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ANOTHER FOURTEEN FOINTS
- I-

We stretched our hands across the sea
To end the confliet raging there,

Our boys endured dire misery
On land and sea and in the air.

11. i

Boms did not return but paid the priece;
They gave their lives--a gift supreme
To gods of war in ssorifice
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[ III.
' They .gave in blood, Ihil!-lln-nll X

Roceive the fruits of strife and Hl-}..
They paid & gebt a century eld .

But we to Mammon gave a foil,

IV,

The strife is ended over there-=-
nhnshthuhlmd,huﬂnﬂtoﬂu’lr-
The fearful carnage and the blare
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A bloodless battle rages now < A
,Tuninthammuﬂlﬂqpﬂpﬂn &
It rests upon officiel brow.

V1. Bl A
Bloodless! -Yes, but the carnage m’

A barrege of words comes raining down
On house and senate chamber floors .
To gain possession of the crowm.

--I.-m—-- tm- ﬁlh ¥ «Mios

Quadrennial wars for party gain,

The "outs" want in at every stage .. .

And the "ins" want right back in again,
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OUR LIMITATIONS

"My, obh myl" the economist wails, ' =
As he contemplates his world of wo®j
"Lost in a fog without sextant or sails,
We're blown by the winds wherever we go.
Our gold is dross, yet its glitter we love
When fortune bestows its fickle caress,
The touch of Midas is forgotten sbove
By people who covet its meed of sucecess,
We buffet the waves, with no rudder to
The moneyless people who Arift with the tide,"




THANKSGIVING SANS TURKEY

How dear 'nru the prices of choice meate and turkey,
when the butcher and grocer present them to view;

The sugar, the oyster and lowly cranberry, 1 . . _
And all the delicacies my infancy knew. ‘:h:“ F-‘“ ;Im' a mﬁam
Th' 'l.l:l.ll-hi].'ls. H.l’. .-nﬂ 'h]:ﬂ m h w. tt_’ ; mﬂ{_‘ Hidli &l i 1k 3 {JA

Are sources of gloom and my poverty foretell. AL I . L Y, Y 3

Corn's out of reach and wheat is still higher,
And e'en the old cow I1've been forced to sell,

The cosl snd the gas, or the wood that we burn e AR SRR A e ﬂ_j
Are all out of joint with the coin that we earn. ’ b . "'._}" L fi "
. y .II hl‘ .ﬂ'l‘

The Moss-covered job I hailed as a treasure, m':‘mnﬁ‘m with their presents

In the shop, or the mine, or the hot, burning field i et gl s .
Ilmlwr'mm&mmhﬂrmm zwmmmtm out of hand,
Because of the limited returns it will yield. * the day we've turned ohild again, just as of
So, the old turkey gobbler no longer cen tempt me ’--:.'4---- asich g -
Toh:;hﬂorralnhinunﬂn_dtht‘lp'hlﬁ. VR S L RV e iRyt g

But I look all in vain for & substitute cheaper | The trees I'liad seen, with sheen
That my shriveled-up, crumpled-up money will buy. | : tinsel and ornkient ¢ : to see--

The cosl end the gas, or the wood that we turn millions of hombs from Nome,

Are all out of joint with the coin that we earn. Beceme laden with Hﬂ-ll—‘l.: is our h_?-uﬂ-

. : ¥ Rl oot ot anidoder :Tow O

How sweet is the dim, misty past es I view it faow Ko oo 4d wdd el T
mnthammuuurmmnmlm'm ' MW
E'en the Nectar of Jupiter is nc more, lest we ~ .. .° + are Ay the’ Hu';';

w i8 m ‘-“l!ﬁ: e bt scotsalreno haA

And the full-hlushing goblet is all we left. 8 - ot i BDO :
So, pow in the midst of @ cursed price infletion *tis more blessed to give:than it 48 to
Ahﬂdmmtﬂﬂﬂw—u., | _m:ﬂ-ﬁ.ﬂrﬂjh :

As fancy reverts to our old hebitationm, ! e SO -
And sighs for the times we all loved so well.

The coul and the G0, ¥ 0 WAt R ST UER0 | Columbus (Tadtans) Tadger, Decesber 190,
Are all out of joimt with the coin thet we earn. I syt
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Columbus (Indiena) Ledger, November 27, 1919.
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- his body so-mmall, - .

Ol4 Santa ceme 'reumd- o0 o
~ And most always foumd . . 0 oL
In sleep very oeund ... . . 0
the kids, short and tall,

vaden ook aarrg {enatball Booowid
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Hote:

The Columbus (Indiana) Ledger, in which
several of these poems were published,
was omned and edited at the time by my
friend Don R. Msllett, He was killed
in Canton, Ohio, in 1926 by political
gangsters,

An apmal Mellett memorial lecture 1ias
delivered by a mnewspaper publisher
chosen for the occasion before students
and faculty of a university selscted by
the Mellett Foundation of New York,
sponsor of the lectures on freedom of
the press,
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