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REVIEWS

A Smile Draws Me Near! (Poetry) - 4/21/2008 7:33:13 AM
Love this poem, I lost my happy laughing and smiling person, but this poem brings him back to me. He was just like you said and always smiling and such a good person inside, as you are too. We are supposed to look at the inside of a person and not judge by the outside we first see. I will do that from now on too. Thanks for the advice. 

Little Miss Sunshine (Poetry) - 4/21/2008 7:03:37 AM
Beautiful gift of loving words you give your grand-daughter, Bonnie, well done! Know she has a special place in your heart. :) (((HUGS))) and love, Karla.

Finally Released! (Poetry) - 4/21/2008 4:30:05 AM
Deborah's comments are right on - He loved this child through you. How it hurts us when a little child is seriously ill -- like our great-great niece Baby Esa with her retinoblastoma. But doesn't God touch our hearts with great compassion and a need to pray and know He is near to comfort and help? This is very moving, dear Bonnie; your love is clearly felt. You won't soon forget this mother and child; neither will they forget your loving response and your prayer. God will use it. Love, Connie

“No Mom, Not My Bangs” (Poetry) - 4/21/2008 5:15:56 PM
Boy, does this bring back memories! I recall staying a week with my mamaw...fell asleep with bubble gum in my mouth...and the next morning neighbors came from all over the neighborhood to see why I was crying. They just knew that I'd had a terrible accident! No, just mama cutting the gum out of my hair! I didn't have many bangs left or much hair behind my right ear! Whew, hadn't thought about that in a long time! Great write my friend! Thanks for the stroll down memory lane! Blessings from Ky. Joyce B. 
No Man is an Island (Poetry) - 4/22/2008 10:17:07 AM
Beautiful image and write, Bonnie, since coming here to the Den, I've made a world of friends. :) Well done. (((HUGS))) and love, Karla.
Little Miss Sunshine (Poetry) - 4/21/2008 11:35:53 AM
She sounds like a breath of fresh air ... joy personified. Thank you for sharing such a delightful child. God bless you. Kathy

No Man is an Island (Poetry) - 4/22/2008 1:30:20 PM
As always dear Bonnie May you have managed to capture the true essence of one of life's greatest gifts -- Friends! I came to this den an "island" torn apart by Counterfeit Love's Hurricane and the den of friendly encouraging support has kept my head above water. Thanks! Deborah
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A Lid for Every Pot!
 

My mother always told me, “There’s a lid for every pot”.

I always wondered what she meant, I thought of it a lot.

I have many pots of unusual shapes and different volumes too.

 With a lot of different sized lids that fit quite a few.

 

Was she telling me, that many lids can fit almost right?

Or that the lid must fit perfectly, not to loose or too tight?

I think what she was saying was if I’d look hard, I would see.

That there’s a special someone out there, someone just for me.

 

Mother had so many sayings that I didn’t comprehend back then.

But as I grew older, I heard those sayings, over and over again.

There was a very special someone out there that fit me perfectly.

It was thanks to Mother, 

Who always had sayings that confused but encouraged me.

My dear Mother had many of these expressions that I never

truly understood.

A Love That Cannot Die!
 

 

When the night time comes, 

The darkness assaults your very soul,

The loneliness invades you and 

Spirals you into a deep dark hole.

Sometimes it seems like it was yesterday, 

Your love lay next to you.

But when darkness comes, 

It blocks all memories 

From coming through.

 

Oh, how you miss him since he left your precious life.

You find you can no longer manage because of all the strife.

Thoughts of him returning and coming to you at night.

Making your trials easier for he will put things right.

 

But my friend he is with you and he’s never left your heart.

He holds a place deep within and he will not depart.

So let that heart of your’s open wide, you can do it if you try.

For he loved you while he lived with a love that cannot die.

 

When your heart is opened, his love will come breaking through.

Those memories will last through the end of time, 
While God’s lovingly holding you.

This was written for my friend Lois who lost her beloved husband Tom. It is a love that will last through eternity.

A Smile Draws Me Near!
 

 

The first thing I notice about someone is their appealing smile.

I sometimes get lost in it and stay there for awhile.

I’m not sure why their smile draws me in so near.

While I’m in, I see other things and find this person’s rare.

 

I see their gentle hands; I enjoy the twinkles in their eyes.

I love listening to their soft words spoken in between their sighs.

This person drew me to them, by the smile on their face.

That’s not what’s keeping me next to them; it’s not in the chase.

 

What keeps me here is simple; it’s the person who’s within.

It’s what makes me want to stay here and to be close to them.

It seems I like myself better, when this person is by my side.

This person brings the best out of me, and I feel dignified.

 

They make me feel such happiness when they are standing by.

They make me feel protected and completely filled with pride.

I hope I do the same for them that they always do for me.

To be a better person, they make me want to be.

 

So when that smile draws you near, it’s up to you to ask why.

You can do it if you want to, you can do it if you try.

 

A Soft Place to Fall!

 

Everyone needs a soft place to fall.

Where no one judges them or hurts them at all.

Some place where they feel safe and secure

A place where they can heal and given a cure.

 

Where no one can hurt you or make you feel sad.

Where no one can tease you and make you feel bad.

Everyone needs to find, they’re own soft place to fall.

A place where you get support to help you stand tall.

 

I think I know where that soft place should be,

‘Cause I established my safe place on the family tree.

It was with Grandma I found my safe place.

And to this day, I can see her dear sweet face.

 

So go to your Grandma, when you’re hurting inside.

She’ll not judge you or damage your pride.

She’ll sooth your wounds, better than most.

And she’ll offer you love with some tea and toast.

This was written for my Grandma Hagerty who has remained in my heart.

Achilles was a Wuss

Achilles, mightiest of the Greeks, who would smite armies of men.

Who was dipped in a river as a child again and again.

They dipped him to make him immortal that no one could kill.

But one place couldn’t be dipped; for he was held by his heel.

He won many battles practically all by himself.

If they gave trophies back then he’d have loads on his shelf.

For he was the strongest man in all of mankind.

He was strong in his soul, body and mind.

Nothing could kill him for it was written.

No Delilah could tame him, he couldn’t be smitten.

How wrong they were, it took one little arrow in the heel,

To bring this mighty man down, it was surreal.

What a wuss he had to be, I tore my Achilles, and it didn’t kill me.

All I Have of Her?
 

Mother talked about Lois, a little girl that she had lost.

It devastated Mother with what her death had cost.

 She had a hole inside her heart that nothing could ever fill.

Mother would never be the same, her heart could never heal.

 

The only thing I have of Lois, are the dishes in my hutch.

I was never allowed to play with them, nor allowed to touch.

Those dishes are very dear to me, for they keep my sister close.

I pictured Lois playing, and loving them the most.

 

I always felt I knew her, because of stories I had learned.

She never had her chance at life, she‘d never have her turn.

But if I keep telling all the stories, that my Mother told to me.

My children will do as I have done, that is what I plea.

 

I realized those dishes, aren’t all I have of her.

I’ve always had her in my heart which makes my spirit purr.

She will forever be with me, sharing my life and soul.

For I know now, without her, I never would be whole.

 

So there is something I must surely do, to always keep her here.

That’s adding to her collection, in order to feel her near.

Her dishes now fill my cabinet; it was done with love and pride.

For I will always keep them close, and Lois by my side.

 

For my sister, Lois…who I will always have in my heart
and her dishes in my hutch.

Angry Little Squirrel
 
 

Its spring and all God’s creatures are busy scurrying around.
They’re out looking for nourishment that can now be found.
Food is top on their list so they can feed their young.
Scampering to and fro and licking their little tongues.
 

When anyone went outside or someone got to near.
An angry little squirrel, squealed and snapped mostly out of fear,
They thought for sure the little squirrel had gone completely mad.
But getting closer to the angry squirrel they started to feel bad.
 

This little squirrel was having babies & they would soon be here.
No wonder she was acting crazy, when people got too near.
So they put food out for her, and she quickly settled down.
Now she lets them observe her, not angry when they’re around.
Are There Any Answers?
 

Are there any answers for the things we now  see?

All the crime and violence on our own TV?

Parents killing children and children killing them.

When is all the violence going to transform or end?

 

Are there any answers to end of this terrible war?

When the death of our beloved soldier’s rapidly begin to soar.

I feel that we are sinking in the quicksand man made,

And only God can save us, even though we all have strayed.

 

We’ve got to call on him to once again come through,

To save us from ourselves and the destruction that we do.

We always think we know more and can handle what we’ve done.

We forget that’s why he sent, his beloved son.

 

Nothing seems to shock us, it’s like we’ve heard it all before.

There’s so much anger and hate, it’s like someone’s keeping score.

This world needs a heart change nothing else will do.

And only God can change a heart & make the love shine through.

 

So lets all pray, for the violence to end, it’s certainly over due.

If God touched the hearts of man, the terror would end there too!

Bare on a Bear Skin Rug
 

Little man bare on a bearskin rug was a delightful sight to see.

Taking many amazing pictures was such a treat for me.

This was a very special thing to do many years ago.

Little man wasn’t a bit afraid, who would ever know.

 

We thought he’d scream like a banshee when he saw the bear.

But he laid there so contented without a bit of fear.

We took loads of pictures and little man posed just like a champ,

   It wasn’t until we were finished; we noticed the rug was damp.
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Written for Dalton Davis, a wonderful little man.

Big Rink...Little Skates  

Watching this tiny boy with little skates on his feet.
Skate like the big guys, trying to compete. 

He was a delight to watch as he fell and got up, 
Trying not to spill, the hot chocolate in his cup.

I couldn’t pry my eyes off him, as he skated on the ice. 

Giggling a little, when he fell, once or twice.  

But he never gave up and he gave it his all. 

Skating around that huge rink, and trying not to fall. 


You couldn’t help admire that sweet little guy, 
His up and down skating, gave viewers a wonderful ride. 
He was so determined to make it around the big pond, 
And we all cheered for him which created a bond. 

The rink must have looked gigantic to this little boy, 

And as he skated by, he gave everyone joy.
Even the big guys would encourage him going by, 
Not once did he complain, not once did he cry.


He just kept a goin’ with his determined task.
Giving us pleasure and creating such laughs. 
Oh, how proud, his Mom and Grandma must be.
I know the Grandma is, for that Grandma is me.

Written for Dalton, the determined little boy.

Love you Dalton.

Blessed Treasures!
 
I don’t have lots of money or material riches of any kind.

What I have is more than that, including peace of mind.

Now granted, peace of mind can’t pay for all those bills.

But when I think of what I’ve got, I get goose bumps and chills.

 

You see I have so many treasures that are too many to count.

And everyday those treasures all begin to mount.

Every person in my life is my treasure that’s for sure.

For my heart was broken badly and these treasures had the cure.

 

So money isn’t everything, in fact, it isn’t much.

For when you’re scared and lonely, money can’t keep in touch.

It’s your friends and family that are always by your side.

It’s them that get you through with dignity and pride.

 

So when you’re thinking money, is what you really need.

Think of this my friend, money’s only greed.

Its friends and family you require, to help you through the day.

And you can find these blessed treasures, every time you pray.

 

Dedicated to all my friends and loved ones.
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Bring That Nose Back To Earth
 

 

Please little missy, don’t turn that snoot of yours up at me,

You have it so high in the air, that it’ll get stuck in a tree.

Come down to earth my little one, where all the real people are,

And please stop acting like you’re the chosen one, or a movie star.

 

Beauty begins from deep inside, & then comes shining through.

Work on your heart and thoughts deep within, 
Then others will see it in you.

So bring that nose of yours back to earth, 
And realize we’re all the same.

Then you will have everything you need, 
And all will lovingly remember your name.

Climb That Mountain
 

Start at the very bottom; put your hiking shoes on.

Wait until the daylight so you will have the sun.

Then start your climb slowly so you have strength to spare.

As you climb, watch out for all the problems that are there.

 

When you come upon some rocks, they are troubles in disguise.

Don’t worry so about them, but open up your eyes.

As you get close, you’ll see if they’re big or they’re small.

You might try jumping over them, or walking on them all.

 

But if it’s huge and there’s no way to climb over the top.

Then go around instead, it’s only just a rock.

When you get to trials that bring you to your knees,

As you get closer to them, you’ll see they’re just trees.

 

Closer and Closer to them, you’ll see a pathway through.

Just take the pathway that you see, and it will channel you

Keep on looking forward you’ve nothing more to dread.

Your dreams are waiting for you, they are just ahead.

 

As you draw nearer to the top, exhilaration you will feel.

You will be rejuvenated and you’ll know the feelings real.

You’ve conquered all your problems you made it to the peak.

Don’t look back, just keep on going; you’ve got your troubles beat.

“Come Out and See”
One summer, I awoke quite parched in the middle of the night.

When I went to get a drink I had a terrible fright.

Someone was in my living room, I knew it without seeing.

I could see his movement; I could hear his breathing, 

I was frozen with fear to the spot, I didn’t move an inch.

I thought of many things to do that would have been a cinch.

But it was like my brain and body had a disconnect.

The two weren’t working together, I was totally a wreck.

Then I heard a little voice speaking out to me.

Oh my gosh it’s a child, who can this child be?

I reached for the light switch and turned the bright lights on.

And there right before my eyes, was my neighbor’s precious son.

“Ronny, what are you doing here, it’s the middle of the night?”

“I have no idea how I got down here, I woke up in a fright.”

Oh my darling little boy, you must have walked in your sleep.

I’ll take you back to your Mommy & Daddy, now don’t you weep.

So we both went out the back door, the same way he came down.

I realized then how dangerous it was, for there was a hole in the ground.

We were putting in a swimming pool and the hole was wide and deep.

He could have fallen in it and I wouldn’t have heard a peep.

Chills running up my spine, we proceeded on our way.

Banging on the neighbor’s window, at this awful time of day.

“What in the world’s the matter,” Donna asked of me?

“I have Ronny here out here, come out here and see.”

“Bonnie are you crazy, Ronny’s been in bed for hours, he’s fast asleep.”

“I’ll talk to you tomorrow; I’m sure all this will keep.”

“If Ronny’s there with you, then who in the world is with me?”

“Am I’m the one that’s sleep walking, come our here and see?”

Come Sail With Me!
 
Come sail with me on the white caps so wild and blue.
Enjoy the sunlight; let it flow through the depth of you.
Ride high on the waves, feeling the jubilation of the sea.
Let us go with cheerful hearts, come sail with me.
 
When we’re on the waters, gentle winds blowing through our hair,
We will toss our troubles over for our hearts need much repair.
We somehow have lost each other, beyond the ocean’s shore,
We need to find our love again and we’ll need nothing more.
 
We’ll lie intertwined upon the deck, wrapped in harmony.
Waiting for the sunset with you lying next to me.
The stars will light up the sky, illuminating our way.
Just you and me my love, until the break of day.
                                                                                  
So come sail with me my darling, waves are soaring high.
We will go along with them, ‘til we reach the sky.
    We’ll find what we have lost and capture so much more.
We will be two different souls, when we reach the final shore.
Daddy, Why?
 

Daddy, why don’t you ever hug me, and hold me when I cry.
I need you so much Daddy, to dry the tears in my eye.
You always say, “Be tough son, soldiers never cry”.
But I am hurting a bunch Daddy; I’m too hurt to lie.
 

 Yesterday I saw a Daddy, playing with his son.
They were laughing and wrestling, having so much fun.
Why don’t we do that Daddy, why are you so bushed?
You always say, “don’t bug me,” and tell me that I push.
 

“Leave me alone”, is what you always say to me.
“I’m sorry Daddy, I don’t understand, for I am only three.”
“I don’t know the big words, about your very hard day.”
“I only want my Daddy to have fun with me and play.”
 

I get so scared at night Daddy, my dreams are really bad.
When I wake you to tell you, “Why do you get so mad?”
I’ll soon grow up and be a big boy and won’t bug you anymore.
So now you can be happy Daddy, ‘cause next year I’ll be four.
 

If everyone had a daddy like mine, this poem would never have been written.
Darkness

Is this what depression feels like all black with no light?

No answers for my questions, no ending in sight.

How can people stand this, how can they survive?

When the only feeling is obscurity, nothing left of pride.

The feeling of irrelevance and insignificance are overwhelming me.

I wanted to make a difference in this world, not have this ambiguity.

Nothing at all seems clear not even how this came to be,

Swallowed up in this darkness, blinded by iniquity.

How do I go on and find the light I seek?

How can I survive, when everything looks so bleak?

I must search my soul for the faith that was once inside.

For it could be my salvation, the resurrection of my pride.

Once you are God’s child, he will never set you free.

He is always right there with you, throughout eternity.

So look to him for guidance, it’s God who holds the light.

He‘ll lead you from the darkness and your days will soon be bright.

Dig a Little Deeper!
 
 

When you think you have nothing left to give,

When you think your empty, draining like a sieve.

Dig a little deeper until you find your core.

You will find such treasures there and find a whole lot more.

 

Everything we are or do is somewhere deep inside.

We just have to find it, even when we’re feeling fried.

So dig a little deeper for the treasures that are there.

And you will find so much to give even if it’s in a prayer.

 

Don’t Have Any Regrets!
 

I’ve lost so many loved ones, I can’t count them anymore.

Most happened quickly and hurt to my very core.

I never told them how much I loved them before they went away.

And saying I love you, would have been so simple to say.

 

I often regretted not saying the things that were deep in my heart.

For when they were gone, it was too late, and it tore me apart.

So everyday I tell someone, how much they mean to me.

I tell them that I love them, and I know that this is key.

 

So today, it’s time to tell Mary Lou and Bud, a very special two,

While you’re still here, you must know, that I love both of you!

Dedicated to Bud and Mary Lou, our dear friends in our 

mountains.

Don’t Make a Sound!
 

 

You love watching him, when he doesn’t realize you’re around.

You try to be so quiet, without making any sound.

You love to watch his expressions that come across his face.

You love to watch him converse, when conversations take place.

 

He has no idea that you are standing there.

So he’s being himself and you can only stare.

How much you adore just watching him while he’s unaware.

How much you love and admire him, oh, how much you care.

 

He’s never alone, when he thinks you’re not around.

For you are always with him, you just don’t make a sound.

When he looks your way, he will see the love upon your face.

For he’s the only one you see, in this whole human race.

Don’t Make Me Go Momma!
 
Oh, I loathed passing the house on the corner of the street.

It was like a punishment when two little girls I’d meet.

They’d call me names and spit at me as I was passing by.

Out came the words & the tongues and always made me cry.

 

To get to the store, you had to pass right by their dreadful house.

Sometimes I would tiptoe, being quiet as a mouse.

Don’t make me go to the store Momma, ask Gary to go instead.

My brother wasn’t afraid of them no matter what they said.

 

I used to dream their tongues got stuck, upon their iron fence.

But if they fell out all together it would probably make more sense.

Please don’t make me go Momma, I would humbly cry.

With a pat on the head, out the door I’d go, hoping to sneak by.

 

However, they always saw me, screamed and called me names.

They never played with other kids, not jacks or other games.

They only had each other; what a sad twosome they made.

It took me years to see that, and for all those names to fade.

Dedicated to two little girls on the corner, who I hope have changed.

Empty Chairs
Sitting on the porch in their old rocking chairs, grateful for the day ahead.

Thankful for all God’s blessings in their life and for their daily bread.

The couple reflected on beautiful years gone by & knowing what’s in store.

Knowing their days were numbered, wishing they had just a little bit more.

As they rocked and chatted, many people passed their way.

Always stopping by to say hello and wishing them a wonderful day.

Oh, how the neighbors loved them for they have been here so long.

Hating to think of the time this lovely couple would be gone.

When they were young they built the home and the porch they’re sitting on.

They raised a lot of little ones, which long time since have gone.

They were so active in the neighborhood and left imprints on everyone’s lives.

Now they are old and feeble but still carry on the spark in each others eyes.

They met as children when he pulled her out of a neighborhood stream.

That day he became her hero, they became each other’s dream.

They married right out of high school and from that day were never apart.

Their love only grew stronger embedding each other forever in their hearts.

As I past their house this morning, I couldn’t help all the tears that fell.

For one chair was empty, the one left looked lonely like it had a story to tell.

For her hero passed away last night and for the first time leaving her behind.

Now she sits and rocks alone, with only astonishing memories in her mind.

It was only one week later that there were two empty chairs sitting all alone.

She died from a broken heart and decided to go home.

Erasers on Our Heads!
 

Wouldn’t it be nice if we came with erasers

so we could erase things we’ve done wrong?

We could do it over and over again;

we could do it all day long

 

I don’t know where God would put it;

probably on a finger or our head.

Just as long as it was available,

 when something said had to be unsaid.

 

You’ve probably never gave this a thought

because you don’t make many errors.

But those of us that do make mistakes,

would probably really care.

 

Just think of the advantage that

we would have over all of you.

Nothing ever wrong recorded,

and only good things listed too.

 

We could change our tests in school

or redo the mistakes of the past.

It would be wonderful if mistakes 
could be undone, so they wouldn’t last?

 

But since God didn’t put erasers on his creation of man.

I think HE wants us to get it right the first time or do the best we can.

Eventually, Peace Came!
 

 

Our youngest son was little and as cute as he could be.

But his older brother would tease him & really irritate me.

“If you don’t behave,” I’d say, “I’ll smack your behind.”

When I got busy elsewhere, out of site out of mind.

 

He did dreadful things to Tommy, and made him so uptight.

His little nerves were frayed; he was higher than a kite.

Someday he will be taller and put Jimmy in his place.

I hope and pray that I am there to see his bewildered face.

 

Jimmy loved his little brother I had no doubt of that.

But that didn’t stop him from acting like a little brat.

No matter how I punished him, nothing seemed to work.

He’d march to his bedroom with a tiny crooked smirk.

 

I prayed hard that Jimmy would see the error of his ways.

But he found more exciting means to ruin Tommy’s days.

Tommy idolized his brother but was annoyed with him too.

For all the things Jimmy did to him, everyday something new.

 

Eventually, peace did come and they became such pals.

I think it was when both became aware, of all the real cute gals.

And as the years went by, there bond grew very tight.

There was no bond tighter, both knowing wrong from right.

 

Time heals all wounds, and corrects all wrongs.

I’ve read it in the Bible, I hear it in the songs.

Because of all the teasing, Tom's character and strength excelled.

And his big brother was always there, when his little brother fell.

Evil in One Man?

I always wondered how you hate someone with you didn’t know.

We’ve got to know this man on the News, who seemed to be a foe.

He is willing to kill us because of what we stand for & who we are.

I never understood a hate like that, looking near or looking far.

His hate has consumed him over the years into a murderous rage.

The list of innocent people he killed, he’s like an animal in a cage.

So many people lost their lives for reasons they never knew.

And their families left behind, are in their own Hell too.

I truly believe Osama bin Laden is a cruel and evil man.

He has no forgiveness in him; love is something he doesn’t understand.

What happened to this man to cause him so much hate?

Doesn’t he understand that death and destruction are his only fate?

I know our government isn’t perfect; I know we’ve done things wrong.

But war is an awful thing and has gone on much too long.

I pray for peace everyday and I pray for our soldiers, their people too.

I pray the war will open the eyes of man, to let God come through.

Men dying for reasons that no one can truly understand.

Makes me wonder if the evil is only in one man.
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Eyes Wide Open!
 

Oh my, what is it, that stands in front of me?

Is it human or a joke in front of me I see?

The eyes look scary and intimating which would frighten anyone.

And here I stand alone, without my trusted gun.

 

When the thrill wears off, and your eyes are finally opened wide.
You see the person standing before you, with nothing left to hide.
You wonder how you could have been, so brainless or so blind.
What in the world were you thinking and did you lose your mind?
 
All you wanted was someone to share your life and lot,
With eyes wide-opened now you see, that this is what you got!
Finally Released!
 

 

Yesterday, while at a ballgame and commotion everywhere.

I saw a tiny little girl so precious, that I could only stare.

I found myself being drawn to her just to say a quick hi.

I told her Mother how precious she was, a tear fell from her eye.

 

Not knowing what to do or say, I quietly sat down.

I talked to this tiny child, as I sat there on the ground.

Her mother finally looked at me with sadness and distress.

“She was diagnosed with leukemia, it showed up in her test.”

 

I felt my heart go out to her, like it’s never done before.

My heart no longer belonged to me; it hurt right to my core.

I held this precious child, praying with a broken heart.

“God touch this precious child, heal every ailing part.”

 

Her little eyes looked up at me and she smiled O’ so sweet.

I could feel the tears flow right down beyond my cheek.

Her two little ponytails popping up so charmingly.

Blew in the wind, like God was touching me.

 

He heard my prayer I know he did, for I felt it in my soul.

He loves this precious child, he will make her whole.

I looked directly at her Mother and told her quite effortless

That God is watching over them, he doesn’t believe in tests.

 

She smiled thoughtfully at me and said she was feeling peace.

The tears she was holding back flowed through,

They were finally being released.

Dedicated to a beautiful child Mackenzie, who touched my heart.
 First Accident at TWO!
 

Our little girl was almost two and was helping in the yard.

She was dancing all around, she was such a card.

We lived in a secluded neighborhood only eight homes around.

So we hardly had any traffic, like the people had in town.

 

Our neighbor had a big yellow truck parked across the street.

Everyone hated that big yellow truck, we tried to be discreet.

I was so busy planting for a moment I forgot my little one.

When I finally looked up, I found that she was gone.

 

Freaking out I panicked and began to look around.

That’s when I saw her, all happy, safe and sound.

She was in my car as pleased as could be.

When I got closer she locked the car to me.

 

Smiling from ear to ear she was so proud of herself.

Jumping and steering, she was acting like a mischievous elf.

“Open the door honey,” but she shook her little head.

When I looked in and saw the keys my heart filled with dread.

 

I was totally helpless with what was happening before my eyes.

She turned the key, the wheel unlocked after many tries.

She released the break and jiggled with the gears.

All of sudden the car drifted back adding to my fears.

 

It started going faster with me running along side.

She started laughing harder, having a heck of a ride.

Out of the driveway and across the street right into the truck.

I was freaking out, for now the car was stuck.

 

After much coaxing she finally unlocked the door.

She had her first accident and she wasn’t even four.

She was fine and happy for she enjoyed her ride.

I on the other hand, stood right there and cried.

 

For my lovely daughter, Ginny.

Forever With Me!
 

 

Near the end of my father’s life, I sat beside his bed.

Memories of my childhood floating through my head.

Looking at this beloved man that was my towering force.

This man who I always went to for my existing source. 

 

How then can I say goodbye to him when he’s such a part of me?

I love everything about him, everything he is & everything I see.

He’s been my rock since childhood & he never let me down.

Dad’s so much apart of me with his values that are sound.

 

How then can I go on & be the person he wanted me to be?

 Without his undying wisdom advising & always guiding me?

God knew what he was doing, when he made this man my dad.

HE knew he’d guide me to the Lord & make my heart so glad.

 

So even though my father’s departing & leaving me behind.

He will be forever with me, in my heart, my soul, my mind.

For Donald Johnson, my father who I adored and still do.

Forgetful
 

My husband’s getting forgetful; he hides things when we go away.

Then he can’t find them on our return, for at least a few days.

Sometimes it takes longer; to find the things he puts someplace.

He gets so frustrated and angry and it shows upon his face.

 

If he’d only hide the things the same place every time,

He would find them quickly and everything would be fine.

But no, he finds new places; he can’t remember which ones he used.

So he’s not the only one that gets frustrated, I too blow a fuse.

 

Last time he hid our keys to our car and my jewelry case.

It took three weeks to find them, the keys we had to replace.

I beseech him to leave the things alone. I plead and I beg.

If he doesn’t stop by Easter, 

I’ll make him hide his own eggs.

Forgiveness
 

There was something in my soul that was causing so much pain.

It was something that I’ve done, no one else to blame.

I’ve never told a single soul, for it hurt my very being.

I did it without thought; I did it blind not seeing.

 

I’ve asked God many times to forgive and heal my heart.

It’s one thing he won’t do, until my own forgiveness starts.

It happened many years ago and I thought it would go away.

But it always stayed with me from then to this very day.

 

How can I forgive myself when to me it was a sin?

How can I go on and grow without letting someone in?

It’s something I still can’t reveal for it tears my soul apart.

It’s something that will destroy me, destroy my very heart.

 

I asked for strength and the courage to be able to release,

All the guilt inside of me, so I can find some peace.

Then one night in prayer, the answer came so clear.

For it told me to forgive myself and keep my savior near.

 

I realized God couldn’t get through all this guilt and pain.

Until I turned it over to HIM, and released all self blame

Now, he freely healed me, for my slate was finally washed cleaned.

At last I have forgiveness and I have been redeemed.

For it is Written

 

 
Lord, hear my plea, heal this world of hate and sin.

Open the hearts of man so they will let you in.

Be with our soldiers and protect them from harm.

Be with their families; enfold them in your arms.

 

Touch my loved ones who are ill and make them well.

Lift up those who have slipped and fell.

Be with my children when they are in fear.

Stay close to them so they know you are near.

 

Feed the children around the world so they no hunger.

Give strength to the elderly so they feel much younger.

Stop all the wars and make love their goals.

So they’ll have a cleansing of their lost souls.

 

Be with the leaders so they lead in an honorable way.

Give them the wisdom and teach them to pray.

Let all their people pray for them each night.

Let them find the joy in peace and not in the fight.

 

Bless this world with peace, love and understanding.

Help us all to survive until your son’s return landing.

Let us be worthy of your son’s sacrifice.

Help us know him and be very concise.

 

Lift all our spirits, so we know the elation,

Of your son’s return, and feel the full jubilation.

For it is written, about the return of your son.

Lord, please receive our souls when this day is done.

 

Four Marbles, Two Bee Bees!
 

On a very busy day, a policeman came to my door.
He was nice and polite, I’ve seen him once before.
“Do you recognize these?” and opened up his hand.
I Saw 4 marbles and 2 bee bees in the hand of this man.
 

“Gee, the marbles look familiar,” I said very confused.
“I’ve never seen those bee bees before?” I said a little amused.
“Your neighbor behind you found them in her sun tea jar.”
“These little gems, were the only ones she found so far.”
 

“Oh my goodness,” 
I knew who the two culprits were, I knew right away.
“I’ll get the culprits for you,” what else could I say?
“Boys, I want to see you this very minute down here.”
“And bring that bee bee gun that I know is quite near.”
 

Down both came with their little heads hung low.
With little red faces and their gun in tow.
“Do you two know anything about what this officer holds?”
They examined them thoroughly, before the little one told.
 

“Yes, sir,” he said, “we were shooting at the jar.”
“It was a perfect shot and it was really far.”
“We ran out of bullets so we used our arms,”
“To throw the marbles, we meant no harm.”
 

They knew they broke the rule regarding the gun,
But it was overpowered by their drive to have some fun.
My brand new sun tea jar, which I long waited for,
Went with two little boys out our back door.
 

They made their apologies for the damage done.
The neighbor was quite nice, she too had a son.
They sheepishly returned and went right up the stairs.
When we got near their door, they were saying their prayers.
 

My my two sons, the little culprits.

God Spoke
 

 

A young mother went to Israel to walk where Jesus walked.

While she was standing at the tomb she heard the tour guide talk.

She felt so weak, her knees gave way and she lay upon the ground.

She heard God’s voice speaking to her and heard no other sound.

 

God told her he was calling her son Jacob, to be with him.

She begged him to take her instead, for Jacob was free of sin.

Everyday that she was there, she prayed for her son’s life.

She offered everything she had, but feeling doom and strife.

 

When she returned home, she saw her son Jacob was just fine.

She stayed extra close to him, looking for God’s sign.

After many prayers, she told God that HIS will be done.

She would understand if he decided to take her son.

 

Still hoping with everything in her, that it was just a dream.

She prayed Jacob would be spared, & was not in God’s scheme.

But then one night she called her son, from playing in his room.

Jacob said, he was playing with an angel, her heart felt so gloom.

 

God took Jacob home that night in such a gentle way.

Jacob held a Teddy Bear with hands folded as he prayed.

His Mother lay beside him; she knew Jacob was with God.

And knew he went willingly, realizing God took him out of love.

God Will Make The Fuss!
 
Since you came into my life, my heart has nothing but delight.

You bring me joy & pleasure; you make my life so bright.

There is no doubt that God brought the two of us together,

For our bond is extremely strong, as though HE tied the tether.

 

We never met in person, but that’s not the important thing.

When I get a note from you, it opens up my heart to sing.

Your faith is strong and feeds me when mine is feeling low.

You give me true inspiration and help my spirit grow.

 

So my sis, I love you and I know you love me too.

For you show me in your words and in everything you do.

Someday soon we will meet and what a thrill for us.

But it just might be in Heaven, we'll let God make the fuss.

 

Dedicated to Connie Faust a true sister. 
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