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CONCLUSION

My days and nights ol labor d(jiic,

Clonic over, Iricnds, and meet my son;

riiis j)roduct ot my lancy wild,

^ou II (intl liim, perhaps, a h)r\\.uil diild—
With eaiistie (juips anil \ulgar rhymes—
Me was conceived in sinful tin)es

And jx)isoncd by lile's toid air-
It's shocking, ma'am, to hear him swear
Ami rase in manner unrehnitl—
His lather had an outlawed mind.
He was not horn like any other,

The poor ho\ never had a mother.

W'oidd yon expect the normal where
There lacks a mother's loving (are?

(loidd he be gentle like the rest,

Flnng trom a lather's bitter breastr

AikI yet there's points about the (hikl

That might excuse his seeming wild,

His lack ot tad, restraiin, devotion-
He is a product ol emotion
And lite to him is not what it seiins—

His days are spent in wildest dreams,

And on his pillow, hall the night

He worries over v.tong and right.

A fisher fdls his net some morn—
1 he prize from him is (jui(kly torn.

.\ murderer hangs— a poor man he—
A wealthy nnnderer goes free.

The miners dug \on bank of coal,


