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THE CRIME OiF FA'IE:
-O -

Oit, here's a ihealth to the square of jaw and to him) with receding ihifl,

TIhe petty thief and the murderer who follow the paths of sin;

TIhe lying knave and the' swindling cheat, the fout and the heery elod,

Burned with the brand of predetm~ied Crime hy the will of the une Great God

And hang the inurderer heaven-high, and bury hiîu decp as hell,

In the name of God, who created hini and saw that, it v.as well.

Bury him deep as a loathsonme thing, cuver hrn up with lime

But, was it the crime that starnped the face. or the features that stamped the crime?

'lo the lunatic whio is flot insane, for the eyes of the law are keen,

WVhose destiny worked tu a six-foot drop-shall we say what he mnight have heen ?

Ue muight have heen this or he niight have heen that, but (od was his Maker still,

\V'ho placed desire in hi', poor weak brain, and muttered, "T'hou shaht niît kîi

As a halle may hold to a plunging horse, he holds to his tierce desire

%Vill he flnd a curh in a hope atiove or a fear of eternal fire?

-Rcsi-t !Resist !" is the preacher s cry, " et vîctory's paths be trtîd

Reýist lîy the power of his pîour weak brain the wil of a tyrant God!

Tro the slum'horn balle whii is Ihirth-accuised with hunger and want and shame,

Whoî nay flot covet his neithhiîr', giiods, though he cîîvtt in huniger s name

D rag hini fot to the Sunday school fromn the filth of the fatiiily, baro,

I est he find a starthing parahie in the g<od oid Bibile yarn,

And the Lord who fed the ravens on the agony and the hlood

0f his srnaller, wcaker creatures, nîîght [le misunderstood
And the ravens turfi to fat men in bis lîttie brain agog,

%V'hile he illustrates God's mercy on a sic(rifiiial frog.

'lo the littie hands that are taught to steal-iittie lips that are taught to lie

To all the weak and the damned of Earth, to l"ate and the Reason \Vhy

Tlo the generation yet to coule, and c'en to the third and fourth,

%V'ho foot the bill of their father's sins to appease a just (iod's wratlî

'lo the unhiown bugles and silent harps of the suls who felu from grace

Tro an empty Heaven and crowded Hell. and the joy in Satan's face.

For the wcak of wîi and the strong of will must hate the deadly gante

And the btrong shall stand and the w, ak shall fali ami whose is the praîse or blarne?

'lo a true God and a gond God-fighting for each mnan's sou!,

WVho takes flot the righteous as his tithe wben Peter cails the rol,

But hoids as each man's henitage tilt the hreaking of the dawn,

A seat hy Jordan's river for the curse of Being Born;

For the curse of 1Life Unasked'for, wimose reins are beld by fate-

l)emand no helUs repentance to pass the l>early Gate.

To the umusic of his lifetime each man nmust foot bis dance,

WVith ('od <'r the I)evil tu pipe for hinm according tu circuinstance
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