




[Item 26.  Two pages of poetry.  Typed on two sheets, and the two sheets are probably  
connected, the second dated 21 Jun 1933.  Seems to be related to Lincoln school, 
Brookline.] 

 
So much lies hidden in the heart, 
Which human tongue cannot reveal; 
When best we’ve tried, ‘tis but a part, 
(But so much less) of all we feel. 
 
So much of happiness, a bit of pain, 
Some softening clouds of sorrow, too,  
We’ve seen the rainbow through the rain, 
And floods of joy come smiling through. 
 
So much we hold in Memory fond, 
As backward through the years, we view 
A score and five –– what greater bond 
Unites our friendship, tired and true. 
 
The years have brought some changes kind, 
They’ve dimmed rash Youth’s more dashing flame, 
To Middle life we are resigned 
For warm heart-beats are just the same. 
 
Some ravages old Time has made – 
Our locks grow scanty, and streaked with white; 
Our weight is never known to fade, 
Tho’ diet menus are in sight. 
 
Our Lincoln group of workers, all 
A loyal band of teachers, we, 
Under the guidance of Mr. Hall, 
A happier group could never be! 
 
Though Time has added to our throng, 
As well as taken some away, 
Our Principal’s still going strong, 
And may he serve for many a day! 
 
Twenty and five, as swift in flight, 
The years in happy service given, 
As swallows cleaving the morning light 
Or golden beams at rosy even! 
 
In daily contact, a friendly smile, 



A greeting kind, a joyous strain 
Of old-time hymn, or tune worth while, 
Or harmony rare in choice refrain. 

  [next page] 
A pause at times while oft enroute, 
Through corridors of length and space, 
The piano beckons, just to play 
A simple air – and hit the base. 
 
A little visit, here and there, 
With boys and girls as they pass by, 
A friendly tweak to curly hair, 
A kindly not to maiden shy. 
 
A jolly tale of Cape Cod folk, 
A Captain bold, who sailed the sea, 
A childhood’s story, a merry joke, 
Of youthful Bob or Francis T. 
 
When problems of perplexing kind 
Arise to question wisdom’s choice, 
Without a doubt, we’ll ever find 
In him, the Counselor’s voice. 
 
A Teacher – in the kindest way, 
In English should we chance to slip, 
(A careless habit in modern day) 
He shows us how to guard the lip. 
 
A happy service with Mr. Hall, 
Most freely given whate’er the tasks, 
With a soul so big, the duty’s small, 
A Helper he, in all he asks. 
 
When Pain and Sorrow cloud our way, 
As Light and shadow ever blend –  
The hand of Sympathy is our stay;  
We find in him, the Friend. 
 
A toast in sparkling water, blend 
With tender thoughts of joy and mirth 
Our Counselor, Teacher, Helper, Friend; 
A leadership of priceless worth! 
 
     Toast 



Joy that ever deeper grows, 
“Peace that like a river flows”, 
Hope that tints the clouds with rose, 
These are Friendship’s gifts divine 
Given today, to thee and thine ! 
       June 21, 1933. 
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