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Joyce Kilmer, who loved Jod and hated sham with all his h@aru, wrote

the epitaph for Class Three., Read 1t and ween] With th
natuaraliagm to its natural end.

To a Young Poet Who Xilled iiimself
| By Joyce Hilmer.

When you had nlayed with 1life a apace
And made it drink and lust 2nd sin,
You flung it baclk into Zod's face
And taomg&» you Jdid & noble thing,
"o, I have lived and loved," you sa;i,
"And sung to fools too dull to hear -
Now for a cocl and grass bed
With violets in blossom near me."

well, rest is - good for weary feel,
A'H‘r"xms Ehey ran for no great mﬁv
LAnd violets ars very gweet
Altho thelr roobts are in y@uy eyes,
But heark to what the esarthworms say
Who share with you your muddy haven;
"he fight was on=you ran away.
"You are a coward and a craven."

\n.

The rug 18 ruzneﬁ where you bled;

It was a dirty way vo diel
To put & bullet through your head

And make a silly woman cryl
You could not vex the meryy stars

. Nor:-make them heed you,dead or living.
hOt all your puny anger mars

God's irresmatible forziving.

Yes, Wod f@rgiva and men forget,

And you're forsiven and forsobten.
You might be zally sinning yet

And gquick &ﬁ& fresh insteal of rotton.
And when vou think of love and fame

And all tm&t might have come Lo pass,
Then don't you f@el 8 little shame?

And don't you think you were an ags?

The Tiission.

Do your shopning early. You have next weel ell dabed up.
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