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PHE BIRD

The bird flew high into the sky above,
ps o symbol of God's great love.

He glided s0 gracefully over the land,
He knew he was safe in God's hand.

Pood was walting on the ground

God placed Lt there where 1% could be found.
fhe bird socared on and winged the sky =

He made you wish that you could flyo

He dipped 1low over the btree tops =

He flew on and on as if he'd never stope
When he needed & rest from the wind,

Tor him God provided a 1limbe.

The bird's shelger 18 2 tiny nest,

High in the trees which God did hlssse.

He clothed them in the brightest of garmentso.

They're cod 's"special priends'and we should not harm theme
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HAUNTINGS OF HALLOWEEN

THE GHOSTS AND GOBLINS ARE COMING TONIGHT
THEY WILL GIVE YOU QUITE A FRIGHT.

THEY ONLY COME OUT ONCE A YRAR

AND WILL INSTILL A MOUNTAIN OF FEAR.

IP YOU SHOULD STEP OUTSIDE AFTER DARK,

DON'T DARE VENTURE INTO THE PARK,

PHEY WILL SWOOP DOWN AND TAKE YOU AWAY,

AND YOU'LL NEVER BE SEEN AGAIN, AFTER TODAY.

A WISE OWL IN A TREE GIVES A Low "Hoor"
HE IS WARNING ALL T0 QUICKLY TAKE . FOOT,
FOR IF THEY REMAIN THERE AFTER BIGHT,
THEY CAN'T BE SAVED, IT WILL BE TOO0 LATE,

A POGGY MIST COVERS THE GROUND,

NOT A PERSON ON THE STREET CAN BE ¥OUND.

PHE WIND WHISTLES THROUGH THE TREES,

THE WITCHES RIDE IN ON THE COOL NIGHT'S BREEZE.

THE GHOSTS CAN BE SEEN PLOATING BY -
AND THE DEVIL HIMSELF SETS HIS "EVIL" EYE.

MANY SPOOKS THIS NIGHT WILL BE SEEN, -
FOR THEY ALL COME OUT WHEN IT'S HALLOWEEN.
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HAVE YOU SEEN HER?

A LITTLE GURIL WASD STTTING HERE,

T TURNED AND SHE WAS GONE .

I CURLED HER HAIR JUST YESTERDAY,
OR HAS IT BEEN PHAT LONG ?

A LITTLE GIRL WAS WALKING HERE,
BID YOU SEE HER PASS BY?

I TOOK HER TO SCHOOL MANY TIMES,
oN HER FIRST DAY - WE BOTH CRIED.

A LITTLE GIRL WAS BATING HERE,
HER PLATE IS STILL UNTOUCHED .

T WORRY FOR HER HEALTH,

SHE REALLY DOESN"T EAT 50 MUCH.

A LITTLE GIRL WAS SWINGING HERE,

DID SHE LEAVE WHILE I WAS TALKING?

WE PLAYED HERE MANY TIMES, :

1 GARRIED HER WHEN SHE WAS TIRED OF WALKING.

A LITTLE GIRL WAS LYING HERE,

DID SHE WAKE WHILE I WAS SIEEPING?

I CARED TOR HER NEEDS WHEN SHE WAS SICK,
AND I KEPT HER IN MY KEEPING.

A LITTLE GIRT. WAS DANCING HERE,
HER SHOES ARE ON THE FLOOR,

HWER BEAU IS8 CALLING FOR HER NOW,
HE STANDS IMPATIENT AT THE DOOR.

THE BRIDE LOOKS S0 [OVELY IN HER GOWN,
My LITTLE GIRL MUST BE OUTSIDE.

I HEAR HER CALLING ME YBT,

MyaMA, HELP ME FASTEN MY DRESS".

PLEASE, MR. TIME, IF THIS LITTLE GIRL YOU SEE,
RETURN HER TC ME = TFOR SHE I8 MINE.
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LEGEND OF JAKE BRAND

A hush fell on the peaceful town,

When they heard "Jake Brand' was coming around.
Por it was rumored that he was Tough,

And not one in town could call his bluff.

Only the sound of the bell in the Church could be heard,
And not a soul in town would utter a word.

The men folk gathered in the locsel bhar,

While the man wlth the badge called help from afar.

On a lone road just to the North,

A desolate man on nhls horse comes forthe.
He must keep a promise to someone dear,
But hesltates now that he draws near.

At the edge of tewn, the men do waltb,

Esech of them hoping to end hls fate.

Phey know if they should kill "Jake Brand"
They'll be the new "hero" of the land.

In a small cottage, just out of town,
Walts hls mother, with her splrits down.
Though he 1s hated and hunted by everyone,
She st1ill loves him - he's still her son,

Over the valley, Jake Brand rides on,

He's at the top of the hill over=locking the pond.
He remembers playing here when Just a boy,

He smiles ever slightly, remembering this Joy.

Now he must face his hardest task,
To0 face his life and look back at hls past.
Twenty long years had now gone by,
Since he left thils valley - to climb hlgh.

When hls wife died, he went on the run,
Leaving with his mother, his lnfant son.
He had promlsed her he would come back,
But he couldn't face her or his son, Jack.

His time was now up and he had to come,

For death rode his shoulder, he knew he was done.
How could he make 1t up to his sweet mother -~
What could he say = to tell her he loved her.

In the distance he saw all the men walt,

As he approached his dear mother's gate.

In the yard a young man stands by the well,
The only sound st1ll is the peel of the bell.

0ld Jake Brand then started to run =

But he was stopped by a fast-shooting gun.

The man firing the shot swells with pride,

As he twirls his gun triumphantly by hils dilde.

He knew he had just now inherited the land,

When he pulled the trigeger and killed "Jake Brand".
But he doesn't know and he would not be so glad =
If he only knew that = he had just kllled his Dad.
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THE KEY OF LIFE

OH MY CHILD == I HAVE NO PLACE TO KEEP YOU,

I HAVE NO 00D TO FEED YOU,

I HAVE NO CLOTHES POR YOU TO WEAR,
I

HAVE NO LIFE THAT YOU CAN SHARE.

I HAVE NO SPIRIT TO MAKE YOU LAUGH,

I AM NOT A WHOLE PERSON, BUT ONLY HALF.
MY OWN LIFE IS IN SUCH SHAMBLES,

T¢ LET YOU LIVE WOULD BE A GREAT GAMBLE.

I CANNOT GIVE YQU THINGS THAT YOU'D NEED,
S0 GIVING YOU LIFE WOULD BE A WROKG DEED.

I JUST HAVE NO CHOICE, AS YOU CAN SEE,

POR IF YOU WERE T0 LIVE, WHAT WOULD YOU BE?

=

LISTEN TO ME -- YBES, MY MOTHER - BUT YOU ARE SO WRONG.
FOR IF YOU HAD ME, DAYS WOULD NOT BE LONG.
YOUR LOVE WOULD BE MY CLOTHES TO WEAR,
AND WHEREVER YOU WERE, MY HOME WOULD BE THERE.

I WOULD NOT NEED MUCH POOD TO EAT,

THE LOVE OF MY MOTHER IS ALL I WOULD NEED.

I CARNOT TELL YOU WHAT IT WOULD MEAN,

TO0 BE BORN YOUR CHILD WOULD PULFILL MY DREAMS.

A MOTHER WITH CHILD - HER UNBORN SON,

ARE JOINED TOGETHER = BOTH LIVING AS ONE.
SHE HOLDS THE KEY TO THE DOOR OF LIFE.

HOW WILL SHE USE IT - WILL HE LIVE OR DIE?
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A PRCULIAR PHOUGHT

Have you ever wondered
As oft' times T 40,

If you ever met yourself
Just what would you do?

Would you know immed iately

That this person was YOU s

or would you be fooled for certaln,
apnd think 1t was someone new?

Just how well, 1 wondex,

Do we know purselves,

Do we keep our real true feellngs
Hidden on a shelf?

Each one has many feelings
This fact is gurely true

But do we really se€e ourselves
Ag other people ao?

Think of the person you most
Want to be like.

Then do as they would do

And try with all your mighte.

por another fact 1g very certaln
And true, as you will find,

We all Dbecome the person that

We create 1ln our oWl minde.

so do not glve another thought

To just what you would 4o,

But get acqualinted with yourself

Then LT you meedb, you'll know 3t's youe
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THE DAY DREAMER

Have you ever wished for something
You know you couldn't get?

1 do this all the time

It keeps me qulte upset.

Never in my entire life
Have I been satblsfled.
Wishing your life away =
Tp me could be applied.

T wish for this = 1 wish for that -
And dream away the hours,
Each thought takes wings and blooms
T,ike many lovely flowersSe

To have all things better

Ts what I want, you B5E€E,

I never cal decide completely
Just what I want to bes

To be a great gstronaut, I feel,

That flles in eternal space

Would be a great adventure and thrill
To see such a marvelous place.

I do s0 many wonderful things
But only in my day dreams.

Never in real-life could one expect
To fulfilll so many schemes.

Do you really think 14's wrong

To wish for such a lot?

{e there anyone person 0O this earth
Happy with what they've got?

And so I shall leave you now
With nothing else to say,

But, Golly, wouldn't 1t be great
mo have a wish come true todaye.
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A NEW YEAR

THR BELIS IN THE GITY BBEGIN TO CHIME,
AS THEY MARK OFF THE YEARS OF TIME.
ANOTHER YEAR MOW BETONGS TO THE PAST,
I7 CAME AND WENT BY VERY FAST.

A NEW YEAR IS NOW USHERED 1IN

POR SOME THE BEGINNING, FOR OTHER THE END.
WHAT HAVE WE DONE WITH OUR LIVES THIS PAR -
AND WHY ARE WE ALL CHASING AFTER STARS .

EACH ONE IS ALLOTTED S0 MUCH TIME

TQ DO WHAT HE CAN p¢ IMPROVE THEIR MIND.
HOW LITTLE WE TREASURE THIS GREAT GIFT,
FOR TIME GOES BY S50 VERY SWIFT.

DO WHAT YOU CAN TO ENHANCE YOUR FATE,

FOR EACH MOMENT MOVES ON AND DOBSH'T WAILT.
ENJOY THE LAUGHTER AND SHARE THE THARS,
FOR THIS MAY BE YOUR 1AST " NEW YEAR".
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pIM's MIRACULOUS RING

Tt was only his Dad's Class Ring -

But to Tim, it meant everything.

For he gave it to him thal cold winter day,
Phe day that the army took hils Dad away.

Phree years would not be long %o walt -

But 1t seemed so Ho a young man of eight.

Watch over your Mother and keep her well,

Son, the man of the house you'll be for a spell.

He held Tim tlght and kissed his cheek =
Then walked out the door -gtarting to weep.
His letters came in almost every day,

de read bthem over when he came in from play.

Now more than a year has passed -

And his letters stopped coming in so fast.
1t seems his Dad was sent off to war =

And writing letters was now quite a chore.

Then one day his mother stood waiting at school.

Son, I have something to tell you = it will be cruele.
Your Dad 1s missing in actlon - that's all she sald.
The lad took her home where many tears were shed.

The nelghbors were nice and tried to be kind.

Oheer up, Tim - we know that you Dad they willl find.
He comforted his mother and sat by her side =

His own grief and sorrow trying $o hide.

Then one day an ldea struck him =

He was very bright = thls young man, Tim.
Things now dildn’'t look so black.

He now had a plan To get his Dad hacke.

With the greatest of ease, he slipped off his ring
He wrapped 1t in gold paper and tied it with string.
He sddressed Lt to "God" and sent a short note.
iphank you, God" - at the bottom he wrote.

One night he awoke and saw a great light
And 1ln the corner stood a figure in white,
Tt moved closer to the edge of his bed

He knew immediately that this was his Dad.

Ye sat with him and talked a long tlime

Then sald he must go - and must leave me behlnd.
W)so - my son - L want to return this thing"

Ther he took from hls finger = THE MIRACULOUS RING.
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QR TOWN

DOWN BY THE RIVER TN A SETTING OF TREES

15 A QUIET LITTLE POWN WHERE TIME BID FLEE.

A CTUSTER OF PEOPLE 18 ITS MAKING

INSIDE IT IS PRACERUL AND THE VIEW BREATH=TAKING.

NOT AIWAYS HAS IT STOOD AS SUCH,

POR BERORE THE "HAND OF RoGRESS" LERT ITS TOUGH,

1T WAS A BUSTLING TOWN WITH LOTS OF ACTION -

AND TOQ SEAMEN OF PAST-TIMES , 1T WAS A BIG ATTRACTION.

17s BULTDINGS STILL STAND - 50 MEEK = YET PROUD;

A PAINT TOUCH OF HISTORY PROM THEM SPEAKS OUT LOUD.
IT HAS MORE TO OFFER THAN you'Ll, SEB IN A GLANCE,
AND IT CAN BS NGREAT" AGAIN, IF GIVEN THE OHANCE.
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THE SUNRISE

THERE IS QUIET ALL AROUND ME 4

STTLINESS PILLS MY SOUL.

A PADTNG STAR, T CAN SEE,

AS THE CURTAIN OF DARENESS SLOWLY RISES.

I THE EBONY SKY,THE MOON SHINES BRIGHT.
AND A LARK IN A TREE GIVES A LOW WHISTLE.
OVER THE HILL, COMES THE DAWN'S LIGHT,

AS THR SUN USHERS IN THE WAKING OF THE DAY.

THE WARMTMH OF THE SUN NOW COVERS MY BODY,

AND THE MORNING WIND BRUSHES MY HAIR.

THE COLD SPRING WATER IS LIKE A SWEET TODDY.

AND THE KISS OF THE MORNING DEW CLEANSES MY SKIN.

DOWN IN THE VALLEY BES IDE A GREAT LAXE,
THE OREATURES OF GOD BEGIN TO STIR.

I, THE INTRUDER, NO SOUND SHALL MAKE ,
L3 THE SERENITY OF NIGHT GIVES WAY T0 THE DAT.
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MY PLACE IN THE 5 UN

¢ HILL TOUCHES THE SRY,
GAPE HANGS NEARBY.

VES ADORN THE TREES «
WwITH THE BREEZE.

LONG WINDIN
GREEN LANDS
BRIGHT COLORED LEA
QUIET BLUE LAKE FLOWS

o THE HILLS THE MOUNTAINS RISE -

. MONUMENT T0 GOD WHO REIGNS ON HIGH.
L SMALL PURPS OF CLOUDS APPBAR 1IN PINK,
i THE FRESH SFRING, A DEER DOTH DRIRK.

" WOODED HILLSIDE SHADES COLORFUL PLOWERS ,
"3 THE VALLEY, THE GREAT MOUNTAINS TOWER .
. RED-BREASTED ROBIN WATCHES ITS NEST,
SULLFROG BRLOW LEAEFS OVER THE OREST.

7 SUN RAYS PEEK IN AND QUT OF THE BLUE
AYING AND CALLING 7o YOU.

. IF THEY WERE PL
BS MAKE GTANT BOUQUETS

i} CLUSTER OF TRE
) I WISH I GOULD SPAY HERE FOR ALL OF MY DAYS.
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THE CHURCH OF THE VALLEY

THE CHURCH OF THE VALLEY I'LL NEVER PORGET

IN MY DREAMS OFTEN I GO THERE YRT,

GO THERE, MY FRIEND, AND YOU'LL AGREE,

IT'S A SMALL PART OF HEAVEN FOR YOU AND FOR ME.

THE MOUNTAINS RISE IN MAJESTIC SPLENDOR

AS THE TREES BOW TO GOD IN PERFECT SURRENDER,

THE BREEZE THROUGH THE LEAVES SEEM TO WHISPER GOD'S NAME,
AS THE GHURCH OF THE VALLEY STANDS SERENE IN GOD'S RAIN,

THE BABBLING BROOK THAT FLOWS NEAR-BY

THE SMALL WINDING ROAD THAT DIPS FROM THE:SKY,

AL, LEAD T0 THE SMALIL PEACEFRUL CHURCH AND IT'S LOVE,
WHERE GOD SMILES DOWN PROM HIS HOME UP ABOVE.

IF ONLY ONE WOULD TAKE THE TIME,

T KNOW THAT THEY WOULD SURELY FIND,

PTHAT NO MATTER HOW FAR AWAY THEY'VE ROAMED -

THE"GHURCH OF THE VALLEY" IS CALLING THEM -
CALLING THEM HOME, .
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MY IMAGE

T look in the mirror and what do 1 see?
A strange face smlling back at me. :
What does he do there %the livélong day =
Where does he llve while I'm away?

He must know me, I feel sure =

When I need company = he provides the cure.
Why must he always stay there and hide =

I would love to release him = let him outside.

What if I miraculously could do just this?
Would I bring him misery or bliss.

Then another thought awskes in my belng -

Just who 1ls the captlve - my image or me?
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AYLITTLE WHILE"™ CAN BE FOREVER,
AND YET PASS BY QUICK. '
PIME CAN BE MOLDED BY YOUR HANDS,
IT ALL DEPENDS ON WHERE YOU SIT.

TAKE THE WORDS "I'LL SEE YOU LATER",
THEY MEAN TO US WHAT WE MAKE OF IT.:
so "LATER" COULD MEAN "SOONER",

IT's ALL IN HOW YOU TAKE IT.

MpopAY" IS JUST A WORD FOR "now”,
TOMORROW DOES NOT EXIST, : :
YESTERDAY IS ONLY IN OGUR MINDS,

S0, THE worD "PIME" Is JUST A MYTH.
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JUDGMENT DAY

They are standing unow in all of the streets,
As the volce of God starts to speake.

H] have come to gather all my shegpe "

He is magnifilcent, glorious and meeks

All over the earth markind doth rise,
As @God softly calls them to His slde.
There 1s brought forth a great human tide,

Gopy of

Of people that have bheen walting for this hlessed time.

In the Tord's hand is quite a long list,

Prom Hls Golden Book =~ no one will be missed.
joved-ones shall meet on these sternal shores,
As together they walk on through heaven's doors.

The souls that are left will number a few,
They had their chance bub didn't come through.
The sky is darkened and now comes & rumble,

As all of the universe starts to tumble.

Whers shall you stand on judgment day?
When God calls, just what will you say?

1t isnot too late to amend your ways,
But do it now, for He could come today.
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D¢ WE NEBD IT?

Tt can make you happy «
It can make you sad -

You can't live with 11
And can't live without.

Tt can change your way of lLiving
And even change your style -

it can meke you anything -

And make things worthwhile.

Or it can destroy you -

And make 1life a misery -

Tt can throw you in the gutter
And make you feel like dirt.

When you have need of it =
There's nothing you won't do ~
And when you think you have 1t -
It really has you.

It goes by many names El,
And under many disgulses.

It may sound funny = but
Phis thing 1s called our money.

by
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PATH TQ_ NOWHIRN

Phe. wind howled on that cold wintexr day,

When Jemie took hls clothes and ran away.

It had been a week slnce he made up his mind
To depart from his home = nig own way to finde.

Where did you go = who were you with and who dld you see?
How tiresome this "nagglng' got to Dbe. :
111 show them = was his thought, as hls head he tossed.
I'11 go out in the world and be my own hogs .

His sister was sound asleep in her hed,

Peeking in, he felt an impulse to touch her head .
_He would miss Sis = without a doubt,

when he got in trouble, she'd help him out.

In s few hours hls father would rise for work

What a way to live = the stupld Jerk. :

His mother always worried but wes still "o Pearl'.

In her eyes = he wWas st11l a boy and Sisy a Little glirle

Here he was at last from bhis family apart.
He had a feelling of Joy = Or was 34 o paln in his heart.
Once on the highway - 1% started to rain.
For an instant he almost went home agaln.

Two years had passed since he left home
He'd dome a lot of living while on his owne
He fell in with a real groovy groub

And now he was a part of the "proop'.

His parents now felt thelr search was 1in valn,

Fach night his mother would pray he return, just the same.
But Jamle was too busy with his own 1life,

To take time to phone them Or to even write.

In the still of the night came the ring of the phone,
Could this be thelr som, saylng he was coming home.
The voice at the other end spoke in a low hum =

Mrs. Stone, we found him, we have your son.

At the foot of his casgket - stood his Dad

His Mother and Sister, theilr hearts very sad.

By accident or sulclde,= he had lost his life.
How doesn't matter =~ they just wonder why. -

Here was a young man with so much to give,
He had chosen instead - hls "Path to Nowhere' to live.

If time could be turned back to that cold winter day =
Would our Jamle still go - or would he want to stay?
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"WANDER ING FEET"

WANDERING FEET, WHERE HAVE YOU LED ME?
WHERE HAVE WE BEEN, WHERE ARE WE GOING?
WHAT IS TO BECOME OF US?

WHAT MORE IS THERE T0O SEER?

WE HAVE TASTED FROM THE CUP OF LIPE,

AND IT'S PASTE WAS BITTER.

THERE WERE TIMES WE BECAME A BETTER MAN,
THERE WERE TIMES WE BECAME A QUITTER.

WE TRAVELED FAR, YOU AKD T.
MANY THINGS WE DID BEHOLD.
WE SOUGHT TO FPIND A FORTUNE,
THOUGHT THIS MEANT GOLD.

OUR WALK HAS LED US FAR, YET NOWHERE.

QUR THOUGHTS REACHED OUT FOR TRUTH.

OUR VOICE SCREAMED FOR HELP T¢ DEAF EARS,

WE WERE LOST IN DESPAIR, LOOKING POR HELP, WITH NO ONE THERE.

WE SHALL NOT BE MISSED IP WE STEP FROM THE PATH,

WE PLAYED THE "GAME" HARD, BUT COUIDN'D TAST,

LIPE HOLDS ALJL-THE ANSWERS, BUT WON'T.LET GO.

IT CAN DANGLE YOU OF A STRING AND BREAK YOU IN ITS WRATH.

WANDERING FRET, YOU'VE BROUGHT ME MANY PRIENDS,
AND THEN TOOG, MANY FOES, THIS WORD DID HIDE,

FOR A FRIEND IS SOMEONE ON WHOM TO RELY.
BUT IN TIME OF NEED, THEIR "FRIENDSHIP" DIED,

I'M NOT COMPLAINING,FOR THERE HAS BEEN BEAUTY,
A STILL QUIET NIGHT, THE MOON AND STARS.

THE BRILLIANT SUNRISE, THE DAWN OF NEW DAYS,
EACH ITS OWN MIRACLE, PERFORMING THEIR DUTY.

WANDERING FEET, WE NOW ARE HERE, AT THE END OF THE ROAD, AT THE END ORF
THE STORY, '

WITH ONE GREAT LEAP, WE SHALL GO ON TO PEACE, ON T0 THE STRETOH OF
ETRRNAL SHORES,

WHERE WE CAN SIP ON TIME FOREVER AND SHAREONLY IN GOD'S GLORY.
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THE LEGEND OF
"PHE LAST WRECK"

The sun was gleaming on the spotless deck

As we boarded the shlp called "PHE LAST WRECK"
Our baggage on board; we wave te the crowd,

As the whlstle signals = so shrill and so loud.

Dlowly it starts chugging away,

I lean on the rail, the boat's starting to sway.
The.engines are churningg as speed we galn,

The hour grows late - it's starting to rain.

From up in the cabin, where the captain doth sit,
Orders are glven, while the crew keeps it filt.
With ease we break through the mighty waves,

As our gallant boat, the water enslaves.

The horlzon ahead, we shall not meet,

For the closer we come, the further 1t flees.

The moonbeams bounce off the great water,

As the sea holds us close, like a mother and daughter.

Without warnlng, the shlp slows t0 a grind,

As 1% inches its way through the fog in the blind.
All over thexship the deck hands fret;

The passengers watch helpless and soaking wet.

High as mountains are the huge water spouts,

A gigantic wind hurls"THE LAST WRECKY all about.
Then, as swiftly as 1t once came. .

The storm is silent and "Pate" takes the reign,

4 sea gull scoops down to look at our deck =
To greet the resilders on the "THE LAST WRECK".
Ipnd is in slght, we are nearing the end, ‘
Our voyage will be over just ‘round the bend.

Now we have doocked and all are ashore.
The tale of *The Last Wreck' will be told evermore.

somehow I passed through the portals of time
To share the "LAST VOYAGE" with the shipmates of mine.
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MESSAGE TO A STAR

As I sit on the beach, gazing out at the sea,

The moonbeams play geyly on the waves that brush hy me.
I look in the sky and see a bright,shining star.

I think of my loved one that has gone so far.

I remember so well the day that we met.

How could T, Darling, ever forget? ' _
T+ was here on this beach that our lLlves entertwined.
And I knew at that moment you would always he mine.

There were so many memorles that we had to ghare.
Beautiful memoriles that will always be there.

I wonder, Darling, do you think of them, too0.

Do you recall the night you sald, "I love you'?

So often we sat here on thls spot :
And planned our future = 1t meant such a lot.
Even now = closing my eyes = I can see

Your Sparkling eyes smillug at me.

You know, I even remember the little things,

Like the day you surprised me and gave me my ring.
Yes, my Darling, that, too, was on this beach =
ind I was so happy, L couldn't speak.

Then came the war and you had to go.

Each day you were gone went by soO slowe.

I never told you the reason I didn't come to say good=by.
Don't you know, Darling, I didn't want you to see my cry.

T had to come here today to try to talk to you some way.
For tomorrow was to have been our weddling day.

Here in my one hand 1s your last letter -whilch I read and re=-read,

And in my other 1z the letter that states you are dead.

Somewhere in heaven I kuow you're walting for me
On that Golden Beach by the magnificent sea -

Until then, my Darling, watch for our star that shiines in the blue =

Fach night it willl carry my message of love, Dear, to you.
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gAY THAT AGATIN"

nip" I8 SUCH A LITILE WORD,
BUT.IT MEANS SUCH A LOT.

17 RITHER MBANS YOU HAVE,
OR MEANS YOU HAVE NOT.

S0 MUCH COULD BE SAID,
TOR ALL THE THINGS YOU DO.
TT GAN MAKE YOU HAPPY,
WHEN REALLY YOU ARE BLUE.

WHEN TNSERTING IN A PHRASE

WOR WHATEVER TP's WORTH,

KEREP IN MIND,WITH LITTLE DOUBT,

vOU CAN IMPROVE YOUR GONYERSATION,

nrp" YOU WANT, THE typtg " QAN CHANGE THE ROUTE.
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THE SKI RESORT

We arrive in the fall of the evenlng dust,
As the wind howls and the snow200HES from afar,
To ski over the mountalns and follow the stars.

The Inn is crowded with people of cheer,

Over the mantle hangs s lonesome relndeer.
Scatterings of groups. some sliting on the floor,
Is the sight that greets us as we come thraigh the

The warmth of the fireplace draws Us near,

As we move to a corner and unlodd our gear.

The glow of the fire seems to light every face,
In this coay and qulte marvelous place.

outside the window the snow 1s sti1l falling,
And to all of us it seems to be calllng =~
We are all looking forward to a morning of play,

copy of orlginal

GO0T .

As we glide over its softness and ride in a slelgh.

The leycles form castles and glaze the trees,
Ag a2 bright full moon now enhances the scene.

A small doe can be seen as 1t wanders into the night;

A1l of this trulysmakes a very beautlful slgnt.

We all come here each year without fail,
Pelling our storles and telling our tales.
We take home many memorles and & feeling of glee

If you want to be totally free, just take time to skl.

by
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WHEN DAY IS DONE

WHEN DAY IS DONE, I NEVER REST

T WONDER INSTEAD, _ DID I DO MY BEST?
WAS THERE A FRIEND I DIDN"T SEE,

WAS THERE SOMEONE IN NEED OF ME?

DID I LET SOMEONE DOWN - ON ME DID THEY RELY?
T WONDER, TOG, DID I, WITHOUT THINKING -
MAKE SOMEONE CRY?
WAS SOMEONE I KNBW IN NEED OF SHELTER=-
COULD I HAVE LET THEM IN OUT OF THE
HEAT AND SWELTER.

WAS I COLD IN MY ACTIONS TO MY BROTHER , SAM,
DID I GIVE MY BEST T0 MY FPELLOW-MAN?

TP I HEAR THEM CALL, I WILL RUN. :

TOR I'LL NEVER REST = UNTIL WB ALL LIVE AS ONE.

by
MIRIAM BREWER
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THE GIFTS_OF GOD

HE GAVE US EYES THAT WE MIGHT SEE,

HE GAVE US BEAUTY IN THE SKY AND THE LAND

HE GAVE US A NOSE SO THAT WE COULD SMELL

THEN HE SPRINKIED FLOWERS - THEY FELL FPROM HIS HAND.

HE GAVE US HANDS AND GAVE US A HEART

HE GAVE US PFRIENDS AND GAVE US THE EARTH.

HE TOLD US ALL TO USE IT WRLL =

HE GAVE US " PREE WILL" TO PROVE OUR TRUE WORTH.

HE GAVE US "CHRIST" - HIS ONLY SON
HE SHOWED US THE WAY TO ETERNAL LIPE.

ALL THESE THINGS GOD GAVE UNTQ US =
NOW, WHAT SHALL WE, AS HIS CHILDREN, GIVE UNTO HIM?

by
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LADY OF MYSTERY

T PASSED THIS WAY MANY TIMES
BUT DID KOT SEE YOU THERE.

YOU LOOK SO VERY BEAUTITUL
WITH YOUR GOLDEN LOCKS OF HAIR.

I WOULD ALSO LIKE TO ABK YOU
ABOUT YOUR CHARMING DRESS OF BLUE,
pID YOU PICK IT OUT YOURSELF '
OR WAS IT GIVEN TO YOU?

DO YOU BVER TIRE OF STANDING

ON THE TOP OF THAT HILL?

MUST YOU STAY THERE FOR ALL TIME,
OR CAN YOU LEAVE AT WILL?

DO YOUR BROWK EYES ALWAYS LOOK
INTG THAT GLISTENING STREAM?
DO YOU BVER TRY T0 AWAKEN

FROM YOUR NEVER~ENDING DREAM?

DO YOU LISTEN TO THE BIRD THAT SINGS
IN THAT WEEPING WILLOW TREE?

DO YOU EVER THINK OF OTHER THINGS,
OF WHAT BELSE YOU MIGHT BE?

WHY DO THE RAYS OF THE GOLDEN SUN
NEVER TAN YOUR SKIN?

MUST YOU ALWAYS STAY S0 QUIET

AND KEEP YOUR THOUGHTS WITHIN?

A SMILE SEEMS TO BE HIDDEN

BY YOUR FULL RED LIFS.

I WONDER DOES THAT FROG NEAR-BY
EVER JUMP OR SKIF?

OH, LOVELY LADY, IN THE PAINTING,
YOU ARE A CAPTIVE ON THE WALL,

AND THOUGH I KNOW WE CAW NEVER MEET
I LOVE YOU MOST OF ALL.

by

MIRIAM BREWER
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WHY AM T

T try to imagine how 1%t would be
Tf I were you and you were mS.
What would your thoughts be like -
Just what would they tell? '

I try to put myself in your place,

1f we could suddenly exchange our faces,
What would your eyes foous upon =

Just what would they reflect?

1f I could feel what you do inslde

Tf emotlons could blend like the sea's tlde =
What would I want the most in life =

Just what would I willingly dle for?

If your path I could follow behind -

If I could walk 1ln your dally grind -

Where would 1t lead me, I a8k -

Just 'round in clrcles or with definite path?

Tf we could erase Mys" from our mindse

What amazing things we may find.

A Great One made us and He alone knows why =

But sometimes 1t 1s natural for us to ask -
Why Am I 7

by
MIRIAM BREWER
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CHOIGE OF A WATION

YOU ASKED WHY I HAD CHOSEN THIS PATH
AND T'LL ANSWER THE BEST I CAN.

MOST OF YOU KNOW THAT WAR HAS ITS WRATH,
RUT DO YOU KNOW THE REASON THAT WE RAN?

7, LIKE OTHERS, WAS CALLED 0 DO MY PART,
AND YOU PEEL THAT I SHOULD HAVE GLADLY GONE.
RUT WHO HAS THE RIGHT TO STOP A HEART?
AGCORDING TO GOD'S LAW, THIS IS ALL WRONG.

I SEE A SMALL CHIID DIE FROM HUNGER.,

AND ALL AROUND IS CRIME IN THE STREETS .

WE DON'T SIT IN JUDGMENT , ALTHOUGH WE WONDER ,
TUST WHY OUR GREAT WATION IS BXPERIENCING DEFRAT.,

WE TRIED TO MAKE THEM UNDERSTAND

RUT OUR PLEAS PRLL ON DEAF BARS .

IT SEEMS THAT THE LEADFERS OF QUR LAND
ART ACTING BLINDLY OR MAYBE IN PEAR.

WE WOUID ALL TAXKE ANOTHER ROAD

TP WE HAD ANOTHER CHOICE.

TP SEEMS THAT WE MUST CARRY THE LOAD,
AND HOPE THEY SOMEDAY HEAR QUR VOICE.

T HAVE A QUESTION NOW TO ASK OF YOU.
WHAT WILL YOUR ANSWER BE?

TP MAY SHOW YOU WHAT YOU WOULD D0,
IT JUST MAY HELP YOU TO BETTER SEE.

TP YOU QOULD TAKE THE PLACT OF A PATHER
THAT HAD TWO GROWN SONS,

EVEN THOUGH AT TIMBES THREY WERE A BOTHER,
WOULD YOU LOVE THEM BOTH OR ONLY ONE?

IF ONE SHOULD SUDDENLY COME TG YOU '
AND KNEEL DOWN AT YOUR FEET -

HE TELLS YOU WHAT HE PLANS TO DO,
AND ASKS YOUR BLESSING ON HIS DREED.

HE PLANS TO KILI HIS OWN TRUE BROTHER
AND THTS HE'LL DO WITHOUT A DOUBT.

BUT GAN YOU LET ONE SON KILL THE QTHER?
Toan'T THIS IN REALITY WHAT WAR'S ABOUT?

g0 I'LL LEAVE YOU ®0 YOUR THOUGHTS

AND HOPE THE RIGHT ANSWER YOU FIND.

T HOPE SOME UNDERSTANDING THIS HAS BROUGHT ,
AND THAT YOU KEEP IT AIWAYS FRESH IN MIND.

by
MIRTAM BREWER
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LAW OF NATURE

THE LOVELINESS OF THE BUTTERPLY IS SOMETHING TO BEAOLD
IT HAS SPARKLING COLORS OF BRILLIANT RED AND GOLD

IT GLIDES ON THE AIR S0 GRACEPUL AND FRER

7S HOME IS THE SKY, THE BARTH, AND THE SEA.

WE ALL COULD LEARN A LESSON FROM OUR WINGED FRIEND
HIS FLIGHT SHOWS US THAT DEATH IS NOT THE TOTAL END.
FOR HE WAS ONOE A CATEPILLAR CRAWLING ON THE GROUND,
IT WAS ORTEN HARD FOR HIM JUST TO GET AROUND.

THEN BY THE LAW OF NATURE, HE STLOWLY DID CHANGE,

AS HE WENT INTO HIS GOCOON WHICH HAD BEEN PREARRANGED.
BUT THIS WAS NOT THE END OF HIM AS WE SURELY KNOW,
THIS WAS JUST A PLAGE FOR HIM TO MARVELOUSLY GROW.

GRAND OLD MOTHER NATURE HOLDS HIM OLOSE IN HER ARMS.
SHE PROTEQTS HIM AND KEEPRS HIM EVER WARM.

UNTIL THE TIME TRANSPIRES FOR HIM TO BE FREE,

THEN SHE OPENS HER ARMS AND KE DOTE QUIETLY FLEN.

A MIRACULOUS GHANGE HAS NOW TAKEN PLACE

AND THE IOW CATEPILLAR HAS A BRAND=NEW FACE.
NO MORE IS HE SHACKLED T0 JUST THE DIRT,
BUT FLIES TRIUMPHANTLY OVER THE EARTH.

YOU AND T, MY FRIEND, ARE BOTH STUPID AND BLIND
IF WE THINK THIS MIRAGLE IS ONLY ONE OF A XIND.
JUST LIKE THE CATEPILLAR LEAVES WITHOUT A TRACE,
SO SHALL OUR BODIES BE LEFT ON THIS EARTHLY PLACE.

BUT, WE, JUST LIKE THE BUTTERFPLY, WILL ALWAYS LIVE ON
AND OUR SPIRIT WILL BURST FORTH LIKE A LOVELY SONG.

SO0 DO NOT WORRY ABOUT YOUR INEVITABLE FALL -
IT IS AS GOD PLANNED IT - IT IS NATURE'S LAW.

by

MIRIAM BREWER
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MUDDY WATERS

Over the land it softly creeps

It takes over while they all sleep.

Its flowing body covers the earth

As 1ts prodding fingers dig in the dirt.

The contlauous falling of the raln,

Only means it won't refrailn.

It slowly overtakes the small town

As 1t keeps taking more and mere ground.

Home after home is hopelessly lost

In the flood waters that claim a coste.
Meny people will have cause to weep,

As the waters continue to get very deep.

Many heartbreaks can now be felt

And outsilde Assistance is coming to help.
But what has been lost can't be regalned
And all the town people are in a strain.

I had a young slster and brother, too.
I loved them deeply as brothers do.

But God has claimed them as Hls own
For the muddy waters carried them home.

I s5till see my brother where he sat
He and I havelng a brotherly spat.

I 585111 see the smile on Sis's face.
No one will ever take her place.

My parente had both gone to the store.

They, too, are lost forevermore.

In the blink of an eye, my life was changed,
I'm left all alone, it seems so strange.

That is the reason that my heart sank

When the flood water receded to its banks.

God has seen fit to take them all away

Now, only He can help through the coming days.

by
MIRIAM BREWER
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50 GALLANTLY YOU GAVE YOUR LIFE

THAT WE MAY GO AND LIVE OUR LIVES.

NO QUESTIOWS ASKED, YOU WENT no YOUR GLORY.
O ONE TOOK TIME 70 ASK POR YOUR STORY.

WERE YOU BITTER BECAUSE YOU HAD 70 PFIGHT

AND LEAVE YOUR LOVED ONES ouT OF SIGHT?

DID YOU KNOW WHEN YOU LEFT THAT DAY

THAT NO MORE WOULD YOU TRAVEL BACK THIS WAY?

WHAT WERE YOUR THOUGHTS AS YOU PASSED YOUR TIM e
DID YOU THINK OF FRIENDS TEAT WERE LEFT REHIND?
pID YOU WONDER WHY SOME RIDICULED YOU -

DID THEIR WORDS AND AQTIONS MAKE YOU BLUE?

T WONDER IF YOU ATSO KNEW
THAT MANY OF US WERE PROUD OF YOu?

vOoU HAVE GIVEN YOUR ALL AND STEPEPED OUT OF RANKS
NOW FROM.US, PLEASE AGCEPT OUR MEANKS M e evooves

oy

MIRIAM BREWER
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THE_POGR O _THE_TAND

The old woman sat On her porch in her rocker;

stitehing and mendling the glightly torn gtockinge.

Tn the garden nearby, her husband holds onto his plow,
Tn the distant fleld, 1azlly grazes their lons COW.

Last Spring thelr weary mare went lame,

He had to shoot her, nls heart stlll feels the blame.
01d "Spot" used to run and pring in the herd,

He knows thils 1s over, though they aald not a word.

They pass thelr time in peaceful thanksglving.

HBach night thanking tod for thelr way of Livinge.

For their teblé has plenty and they are glad to share
With neighbors around, who didn't so well falre.

s+111 in another part of this same HLOWN,
A well=dressed man can be seen around.

He is always laughlng and telling his Jokes
To the covetous young people and 0old country foelk.

He drives a new car = the latest make,

Tn a grand house, ne lives by the lake o

His clothes are of the latest mnew style.,

1ie fine partles are the topic of falk for miles,

His nelghbors so0n 1earned that 1f they needed a loan,
Not to seek him = for he was never g% home.

At Sunday Meeting = he was seldom there.

The»parson could count on seeing his empty chalre.

One cold winter day, the church bell did ring,
For miles arounds the people 1t did hring.

To pay thelr respects tTo one of thelr members
Who would now be 1aid to rest = undér the timber.

His worm coatb pulled about him, the old man atared,

Why hadn't anyone noticed = why didn't they care?

The well~dressed man nad needlessly diled - when he committed gsulcide.
He couldn't understand - though he surely tried.

5o 1t 1s written in the Holy Book, 1f you will look, you will find,
That we must 100k out for each gther 1in our troubled tlme -

When we must reach out for & nelping hand ==

Take hold of the strong - THE POOR OF THE LAND.

by
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17 WILL BE RPCHED IN THE SANDS OF TIME
THAT ONE MAN WiTH A TREMENDOUS MIND =
GAVE OF HIMSELF, AND REMOVED A WALL
WHEN HE ANSWERED HIS PESTINY'S CALL.

o e

pHE HANDS OF TIME MOVE VERY STOW,

THEY CAN'T BE spOPPRED = 1T JUsT ISN'T S50.
FOR NO MATTER WwHAT , IT JUST CAN'T BE,
AND IT IS HOPELESS TO TRY ng FLEE.

 ONE MAN KNEW THIS IT IS yERY PLALN.

HE KNEW THE CHALLENGE BUT DID NOT REFRALIN.
A DUTY CALLED HIM AND HE WENT FORTH, '
KNOWING DEEP IN TS HEART, HB HAD NO CHOICE.

MANY THINGS HE ACCOMPLISHED WHILE HE WAS HERE
THOUGH HE MAY HAVE PELT IT, HE NEVER SHOWED FBAR.
FROM BE DAY HE mOOK, OFFIOE, UNPIL HE DIED,

EE INSTILLED IN AMBRICA A FERLING OF PRIDE .

HE WAS A MAGNETIO AND INFLUENTIAL MAN ,

HE WAS THE "BIG IRADER" OF OUR LAND.

A GIANT BURDEN HE GARRIED ON HIS AHOULDER ,
RUT HE REMAINED TEADY, LIKE A BOULDER.

YR OARRIED ON THOUGH HE KNEW HIS TFATE -

PHAT HIS TIME HAD COME, AND gE'D NOT BE LATE

R WAS KILLED LN DALLAS WHILE STILL TOUNG,

FOR GENERATIONS 70 GOME, HE'LL BE ON BEVERY TONGUE.

HE KNEW THE MEANING OF LOVE AND PEACE, .

gE TOOK THE RRBIGN AND TRIED TAMING THE BEAST.
BUT WITH ALL gr GAVE, IT WAS NOT ENOUGH,

TOR WE STILL FIGHT AND THE WworLD's STILL ROUGH.

HE GAVE BIS LIFE FOR ALL OF MANKIND
HOPING THEY WOULD NOT ALWAYS BE BLIND.
A REMARKABLE MEMORY HE LERFT BEHIND,
axptg. B. K. WILD iy rve" POR ALL TIME.

-

17 WILL BE ETCHED 1§ THE SANDS OF T IME
THAT ONE MAN WITH A TREMENDOUS MIND
GAVE OF HIMSELR _AND REMOVED A WALL
WHEN HE ANSWERED HIS DESTINY'S CALL.

by
MIRIAM BREWER
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A BUTTERCUE

Oh, lovely 1ittle Buttercup =
You stand serenly in the wind
Undaunted by the breez's touch,
You cling bravely to your spot.

Nature is your kind Mother

And you hner fragile child.

She nutured you as her others

And gawve you life here for awhlle.

You hold fascinatlon for a child
For Hhey love to watch you ErOW.
Your fragance 1s sweetl and mild
A drop of Sunshine colors you.

You have no worries and no carés
For Mother Nature sees to that.
She lets you wander averywhere,
You are free to grow and grow.

As you and your friends know =

summertime is just a long day,

But winter is coming and you mast go =

S0, sleep now, Buttercup, but come back in Spring.

by
MIRIAM BREWER
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W TS PERINGS OF AUTUME

The Autumn wind slid gently into the day -
A flock of birds fade 1nto the blue haze.
The swaylng trees surrender thelr leavesS,
And the coolness 18 felt in every hreezte

The grandeur of the colorful sceness
Brighten the days 1like misty dreamsS.
A touch of gold on the leaves ig so falnt,
As if a Great® Artist a masterplece paints.

With an invisible touch of the hand ,

3plashes of color are gprinkled on the land,
The glant Blms are llke magnificent rainbows,
And the last rose of summer timidly growse

The .splendor of the fresh Avtumn day

Is leanlng neavily on thenew mown haye

The gentle windpushes fsst moving clouds.

And the Great Master Palnter cab pe very proud.

The squlrrels are pusy with nuts +o hlde,
Top keep them fed in the long winter tlme.

The #utuwn days 51l sparkle and gllmmer,
Then open the door to the marvels of winter.,

by
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A FRIBND op JESUS

The 1ittle child was very gick =

tpe mothelr attended to 1t very gqulcke
But whatever she 41d, he grew WOrsSee
She did 511 she could 1O pe bhis nuUrse.

1t =0 nappened that vislting them i1 thelr homes
Was Joseph's wife, Mary,aud her small infant SO0Ts
Mary, S€eind ghis nother's crouples and trialss
Asked 1f she might hold hilm for @ 1ibtle while.

The days passed by and years rolled on ~”
por Jesus 7 His childnood was now gone .

At home no more aid He lurk =

He had gtarted oul ro do His pather's worke.

Hls enemles nad placed Him on tyial -

He would pe put %0 death in a short whiles
Though He had peen peaten and tied In cphains -
Mary's Son nad not once complained.

ope of ‘the yiewers OB Him tOOK pity -

And £ollowed Him then out of the cley.

For +this, Jesus promiaed nis goul would not be lo8t.

one of rhe Romal so0ld lers who wWas yery bad -
guddenly in his hear® felt very gad.

He remembered pow wheXre he S8W His mother .

1t was at his home 4 she was @ guesd with the otherse

Thelr eyes ala meed and he pecame aware -
of the heavenly 1Light that Surrounded per theres

L AR o S

He fell ab the foot of the cross where his ohildhood playmate hung

Jesus 1ooked down at HLs longmlost sriend,
His eye® fold him that He aid understand.

A droP of His plood fell on him then =

And he knew he nhad been gaved °Y Jesu®d agalns

oy
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LADY IN WHITB

At night at ten she comes around s

7o see 1if her guests are gleeplng sound.
geldom they See her - and then only a fewe

And not one will sdmit 1t of the ones that doe.

she 18 a lady that likes everyoue,

Butb can't communlcate - and has no fun.

Por you see, OUr charming and graclous host
1s what is commonly called 2 "ehost"

ghe 1s lovely in her dress of white.

But those she touches feels only frighto.
She never COWes out during the day =

if she did - what would they say?

Company 1s a2ll she ever wanted -
But they won'® come in for her house 18 "haunted '

ahe reaches ous with only despalr = ‘ ‘
For she's a captive of the past and must remaln there.

by
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THE HAYRIDE

THEY ARRIVE SIDE BY SIDE

GOING ON THEIR ANNUAL HAYRIDE.

THE BOYS AND GIRIS ARE FULL OF CHEER

THEY LAUGH AND JOKE, DEPARTURE DRAWS NEAR.

THE EVENING BREEZE STARTS T0 STIR,

THE THROWING OF HAY LEAVES ONLY A BLUR.
THE DISTANT MEADOWLARK JOINS IN THE SONG,
AS OVER THE HILISIDE, THEY ROLL ALONG.

THE TREES GRACEFULLY WAVE HELLIO,

AS THE HAYRIDE CONTINUES TO GO.

A YOUNG ROY SITS BY HIS FPAVORITE GIRL
THE AUTUMN LEAVES NOW TIST AND TWIRT.

A HUGE BONFIRE IS QUICKLY BUILT

THE CHILDREN ALI, HUDDLE UNDER THEIR QUILIS.
STORIES ARE TOLD BY ONE AND ALL,

THE ONLY ON-LOOKER IS A WISE OLD OWL.

MUCH TOO SOON THEY'RE HOMEWARD BOUND.
EACH STORING THEIR MEMORY OF WHAT THEY FOUND.

PHEY'LL KEEP IT AIWAYS WHEREVER THEY ROAM,
WITH AN INNER PEACE, THEY ALL HEAD HOME.

by
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THE PRECIOUS GIpT

Come= let me look at you =

For your beauty ranks high.

I can drink in your loveliness
“As 1t leaves me with a sigh.

How long have you been here =
Unnoticed by the others.

What is the heavenly scent you wear?
It hounts me and i+ hovers.

The colors which adorn you

Mateh the landscape you surround.
I've watched you grow daily
Prom your home out of the ground .

No greater gift could be glven :
To someone you hold dear in your heart,

Then one of God's lovely flowers-
Por 1n 8ll of His creation = it is entirely set apart.

by
MIRIAM BREWER
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A CHILD IN NEED

It steals up on you very quietyl

Like a thief in +the night.

It slowly takes 1ts evil time

Ag a8 c¢chlld it eripples in the ensulng flght.

An arm, a leg, once sturdy and strong,
Are soon like putty in its grip.

Anyone 1s chosen and many are pleked,
As 1t takes them on a frightening trip.

The 1ittle boy who wanted to pitch
Will never reach his goal.

He'll never know how Lt is to play,
For being helpless 1s now his role.

The 1little girl can never dance,

And be the greatest star in the world.
For she has been touched by a disease,
And 1ts wrath on her has unfurled.

We wake up each morning with never a thought
Of what 1t would be like to never walk.

How sad it is that we take for granted,

All that we have = even our talk.

We can learn much from these little people
Of what it means to really be alive.

They never give up and never quit.

They always have hope = do you or I?

Though thelr limbs may be twisted,

Thelr minds are quite alert.

They keep happy thoughts and never lose hope,
Even when with death they flirt.

They look to us for our support =
So whatever you do, Don't let them down.
When it comes %o "Brotherly Love"
This 1s where it is to be found. .

somehow- In the light of a new day,

A key will be found to set them free.

We can't rest until it 1s licked,

This terrible disease - Muscular Dystrophy.

by
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A BIRTHDAY PRESENT

I remember well those days

When we were small kids at play.

Grandpa Joe would keep us entertained

He always told stories = 'speelally nights 1% rained.

One night in particular is fresh in my mind,
It was an experlence, as you will find;,

That cannot be equalled, or ever forgot

It was even welleworth the llckin' we got.

When school was out for the summer vacation,

My brother and I stayed at Grandpa's Plantation.
Though Grandpa was busy, he always took time

To fish and bunt with us, and his work got behind.

Grandpa's birthday would be next week,

We wanted to do something for him really neat.

For he treated us so well and was so kind,

That we declded to make for him, his favorlte wine.

In the old smoke house, we hid the makings

and started our venture with great "pailn-taking'.
We worked and tolled until 1t was nearly light, .

The only wltness being our dog -"Miss Snowwhite".

The day of Grandpa's birthday was coming in haste,

We now had 1t finlshed and both took a taste.
Semething indeed was very wrong wilth this wine

We kept changing and tasting 1t =« our dog just whined.

Then at last, }t seemed to have a zlp =

We both heaved a sigh - taking one more slp.

Of our achlevment, we were both mighty proud.

We both started shouting fthen and got very loud.

My brother fell down = I thought 1t was funny.
Little "Miss Snowwhite" took,off, chasing s bunny.
All this commotion aroused our dear Grandpa =

We knew he was angry by the set of hils jawl.

He carried us both into the house,

We both got a whipping and both were doused
Withln the hour, we were both very slck =

We explalned the reason to Grandpa real qulck.

He still sounded mad - but had a twinkle In his eye.
He wiped a tear away, and tried not to cry.

You boys have made this a Birthday I won't forget -
He thanked us and apologized all Iin one breath.

To thls day, he st1ll tells this, his favorite story.
Though the years have passed and we've outgrown our toys.
He tells everyone the best Birthday he's ever seenw

Is the one when his two grandsons both turned green.

by
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TWINKLE = THE LITTLE STAR

LONG AGO, AT THE BREGINNING OF TIME,
A FLIOCKER OF LIGHT COULD BE SEEN IN THE SKY.
IT WAS MADE OF GOLDEN STARDUST AND
SPRINKLED WITH THE BREATH OF AN ANGEL'S SIGH.

STOWLY IT GREW AND SACH DAY BECAME BRIGHTER ,

UNTIL IT WAS MORE NOW THAN JUST A PLICKER,

IT WAS A FULL GROWN STAR - IN ALL ITS GLORY =

NO MORE COULD THE "GREAT gPARS" LOOK AT HIM AND SNICKER.

EACH EVENING,WITHOUT PAIL, AT THE FALLING OF DUSK,
HE WAS THE RIRST TO AILWAYS APPEAR .

AL NIGHT YOU COUID SEE HIM AS HE DANCED TO AND FRO;
HE WAS RULL OF JOY AND KNEW NOT THE MEANING OF PEAR .

HE SPARKLED AND TWINKLED AND LIT THE NIGHT,

THEY NAMED HIM Wy INKLE" - YOU GUESSED IT RIGHT.
FOR CENTURIES HE BOUNCED IN THE UEAVENS WITH GLEE,
DELIGHTING THE VIEWER WITH HIS AWESOME LIGHT.

HE GRANTED WISHES FOR PEOPLE ON EARTH =

NONE HE TOOK LIGHTLY - BUT AT THEIR WORTH.

I WAS A TASK INDEED TO KEEP HIM IN LINE,

FOR HE WANTED TO BE THE NgpsT" STAR IN GOD'S LINE.

THEN ONE NIGHT - SOMETHING WAS WRONG ,

THE STAR NAMED Mpw INKLE" SEEMED TO BE GONE.
NO ONE TOOK NOTICE == NOT YOU NOR I =

AS TT PELL TO THE BARTH FROM OUT OF THE SKY.

THE CLOUDS AND " BIG sPARS", THEIR GRIEF IS THE SAME =
THEIR TEARS HIT THE BARTH --WE CALL IT RAIN.

REMEMBER - THE NEXT FALLING STAR YOU SEE -

OALL TO IT = "W INKLE" - FOR IT MAY BE.

LISTEN AT WIGHT WHEN IT THUNDERS ,
You'LL HEAR ALL OF THEM CALLING IN WONDER.

FOR THEY ARE OALLING FROM NEAR AND FAR =
Ny INKLE ~TWINKLE" - OH, LITTLE STAR .

by
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THE VISIT

PHE ROAD WAS LONG AND THE OLD ROAD WAS BUMEY

THE CAR BOUNCED OVER THE CRACKS AND HUMIS.

THIS VISIT I HAD PLANNED FOR SO LONG A TIME,

AND MY GRANDPARENTS WERE WAITING AT THE END OF THE LINE.

YEARS HAVE PASSED SINCE I MOVED AWAY,

BUT NOW IT ALL SEEMS ONLY YESTERDAY.

THE OLD COVERED BRIDGE STILL BRAVELY STANDS,
AND THE SMELL OF PINEWOOD STILL FILLS THE LAND.

JUST OVER THE HILL, IN THE CURVE OF THE BEND,

IS THE OLD FPISHING HOLE WHERE MUCH TIME I DID SPEND.
TIME SOMEHOW HAS NOT FOUND THIS QUAINT PLACE,

AND MANAGED TO CHANGE IT AND PAINT ITS FACE.

THERE'S AN ENDLESS FLOW OF GARDENS AND FIELDS,
AND THE ONLY SOUNKD IS THE TURNING OF WHEBLS.
THE BREEZE OF FRESH CLOVER IS EVER S0 BWEET,
AND THE FIELDS NOW ARE COVERED WITH WHEAT.

INTO THE VALLEY I SLOWLY CREEP,

WITH TIRED BODY AND EYES FULL OF SLEEP.
I TIDY MY CLOTHES AND OOMB MY HAIR =

I SEE THE FARMHOUSE - IM ALMOST THERE.

IN THE SHADOWS OF EVENING THE OLD OAK SWAYS,

IT HAS LONG BEEN HERE - FOR SO MANY DAYS,

THE SWING ON THE PORCH GIVES A LOW SQUEEK -
T AS IF WELOOMING ME IN ITS OWN FORM OF SPEECH.

THE WARMTH OF THE HOUSE BECKONS ME NEAR

THE DOOR OPENS WIDE ~ I HUG GRANDMOTHER DEAR.
AN AROMA OF FRESH BAKED PIES PILL THE AIR -
AND GRANDDAD IS SLEREPING IN HIS FAVORITE CBAIR.

ON HIS FOREHEAD I PLANT A QUICK KISG =
THIS TELLING HIM HOW MUCH HE IS MISSED.
NOTHING HAS CHANGED I SEE IN A GLANCE,
EVEN THE SHADOWS ON THE WALL STILL DANCE.

HOW OFTEN I COME TO THIS QUIET RETREAT,
WHENEVER I AM HAPPY - OR FEELING DEFEAT.
HOW PLAIN IT IS - 30 CLEAR IN MY MIND =~
HERE IN THIS PLACE, NO SADNESS YOU'LL FIND.

PHIS TRIP I KNOW I'LL BE MAKING AGAIN -

I"LL COME HERE AIWAYS = UNTIL MY LIFPE ENDS3.

POR EVEN THOUGH IT EXISTS ONLY IN TIMB -

ITS A SMALL PART OF HEAVEN AND ITS TOTALLY MINE.
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COFPY OF ORIGINAL
SALUTE TO A POLICEMAN

THEY GOULD BE CONSIDERED A "LUCKY GHARM"

POR THEY PROTECT US AND KEEP US FPROM HARM.

THEY COULD AISO BE CALLED OUR FATHERS,

FOR WHEN IN TROUBLE, THEY'RE THE RIRST ONES WE BOTHER.

THEY DILIGENTLY STAY ON THEIR BEAT,

AND HONESTY AND INTEGRITY WALKS IN THEIR PEET.
WHENEVER WE MUST LIVE IN PTAR,

WE CALL THE POLICEMAN WHO'S ALWAYS NEAR.

PHEIR DUTY THEY WILL NEVER SHIRK
EVEN THOUGH IT MEANS DEALING WITH DIRT.
THEIR LIVES ARE QONSTANTIY IN DANGER,
HE MEETS "DEATH" WITH EVERY STRANGER.

WHEN HE IS GALLED, HE DOESN'T KNOW WHAT HE FACES,

HE IS GALLED TO ANY AND ALL XKINDS OF PLACES.

HE DOESN'T COMPLAIN AND ACCEPTS HIS PLIGHT,

HE WOULD GLADLY GIVE HIS LIFE FOR US IN ANY TYPE OF FIGHT.

HE IS5 THE VICTIM OF MARNY PRACTICAL JOKES,

HE IS THE TARGET OF ALIL, KINDS OF FOIKS.

HE I5 A TRUE PRIEND AND WILIL AILWAYS BE QUR GUIDE,
EVEN THOUGH MANY TIMES HIS PATIENCE WE HAVE TRIED.

HE WILL ALWAYS COME WHEREVER THERE IS NEED,

AND IP YOU SHOULD KNOW ONE,YOU HAVE A FRIEND INDEED.
ONE THING THREY HAVE IN COMMON WITHOUT PREDICAYION -
THIS ONE THING, NEIGHBOR, IS THEIR DEDICATION.

WITH THEM AROUND CRIMINALS MUST HIDE,

IF THEY WERE GONE - COULD WE GO OQUTSIDE?

DON'T BLAME THEM FOR ©OUR OWN DOWNFALILS,

THEY LIVE UP ?0 THEIR DUTY - WHEREVER IT CALLS.

THINK WHAT IT WOULD BE WITHOUT OUR POLICE, PRIENDS -
THIS WHOLE WORLD WOULD SOON COME TG AN END,

FOR THEY ARE THE PILLARS THAT HOLD IT UP,

AND WE SHOULD BE PROUD OF THEM AND GIVE THEM OUR TRUST.

DON'T LET THEM DOWN =EXTEND THEM YOUR HAXND,
FOR THEY ARE THE GUARDIANS OF OUR LAND.

EACH WEARS A BADGE, HID IDENTITY TO SETTLE,
BUT IN MY BOOXS, BROTHER, THIS SHOULD BE A MERAL.
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MY CONSTANT COMPANION

WE STROLLED MANY LANES TOGETHER

WE BRAVED MANY HOURS OF STORMY WEATHER
WHEREVER I WENT, HE STAYED AT MY SIDE,
MAKING ME HAPPY WHEN INSIDE I CRIED.

ON HIM T ALWAYS COULD DEPEND

HE WAS HAPPY JUST BEING MY FRIEND.
ON MANY HUNTING AND PISHING TRIES,
HE AND I BOTH TOOK A DIP,

THROUGH FIELDS OF CLOVER W& ROAMED AND PLAYED,
WE GREW UP TOGETHER = FROM DAY TO DAY.

IF P0 ONLY ONE FPRIEND I COULD PRESENT A LOVING CUP -
I WOULD GIVE IT T¢ HIM - PRINCE - MY PUP.
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GOD'S OHILDREN

The 1little girl that gannot see
Must depend on us .

The young boy that cannot hear
Must gilve us his trust.

The child +that cannot walk
Must make us his cruteh
They look to us for guidance
And need love so much,

They always try to do thelr best
And do it Joyfully.

May God bless these children

And someday set them free,
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A GRANDPATHER'S LOVE

PHE LITTLE GIRL RAN UP THE HOSPITAL STEPS AND ORIED =

I HAVE TO GET IN, MY GRANDPATHER IS HERE, SOMEWHERE INSIDE.
THE NURSES ALL STOPPED HER, SAID NO VISITORS ALLOWED.

SHE EVEN TRIED T0 SNEAK IN THROUGH THE LARGE CROWD.

SHE HEARD HER MOMMY SAY HE WAS VERY S ICK,

SHE KNEW SHE HAD TQ SEE HIM AND GET THERE QUICK.

BUT THEY WOULDN'T LET HER IN, EVEN THOUGH SHE PLEADED.
THEY DIDN'T KNOW HOW SHE LOVED HIM AND HOW HE WAS NEEDED.

SHE SAT IN THE HOSPITAL LOBBY IN A BIG CHAIR,

THEN SHE SAW HER GRANDFATHER COMING AS HE WALKED DOWN THE STAIRS.
SHE DROPPED HER PURSE AS SHE RAN TO MEET HIM,

WITH A BIG HUG AND XISS SHE DID GREET HIM.

THEY SAT AND CHATTED POR A LONG SPBLL,

THEN HE HAD TO GO BACK, HE WASN"T FEELING WELL.
PHE TLITTLE GIRL JUST BLINKED BAGK HER TEARS,

AND WHEN SHE OPENRED HER EYES, HE HAD DISAPPEARED.

IN THF CORNER SHE SAW HER MOTHER AND DAD.
THEY HUNG THEIR HEADS AND LOOKED VERY SAD.

APTER THREY TALKFED T0 HER, SHE CORIED AND CRIED,
FOR TWO HOURS AGO, HER GRANDFATHER HAD DIED.
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MI MOTHER

NEVER COULD THERE EVER BE,

A PERSON SUCH AS YOU.

YOU MAKE LIXE SEEM WORTHWHILE,
BY ALL THE THINGS YOU DG,

WHEN THINGS GO WRONG,

YOU'RE AIWAYS THRERE =
ASSURING ME SO NATURALLY,

BY THE GENTLENESS OF YOUR SMILE,
BY THE TOUCHING OF MY HAIR.

I COULD SEARCH THBE WORLD OVER
FROM ONE END TO THE OTHER,

NO WHERE COULD I EVER FIND,
ONE TO COMPARE TO MY OWN MOTHER,
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THE MIDNIGHT TRAIN

THE WHISTLE BLEW ON THE MIDNIGHT TRAIN

THE PEOPLE WERE WAITING IN THE RAIN.

SOME OF THEM WERE JUST ON THE ROAM,

OTHERS WERE WAITING FOR LOVED=-ONES COMING HOME.

THE LIGHT FROM THE TRAIN COULD NOW BE SEEN

AS IT ROUNDS THE BEND, YOU CAN SEE THE STEAM.
THE SMALL PIGURED WOMAN CROSSED OVER THE TRACKS,
THIS MIDNIGHT TRAIN WAS BRINGING HER SONS BACK.

IT SEEMS ONLY YESTERDAY THEY HAD GONE AWAY.

SHE RECALLS NOW HOW SHE HAD BEGGED THEM T0 STAY.
SUCH AN UNPLEASANT TASK DID SURELY COME FORTH
WHEN THE SOUTH STARTED FIGHTING WITH THE NORTH.

ONE OF HER BOYS WAS JUST SIXTEEN,

MUCH TOO YOUNG TO BE CAUGHT IN THIS STREAM.
HE HAD KISSED HER GOODBYE AND HALR<GRINNED,
SO MANY TIMES SINCE, SHE HAS FPRAYED POR HIM.

HER OLDER SON HAD ALSC GONE -

IT'S BEEN TWO YEARS -IT'S BEEN SO IONG.

BUT NOW IT WAS GVER AND THEY WERE BACK.

THEY WERE BOTH ON THE TRAIN COMING DOWN THE TRACK.

THE CONDUCTOR YELLED "PLEASE STEP BACGK" -

AS THE BOYS IN BLUE PLOCK THE TRACK.

HER OLDEST SON RAN TO HER ARMS =

HIS MOTHER THANKED GOD HE HAD COME T0 NO HARM.

SHE HUGGED HIM SO HARD SHE NEARLY SMOTHERED,
THEN SHE TURNED AND LOOKED FOR HIS BROTHER.
"HE'S NOT UP HERE" HER BOY THEN SAID,

AS BLOWLY TO THE BACK OF THE TRAIN SHE WAS IED.

THE PEOPLE THERE WERE ALL IN TEARS

AND SUDDENLY THERE WAS A MOUNTING FEAR.

HER HEART SANK WHEN THEY CALLED HIS NAME.
THEY CARRIED OUT HIS COPPFIN IN THE MISTY RAIN.

EACH STEP THEY TOOK WAS AN ENDLESS DRAG

THEN SHE SAW ON THE COFFIN, THE CONFEDERATE PLAG.
SHE DIDN'T KNOW WHEN THEY LEF? THAT DAY,

THAT ONE WOULD WEAR BLUE AND ONE WEAR GRAY.

THE MORNING SUN BROKE THROUGH THE CLOUDS
THE SOUND OF "PAPS" WAS VERY LOUD.
THEN ON THE CROWD FELL A LOW HUSH.
THIS YOUNG BOY WOULD BE MISSED VERY MUCH.

THE CRYS OF HIS MOTHER COUILD KOW BE HEARD
AND HIS OLDER BROTHER SPOKE NOT A WORD.

HE STOOD SILENTLY WITH HEAD HELD HIGH,

IN HIS BROTHER'S "GRAY" SUIT, HE WAS SAYING GOODBY.
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THE LITTLE_SOUL

or "WEE_WILLIE"

He was Just a wee 1little fellow

His hands were so small and tiny.

When he spoke, his volce was mellow,

His eyes were brlght blue and very blg and shiny.

He walk%ed as if he had springs on his feet,
He could move so very qulck and fast.

Hig boyish grin was so very sweet,

But his short life soon came to pass.

From the very filrst day he arrilved,

He was cheerful and made many frlends.
St. Peter' vateq opened wide

When "Wee WllliP reached destiny's end.

nght‘from the start though =-

Willie got into trouble affter ftrouble =

So, hls Guardian Angel took him Iin tow.

It seemed wherever he went, he started a rumble.

The first task they gave him wass in 1tself simple,

To joln the Celestlal Choir and to learn how to sing.
But his voice came out in only a wimple.

What a sad thing for one who 1s earning thelr wings.

Then he was glven another small task,

To attend the " Holy Guardian Angel" school.

But, slas! poor Willie was always late for class.
Such a sad thing = not obeylng thelr rules.

Then they placed him and made him sit
At the door that opened to Earth

But he, poor lad, still didn't filt.

He let people in =-whatever thelr worth.

Thus 1t came that he was hefore the High Court.
His own Guardian Angel could only silgh.

"Willie just can't make it" = was hig report.
Then a tear did fall from Wee Willie's eye.

The courtroom resoundéd with a great thunder,

As the Master was speaking -"Willie, come here"

The Little Soul moved forward in wonder,

And stood bvefore God = he wes trembling with fear.
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Or "WEE WILLIEY
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His halo was tilted and he stlll had no wlngs,

His voice was shaky as he trled to speak

But his mind was cluttered with all silly things.

50 instead he Jjust fell to his knees, starting to weep.

His tears now fell on the Master's shoes.

"Oh, poor Willie" == they all dld repeat.

They all hung their heads, feeling so hlue,

For this 1lttle lost soul = in hls time of defeat.

But when Willie had seen what he'd done,

He took hils scarf and the shoes he dld shine,
Untll they sparkled and shone like the Sun.
“The Angel's just shook thelr heads and whined.

Then the Judge on High, whlle hiding His smile,
Patted Willie's head and put him on His knee =

"Wee Willle = Will you walt outside awhile?"

"I know now the perfect job to sult a boy like thee."

That night before he went to gleep =

Willie climbed out of the window of heaven.
God's stars he must shine, so his wings to keep.
He even had helpers, they numbered eleven.

So, 1f some nlght a star you see

That sparkles extra speclal dbright,

You'll know it's the work of "Wee Willle"

For now he always does hls hesvenly chorss right.
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THE GIANT AND I

IT ROSE TRIUMPHANTLY UP TO THE HBEAVENS,

LIEKE A TALL GIANT WAITING TO BE CONQUERED,

THE LOFTY PEAKS, ALL LADEN WITH GLISTENING SNOW,
SEEMED TO CALL OUT TO0 US == STANDING BELOW.

THE GOLDEN RAYS OF THE SUN DANCED OFR ITS SLEEK SIDES
AS THE SOFT MELTING SNOW IS CAPPING ITS CROWN,

THIS FINE "STROKE OF GENIUS" BY THE "GREAT MAKER"
SILENTLY BECKONS TO SOMEONE TO TAKE HER.

THROUGH THE HAZE OF THE PILLOWS OF GLOUDS,
STANDS THIS MAGNIFICENT MARVEL OF NATURE.
HOW LONG HAS IT STOOD IN SPACELESS TIME -
OVER~-LOOKING CREATION AND ALL OF MANKIND?

STRAIGHT AND STURDY, IT BILLOWS UPWARD AND

NO ONE DARE CHALLENGE THIS WONDER OF WONDERS.

IT STANDS ALONE -WITH NO ONE IN ITS WAY,

IT TOUCHES THE SKY AND WITH THE STARS DOES PLAY.

THE GREAT GIANT BECKONED FROM DAWN TIL DUSK
IT REACHED OUT ITS HAND DEFIANTLY TO US.
ANOTHER ADVENTURE AWAITS IN THE SKY -

50 IT MUST BE -« FOR MY FRIEND AND I.

HE WAS MY PARTNER IN ALL OF MY TRAVEIS;

WE HAD BEEN EVERYWHERE AND DONE EVERYTHING.

50, IT SEEMED ONLY RIGHT THAT WE DO THIS, TOO.
WE MUST CAPTURE THIS GIANT THAT ROSE IN THE BLUE,

OUR FYES MET IN SILENT AGREEMENT

AS WE STARTED UPWARD ON THE STONY EDGE.
ONWARD WE TRUDGED WITH GREAT DETERMINATION,
T0 REACH ITS TOP WITHOUT CONSTERNATION.

EVERY DAY BROUGHT MANY TRIALS ANEW,

AS WE RBACHED OUT AND TOOK LEDGE AFTER LEDGE.
NIGH? PIME WOULD FIND US - TWO WEARY MBN,
TAKING OUR REST -~ AT EACH DAY'S END.
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THE GIANT AND I
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WE HELPED BEACH OTHER - AS SURELY WE MUST,

‘FOR WITHOUT ITS HELP, WE WOULD FPALL TO THE DUST.

- IT PROVIDED FOOTHOILDS AND SOMETIMES GAVE WAY

TCO A VIEW THAT WOULD LEAVE US WITH NOTHING TO SAY.

FROM THE TOP OF THE MOUNTAIN, I QUIETLY STOOD,

WITH GREAT SATISFACTION IN THE DEPTH OF MY SOUL.

I KNOW THAT I TRESPASSED ON FORBIDDEN LAND

WHEN I CONQUERED THIS MOUNTAIN - SO MIGHTY - SO GRAND.

THE MOON NOW EDGES ITS WAY THROUGH THE CLOUDS,

AS I, GOD'S SERVANT, STAND WITH HEAD HUMBLY BOWED,
AND PRAY FOR MY FRIEND WHO NEVER MADE IT WITH ME,
THAT GOD MKY KFEEP HIM - LIKE HIS MOUNTAINS AND SEAS.

THE TEARS ON MY CHEEKS ARE PROZEN FROM THE COLD,
AS I SLOWLY CREEP DOWN FROM THIS WONDER OF NATURE.

I XNOW IN THE PUTURE - I'LL OFT' WONDER WHY =
POR WHO WAS THE VIOTOR - THE MOUNTAIN OR I ?
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