A DAY YITH FRITZ

(Inspired by E. Fritz's roundelay in the Jurne "Journal" entitled
"The Pot Calls the Kettle Black®,)

Emanuel gets up by rote,

Pulls on his pants, but not his cosij
His brawny arus he must leave bare

To wave in cireles in the air
¥henever he pgets hot and nervous
Fecause of things the Forest fervice
Pute out to “educate" the Tolks -
Frits thinks of them as mostly croaks -
Serving just to deepen gloom;

He'd titillate the funny Lone,
Personalize the forest trees,

Give out with light and cheer, bejeesl

To it himself to twist and squirm
Fritz breakfasts on a fuzsy worm,

He broils it on & vormwood fire

And forks it with & red-hot wire;
Washed down with cups of prussic acid,
leaves Fritz just the reverse of placid,

Frits goes out nov in search of ants
And puts a handful in his panis;
¥ith boutonniere of poison cak

He's now all set to stir up smoke -
{I do not mean a smoke to screen

The industry's poor battered bean;
Oh, no, he counters with attack

ind smites the I', °, front and back,)

Emanual then combs the mail

To see if there's another wail

From pistol-packers lustin: pover

Tho never smile but always glower,

A document rewards his search

Thidéh nakes him leap and scream and lurch;
The Annual Heport peeps out;

Fritzs grabs it with a strident shout;
“This damthing isn't what it seemsi” -
The Frits eye fills with baleful gleams -
*is a report this thing sure stinkse

"It's put together by some ginks

"Fho merely want to crucify

"The clients of A. ¥. P. 1.

®1 could write straighter with my knuckle® -
The Fritz almost emits & chuckle,

But in no time regains his frowm
And to his luncheon sits him down,



fiies midday mesl, like that at morm
Is caloried to build up seorn -

Zome hard-shell crabs with mestard sauce

And ifce cream made of killing frest;
His liquid fare & sulfa drug,
Tesigmed to kill the tolerance bug;
thus doth he gird for post-noon fray
To seek another fact to slay.

Te stimulate the flow of ire

Cur Frits now reads ihe dope on fire;
*gigawd this author is a liar;

*He ought to tell the customers
“That when the fire just recurs

"On acres that it burnmed before

"It don't add up to more and morei"

But now we come Lo climax tears

“hen Frits discovers “lHew Frontiers®;

His temples swell, his fingers clench,
He hammers with & monkey wrech:

"It's plain to see these who wrote thi
"Just itch to give the ¢ld Teath-Eiss

"To forestry on private land

#It'e plsn toc see just where they stand;

*Ttte public ownership they crave,
“They're sure the logger won't behave.
“1f private ownership preveils

#T4 leads to empty dinner pails,
#Thet little band of willful men
“Tho in T's €. wield polson pen

#ire out of itune with rankeand-file
"whe den't approve of all this bile;
*The men vho work oul in the trees
*Enow how to use the axle grease
‘M conld comvert N. 1. ¥. A,

C.H.T.






