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A Ballade pour M’Lad
By Douglas S. Ellis

Herésan example of Daug E's‘'wra-ten’ varse
Atfadng rhymesthae’'s nooneworse

Now for my tde of one from our Forest ‘Glen’
This Lad hesstood tdl anongd we mortal Men.

| st & my computer keyboard today,

And took afew moments ou for day.

A name popped intomy (weak) mind,
With abrilliance tha dnmost made me blind.

S follow thisbounang Bdl of rhyme,
As | share menories of afriend of mine
About thetime | wasnine

| fird metthsmansofine

Smme fun & hiscottage’ rourd the bend,

While Accor dittes fussed o're thei r sunburnt Men.
Wewith Hiskids, dayeddl the day long,
Whilethear filled with harmon es in barberop song.

Afterglows meant many along night,
WhilethisLad wetched for thedawn's early light
Then would his ‘Hawks gtrike up their band,

My friend called themthe best in the land.

Cthers dayswere heaven sat,

As the Men usad their trades or tdent lent

To restore the Manor for harmony’s sske

Ron did more than hisshare, when nat & the lake.

A true chorus man, with them hestood proud.
For favaurite quartets he cheered lustily doud.
Hisjudgng career gave him internationd farre.
Even his protéges, braught honour to his name

What alegacy his judging gifts did spark,
Heredly hit thet one out of the park.

For both protégés, his Canadian men,
Caegory Speddigsiswhat became d them.

In Yankee land hewasa Senior | rterrationd Judge ehl
Now he's Senor Judge Emeritus in amesdow of hay.
In Ontari-ai-ai-o narth of the great lakes

He sa Barkershopper of Renown for goodness sakes!

In fact the wise Didrict of ‘O

(Hame of thiswriter tooyou know).

Once named himthe best of the bunch
BOTY bu there was ro lemon pie for lunch.

Perhaps his favourite trophies you know

Arethe onesthat go with bangalLondon‘ JOE.
All the hardware is proudy d splayed on the shel f
But the menories are best far this old df.

Yesmany hanours have come to aman named Ron,
For quality savice by thisnative son.

But theré sno daubt hisgreatest thrill will be
Tobe irtroduced as your frierd, you'll se

You surdy would all agreewith me

Theblessngsof alovingfamily

For Ronit started and ended with bride Ann

Who gave him beauti ful Bonnie and handsome son Ken.

As acadplayer he sreparted without peers

As afisherman he's sported off legions of piers
Many joyous hours he sspant a hdobies these
With buddies Grip & Spence & you & me zzzzz

He might have sold you plumbing supplies
Or told you jokesthat roll ed your eyes
For mary yearshe welcomed oneand dl
ToHarmory Ranch sxing, summer or fall.

Remembe sir, Bonnie sgal dfish in my tank,

Asfor yau, my old pd, our God | thenk.

Tha'sdl I've wrote says aCanadian ‘ man’,

‘Til Doug-E againtakes up histrusty pen. *

Phato —Waldo Redekap

Ron Ball (R) with the* other protége”
mentioned in the poem, Fred Beattie,
at our 2007 spring convention. *



