
                                                    SCHOOLDAY FRIENDS

                                                       at a Fifty Year Reunion

Let us move on to somewhat better material. I wrote this for the occasion of my 50th high 
school reunion, and they published it in the yearbook which was finally put together 50 years late. I 
graduated during the war, and school yearbooks were extremely low on the priority list, so it was 
not done then.

Where did they go? They were just here.
The chum from school, the friend so dear,

They’ve gone away – friends do you know,
They’re sometimes here. They come and go,

And we, ourselves, go our own way,
Our lives lead on from day to day,

We think of friends and times ago,
But where they are, we do not know,

Then suddenly, we meet again,
And reminisce, “Remember when --”

We stand and talk, and laugh a bit,
And marvel at our pleasant wit,

We promise true to send a note,
And tuck their address in our coat,

We turn away, to our own life,
The promise fades, with daily strife,

But yet the promise holds some truth,
Intensions pure, the garb of youth,

So write we would, our life to share,
Then next week overwhelms with care,

And precious time belongs at home,
No time to write, or let thoughts roam,


