
Mom’s poem On Ralph’s death. 
             APRIL 27, 1948 

I'm like a ship without a sail 

Tipped and turned by every gale. 

I cannot think I only cry 

I only wish I to could die. 

I can't go on, the way's too rough 

This hard old world is really tough. 

My shield, my help, my partners gone 

I have to face the world alone. 


