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Dear Mackay,
Trerell were two poems Tarvewelling BT, one for
the cultured and one for the honest-to-God. Here they are;

PALE! TILLETT

FaSQell! thou little Christ in Labour's Cause,
Wefi hagt thou merited true man’s applause;
Exemplay of the thought that is to be,

Hastening the earth's e'er-changing destiny;

The seed that thou hast sown shall certain rise,
Shedding its. Christ-like influence to the skies;

That Austrcl soil thou tilled (sic) exclaims with heart-felt
sigh,

Good=bye! thou god of men and man of God, Good-bye,
“‘Mo

GOODBYE, BEN}
{To Ben Tillett, from his 'Tocsin' Pals)

You came,when Faith was heart-sick
And Hope began to nod,

A Mercury 86 Labour
With messages from God.

You'tve waked us from our torpor .
Prosperity had brought;

You!ve cleanses as with a freshet
Qur stagnant pools of Thought.

You've stripped from sundered peoples
Their racial disguise;

Qur oneness with all workers

You've made us realise.



