EAR MORRIS—here is your letter—
Can my answer reach you now ?
Fate has left me your debtor,
You will remember how;
For I went away to Nantucket,
And you to the Isle of Orleans,
And when I was dawdling and dreaming
Over the ways and means
Of answering, the power was denied me,
Fate frowned and took her stand;
I have your unanswered letter
Here in my hand.
This—in your famous scribble,
It was ever a cryptic fist,
Cuneiform or Chaldaic
Meanings held in a mist.

Dear Morris, (now I'm inditing

And poring over your script)

I gather from the writing,

The coin that you had flipt,

Turned tails; and so you compel me
To meet you at Touchwood Hills:
Or, mayhap, you are trying to tell me
The sum of a painter’s ills:

Is that Phimister Proctor

Or something about a doctor?

Well, nobody knows, but Eddie,
Whatever it is I'm ready.




