


Thoughts on Attitudes...

There spread a cloud of dust along a plain;
And underneath the cloud, or in it, raged
A furious battle, and men yelled, and swords
Shocked upon swords and shields:
A Prince’s banner-
Wavered, then staggered backward, hemmed by foes;
A craven hung along the battle’s edge,

And thought, “Had I a sword of keener steel-
That blue-blade that the king’s son bears-
But this blunt thing!”

He snapped and flung it from his hand,

And lowering, crept away and left the field:
Then came the King’s Son, wounded, sore beset-
And weaponless, saw the broken sword,

Hilt buried in the dry and trodden sand;
And ran and snatched it-

And with a battle shout lifted afresh
He hewed his enemy down;

And saved a great cause that heroic day!

I’m a charter member of the saddest club in town;

We hold meetings on the corners and we always wear a frown;
There’s more than a million members, and here boys, is the rub-
We’ve paid our dues forever, in the big, “I could have” club.

Sam Brown says, “See that building? Well back in twenty-three,
I could have bought the ground it’s on, for just a song, Ahh me!”
John Smith answers sadly, “I could have bought, on Vine,

The Dyas place, and playhouse, the whole show for a dime!”

“l could have,” is the password,
“l wish | had,” the price,

“I might have had”, the memory,
Ahh, Had | had, How nice!













































