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A Gentle Stranger
As I was leaving work one day,
 I met a stranger at the door.
We never met and never talked,
 ‘Cause we worked on different floors.

We chatted to where our cars were parked,
But I never asked her name.
When she departed I slipped and fell,
And was in agonizing pain.

I heard a soft and gentle voice,
Asking if I was alright.
I couldn’t speak or answer her,
And I felt a terrible fright.

The gentle stranger knelt beside me,
Where I lay upon the icy ground.
She tenderly wrapped her coat around me,
Speaking softly with no one else around.

She stayed calmly beside me as I was lying there,
Speaking quietly and softly sounding like a prayer.
Warmth and love came bursting through,
Warming up my outside but warmed my insides too.

One good thing that came of this, 
And from the gentle stranger at the door?
Was through my all pain and anguish,
She’s no stranger any more.

For a wonderful lady at Coors
A Little Bright Spot

Everyone has a little bright spot,

That comes in and out of their lives.

They don't happen near enough,

With how quickly the moment flies.

Those precious little bright spots,

Are very special and rare.

I think the way they happen is through,

Our nightly prayer.

When they come and stay awhile,

They lighten up our day.

And always leave a tender spot,

When they depart and go away.

Thank God for little bright spots,

They make our lives worth living.

For without them to look forward to,

There wouldn't be Thanksgiving.

When one does come and makes your day,

Hold on to it awhile.

For when it leaves and goes away,

It will leave you with a smile.

You were my little bright spot that

Was in my life awhile.

I wanted you to know that and to know,

You made me smile.

As Long As I’m Alive!

When I was low and all alone,

I knew I could go and pick up a phone.

You were always there with some cheerful remark.

That left me smiling deep in my heart.

We drove me to the airport quite a few times.

You knew I'd get lost and end up in Pines.

You never complained or balked when I asked.

And always made it seem such an easy task.

When I was ill and laying in down.
You never left my side, you were always around.
The day you married Charlie and I stood by,

I felt such happiness that I thought I could fly.

Your vows were spoken and I was so glad,

You’re like the sister that I never had.

We've had bad times but good times as well.

You just have to know that I think you're swell.

I took the letters of your first name,

To tell you so in a little game.

S - IS FOR THE SUNSHINE YOU BROUGHT INTO MY LIFE.

U- IS FOR THE UNSELFISH WAY YOU TAKE ME IN YOUR STRIFE.

S - IS FOR THE SORROW THAT WE BOTH HAVE SHARED.

I -  IS FOR IMPOSSIBLE LIVING WITHOUT A PERSON WHO TRULY CARED.

E - IS FOR ETERNITY THAT OUR FRIENDSHIP WILL SURVIVE.

AND NEVER TO BE FORGOTTEN AS LONG AS I'M ALIVE!
For Susie, my first friend in Colorado
Baseball’s Fun

When my son turned five, he wanted to play,

A game called baseball, its fun they say.

So we signed him up when the season came,

That's when I went to his first ball game.

The kids looked so cute in their neat little hats.

What will they do with those great big bats?

I soon found out, for it was my sons turn,

The ump called him out, but I guess he'll learn.

The game went on and on like that,

With kids running, throwing and using the bat.

I didn't understand very much that went on,

But I was so proud of my dear little son.

The people screamed and yelled terrible names.

"Oh my," does this go on at all baseball games?

The poor little pitcher they yelled at the most.

If that were me, I'd give up the post.

It's only a game and they're blowing their lids.

For heaven sake, they're only kids!

I was so glad when it came to an end,

My bones were so stiff, and I couldn't even bend.

The kids looked so sad and I thought they would cry.

When they scheduled the next game, I thought I would die!

For my oldest son, Jim
Bored Housewife 


Today I'm bored with everyday things,
Cooking, Cleaning, answering the phone when it rings,
So I thought I'd take some time off just for me,
But I find I can't 'cause I'm not really free.

So what is there for me to do?
I sit and think, my choices are few.
The kids will be home from school real soon.
The time goes fast from morning to noon.

Too late to shop, too late for a drive.
I have to wait for the kids to arrive.
So I guess I'll just have to swallow my pride,
And do the work I take in stride.

It will all get done with tender loving care.
But the tears in my eyes spill over in despair.
Now I'm not always bored with life.
Sometimes I'm an enchanting housewife.

Burst Those Bubbles
Why does love have to be so painful?
We could do with an easier road.
One that wouldn’t be so stressful,
One with someone to share the load.

I always thought that marriage would be,
A sharing of all life’s troubles.
But being married as long as I have,
Surely burst all those tiny bubbles.

I see so many troubled pairs,
That try everything they can.
But in the end their troubles drown them,
And leave them feeling bland.

When the excitement is gone,
It gets so much worse.
You have to work harder,
So your bubble won’t burst.

Some make it through to the good times,
Some make it through all the bad.
Taking all life throws at them,
And coming out of it relieved and glad.

Why are some couples so troubled?
Why can’t they all have it great?
Is it because of some dark cloud?
Or is the reason someone’s mate?

Can We Make a Deal?

What would this place be without you?

You're a definite spark to us all.

We love your cheering ways, counting,

On you for support when we fall.

Most come to you with problems,

You always lend an ear.

Making us feel better,

With a hug or wiping a tear.

The best way to describe you is,

Like a mother and a friend.

Forever sustaining us,

Tough as a tree that won't bend.

Your dance will live in infamy,

With your dress up in the air.

Bringing chuckles to everyone,

And certainly many stares.

No, this place would never be the same,

If you were no longer here.

No one, to make us laugh,

No one to diminish our fear.

So I only ask for one thing,

It's not too much I feel.

It's to keep you for a long, long time,

So Kay, can we make a deal?

Written for Kay Auld from Coors
Children Lost Forever…
I heard it on the radio, just the other day. 
‘Bout a man, who killed his wife, then blew himself away.
Children watched in horror as their future washed away,
And watched their mommy dying, and didn’t know how to pray.

Tiny little children, barely goin’ to school.
They might learn mathematics, but not the Golden Rule.
All things believed in, were destroyed that night,
Trust, Love, Honor vanished, never to learn what’s right.

What will happen to them now, who will watch over them?
Will there be tomorrows, that aren’t so bleak and grim?
So much pain and tragedy in a twinkling of an eye.
Love lost forever and no tears left to cry.

Visions of that night are left, never to go away.
Lost forever in their childhood, ‘till their dying day.
When love is lost, it’s lost forever, no more to be returned.
That’s the only thing they’ll know, it’s something they have learned.

Confiding In the Walls

Here he is just standing there so quiet and so small,
He looks like he is whispering and confiding in the wall.
Wish I could hear his whispers and wish that walls could speak.
Would I want to hear it or would I be feeling meek.

Does the naughty thing he did justify his fate?
Will he realize what he did or will he be irate?
He is now confiding, in the wall in front of him,
Telling it the things he feels and how things looks so grim.

If he only knew how hard it is, to punish him like this,
When all I really want to do is give him hugs or kiss.
But he must learn some lessons to help him out in life,
He must be respectful to get him through the strife.

I gladly would take his punishments but he would never learn,
To be the man that he can be, I must be very stern.
The walls are now his confidant, they hear much more than I.
Was the punishment worth it, when it was only me that cried?

Written by, Bonnie Johnson-May


Written for a friends grandchild who was being punished and standing  in a corner. 

Daddy, Wait For Me!



Daddy knew his life was ending, and his days on earth were few,
As he’d call my name, I answered, “Daddy, I’m here beside you.”
With a weakened smile of recognition on his ashen face, and
He knew nothing in this world, could move me from this place.

Love filled my heart with sadness, knowing daddy was leaving me.
Bringing back floods of memories, on how things used to be.
Daddy was always there to pick me up, when I fell along life’s way,
And he never let me down, from back then to this very day.

No matter where my daddy was, I invariably tracked him down.
He was always there to greet me, but sometimes he had to frown.
Like the time I walked eight miles, to tell daddy of my plight,
I got punished by momma, until daddy made things right.

He’d wait for me until I came home, whether from school or on a date.
I tried to always be on time, but a few times I ran late.
There he was just standing there, with a stern look on his face.
But I’d explain, he would wink, and that look was soon replaced.

As the life was ebbing out of him, I’d wipe his hands and feet.
We’d talk about the loved ones that he would soon greet.
As he dozed off, I stared at him, trying to memorize,
Everything about him, his hands, his face, his eyes.

Daddy, Wait For Me!
 (continued)

Then suddenly I realized that this man was in my soul.
How could I forget him, when he helped to make me whole?
He will be with me forever, in my heart and in my life.
Lessons that he taught me, will help with family strife.

I have to go now daddy, but will return in two days or three.
I saw the pain cross daddy’s face, but he never said a word to me.
Wait for me daddy, I will return, but wished that I had stayed.
I had to go, I promised, a prior commitment I had made.

Daddy always waited, and I thought that he would be,
Standing there a waiting, like he did since I was three.
But when God called, daddy answered, and went that very night.
How now, can I explain to him, to try and put things right?

Somehow I think that daddy knew, just how much he meant to me,
I only hope he understood why so suddenly I had to flee.
The pain I felt was unbearable, my heart ached and burned,
As I looked up, daddy looked back, and he saw that I returned.

Written for my wonderful father.  I love you Dad!
Dad Lead Me to Him!

When dad left this earth I never thought I’d feel this love again,

I had no idea the special gift that my dad picked out to send.

He must have known the pain inside that I would always feel,

So he sent me Great Uncle Stephen just so my heart could heal.

What a gift he sent me, he has my father’s voice and charm,

He cultivates veggies and flowers and lives on an enchanting farm.

No, I’ve never met him, at least since I am grown,

But he has instilled such love in me and seeds in me he’s sown.

He’s close with God and talks to him and remembers me in prayer.

Oh, how I wish to someday see him and be in is arms back there.

I’d hold him tight and love him for what he’s meant to me,

And give him hugs and kisses so I could make him see.

How lonely my life was before he was lead to me,

And how much pain my heart was in until he set it free.

I’d show how much I loved him and what his calls have meant.

For I could surely prove to him that he was heaven sent.

Written for my precious Great Uncle Stephen Johnson, I love you!
Did I Just Dream?

You get up in the middle of the night,

To go to work while there is no light.

You shower or bathe in a frantic state,

So you can make sure you won’t be late.

You try so hard to do the best job you can,

So you push to get done and you really cram.

Rushing here and there gets to be a routine,

Sometimes you think its’ a nightmare or a stupid dream.

But you get done with everything in sight,

It’s then time to go home to rest for the night.

You just fall asleep when the alarm goes beep,

And you jump to the floor in your tired feet.

“This can’t be right; I just went to bed,

My body’s tired and my feet feel like lead.

Did I just dream that I slept all night?

Or did I dream that I worked, which is right?”









