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With flu'Tii all kinds of Politics I'd spout,

Kilt (iinily fruissiiiR wiiat I talked alnnit.

And this was all the Harvest that I plcaiied:

"F earn my Urcad and ("heest—or jr" without."
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Into this Aless of Talk, the Truth not knowin^r

Like (Jolden Syrup, sticky—evei- flowiufr

And messiuf; up tlie Seheiiie of Tiiinjrs entire.

I ladled Platitudes—and sat haek iilowinp.
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"Why."" I would as'- "was this Man hurried henee?"

And further "Why was that .Man rusiied hack thenee?"
Another and another Haf: to ehew

And worry with colossal Impudence.
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I'p from liayswater and thi'o' Nottin^r <iate

I rode—and on the Throne of Mritain Sate

And many Knots unravelled on the Road,
A Cop held up his Hand— I had to wait.
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Tiiere was a Hand I coidd not thrust aside.

There was a I'ower o"er which I could not I'ide

And while I fumed, the Policenuni let us l)y.

(One humble Copper—what a thinp is Pride 1
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Then to the rantinjj Press itself I wrote,

Sayiufj: "O. Screamers, here's what <rets my Vote.

Four million Soldiei's- fiphtin^: in the Dark.
\ot proud nor wise enouirh to send a Noti'!"
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So to this dusty Trencii my Kaci' I turned.

And sonu'thiufr of the Soul of Nations learned

And Heart to Heai't it whispered "While you live

Kipht ! for this War must nevei' he ad.journed
!"'


