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When reviewers hail works as but brightly "sympathetic,"
Frail Jerks like me grow as but slightly apathetic;
Yes——a mild failing meore ridiculous,

Is their wild flailing of "meticulous";

But an even more flagrant affair,

Is this prose they finé "lean" and "aware."

While those slaves to trick phrases in French,
Send out waves and thick hages of stench;
But their knavery, lo! is most discreditable,

In their slavery, lo! to "inevitable"!
John D. Voelker

Ishpeming, Michigan
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by
ROBERT TRAVER

Last night a distant bell did ring

With clear and lonely peal;

"Join hands, join hands," it seemed to sing,

"For mankind's common-weal."
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DAN'S TEMPERANCE LECTURE

1.

My name is Dan from Silver Lake;

A little dram I like to take

When my bones get hard and start to ache,
And I can't sleep, but lie awake.

2.

Now a little drink is just the stuff

To keep you feeling up to snuff

When youre feeling blue and kinda tough -~
But you got to know when you got enough!

S

1f right here now was a gallon of moon
I'm gure I'd up an' leave the room

An' come right back with a table-spoon;
For 1 don't guzzle like a crazy loon.

4,
But since there ain't, I1'1l just £ill this glass
An' open my mouth as wide as a bass;]

Now don't you worry that I'l1l fall on my assj
‘Cause my old guts is made out of brass!!

THANK YOU TOO MUCH -~ YOU'RE WELCOMEI!







GENIUS

All animals are strictly domb,

They haven't even the atom bomb .

Yet man with all his vaunted brains,
Just sits and awaits the atomic rains.

Robert Traver

|
!Nritten by:
John D. Voelker

\_Ishpeming, Michigan
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BARUMPH PLAN

I've got a plan
To end all war,

Hell's bells, it's easy—-
Just have one more.

Robert Traver
AATRPenjp—

Written by:
John D, Voelker
Ishpeming, Michigan
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ROBERT Q. ARCHIBALD

PROSECUTING ATTORNEY
MARQUETTE COUNTY
NEGAUNEE, MICHIGAN
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i've got a plan
To end all war,

Hell's bells, it's sasy--
Just have one more.

Robert Traver
112749

fritten by:
John D, Voelker
Ishpeming, Hiekigan
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When reviewers hail works as but brightly "sympathetic,"
Frail jerks like me grow as but slightly apathetic;

Yes——a mild failing more ridiculous,

Is their wild flailing of "meticulous";

But an even more flagrant affair,

Is this prose phey f "lean" and "aware."

While those slaves to trick phrases in French,

Send out waves and thick hazes of stench;

But their knavery, lo! is most disereditable,

In their slavery, lo! to "inevitable"!
John D. Voelker
Ishpeming, Michigan




No Trumpets Blew

by Robert Traver

No trumpets blew at Worldsend,
No song did fill the air;

No trumpets blew, no angels sang,
There was no din, no blare.

No harps were played, no people prayed,
No wolves prowled city street;
No dead men talked nor rose nor walked,
The lamb had ceased its bleat.

For all the earth had turned to ice,

A deep and frigid blight;

All men and things gripped in the sheath
Of its vast, eternal night,

The Northern Lights were all that shone,
'Cross land and frozen sea,

In great and dripping organ pipes

Of silent melody.

No Cod was there at Worldsend;

Nor Sun, as there was before

They'd turned old eyes away from Earth
Where men were again at War,

(Written by John D. Voelker, Ishpeming, Mich.)
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by Robert Traver

No trumpets blew at Worldsend,
No song did f£ill the air;

No trumpets blew, no angels sang,
There was no din, no blare.

No harps were played, no people prayed,
No wolves prowled city street;
No dead men talked nor rose nor walked,
The lamb had ceased its bleat,

For all the earth had turned to ice,

A deep and frigid blight;

All men and things gripped in the sheath
Of its vast, eternal night,

The Northern Lizhts were all that shone,
'Cress land and frozen sea,

In great and dripping organ pipes

Of silent melody,

No God was there at Worldsend;
Nor Sun, as there was beforq;{//
They'd turned old eyes away Irom Earth
Where men were again at War,

(Written by John D, Voelker, Ishpeming, Mich.)




Written by:
John D, Voelker
Ishpeming, Mich.

AARDVARK TO MAKE IT RHYME
by

Robert Traver

When Noah had finished a-building his/rk,

And paired it with everything from theO{ion to aiZark,

And his purser started G«as} checking each guest with his mark--

"Say, Boss," he exclaimed, "where's the bloomin'Aardvark?" *

*¥Alternative closing line: ‘"we forgot theAardnrk!"




When reviewers hail works as but brightly "sympathetic,"

Frail jerks like me grow as but slightly apathetic;
Yes——a mild failing more ridiculous,
Is their wild flailing of "meticulous";
But an even more flagrant affair,
Is this prose they fin@ "lean" and "aware."
While those slaves to trick phrases in French,
Send out waves and thick hazes of stench;
But their knaverf, lo! is most discreditable,
In their slavery, lo! to "inevitable'!
A John D, Voelker

Ishpeming, Michigan
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'Tvas night before Christwas in dis Finnish house
and nuttin vas stirrin’' - not even da mouse

Da rest of da family vas all fast asleep

wit visions of pasties delivered by Jeep

Da vorkboots vas hung by da chimbley wit care

in hopes dat St. Nikkula soon vould be dere

‘and in da fdr corner vas lovely to see

da Stroh's cans and cabbage dat hung from da tree

Ma home from da Empire and me outta yail .
had yust hit da hay for some pre-Christmas tail e
Den all of a sudden da house starts to shudder

‘some nut's on da roof and he's broke da rain gutter

He yumps down da chimbley and swears 'cause it's tight
as 1 hide behind beer cases, way outta sight ‘

He lands in da fireblace scorching his halr

on a busted-up orange crate still burning in dere

He climbs out da fireblaca and 1 take a look |
he's yust like dey show him in my coloring book
wit Vodka-glazed eyes and da stomach like bubhle

a five-day-old beard and deve's soot on da stubble

‘Ris teeth when he smile look like Grampa's swede saw
he wears tennis shoes big as grizzly bear's paw

Dis old Finnish elf gives me nuttin to fear’

_ven he heads for da kitchen for cookies 3and beer!.

He kills off a six-pack, den belches and smirks
den reaches in 'tato sack, ready to vork

Now under da tree he i startin® to set
" di most beautiful presenis us vinlandars ges

- pere's new pasty-matic, a shovel for brudder
A jonsereds chain-saw, a pick-axe for Mudder
some mud flaps and CB for my new 4-wheeler,
a helmet and night shirt dat say "pittsburgh Steelers™ -

He closes da sack and yumps back in da coals -
and hollering, "YOucH!" up da chimbley he rose
He grunted and groused as he tossed out his bag
and cracked such a beer fart I'm startin' to gag!

. 1 must watch him leave, so 1 rushes outside
and looks up da roof while in bushes I hide
And vat does I see ven I looks tru da tvigs?
but dis old vooden garbagé—cart pulled by eight pigs!

Santala yump in and give 'em all hell: :

- "Let's go all youse pigs. don't yust sit dere and smell!
ON EINO! ON -TAISTO! . ON LEMPPI! ON JOE!

and alla youse udders what names I dunno!"™

"Fly over Negaunee and turn to da right "
We'll make Houghton/Hancock before T get tighe!”

Da pigs vinked and sqvealed as .dey vent on dere vay
No vunder he never shows up Christmas day!

1 stood dere dumhfounded and vatched for avhile
and realized some fuys yust have different style.
 Den 1 hear him exclaim vit a cynlical sneer

Zpull in at dat Stroh's sign -.l ran outta beer!"”
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JEANIE WITH THE LIGHT BROWN HAIR

I dream of Jeanie with the lighg brown hair,
Borne like a vapor, on the summer air;

I gee her tripping where the bright streams play,
Happy as the daisies that dance on her way.

Many were the wild notes her merry voice would pour,
Many were the blithe birds that warbled them o'er:

Oh! I dream of Jeanie with the light brown hair,
Floating like a vapor, on the soft summer air,

I long for Jeanie with the day dawn smile,
Radiant in gladness, warm with winning gulle;
I hear her melodies, like ;oys gone by,
Sighing round my heart o'er the fond hopes that die:
Sighing 1like the night wind and sobbing like the rain,
Walling for the lost one that comes not again:
Oh! I long for Jeanie and my heart bows low,
Nevermore to find her where the bright waters flow,

I sigh for Jeanle, but her light form strayed
Far from the fond hearts round her native glad;

Her smiles have vanished and her sweet songs flown,
Flitting like the dreams that have cheered us and gone,

Now the nodding wild flow'rs may wither on the shore,
While her gentle fingers will cull them no more;

Oh! I sigh for Jeanie with the light brown hair,
Floating, like a wvapor, on the soft summer air.
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QLK PEILTE BATIELSE

Ole Pete Bateese got chase one night
By wolf up by de Soo.

Dese wolf dey t'ree, four in de pack
And dey scars him tru and tru.

Pretty soon ole iete climb up a trec;
Es t'ink he stay awhile.

Dese woll dey sit down in de snow
And lick dere chops and asmile.

fretty quick two wolf go trot away;
Fete t'ink de rest soon go.

Fretly quick dese wolf come right straight back;
Fete's spirits dey siuk low.

For w'at you t'ink dese woll dey got?
Big bsaver--one” HNo--twec!

ey set dem down beside dat tree
And say, "By gar, now chew,”

Lose beaver start in chew dat treej
Dey chew like beat de band.
Fete t'ink he soocn bs on ds groun'

Unless he take a hand.

So Pete pull out his cne~cuart hooch
And let it run out slow.

It trickle down de trunk to whers
Lose beaver chew bolow.

Dose beaver dey got drunk, by gar.
Dey dou't see none teo good,

Dey make mistake and chex de wolf
Instead of chew de wocd.

Dose wolf run 'way, and Pete climb down
And sit down in de snow,

ind cry and ery to t'ink for shere
His one-quart hooch she go.






