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Satu.day eview of Lit rature 
25 et 45th Street 
? ew Yol'k 19, r ew York 

Gentlor:,en: 

February 6, 194 . 

Some current a1Jpei;ts of life on this planet 

move r,e to enclose my fiI•st ventu:-e at poetry. Thitt 

ia it: 
ti J. ... 

by 
Rob~rt Travt,r 

Hate builds a c lloua !or a heart, 
Wet slate ior n eye; 

Hate sears datuorld apart, 
0 when will Love diaw nigh? 

It this is cornier than I think, juet 

discard like tissue and I'll return to drafting 

indictrr:enta . 
Sincerely yours, 
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eri reviewers hail work■ • but brightl7 "•)'Jllpat.b tic," 

frail Jerk• like e grow s but al1ghtl7 patheticJ 

Ya-a mild tailing more ridiouloua, 

Ia their wild flailing ot •meticuloua"J 

utan nen more tlag.rant at'tair, 

Ia this prose the7 tin "l•an" and "awaro." 

hile thoae el.av to trick phraaea in French, 

Send out w vss and thick hu sot atenchJ 

But their kna:tory, lol 1a aoet diaoreditable, 

In their el v•rr, lol t.o "inevitable"! 

John D. Voelk r 

g, chi 
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rev1crnra ail orka • but brlghtl7" th to" 

all Jerka llke row e bu.t 1llghtl7 apat t.icJ 

d t 

I th 1r wild ndl.1 of " ticuloua ; 

ut tlag t tair, 

ls tbia 018 th r1nJ. "l• tt d .... 

hile tho•• al T t.o trick 

end out. Ya■ and t.h1 has ot et. chJ 

t, heir TerJ', lol ia a,at di•orodit. lo, 

In. their alave17, lol to "1nev1tabl "l 

John D. Voelk r 

lab •hi o.n 
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A DREAM? 

by 

ROBERT TRAVER 

Laat night a distant bell did ring 

With clear and lonely peal; 

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

"For mankind'• common-weal.'' 

• 
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DAN'S TDPERANCE LECTURE 

1 .. 

My nrune is Dan from Silver Lake; 
A little dram l like to take 

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

2. 

Now a. little drink 1s just the stuff 
To keep you feeling up to snuff 
hen youre feeling blue and kinda tough -

But you got to know when you got enough! 

3. 

If right here now was a gallon of moon 
I'm sure I'd up a.n• leave the room 
An1 come right back with a table-spoon; 
For I don't guzzle like a crazy loon. 

4. 

But since there ain't, 1111 just fill this glass 
An' open my mouth as wide as a bass; 
Bow don't you worry that I'll fall on my ass; 
•cause my old guts is made out of brass!! 

THANK YOU TOO MUCH - YOU'RE ,ELOOUEB 
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G!Nl\JS 

All animals are strictly doinb, 
They haven't even the atom bomb. 
Yet man with all his vaunted brains, 
Just sits and awaits the atomic rains. 

Robert Traver 

t 
~ritten by: 
t :John D. Voelker 

\ Ishpeming, chigan .. 





Written by: 

BARUMPH PLAN 

I've got a plan 
To end all war., 

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

Robert Travet_
Al•!T 4, 

John D. Voelker 
Ishpeming, Michigan 
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ROBERT Q. ARCHIBALD 
PROSECUTING ATTORNEY 

MARQUl!:TTE COUNTY 

NEGAUNEE. MICHIGAN 
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l'•e got. plan 
o ena: ll • , 

.ollis b llu, it's •r
Ju t b..:1ve one ore • ..... 
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REV:mr OF REV.mYEBS 

When reviewers hail worka aa but brightlr "sympathetic," 

Frail jerks like me grow. as but slightly- apathetic; 

Yea-a mild tailing more ridioulo11a, 

Is their wild flailing ot "meticulous"; 

But an nen more flagrant attair, 

Ia this prose ,J:ataey- fJ"l•an" and "aware. n 

While those alav s to trick phraaes in French, 

Send out waves and thick bases of stench; 

But their knavery, lol ia 110at discreditable, 

In their slavery, lol 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. 

Mo he.rps 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 ?:18n and things gripped in the sheath 
Of its vast, eternal night. 

The Northern ~ights were all that shone, 
•cross land and frozen sea, 
In great and dripping organ pipes 
Of silent m'9lody. 

No God was there at Worldsend; 
Nor Swi, as there was before 
They'd turned old eyes away from Earth 
Where men were again at War. 

(Written by John D. Voelker, Ishpeming, Ki.ch.) 



No Trumpete Blew 

by t obert, Tr aver 

No trumpets bl w at orldsend, 
No song did till tho air; 
No trumpets blew, no angels sang, 

h re was no din, no bl re . 

No harps were played, no people prayed, 
No wolves rowled city atroet; 
No e .... d I:len talk d nor rose nor walked, 
The lnmb hac ceased its bleat • 

. For 11 the curth had turnod to ice, 
~ dee. and frigid blight; 
All raen nd thins ripped in tho sheath 
Of its vast, eternal niPht . 

The Northern Li-ht wore all th~t shone, 
'Oro s lnnd ··nd frozen sea, 
In eroat and dripping organ pipes 
Of silent r elod , • 

o Gorl as thuro at Worldsen~; 
tlor 'sun, s thore was before 
They' d turn d old ayes uway ro Earth 
Whore men were ·gain at ar. 

( ritten by John· o. Voelker, Ishper,..ing, Mich. ) 



Written by: 
John D. Voelker· 
Ishpeming , Mich. 

AARDVARK TO MAKE IT RHYME 

by 

Robert Traver 

When Noah had finished a-building his/1.rk, 

And paired it with e~er,rthing froa theiion to a il'.rk, 

And his purser started &as) checking ~ach guest with his mark-

"Say, Boss," he exclaimed, "where's the bloom1n•/1arc1vark?" * 

*Alternative closing line: "we tor got the trdnrk ! " 



REVIEW L REVIE.WERS 

~~$Z0! Ji 
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 II and • 11 aware. 11 

While those slaves to trick phrases in French, 

Send out wave~ and thick hazes of stench; 
. 

But their knavery, lol is aost discreditable, 

In their slavery, lo! to "inevitable"! 

~ John D. Voelker 

Ishpeming, Michigan 
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RE.VIat OF REVImaB 

en reviewera h U worka a1 but brightly "a,mpatbetic," 

Frail jerke like grow aa but slightly pathetic; 

Yea -- a mild ta.111ng more ridiculoua, 

la th ir wild tlalling ot" ticuloua11 ; 

But an even more tl grant attair, 

Ia this prose they tind "l•an" and •nare. n 

Flhil• those 1lavea to trick phraaea 1n Fr oh, 

Send out wave■ and thick hazea ot stench; 

But tbo1r knave1"7, lo l 1a JDOat discredit ble, 

In th ir alavery, lol to "inevitable" I 

John D. Voelker 

Ishpeming, cbigan 





THE PEOPLE'S OBOIOE. 

(This should be effeotive tf re~ited in a 
m~notone by a. tall, thin 11 comic" la.wyer 
brown glasses a.nd a. purple nose) 

Young Larry MoO:t.oopua was a dim-wit, 
Wit'h visions o! glory at law, 

He bieA him a fine eet of text books, 
A gift of hia d~sr old pa pa. 

Equity appeared as a nightmare, 
A disease of the oha.noellor•s hoof, 

Hi,s oonoept of habeas oorpue, 
Removed any lien from t-'-'e To0f. 

Tort to him were at sty, t b~ et n 
. with jelly, you know, 

Corp I rations devic~ of the devi 1, 
To tees widows out in the snow. 

,, .~ 
Yet Larry today is a statesman,, 

With an a.u.ra of considerable stench, 
And I tis rumored along the ial to 

That he•ll soon be put on the bench. 

.ltll 
1th 



OLE PETE BAfEESE 

Ole Pete Bate••• kot 
y wol! up by de ~oo. 

Deae woU dey t•ree, four in d pack 
Jmd dey scare r-il:l tru o.nd tru. 

ratty soon ole Pete climb up a tree; 
He t'ink he stq awhile. 

Dess wolf dey sit down in de snow 
And lick der, chops and smile . 

. Pretty quick two wolf go trot away; 
Pete t•ink de rest soon go. 

Fret~y-Qui~k clese wolf come rl ht tr ght back; 
Peta's spirits dey sink low. 

For 'ot you t' int des woli' dey got? 
Big beaver--one? No-two! 

De set dem do\1U beside da.t tree 
.And say, 11By gar, now chew." 

Dose beaver start in chew dut tree; 
Do~' chew like beat d band. 

ete t' ink he soon be on d • groun' 
Unless he take a hand. 

So Pet8 pull out hio one uart hooch 
And let it run out slo. 

It trickle down de trunk to where 
Dose beaver chew below. 

Dose beaver day got drunk, b1 gar. 
ey don't _888 none too _good. 

Dey JMke mistake and chew oe wolf 
Instead of chew de wood. 

Doae wolf rwi 'way, and Pete climb down 
And sit down in do snow. 

And cry and cry to t'ink for where 
His one-quart hooch she go. 
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'Tvas ,,ight before Christma s in dis Finnish ho:.is e 
and nuttin vnn stirrin' - not even da mouse 
Da rest of da family vns all f•st asleep 
wit visions of pasties delivered by Jeep 

Da vorkboot.s vns hung by da chimbley '!Ji t care 
in ho~es dee St. Nikkula soon vould be dere 
and i~ <la frlr cornei v~s lovely to see 

• da Stroh's cans and cabbcrge dat hung .from da tree _ 

Ma home from ~a Empire and me ou~ca yail 
had 'yust hi

0

t da h.1y for some pre-Chris.cm.as tail • ' \ . w.- . 

Den all of~ sudden da house start~ to shudder 
• some nut's on da roof and he's _broke da rain gutter · 

He yumps poun da chimbley and sweats ' .cause it.'s ~i.ght 
as 1 hide b~hind beer c;ii;cs. · vay o,1tta sight 
He lands in · da !ireblace scorching his hair 
on a busted-up orange crat(! still hurning .in dere 

He climbs out da fir~blaco and 1 tnkc a look 
he's yust like dey show him iri my coloii~g b~ok 
vit Vodk.:i-gl'.lzed eyes and da stomach 1 ike bubh le 
a flve>-clay-,_ild beard a.nd den.•'s soot on <ln stubble 

· His teeth when h" sndlc look. like C:rnmpa's s...,eck- · sm.1 
he wears tenn'is shoes . hi~ as gri~.zly bear's ·pm,1 · 

· Dis old Finnish elf gives ·me nu~t~n ~o fear · 
_ven he heads for da kitchen for cookies end b~ert : 

He killR off . a six-pack. den belches rind smirks 
den reaches in 'tato sack: ready ~o vor~ 
N,.,..., under n,\ .trt?e he ir ~tartint .to st~t 
d:i most bem;t,:iful ,'rcsen::.~ us ;-•in.lanct~rs ~cs: •. 

Dere's new p.isty-matic~. ;t shovel. for bruddcr . 
A jonsereds chain-saw, n jick-axe for Mudder 
some mud flaps and CB for my new .4-wheeler, 
a .helmet and night sh_irt <lat . say ~'Pittsburgh Stecle?rs"' 

• Ile closes da·· sack and yump-s back in da coals 
and ho 11 er i ng ~ "YOU CH!" up da ch tmbl ey he rose 
He grunted and groused as hi toss~d out his bng · 
and cracked such a beer fart I'm ~tartin' to gag! 

,I must v;itch him leave, so l" . r.usbes outside 
and looks up da roof · whil~ in bushes 1 hide 
And vat does I see ven I looks ~ru da tvigs? . 
ht.it dis ~ld v·ooden garbnge-cart pulled by eight. pigs!. 

~~ntala · yump in and give 'em ~ll hell: 
"Lct'i- · r,o all youse pigs. don"t yust sit dere- and smell! 
ON ElNO! . ON ·TAISTO! . ON LEMP?l ! ON JOE! 
and alla yo11se udders what names · I dunnot" • 

"Fly over · Negaunee · and tu':-n to d .. , right 
We' 1 l mnke Houghton/llai,coc:k before T get tight!" 
Un pigs oinked and sqvcalcd ~s .dcy · vent on dere vay 
No vunder he neve~ shows up Christmas day! 

I · stood ·dere dum1'founderl and va-cched for avhi le 
and realized some guys yust . have different style • 

. ~ . Den l hc~r him excl~im _uit a cynical sneer 
'"Pull . in al <lat Stroh's sign - ··1. ran ou_;ca beer!" 



OLE PETE BATEESE 

Frett:,; soon olo Pete climb up a tree; 
He t'ink he stay awhile. 

ese wolf dey sit do~n in de snow 
And lick dere c~ ~ -

·.:~l"atty Q~~t wolf go trot a,way; 
,, Pete t• • ;c Q&Jest soon go. 
Pretty qui ~wolf come right :n:.•~A~ back; 

~-.,;;.;::=~==~~=;:;;::~~=::-Pat 's:i i 'e sin.1< low. 

For w' at you t I ink dese ,volt dey got~! 
Big beaver--one? o--two! 

Dey set dem down beside dat tree 
And eay, "By gar, now chew . " 

Dose beaver start 1n chew dat tree; 
Dey ohew like beat de band. 

Pete t ' inki he soon be on de groun' 
Unless he take a hand. 

So Pete pUll out his one-quart hooch 
And let it rwi out slow. 

It trickle down de trWlk to ihere 
Dose oeaver chew below. 

Doae beaver dey got drunk, by gar. 
Dey d n't aee none too good. 

Dev make mistake and chew de wolf 
lnsteaa of chew de wood. 

Dose wolf run '-way, and Pete climb down 
And sit down 1n de sno . 

And cry and cry to t' ink !or where 
Hie on -quart hooch she go. 

--



OL s .E 

Ole Pete Bat•••• got obaee one nigbt. 
B7 wolf up b7 de Soo. 

Pe•• wolt de7 t.' ree, .tollr in de pack 
And de7 acaro ha t.ru .nd t.ru. 

1,re\t.7 .oon ol• et.• ollab ~ a tree, 
fie t. 1ink b• at.ey awhile. 

OeN wolt hJ' lit down in de snow 
d lick dere ohopa and US.lo. 

Pnt.t1 qu10k t,-, wolf go trot awa7J 
fe\e \'ink de reat soon 10. 
ty quick de o com right, at. 
fet.•• • ap1r1t.• de7 •ink low. 

or w•at. 10\l t'int deae wol.1' 4•1 aott 
Big bea¥er-one? l!o-t.wol 

Doy- aet. d• down beaide dat. tr a 
And 11.1, ".87. gar, now chew." • 

Dose be4i~•r at.art. iri c •• d t tree; 
Dey oh• like b.a.t. de bund. 

et.e t•ink be aoon • on de srow1 1 

Unlct1a he take a hand. 

So Pete pw.l out bb one-quart hoooh 
d let it run out elow. 

It. trickle down de trunk t.o 111 tJN 
oee be ver oh• bel.Otl. 

drunx, b1 g r. 
t g 

• lnat.ead ot ch•• de wood. 

Dose wolf run •w,q, and •t.• cliab down 
nd alt dOlfn 1n de anow. 

And cr7 and 4r1 to t' ink ror when 
His one wirt hoooh ah• go. 

t. beak; 



OLE Pf B SE 

01• et• Bat•••• got, ohaa• oo• n1&ht. 
BT 1WOlt up bf d• uoo. 

0.M wolt dey t.•r .. , tour in do paok 
And dey aoa.ro hi& t.ru nnd t.r11. 

'Ntt.7 800ft ole •~• oliilb up a troeJ 
He t..'1nk be eta, awhile, 

.De• woU dey •it. down 1n de n.ow: 
d liok deN ahope and ilmile . 

. 
Pretty quiok two wolf go trot na1; 

et.a t•ink de reat aoon go. 
Ntt.1 quick de" wolt coma r11ht atra1ght. back; 

Pet.••• 1p1r1t■ dey sink low. 

or w• at. YOl.l t' int -deoa wolf de1 ot 
Big baver--on•· o-t.wol 

e7 sat d• doim beaide dat tree 
aay, ",Bj- gar, riow chew." 

Doee beaver at.art. 1n ~t.e d t. t.ree; 
y chn like beat. de and. 

ot.e t.•ink he aoon be oo do growi' 
Unl no he take a hand. 

So ot.e pull. out his one uart hooch 
d let it run Ollt. :elow. 

It. t.rickl.o down de t.rank to •h•r• 
oee beaver chw below. 

Dos• ~av•r de1 got drunk, b7 Ir. 
Dey don't. aee n•• t.oo good. 

De7 aiake m11t.ake and ohew de wolt 
In ate d ot chaw de •ood. 

Dose wolf run• y, d Pet• clitcb down 
nd sit d~n 1n de enow. 

And or1 nd cry to t.'ink tor" ere 
His one Wart boooh abo go. 



JEANIE WI'rH THE LIGHT BROWN HAIR 

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

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

Kany were the wild notes her merry Yo1ce 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 tor Jeanie with the day dawn smile, 
Radiant in gladness, warm with winning guile; 

I hear her melodies, like Joys gone by, 
Sighing round my heart o er the fond hopes that die: 

Sighing like 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, 
Nnermore to 1'ind her where the bright waters flow.,._;;--,-----=---=;;:....;:~-'--

r sigh for Jeanie, but her light for~ 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 Tapor, on the soft summer air. 
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0 L E P E ~ 6 B A T ~ E S E 

Old Pete ~ateese got chase one night 
By wo.lt up by de Seo. 

Dose nolf dey t'reo, tour in de pack 
Arui dey acaro him tru and tru. 

Pretty soon ole I'et.o climb up & tree; ; 
l-!s t' ink he a~a.y awhile. 

Dese wolf d~y sit oown in de snow 
And liok dare chops and amile. 

Frett, quick two nolf go trot awll3'; 
Pete t'ink ao r~5t soon go. 

Pretty qaick desa wolf co~o right straight back; 
Pete' a spirita dey sink low. 

For w'at you t'iruc desa ~olf dey got: 
Big beaver--on~~ No--t~c! 

Dey set d8111 down beside dat tree 
.\nd say, "By gar, now ch9n." 

Dose be.:aver start in chew dttt tree; 
Dey chew like beat de band. 

r 'ete t' ink he soon ba on de groun 1 

Unleso he tak~ a hand. 

So Peto pull out bis one-c;aart hooch 
And let it run out slow. 

It trickle down de trunk to where 
Dose beaver chew bolow. 

Dose beavor cley got drunk, b1 gar. 
iJey don't aee nano too good. 

Dey make ndstake and che~ de wolf 
Instead of chaw de wood. 

Dose wolf run '•ay, and Pete climb down 
And sit down in do snow. 

And cry and cry to t'ink for ~h~ro 
Hio one-quart hooch she go. 




