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@/oiitude

By RODERIC PAPINEAU

1 often think when I am sole alone

That solitude is never possible,

That ghosts of dead departed ever hauat
‘The quiet places where I lie alone;

1 think that every nook and cranny hides
The spirit personality of Jones,

Or Smith, or Wood, or Harry Robinson,
Who always wore his hat that funny way
And used to dive in somersaults and screws,
The finest swimmer in the Middle West—
He died of cancer, killed by strain of war;
Yes, he, and Chatlie, too, surround me now,
And Tommy Perkins with his squinting grin;
If I stay here or move to over there,

‘They still do follow: never can I tear
Myself away from those who once did live
But now are dead. Perhaps I, too, will die;
Yes, that's the ticket! I will join my friends;
And Jones and Smith and Wood and Robinson
And Charlie, too, and Tommy Perkins with
His squinting grin, will hauat together now.
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