
P-TOWN’S 

occasion was the world 
some years ago, of a 
d “Plymouth Ad 

based on the 

outh around Thanksgiving Day. 
For the occasion the town offi- 
cials and the movie moguls had 
arranged a ritual starting with 
a New England-style luncheon I cannot count, as servitors do, -a fee, 

The recompense those mornings brought to me, 
When the sun, using wave-tops as a floor, 
Suffused the dunes, and walked in at my door, 
With casual riches which he gave away, 
Bringing to me the priceless gifts of day! 
This Prodigal taught me how fools hoard their gold 
To keep till of no use, themselves too old; 
The moon, too, with her dancing skirts of cloud, 
The wisdom of the morning sun avowed. 
Let Business keep to strict and dusty rule- 
I would live like a child let out from school. 
Next to the Golden Rule for Poets’ use 
Is Leisure, and the gifts its hours produce! 


