
P l a c i n g
FLOW ERS” f ncA7  
The tw enty-ninth of May! I  am  re­

minded,
T hat on the morrow crowds the n a ­

tion wide,
Will gather, and w ith  flags and 

w reaths of flowers,
Will decorate the graves of love and 

pride.
So I  have come this day to  S ilent 

City,
To search and find the graves th a t  

are renowned,
And place m y flowers so th a t  all 

may notice,
My proud bouquets are resting  w ith  

their own.
I'll stroll the green and carefully  I ’ll 

ponder.
Each mound I  pass, so I ’ll be sure to 

miss,
No resting  place th a t’s ap t to be r e ­

membered.
| For w ealth or valor or for honored 

bliss.
Now, here’s a  grave m arked only by 

a thin slab,
A nam e alm ost forgotten, rudely 

drawn,
I'm  sure no one will drop the sm aller 

blossom,
F or all he ever did w as done w ith  

brawn.
Still, w ait a  moment. I  have heard  

m y father,
Speak alm ost reverently  of this m an’s 

deeds.
A lthough he le ft no m ark  fo r his own 

glory,
He lent a  helping hand to those w ith  

needs.
B ut here is one. The tomb of old 

A unt Molly,
I ’ve heard them  tell how she couldn’t  

w rite  nor read.
And how she brewed herb teas and 

spoke of tokens,
And smoked an old clay pipe and 

smelly weed.
Yet, m other tells me how when ills 

and evils,
Beset the poor, all o thers would 

repair,
U nto their own hearth , sure th a t  a t  

the bedside,
All through the n igh t would rock 

A unt Molly’s chair.
There! See th a t little raised spot in 

the greensward,
A very  tiny  in fan t was placed there. 
How sad to th ink  th a t from  the 

world ’tw as taken,
Before it had the tim e its fru its  to  

bear.
On second thought the prin ts of baby 1 

fingers, j
Indelibly are stam ped in w hat was j 

home. |
I t  brought in its brief stay  the ligh t 

and sunshine,
1 And so accomplished more by fa r  

than  some.
Stop. This mound here is the six 

feet allotted,
Unto a  m an in prime, bu t w ith  bad 

name.
! Drink, slothful work, dishonest, petty  

thieving,



The pity, he was weak. The world’s 
to  blame.

This thought I ’ve gleaned. There are 
no undeserving,

So if I  decorate w ith thoughts of 
grace.

Tomorrow, I  can wander, crowds fo r­
getting,

A t random, still w ith  reverence, ! 
flowers to place.

_______ __________ T>______


