Poems and Thoughts
by Corabelle E. Jennings-Vergason
Dedication: This collection of poems is lovingly dedicated to all those I love.
Preface: This little collection of creative endeavor was brought into being at the request of my children for a record of my poems.  Most of these poems were written a long time ago or when my children were small, but such as they are they reflect my feelings and thoughts at the time of their composing.
- Corabelle Vergason
Poems
“Spring”
Morning light is breaking
on the hills far away,
Purple mountains quaking
with the birth of day.
The snows of winter are melting,
and Spring is drawing near;
Birds in droves are returning
with their songs of cheer,
My heart its bands are bursting
and melodies flood the air;
For springtime in the country
spreads beauty everywhere.
“Insurance”
I don’t want a lonely house
all silent, dark, and cold,
I don’t want a friendless house
to live in when I’m old.
So I will fill my new house
with friendships, love and laughter,
with babies cries and lullabies,
and childish pranks and clatter…
Then when I’m old and all alone,
my house surely will be
peopled still by those I hold
in priceless memory.
“Word Pictures”
The vivid blue of the heavenly sky,
the emerald green of the sea, 
all the bright colors of nature,
are so very precious to me.
My mind, at times, seems to awaken,
as if I were newly born,
to the splendors of creation,
on a beautiful sunny morn.
My heart soars up to heaven
in a glad, triumphant flight,
my soul seems near to worship
with wonder and delight.
Would that I were an artist
some beautiful pictures to paint,
my brush would be most lavish,
my hand hold no restraint.
But I am a would-be poet,
with words I ply my trade,
with rhyme and rhythm and syntax,
my paintings must be made.
“For an Aunt”
Feeling lonely, blue, and discouraged?
Just remember the good times you’ve had,
the many laughs, the happy smiles,
and let your heart grow warm and glad…
Glad for the hours when laughter came,
even if short and few,
for memories hidden in the heart
line on, ever alive and new.
Waving the magic wand of thought,
memory backward goes astealing,
opening the dark corridors of gloom,
sunlight of happier days revealing.
“Twilight”
Twilight and the evening shadows
softly creep upon the world,
folding it in slumber’s gladness
peace and quietness unfurled.
To a world tired of daylight
with its cares and is woes,
Twilight is the longed for hour,
meant for home and repose.
“Life’s Tests”
The crucible of life with its problems and strife,
moves in a mysterious way,
serving to refine our instincts
as the artist molds the clay.
Shaping and molding and polishing,
bringing out in us our best,
fitting us for our calling,
then leaving to God the rest.
“Shadows”
The hour of melancholy has come
with the last rays of the setting sun!
Then it is I need you, dear,
need to feel your presence near,
for this feeling that stirs in me
is something that the eye can’t see;
But it’s a mood and it will pass
as the dew leaves the summer grass,
so humor me in my request
and make the shadowed hours twice blest.
“First Love”
Long years ago when all was new
and your sweet eyes misty with dew,
on a day of summer’s beautiful sheen,
you awakened to love’s young dream.
Wonderment and awe followed in the wake,
your eyes shed scales; all earth did quake
with so much beauty strewn everywhere,
the flowers, the fields, the very air;
commonplace things meant much more
when love, as a garment new, you wore.
You hold each other in a fond embrace,
and vowed you’d never part,
nor life, nor death, could sever you,
united were your hearts.
Yet a year sped by and ere long
you were caught up in life’s busy throng.
You went your way and seemed not to care,
but the earth ceased to be so fair
until, one day, you found again
that beauty still lived in another friend.
Not quite the same; how could it be?
First things are new not facsimile.
Now oft you marvel at the times
that abruptly comes to mind
the memory of that lovely thing
you once held captive ere it took wing.
First love can be noble, can be pure,
but oft lacks qualities to endure,
and can’t compare to the mature thing
and the deep happiness it can bring.
“On Vacation (1933)”
The fire burns low in the fireplace,
and flickering tongues of flames,
go creeping up the chimney,
sending upward their last refrain.
The smoke as it leaves the chimney,
and travels toward the sky,
carries with it a message,
delivered to you by and by:
For though we are far in distance,
the same shy us enthralls,
and the message says I am thinking 
of you, dear, most of all.
“Easter Lilies”
Around the opened, triumphant tomb
that Easter morn, the flowers bloomed.
“He is not here,” the angel said,
“For He is risen from the dead!”
Down through the years this message sweet,
the Easter lilies mutely repeat,
For from their dark and earthy tomb
they live again, to grow and bloom,
and blossom forth in all their glory,
proclaiming Easter’s wondrous story.
Who, knowing the miracles of human birth,
and Spring returning to the earth,
can say, in his heart, that Christ is dead?
We serve a living Lord instead.
“Poverty”
Pauper, indeed, is he who never
felt his soul within expand,
realizing the wisdom of the Creator
and his thoughtfulness of man.
“Gifts”
There are good deeds that we may do,
as we live from day to day.
There are splendid gifts that we may give,
as we travel on our way…
But the noblest deed and greatest gift
we may give to help our brothers,
is a friendship true and a cheery word,
a life devoted to others.
“To the Restless”
Weary traveler, thou who wanders
from your friends and home so dear,
ever roaming, ever seeking,
skies that are more bright and clear;
Weary pilgrim, come and sit you,
by my humble cottage door,
then while passing on still farther
to the distant lands and shore,
tell to the weary travelers
that the world is but a school,
taught by living and exploring ,
for the wise and for the fool.
Weary traveler listen to these word of cheer;
life is stern and lessons tiresome,
but the joy when victory’s near
far surpasses all the hardships
you’ve encountered on your way,
and the pride of self-achievement
makes the nights all turn to day.
Peace be with you, weary traveler,
peace and good luck in full store,
as you travel on life’s highway,
passing on from door to door.
“Poem-making”
Creative ability may sometimes seem to sleep for a while, but as a cat sleeps, with one eye ready to pop open at the least provocation, then lazily close again and drowse off in deep contentment.  That brief opening, however, serves to keep alive the little spark of fire that is waiting for the right time to burst into flame, engulfing the whole being.  Filed away in some corner of the remembrance are sights and sounds and beauty of thought waiting to be expressed; they come into being almost without any effort at the moment of birth.  The effort has all been put in the thought beforehand.  A thought begins to grow and expand.  It works around, first this angle then another, and is wooed and courted by the intellect, until suddenly, when everything is in readiness, the thought takes shape and form and is born.
A sudden inspiration,
yet behind it there must be
the deepest concentration,
expressive thought to free.
“Written when I was 14”
As I sit at my window and look away, 
away from the world of study and play,
I think how the Lord did suffer for me,
and died upon Calvary’s tree.
It was that He suffered for your sins and mine,
that we salvation and heaven might find;
and this gift He gives to all who believe,
and often their hearts, Christ to receive.
“Bits and Pieces”
Your smile is like the sunshine,
but your tears become the dew,
to make your face seem brighter,
when the sun shines through.
So much of life’s sweetness
we miss each day
because of the things
we neglect to say.
How far short my life has fallen
of that which I intended,
when in the first flush of youth
I dreamed my dreams unending.
“Mystery”
Life is but the preparation
for the port of embarkation
thence to journey home eternal.
It behooves us thus to travel
that when death the piece unravels
lo, imprinted there’s symmetry.
“Written on hearing of a young person’s death”
We know not the ways of the Master
why some must be called home
so early in life’s morning
leaving loved ones alone.
We know, above all, He is wisdom,
He plans the path we tread,
He alone knows what is coming
in the distant days ahead.
To bear our cross then, is our portion!
Shouldering it with a smile
the burden will grow lighter,
and tears cease after while.
Sometime in the great judgment morning,
we’ll see the pattern planned,
clearly we’ll read it’s meaning,
pausing we’ll understand.
“On being alone”
Where’re we go, God is there,
He is waiting for us everywhere,
He is not a God of time and place,
But He is God of all space,
and we are in his care. 
“To a new bride”
In your little home where love dwells
there you and he will find,
a peace and contentment
that will leave the world behind.
There will be glad days and sad days;
There will be gray skies and blue;
It takes all kinds of weather
to give the years their hue.
May the glad days outnumber
the days when rain is due,
and love grow ever deeper 
in the heart of each of you.
“For J and M”
(This was written for Joy and Mabel but the sentiments expressed herein could apply to all life-long, childhood friends)
To have good friends, tried and true,
to travel with life’s highway through.
And share our fate, whate’re we meet,
whether sorrows tears or laughter sweet;
to reflect upon our childhood days,
and adulthood’s demanding ways,
until the middle years descend
with true appreciation of you, “friend”;
To know assuredly, in the hearts,
that we are never far apart,
for a silken cord our friendship binds,
and each days passing tighter twines
as we, in retrospect, review
the things we’ve shared and pleasures knew.
This is life’s priceless reward,
abundant treasure to have and hoard.
“A Sonnet (1932)”
Life is a compound peaceful and shaking,
filled with joy and perplexity,
and an undiminished severity
which will but alter by our own making.
For like the Puritans of old believing
that happiness is gained by individual
intensity of purpose and by giving bountifully
of that which we are fortunate in receiving.
To my life I must apply these creeds,
and live my life to its full each day,
nor murmur, nor complain,
but try to better my every deed
so as to help another on life’s ways, 
and I will not have lived in vain.
“To my Mother”
We cannot choose our Mothers,
that, of course, is true.
But I’ve been ever grateful
that for me, God chose you.
All that I ever hope to be
you have always been -
strong, loving, steady, true.
A Mother and a friend.
“Prayer for a Nation”
God, be with us in this grave hour,
renew our faith in Thee,
restore in us the strength
to hold fast to our liberty.
God grant to all our leaders great
the wisdom that they need
to guide our nation in the right,
remove all selfish greed.
Our fathers in the days of yore
placed all their trust in thee,
and thus our nation grew in strength;
oh, may we faithful be.
Accept this prayer on our behalf,
and help us do our part,
to keep the flame of liberty
burning brightly in every heart.
“To Leland”
In sunny Italy your body lies,
beneath the blue Italian skies,
you gave your life that we might live,
greater love hath none to give.
You whose life was sweet and fair,
who loved everyone everywhere,
whose tender heart was often stirred
by an unkind act or thought or word.
God in His great mercy knew
that “remembered things” would stay by you,
and thought that you’d be happier far
in that fair land beyond a star. 
“To those who died in World War II”
The only thing that we can say
is that we realize today
the debt we never can repay
of gratitude and love.
It is a strange and awesome thing
that from death new life doth spring,
this is the gift to us you bring
of liberty and faith.
“To the Unborn”
You never knew the darkness
that comes before the dawn;
you never knew the grieving
for a loved one that is gone;
but
you never knew the rapture
of a sunrise at seven;
you never knew the kiss of love,
a little bit of heaven.
“To Mother Jennings”
For all those things you do for us
we never can repay,
it must be you’ll get your reward,
in some other way.
Loving and caring and doing,
all the long years through;
always there to stand behind
everything we do.
Ready to lend a helping hand
when we are in need;
and with apple pies and cookies
our big brood to feed.
“To Tom (1937)”
To you I give all my love,
to you, to have and hold,
take it, cherish and nourish it,
and give it back threefold.
“Moments”
That moment, when for a second,
I gazed into your soul…
Reading what was written there
felt mine again grow whole.
“Grief (1974)”
Grief is a two-edged sword.  Once plunged into your heart it leaves not one but two scars: a scar of loss and a scar of loneliness.  Grief is as personal as a cut finger – others may sympathize but you feel the hurt.  Even though time heals the wound there is always an ever present danger of a spontaneous combustion at low tide.  When do I miss you?  Let me count the times.  I miss you when the evening shadows fall and it is homecoming time.  I miss you when I sit down to eat alone.  I miss you when I awaken in the night and stretch out a hand to find only thin air.  I miss you when I have failed at being able to accomplish something I am striving for.  I miss you when I have a need to tell someone the little events of the day.  I miss you when there is repair work to be done and I even miss you when my remarks go undisputed.  I miss you when I see couples enjoying themselves.  All in all I miss you at all times and in all places.
“Paradox”
They are gone, those we loved,
Buried underneath the sod;
We mourn their passing,
yet better far is our fate
than living hearts turned to hate;
For when love is dead
there’s no flame to spark,
and rekindle warmth in the heart,
while memories of a loved one dear,
remain alive, year after year.
“A Mother’s Prayer”
God, grant me a loving heart,
One gentle, kind and true,
that I may teach my children
by everything I do.
God, grant to me a faith that’s firm,
one that will stand the test,
that by my precepts they may learn
the blessings of thy rest.
God, grant to me a reverence deep
that I may reverence teach;
intangibles of the spirit, Lord,
for them I do beseech. 
This, my prayer, I send to thee;
I know prayer is the key
whereby the gates of heaven unlock,
and we’re brought near to thee.
“Suzanne’s Lullaby (1942)”
Mommy holds in her arms a treasure,
a treasure more precious than gold.
Mommy holds a treasure
whose worth cannot be told.
Mommy holds in her arms her darling,
her own little girl so fair,
Mommy holds a treasure,
her baby with curly hair.
Then sleep and rest little darling,
Daddy and Mommy both care,
they call you their little treasure,
a treasure with golden hair.
“To Tommy (1944)”
When first I held within my arms
our infant daughter wee,
I thought that I was a trillionaire
as rich as I could be.
Then when you came, our little son,
our hearts and home to bless,
our cup of joy did overflow
with pride and thankfulness.
So now I know that trillionaires
can even wealthier be;
that joys stack up like gold amassed,
with birth of each bab-bee.
“Song for Dianne (1946)”
Pretty as a picture in her brand new clothes,
Daddy’s little lady, smiling as she goes
tripping down life’s highway in her brand new clothes,
pretty as a picture, sweeter than a rose.
Soon she will grow older, be a maiden fair,
and we will assure her of our loving care.
As silently she lingers at life’s golden gate,
watching for her lover, waiting for her fate.
Yes, pretty as a picture, and sweeter than a rose,
Daddy’s little lady; that’s the way she grows. 
“Stanley’s Lullaby (1948)”
Little boy blue, I love you,
little boy blue so fair:
rosy cheeks, eyes of blue,
sunny golden hair;
dimples playing peek-a-boo.
Hiding everywhere,
little boy blue, I love you,
little boy blue so fair.
Blue is the color of your eyes,
and blue have been my skies,
since the day you came to me,
straight from paradise…
and did an angel kiss your cheek
and leaves those dimples there?
Little boy blue, I love you,
Little boy blue so fair.
“To All My Babies”
A new little bundle of joy are you,
sweet, warm, and lovable too;
as you look up at me with your winning way
your little hands on my heartstrings play
a tune, bright, merry, and gay,
continuous carols day by day.
You’re a joy to behold and I’m happier now
than ever before in my life, I vow;
the washings, ironing, then feeding you…
giving your bath when bath time is due.
A chore! Not at All!
Because little one I love your small
personality so plainly seen
by bright shining eyes and smile serene.
Each morn, for me, dawns bright and clear,
little one, now that you are here;
for every hour or every day
some new baby antic you display.
Watching you unfold like a rosebud wee,
are precious moments for Daddy and me.
“Gone Visiting”
The house is so very quiet
without our little girl,
I miss the pitter patter scamper,
and things all in a whirl.
True, the work is done up early,
neatness that lasts and lasts,
and dishes too are washed
without a broken glass.
Idle, I fold my hands and wonder
how I employ my days;
when soft and sweet I hear it,
“Oh, mommy come and play.”
These are the little things,
that make her so very dear,
and though she keeps me busy,
I wish that she were here;
but she’s only gone to visit
her “Nanna” for a day.
And I thank the Heavenly Father
she hasn’t really gone away.
“A Child’s Gift”
Your little gifts you bring to me
Dandelions, two or three,
wild Mustard, Fern and Goldenrod,
planted by the hand of God.
To you and your sweet child heart,
each its beauty doth impart.
Oh, may your eyes ever see
beauty, in nature’s mystery.
“Jewels”
Tonight I looked upon them,
my little children fair,
four sleepy heads snug in their beds,
so warm and rosy there.
Some day when they are older,
I suppose that there must be
the inevitable parting,
but now they belong to me.
“To My Son” 
(This was written upon hearing of a child bringing grief to its parents.  Stanley was small.)
Whatever sorrow you might bring
in later years, my little son,
It can’t erase the joys you’ve brought
to me, when, as a little one,
you put your arms around me tight,
and sleepily whispered in my ear,
“Good night, I love you, Mommy dear,
and I’ll be good, never fear.”
What heritage life has bestowed
on you as her gift, I know not;
But this I know, there’s good and bad
in everyone, and when a child is born
who knows what will take precedence;
but if I answer all your needs as best I can 
and love you wisely until my last breath,
and pray for wisdom to guide you on,
of this one thing I am confident,
I may commit unto my God the makings of a man.
“Starting School”
Going to school my darling!
Your first steps from me apart!
You’ve started down life’s highway,
and with you goes my heart.
You’ve started down life’s highway,
and may the path you tread,
be filled with hopes and gladness
in the distant days ahead.
What waits for you on that highway
may be hard to explain,
but to make a flower blossom,
requires sunshine and rain.
Wherever the highway leads you
I want for you the best:
a tranquil mind, a spirit filled soul,
the passing of life’s great test.
"To All the Grandchildren"
Grandchildren are so very special;
each has his own place
within the chamber of the heart,
which nothing can erase;
for hearts are like a cupboard
with niches all about,,
and once a child has entered in
there's no way to get out.
Locked forever in the heart,
each precious child secure,
knowing that he is loved
as long as life endures.
“To My ‘Other’ Children (1985)”
I cannot write you lullabies,
it wouldn’t be apropos;
but you are dearer to my heart
than you’ll ever know.
No memories of your early years
my heart and mind can treasure,
but for the present memories,
I’m thankful beyond measure.
“To Vern”
My days were long and lonely,
I was left to walk alone;
my nights were dark and dreary,
my heart felt like a stone.
Then you came into my life,
with all your wit and charm,
brought laughter and companionship,
soothed all of my alarms.
My heart awakened to new life,
but kept memories of the past;
now happy, confident and serene,
each day’s more precious than the last.
“Images”
I found a horseshoe in the sky:
it was just a cloud passing by
but it was pleasing to the eye
that fluffy horseshoe in the sky.
I found a clover in the grass,
will it bring good luck, you ask,
to find a four leaf clover fast
growing in sweet-smelling grass;
I recalled a smile on a loved ones face:
a lovely smile, frown to erase
a smile filled with love and grace
that smile on a loved ones face.
Clover or horseshoe, neither of these
have the power to release
joy that memory can embrace
of a treasured smile on a loved ones face.
[bookmark: _GoBack]“What is a Wedding?” (To Kristen and Mitch)
The beauty of the flowers that surrounds you in this place
the glory of the heavens filled with God’s unending grace
the memory of Christ’s miracle at Cana of Galilee
sanctioning forever the marriage ceremony.
The silence of the moment, the sacredness of the event
the blessings of God on this sacrament
the joy of the music in its vibrant tones
speaking to your spirits with its message known.
The love of your families, the smiles of your friends
your deep love for each other, a love that transcends
all that would hinder its progressive pace
the promise of a future, joyful to embrace.
The vow you have taken and all that it imparts
a very tender moment etched forever in your hearts.
“For Jason and Tommi”
We’re gathered together to celebrate
the end of Jason’s bachelor state
he has searched long and hard for that special “Miss”
who would bring him wedded bliss.
To you Tommi goes the prize
you’ve found favor in his eyes.
A better man you seldom find
than this good grandson of mine.
He’ll cook and clean, and bake for you
if you wish him so to do,
his neatness puts me to shame
for in that art he’s been well trained.
Your budding romance quickly grew
now you’ll be one instead of two.
“Kismet”
I never thought when first I met you
that someday your life and mine
would be so closely interwoven
and so completely entwined
I never dreamed when you smiled at me
and then took my hand in thine
that one bright day we in each other
our true happiness would find
Oh fate, such is fate
fate that brought you to me
Oh fate, such is fate
fate that made life heavenly
Prepared was I to resist you
but you captivated me
with your hand clasp strong yet tender
and your eyes so velvety
Now never leave me or forsake me
since for you I’ve learned to care
for life without you would be worthless
life is void with none to share
Oh fate, such is fate
fate that brought you to me
Oh fate, such is fate
fate that made life heavenly
Never thought that when I first met you
someday we’d be apart
you will always be mine forever
you will always be in my heart.
“To Chris and Laura (On their Wedding Day)”
My dearly beloved grandson and your beautiful bride
may the love you feel today through all time abide.
Life has a way of sending to each and every one
some shadow, and some sunshine, some worries, and some fun.
When two work together, and each one does his part
the shadows are lifted, and joy springs from the heart.
A happy heart makes fertile soil, for love a home to find,
and nourished and protected grows more precious over time.
My prayer for you, dear ones, is that this may all come true,
and with God’s help and blessing, your skies will be mostly blue.
“To Nick and Jackie”
Yours is a fairytale romance, two people met by chance 
when you were very young and life’s work not yet begun.
While dating once is a while seems to bring a happy smile,
still the little spark that springs alive seems too feeble to survive,
yet smolders deep within as your college life begins.
Four years are spent quite apart, 
but who knows what was in your heart?
You went about your separate ways,
and fine success filled your days
as the workplace pulled you in.
But lucky seven was to win when one day you chanced again
to meet and call each other friend.
That smoldering spark burst into flame,
now Jackie’s changing her name.
A long life, full of love and blessed by God above;
Health, happiness, success in all you do,
these are the things I pray for you.
“To a Friend”
You asked me to write you a poem, where shall I start?
How can I express the things that are in my heart?
How long have we been friends? Just too long to chart.
It started when we were young, and very smart.
We shared our laughter and our woes, 
and gossip too, that no one else knows.
Now that we’re old and past our prime,
you sit at home in your chair, and I in mine.
The telephone is close at hand, thank goodness for that,
it stretches across the miles and somehow fills the gap.
For when I’m feeling down, you brighten up my day,
just to talk with you a bit, seems to pave the way.
Everyone should have a friend like you, especially when old;
Friendship makes one richer far than any pot of gold.
“Waiting”
We are as leaves in autumn, trembling on the twig
waiting, waiting for that moment when we too 
shall be reunited with Mother Earth.
The many that have gone before echo “all is well, all is well”
God gives, and God receives, and we wait, wait
wait for that glorious moment, when we shall glimpse 
the celestial for the uniting of body and soul in the resurrection.

“A Walk in the Rain (3 Crazy Girls)”
Though the weatherman said rain, do you think I complained 
when asked to walk in the rain with good friends?
We put on some protection, maybe it wasn’t perfection,
but we made an exception and walked in the rain.
The balmy air was refreshing, the soft warm rains caressing,
the good company uplifting, and we walked in the rain.
Try it someday, when the weather is gray, and I think you might say:
to walk in the rain is OK with good friends.
“On Retirement”
When you awaken, do you say 
“Oh, this is a nothing special day,
I have no work planned, I have no play.  
It’s only another nothing special day.”
Then, with the flick of the wrist or a turn of the mind,
interest awakens and you find that every day is a special kind.
Just to be alive is a special treat;
to laugh, to love, to walk, to eat.
And heartfelt thanks to God belong, 
for filling the soul with a song.
“Ode to Old Age”
Oh, the joys of getting old,
tis the golden years, I’m told.
Who said that must have been 
between the age of 50 and 10.
Anyone older could surely see
visions of things that are to be;
cracking knees and wobbly gate,
dim eyes, ears, and stomach complaint.
With old age upon you, what can you do?
Merely accept it, and just smile through!
Though sometimes a smile turns upside-down,
and instead of a smile, we have a frown.
Shifting gears, however, can reverse the trend,
and we then have a smile to offer a friend.
“Essentials for Survival in the Golden Years”
Upon arising, take those pills, 
sure must have them for the ills.
With bathing finished, time to repair 
aging damage done here and there.
Rub lotion all over to keep from flaking, 
rub in medication to keep from aching,
put tears in your eyes, and your hearing aid in,
grab your cane and go for a spin
on a bicycle built for a two year old.
Wear hat, and dark glasses, and sweater for cold.
Use a pick-up stick to keep from bending,
the list goes on and on, never ending.
No wonder the workforce claims you no more,
it would be noon before you entered the door.
Notify your children where you will be,
they tend to panic so easily.
Should you eat this, should you eat that;
watch the sugar, abhor the fat.
Your pleasures diminished, one by one.
But Hey, you’re alive!  Have some fun!
“Resurrection”
What has happened to the ability once held to be creative?
Is it gone, vanished, wiped out, extinct, evaporated?
Seeking the recesses of a mind stagnant;
probing, yearning, feeling, thinking, revitalize
at last into a semblance of what used to be.
“A Question”
That Christ is my savior is not hard to say,
but do my actions prove it in each and every way?
The words that we utter 
must have a counterpart in all of our living:
a loving and faithful heart.
“Victory”
God of wisdom, God of might,
God of early morning bright.
God of darkness, God of drear,
God of all the things I fear.
Only when to thee I come
whether at evening or rising sun
is the peaceful victory won.
Doubt and fear are swept away,
love and blessings fill my day
when I turn to Thee and pray.
Prayer is the special bond
that links us to the great beyond.
“Moods”
Sunset, and the flaming glory of a sky all blue and gold
casting rays of dying gladness to the endless world foretold.
Darkness, and the awful blackness of a sad and solemn sea
reflecting all its gloomy sadness on the soul and heart of me.
Dawn, and the bursting splendor of the new days birth
bringing hope and gladness to accomplish something worth.
“To a Friend”
Flowers grow unmindful of what they do;
they just do their thing, and bring beauty into our life.
Friends are somewhat like that; 
they add a dimension of beauty in an otherwise colorless vista.
You are my friend, and I am thankful.
“What God has Promised”
God has not promised skies always blue,
but He has promised He’ll be there for you.
When the day is dark, and troubles draw nigh,
and your heart is heavy and you want to cry,
He’ll send a bright ray of a promise come true,
and joy overtakes you in all that you do.
“Pauls Story” (Read at his Funeral)
My first memory of you came entirely out of the blue,
my five year old eyes opened wide with surprise 
seeing beside my mother a tiny sleeping baby brother.
You were so special to me; I had been the baby you see, 
now I could prepare baby things spread everywhere,
my joy knew no end, when your wants I could attend.
Our mother’s heart was filled with joy by her precious little boy
Life smiled on you, and as you grew, 
the goodness of your heart showed through;
each day it was your intent to be thoughtful, kind and obedient. 
Roles reversed, you watched out for me as helpful as a brother could be.
God’s blessing and care were with you the long war years through.
Your faith and commitment held fast, and you returned home at last.
Married the love of your life, the lovely Marsha became your wife.
Devoted to your family, church, home and community
you helped where you could, always looking to do good,
until illness closed in with a battle you couldn’t win.
The many trials of growing old visited you, sometimes threefold.
Now rest in peace, brother dear, heaven and its angels are very near.
A new life is waiting for you in that fair land beyond the blue;
there. I’m sure, you’ll see where help needs to be
and if something is to be fixed your expertise will do the trick.
Your qualities in life enhance when given a heavenly chance
and now dear one, it’s time to say, ‘Alveterzane’  until the day
we gather on that shore, to be together forevermore.
“For My Sister Lula” (Read at her Funeral)
Lest we forget your bright sunny smile of yesteryear
an inspiration to so many, my dear.
Your facing with courage life’s trouble and strife
while battling handicaps all of your life.
Your cheerful acceptance of your fate, 
a life filled with love, never hate.
Your prayers and concerns for those that loved
and faith in God’s goodness from above.
Your willingness God’s work to do;
these are the ways to remember you.





