
WHEN I SEE HER AGAIN 
(To Verna – From Beverly) 

I walked out of the house and sat down on the step; 
the jacks were in one hand, the ball in the other. 

I tumbled the jacks, then I bounced the ball, 
and after a while I had finished the game. 

Next I wandered to the barn and climbed up to the loft; 
I burrowed in the hay and sneezed a time or two. 

My dress got dusty, my hands got dirty, 
and spikes of alfalfa were stuck in my hair. 

Then I went to the tree in whose lap I spent many hours. 
I set my hands and feet into familiar, smooth-worn spots, 
and sitting midst those branches alone and quiet and still 
I could hear my sister's voice telling tale after tale to me. 

I know I'm too old to be sitting in a tree, 
but where else can I go to be near to her now? 
It's only in these places we shared as little girls 

that I find any comfort to ease my grieving heart. 

We were so steadfast in our love for each other 
and down through the years we never grew apart. 
She was always my best friend, and even at times, 

she was father and mother to this little sister. 

I don't know how I'll live the rest of my life 
knowing I can't call her with my latest big news. 

But there's one thing I know, and it helps me a little. 
I was her best friend just like she was mine. 

And if one of us goes ahead into the mystery of death 
I guess it's only right that she be the one. 

For all through our lives she was one step ahead 
breaking new paths and leading the way. 

So she's done it again, and I know as in the past 
when I get where she is she'll be waiting for me 

with words of encouragement, interest in my journey 
and tales to tell that will brighten my day. 

Well, now I guess it's time to come down from this tree, 
for though my heart is aching, I'm strangely at peace. 

You see, today's the beginning of a tale she hasn't heard; 
a tale I'm going to tell her when I see her again. 



We're weeping down here, she's living up there. 
Light as a feather, she's walking on air. 
The chains that were heavy are fallen behind. 
She's talking and laughing, there's peace on her mind. 

Picture a place full of light from His face 
Picture her safe in our Father's embrace. 
Her past is forgoBen, her days have no tears. 
She's living up there, stop weeping down here. 

TO JOHN AT GRADUATION 
(1960) 

(From Mom) 

You are graduaTng from the eighth grade. 
Thirteen is the age I believe you are. 

You can hardly wait unTl you can be called 
"A Freshie" in Manteca Union High. 

But did you know you are graduaTng 
in other ways too - 

You are molding a character of a boy 
into a man. 

You are developing physically - your shoulders 
are broadening. 

Your voice soon will be changing 
from high to low. 

Your manners will be that of a 
gentleman. 

Your days will be spent in work 
in place of play. 

Your energy will be used in 
good deeds and kindness. 

You will grow to be a person that people 
will be glad to know. 

And you will not forget the Lord who gives you 
the air you breathe. 

You will set a goal before you (so) that you 
can't miss the way to happiness 

in this life and the one 
hereaXer. 

Study to show thyself approved. 
 
 

 
  



 

Chrissie 

What does Chrissie mean to me? 
Well, it's easy to say because she is so 

rare. 
To hear "Hey Beb, I sure lub you"  

makes sweet pain all through me. 
The great big smile in all the pictures 

gives me such pleasure. 

Her little hopping when she is happy 
is Chrissie all over. 

And when she says "I forget" or "I don't 
know"  

at the end of a long series of 
questions -  

all answered "Yes, I do," 
I can't help but feel happy 

clear down to my toes. 

Conversations with "Bunny Rabbit," 
all serious, of course, 

reduce me to giggles that I can't hide. 

Fat little hands and feet,  
a sweet and trusting smile,  

eyes that speak only of happiness, 
Beautiful, beautiful 

Chrissie 

Melissa 

She walks with future grace and beauty 
hidden behind her childish ways, 

but I know us she grows older it will all 
appear. 

Shimmering sheets of brownest hair 
hiding eyes of warmest hues, 
skin like Indian Summer days, 

and a smile that lights the night. 
She looks like her Morn 

though she may not know that, 
but those beautiful, beautiful colors 

come only from her Dad. 
She has a passion for hoops and balls 
and she's built long enough to be good. 
But she's quiet and shy and smart as a 

whip 
and you are never quite sure you know her. 

I've kept the treasures she offered 
and put her faces in all my books 

(I've taken many pictures of Melissa; 
every one turned out good). 
I expect she'll be successful 

beyond all that I think she will be, 
and I'm glad to be "Aunty Beb" 
to beautiful mysterious Melissa. 
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