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Clever Class Poem

Up Learning’s ladder, round by round

We’ve climbed with many a fall;

But, through the toil, companionship

Has made amends for all.

Now from our giddy heights we glance,

With calm thoughts and serene,

Once more at those we leave today﻿—

Our class of sweet sixteen.

I want to take you with me through

The ranks of our small crowd;

And, if you’ll listen carefully,

You’ll know why we are proud.

Grace, as our goodly president

Has served her second year;

In singing, speaking, poetry,

She stands without a peer.

Blanche is the sunshine of our class,

She drives dull care away

Her laughing eyes, her smiling face,

Have gladdened many a day.

Alice, the calm, the dignified,

I know we’ll ne’er forget;

Her views are wide﻿—but, best of all,

She is the teacher’s pet.

Lena excels in whispering.

Few are the notes she writes;

She studies hard throughout the day,

For pleasure, saves her nights.

Belle was the star in physics class,

She always knew the laws

And when she failed to know a thing,

She always had a cause.

Anna has graced our piano stool,

And mingled tunes with laughter;

Ah, well, one can be young but once,

The frowns may come hereafter.

Ruth is a clever, pretty girl,

So everyone remarks,

Yet lives in constant danger﻿—what?

The danger of her “Sparks.”

Will is the pride of all the girls,

The slave of every teacher,

When someone wants a window closed,

She calls on “Jube,” poor creature.

Clayt is the lad who’s in to win,

He is the teachers’ boy,

And though at times his face is sad,

His heart is full of “Joy.”

Gertie has made a record proud,

She seldom failed in class,

She studied hard these last four years

And well deserved to pass.

Bertha, the singer of our class,

How diligent she’s been!

She did her share of whispering,

But then that’s not a sin.

Bess is the class historian,

That office, well, she’ll fill.

She’s “Sortore” set in all her ways,

And has an iron “Will.”

Lawrence is the one who thinks

He’s been our comrade long;

His fav’rite stone, an “Opal” bright

He’s blest with an “Arm strong.”

Sweet Genevieve has worked and toiled,

Her honor’s justly won,

And every teacher in our school

Will say her work’s well “Dunn.”

And now there’s only one remains,

He should have come before;

His name is John, his hopes all lie

In a corner grocery store.

And now, I’ve mentioned everyone,

I hope no one feels slighted,

But if one does, let him approach,

His wrong will soon be righted.

At last your poet ends his lay,

He’s nothing more to tell,

But leaves the class of nineteen-one

With blessing and farewell.

Bib Ballads

Foreword

Dear Parents :﻿—Don’t imagine, please,

It’s in a boastful spirit

I fashion verses such as these;

That’s not the truth or near it.

A hundred or a thousand, yes,

A million kids there may be

Who aren’t one iota less

Attractive than this baby.

I’ll venture that your household has

As valuable a treasure

As mine, but mine I know, and as

For yours, I’ve not that pleasure.

And that is why my book’s about

Just one, O Dads and Mothers;

But babes are babes, and mine, no doubt,

Is very much like others.

Goodbye Bill

Dollar Bill, that I’ve held so tight

Ever since payday, a week ago,

Shall I purchase with you tonight

A pair of seats at the vaudeville show?

(Hark! A voice from the easy chair:

“Look at his shoes! We must buy a pair.”)

Dollar Bill, from the wreckage saved,

Tell me, how shall I squander you?

Shall I be shined, shampooed and shaved,

Singed and trimmed ’round the edges, too?

(Hark! A voice from the easy chair:

“He hasn’t a romper that’s fit to wear.”)

Dollar Bill, that I cherished so,

Think of the cigarettes you’d buy,

Turkish ones, with a kick, you know;

Makin’s eventually tire a guy.

(Hark! A voice from the easy chair:

“Look at those stockings! Just one big tear!”)

Dollar Bill, it is time to part.

What do I care for a vaudeville show?

I’ll shave myself and look just as smart.

Makin’s aren’t so bad, you know.

Dollar Bill, we must say goodbye;

There on the floor is the Reason Why.

A Visit from Young Gloom

There’s been a young stranger at our house,

A baby whom nobody knew;

Who hated his brother, his father, his mother,

And made them aware of it, too.

He stayed with us nearly a fortnight

And carried a grouch all the while,

Nor promise nor present could make him look pleasant;

He hadn’t the power to smile.

He cried when he couldn’t have something;

He cried just as hard when he could;

Kind words by the earful but made him more tearful,

And scoldings did just as much good.

He stormed when his meals weren’t ready,

And when they were ready, he screamed.

He went to bed growling, got up again howling

And quarreled and snarled as he dreamed.

He’s gone, and the child we are fond of

Is back, just as nice as of old.

But I hope to be in some port European

The next time he has a bad cold.

An Appreciative Audience

My son, I wish that it were half

As easy to extract a laugh

From grown-ups as from thee.

Then I’d go on the stage, my boy,

While Richard Carle and Eddie Foy

Burned up with jealousy.

I wouldn’t have to rack my brain

Or lie awake all night in vain

Pursuit of brand new jokes;

Nor fear my lines were heard with groans

Of pain and sympathetic moans

From sympathetic folks.

I’d merely have to make a face,

Just twist a feature out of place,

And be the soul of wit;

Or bark, and then pretend to bite,

And, from the screams of wild delight,

Be sure I’d made a hit.

Discipline

He couldn’t have a doughnut, and it made him very mad;

He undertook to get revenge by screaming at his dad.

“Cut out that noise!” I ordered, and he gave another roar,

And so I put him in “the room” and shut and locked the door.

I left him in his prison cell two minutes, just about,

And, penitent, he smiled at me when I did let him out.

But when he got another look at the forbidden fruit

He gave a yell that they could hear in Jacksonville or Butte.

“Cut out that noise!” I barked again. “Cut out that foghorn stuff!

Perhaps I didn’t leave you in your prison long enough.

“You want your dad to keep you jailed all afternoon, I guess.”

He smiled at me and answered his equivalent for “yes.”

Inexpensive Guests

I wonder how ’twould make you feel,

My fellow food providers,

To have as guests at ev’ry meal

Three﻿—count ’em, three﻿—outsiders.

Well, that’s the case with me, but still

I don’t complain or holler,

For, strange to say, the groc’ry bill

Has not gone up a dollar.

These guests of ours, to make it brief,

Can’t really chew or swallow;

They’re merely dolls, called Indian Chief,

And Funny Man, and Rollo.

His Sense of Humor

Perhaps in some respects it’s true

That you resemble dad;

To be informed I look like you

Would never make me mad.

But one thing I am sure of, son,

You have a different line

Of humor, your idea of fun

Is not a bit like mine.

You drop my slippers in the sink

And leave them there to soak.

That’s very laughable, you think

But I can’t see the joke

You take my hat outdoors with you

And fill it full of earth;

You seem to think that’s witty, too,

But I’m not moved to mirth.

You open up the chicken-yard;

Its inmates run a mile;

You giggle, but I find it hard

To force one-half a smile.

No, kid, I fear your funny stuff,

Though funny it may be,

Is not quite delicate enough

To make a hit with me.

Speech Economy

Since he began to talk and sing,

I’ve learned one interesting thing﻿—

The value of a verb is small;

In fact, it has no worth at all.

Why waste the breath required to say,

“While toddling through the park today,

I saw a bird up in a tree,”

When “Twee, pahk, birt,” does splendidly?

Why should one say, “Please pass the bread,”

When “Ba-ba me” is easier said?

And why “I’m starved. Have supper quick,”

When “ lunch !” yelled loudly, does the trick?

Why “I’ve been riding on a train,”

When “Bye-bye, Choo-choo” makes it plain?

“Let words be few,” the poet saith,

So leave out words and save your breath.

Welcome to Spring

Spring, you are welcome, for you are the friend of

Fathers of all little girlies and chaps.

Spring, you are welcome, for you mean the end of

Bundling them up in their cold-weather wraps.

Breathes there a parent of masculine gender,

One whose young hopeful is seven or less,

Who never has cursed the designer and vender

Of juvenile-out-of-doors-winter-time dress?

Leggings and overcoat, rubbers that squeeze on,

Mittens and sweater a trifle too small;

Not in the lot is one thing you can ease on,

One that’s affixed with no trouble at all.

Spring, you are welcome, thrice welcome to father;

Not for your flowers and birds, I’m afraid,

As much as your promised relief from the bother

Of bundling the kid for the daily parade.

Taste

I can’t understand why you pass up the toys

That Santa considered just right for small boys;

I can’t understand why you turn up your nose

At dogs, hobbyhorses, and treasures like those,

And play a whole hour, sometimes longer than that,

With a thing as prosaic as daddy’s old hat.

The tables and shelves have been loaded for you

With volumes of pictures﻿—they’re pretty ones, too﻿—

Of birds, beasts, and fishes, and old Mother Goose

Repines in a corner and feels like the deuce,

While you, on the floor, quite contentedly look

At page after page of the telephone book.

Riddles

If it’s fun to take books from the bookcase,

If you really believe it’s worth while

To carry them out to the kitchen

And build them all up in a pile,

Why isn’t it just as agreeable then

To carry them back to the bookcase again?

If it’s fun to make marks with a pencil

In books that one cares for a heap;

To tear out the pages from volumes

One likes and is anxious to keep,

Why isn’t it pleasure to put on the hummer

A magazine read and discarded last summer?

Hesitation

I’ve orders to waken you from your nap,

And orders are orders, my little chap.

But I hate to do it, because it seems

A shame to break in on your blissful dreams.

I’ve sat and watched you a long, long while,

And not since I came have you ceased to smile.

So it strikes me as wrong to arouse you, boy,

From sleep that’s so plainly a sleep of joy.

’Twill make a big diff’rence tonight, of course,

But p’rhaps you are riding a real live horse;

In dreams, it’s a pleasant and harmless sport,

So why should I cruelly cut it short?

Maybe you have for your very own

A piece of pie or an ice cream cone;

If that’s your
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