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Clt/a/nef, C//:/:cr‘ -£L/rn/n’j ivcjh‘f
Ih the hressage fvam “the '?ljll.’,

What lhjcn:ows h and s ¥ eie‘

Framed ’Iff«j hidd ew Sgwrw.e.‘tyi?

To Ca?‘{' Rowlettr 2n his veturn te show him
7k¢,’t hl's Mintopns have r\ot ’be-l‘v\. (&’Q



ADVANCE AND BT RUCOGNIZTD

I would protest the npoet's delusion
That he c¢an ignore the ineclusion

Of cryvptanalvtics

Lind code ecipher crities

In the arlington 12lansge secluzlion

The colleres naned are nrobadbly
o doubt for sood reason, but say
There are those who have knowleadae
Hot pilcked up in collere

and I'm reasonably sure it's o.k.

anad,

They can s8till count, 4€ thelr fingers they
{in a table or paper or sueclh:

But thoge "mathematiclans

And bright statistieians”

bon't always amount to so much

As 40 tenparanent flashez and zenlius dashes
iy answars are noes and not yesses

But I'11 challenze ths hest

Anytime in a test

“hen it comes to rrorounding wild guesses.

30 4o hras- your wares, for nobody cares
I say it, I shout it, I howl it
There'll soon come a day

«#han all of them azay,

apunt

Ca'l Treednan, whare's ¥ullback, met Rowlett!



ARLINGTON MELANGE

There are M.A.'s from Harvard
and Princeton,

Musicians and doctors of law;

There are all kind of Seachers,

And even some preachers,

And pale-faced Ph.D's by the
SCOre.

There are anthropological experts,

And Swedes who are silent and
bland;

And one of our bosgses

Is a colonle of horses

“ho longs for an active command.

We have graduates straight from
Smith College

Who are brilliant and friendly
and faisr; g

We have mathematicians,

And bright statisticians,

Who can calculate oddg to a hair,

There's a plentiful sprink-
: ling of screwballs,
And a few on the lunatic
fringe;
While temperament flashes
And genius dashes
About like a flea on a binge.

Wetre a weird and outlandish
collection;

Wo're a cockeyed and comical
crew;

But, come Nazis or Japs,

You'll find we're the chaps

Who will see that the message
gets through!

--Lt 8 TN.L"I.V'HOffman, JI‘.
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1 never saw a purple cow,
i never hope Lo see ohes
‘ut 1 can tell you anyhow,
1@ rather see than be ond,”

ilence, vein deludinug cows.

“he herd of folly, without eclour hright,
sow 1little you delight,

Or £i11 the Poet's mind, or songs sbouses
+ut heil, thou goddess gay of feature.
bgil, divinest purple crecture!

Vh, Cow, thy visige 1s toc hreght

To hittihe gsense ol hum=n pight,

and though .
i never, never, never'd be theel

Lire :a.-7vashe chelley
kail te thee Wlighe spirit!
Cow thou never werts
~ Put din life 1o cheer it
flayest thy tull part
in purple lines of unpremedisted art.

The pale purple colour
lelts eround thy sivhi

Like a etar, but duller,
In the "wroad doylight.
I'd see thee, bui T would not Me thee if

wWwe look before and cfter
at catile s they browsej
wur moet hearty laughter
wometihlng scd must rouse.
Vur sweetest songs ere those Lthet tell of

€ Tk
Mt ad

i'd 1ike, just onece, to seec thec,

- urp!

s
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Cows



vhe dwelt :mong the untrodden ways
“egide the springs of Ueej

i+ cow whom there were few to praise
And very few 1o see,

4 vioclet by z mossy stone
Greetingthe smiling Last
Ig not so purple must own,

#g that erratic %éast; : .
she liced unknoun, thet Cow, and so
I never chsnced to secey

dut if 1 had to be one, oh,

The difference to mel

The curfew tolls the knell of parting dey,
The lowing herd winds slowly o'er the leay
I wetched them slowly wend their weary way,
sgt, shy a Furple Cow I did not see.

Full many a cow of purplest ray serene

lg haply grazing where i may not seej

“ull many a donkey writes of hery, 1 ween,
“ut neither ofthese crestures would I De,

Upen then I flung a shutter,

andy with many a £lirt and flutter,

In there stepped. o lurple Cow which

Geyly tripped around my floor,

Hot the lesst oheisance made she,

Bot a moment stopped or stayed sghe,

Syt with mien of chorug lady perched herself above my door,
On a dusty bust of Pante perched and sal ahove my door,

snd that Purple Cow unflitting

Still is sitting- still is sitiing

on that dusty bust of Vante just above my chamber cocr
and her horns heve all the seeming .
Uf a demon's that is sereaming,

and the src-light o'er her streaming

Casts her shadow on the floor,

&Hnd my soul from out thet pool of :urple shadow on the floor,
Shall he lifted lievermore,



M&J‘ ;’;. nj !g}g

There, little VOW, don 't cryi

You sre bridle =nd brewn, L know.
and with wild g1:é hues 1

U reds snd Wl&eﬁ

Tou nﬁ?@? vxll gleﬁm and glow.

~nat though uct pleas i* e to the eye
the, litblm Cow, don't ery, don't ery.

Lord. s lequyso

gk me 1o more, + cow 4 £oin would see

Cf purrle tint, like to = sun-gocked grape
Of purple tint, like roy.l velvet cape
-t such ¢ crefﬁnre I would never be

sgk me ne more.,

all thet 4 know

Cf a certain ﬁqw

Is that 1t can throw
somewhere, asmehaw,

hows dart of “due red

Now 2 deri of biue

(Thet mekes purple 'tis said)
i fain would see, too,

Thés Cow ithat darkles the red and the Hluel

% T | P Y
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A cow of }gmrgﬁe is & joy Torever.

its loveliness incresses. L hove never

Seen this 1hen0ﬂﬁﬁﬂﬁ. Yet ever keep

A hrave 1na routy lest I should Me :sleep

when ghe comes Ny, For, tauéh I would not be one,
I've oft imagined *twould =z joy to see one,



The Furnle Cow strayed in the glades
{Vhy my soul, "ut the milk is Mlue!’
wh str@“nm fwé ﬁtraymw crg strayed cnd strayed

(and L wail end L ery wo-hool)

i've never seen her--nay, not 1y
(Ch, my soul, but the milk is hlue,)

Yot were - ,han Cow I ghould wan® to die
(and 1 wail and I ery va-hool

st in vain my tears 1 strew,

Lr‘ 'f " &'i firi (ﬁ‘}

—womewhere is some faled nsiure vloce,
in donderlsnd, in sonse 1 nd,

Two darkli g mhavas met face ta face,
snd bsde each other stand,

"and whe are yout" gsid each to eachs
"lell me your title aryhow,

Q“e :’Em,,lt 4 +~ 5in twi" 51{12 =1 ~ull &,

ind 1T the Purple Cow,"

Op, O, liepford

Children, observe the nurfile cowy
Ybu cannot see her, anyhow;

nd little ones, you need not hope
faur eyes will e'er zttain such scope.
“ut ifyou ever have = choice
Te bey or gee, 1ift up your volce
and chocse to see, for *:;s,,.rel,; you
Uon't went to browse arcund =rd moo.

Chy what's the way to srcady,
wwarﬂ 11 the cowe =zre pur le¥
ih, woe is me! 1 never hove
Un such & gight my eyes ic opes
st ag 1 siagin merry glee
mlmng the road to Arcady,
Ferchonece full scon I mey esny
Axaw“ﬂek@wzwm@@*mn g Ty,
nei”ha. I then ghzll see one.
her horns Dedecked with %1ﬁ%ous geysy
And w;rl'ra&d wigh rogy m,g,wa»
A tricks sy sight, Still I must ¢
I'd rather see thzn be one,



(“ho wag 80 onthusad that he made = second attempt)

Unly in diwx, ‘ ,};*:mw of = dream
~do I d:re 1 delight in deliciously <reaming
COviE tﬁave me seloncte purpley--

cowe of a violent v Gint hue,

e'er huve I seen such o sight
cert=in it is dDuy : LEﬁl*uéiiYiGas dresninge-
He'er may L happily herbour o hesitant hope in my
eert that iy dresm may come true,

Oad 1s my soul, and my sensecs are sobbing so sirong
in my strenuous spirit to see oue,

dolefully, drearily Goomed to u€83m1f
H8 W r1iy, wearily wotehing L 'weit.

Thoughts thickly thronging are thrillisg =nd

throhbing to see is = globious Wﬁiﬂwm it to Me one.
Thet were a darker ad direfuller ﬁeu,lnf that were

a fearfuller, frightfuller fate!l

in ithe old teun~acre §&3ture,
:@ekz~’ eastward toward « tree,
There's = Furple Cow c»@etzlrM
.nd I know she thinks of me.

Fe the wond is in the gum-tree,

anpd the hey is in the mow

andthe cow-hells are cucailing

"Come and see = Furple Cow!

4t I em not going now
#ot et present, nﬁyhau
fgr I :m not fond of purple, snd
I can't whide & cows

g * ab;IE not go tcgfr,
ers the Turple Cattle play
t I think I'd rather see chne

Lo
“her
.,A
“h to be one,y anyhow,
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