

lUit (ilaia and her useless kin

NciiluT sow nor tlo tiiey spin,

Koi tluy have gold—oh, ihey don't need to-

^'et gold will neitlur dotiie nor feed you.

The world is nicely anangcd for them
Who live hy the efforts of other men—
live by the sweat of the poor and weak,

riu n inar\rl that men tiuii bolshevik.
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(lall me a socialist, radical, red.

Turning to mc the old guy said,

"A la/y. disinterested, raclical dub.

I may i)e all that, but I rustle my grub;

And I'm taking no job in your factory or mine,

I'm off the stuff, it's out of my line;

hut I never beg and I never steal,

I do an odd job when I want a meal.

Maybe you caimot see it my way.

Hut that's all I get if I work all day.

If the deal was scjuare. I'd do my bit,

If all woidd work, I'd never cjuit;

Rut I'm keei)ing no Claras—aw, what's the use?

It's h( r kind civ "j)r()durlion"—well, let 'cm

pioduce."


