A Poem byjkienry Lawsen
| don’t care iffthe cause be wreng
Or if theJeause be right -
I've had myfday and sung my song
And fought in the bitter fight.
In truth &times Il can’t tell what
Thelmen are driving at -
But I've€'been union thirty years
ANnd I’'m too old to rat:
I’m too old'to rat
I’m too old for that
lsVe been union thirty years and
I’'m too old to rat
Maybe, at times; in those old days
Remembered now. by few,
We did bite off in various ways
H‘V ) more than we COl’J|d chew: -
e pa|d in sodden strikers: camps.
Upon the backsa'i flat.
We pald inlong and hurggry tramps -
And I’'m too old to}rat.
The Queensland stnkeLn eighty- nine
p And ninety’s gloorpy days -

} \The day the opera comp’ny sang

For us the Mar,selll‘alse

The sea of faces stern%\nd set,
The wa|t|ng bltter cupX,

Tihe hopeless hearts unbeatensyet,
/ Tt‘e storm cloud rushing up.

:gnng ‘Boomerang”
Against the daily press?

‘Thejinfant “Woﬁer hoId|/ gfout,

Thefighting, d

IThe familiesyin dlstress
e sudden tears [of beaten’men -
\ Oh! You remember that'
AreJmemories th‘ t make my pg€n
Not worth |ts while to rat
N ve we with triteﬁn in strikersgCamps,
Where sﬁlvered man andfbeast;
I've worn‘since th’ en the badge/of men,
Of Hell! Agtd London E/ast'
White faces 4by the fIar'm/g torch!
Wraith wiveg! - the slayes of Fat!
And raggedlchildren in the rain -

Yes!€&ilim too old/ to rat.




