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      My uncle, Junior Clark wrote when he had something to say. I don’t know when he started. From reading through his work, I’d guess his earliest poem was written when he was in his late fifties or early sixties.

      His topics are varied. The common theme is his own strong feelings. He wrote about things that mattered to him, Family, People, Places, Nature, God.

      Some of his pieces move me to tears.

      They are all Junior’s words. I just assembled them in this volume. I hope you enjoy them as much I as did.

      Regards,

      Mel Clark,

      November 4th 2021
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      Junior wrote the poems. Putting them together was a labor of love. But I couldn’t have done it by myself. Junior and Ella’s daughter, Teri Gale Mundy, found the various poems. She provided them to me along with some family photographs.

      Junior’s sister Betty (Penny) Aaron and her daughter Kristi also helped and provided encouragement.

      Thanks to all of you.

      Thanks also to the love of my life, my wife Linda. She tolerates my writing habit and sometimes she even encourages it. I love you, Linda.
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      Welcome to this volume of poems penned by Junior Lee Clark. We hope, that by venturing into these, you will have a snapshot of the man he was.

      Junior Lee Clark was born on October 12, 1927. In his lifetime he saw and participated in a lot of history. He grew up during the Greta Depression and the economic hardships following until the beginning of WWII.

      Junior joined the US Navy and served aboard the battleship USS Missouri. The Missouri was where the Japanese Emperor Hirohito signed the “Instrument of Surrender”, effectively ending the War in the Pacific.

      Returning home after the war, he set about starting a career and a family. He and his wife, Ella, produced two children. Their son, Jerry, was eldest, followed by a daughter they named Terry.

      Junior Lee Clark was a man of many interests. He stayed engaged and active in the business and enjoyment of life until his final and fairly rapid decline.

      Among his interests were genealogy. Spending many hours looking through records at the historic Fincastle Courthouse in Virginia’s Botetourt County, he traced his ancestors back as far as possible.

      His other interests included history, hunting, all things outdoors, woodworking, and of course, his family.

      To really know a man, you must first learn what he loved. The loves of his life were his family, his church, and his God.

      Junior was always there for his family. He enjoyed his children and the children they produced as time went by. He didn’t just watch, he participated. He coached girls’ softball when his grand daughters Layci and Kyndall played. He looked forward to hunting with grandsons Landon and Seth Cullen. He made himself available, understanding that spending his time with them was the greatest gift he could give them.

      He supported his wife in her interests, going to flea markets, yard sales, shopping, church activities, beach vacations, and other activities they could share.

      Junior Lee Clark loved his country. Exemplified by his military service. He was an unabashed supporter and enthusiastic cheerleader and supporter of this land. It grieved him to see many of the issues that brought unrest to the country he served. He was unapologetic in his support and love for the US.

      Junior Lee Clark also loved his God. He was a faithful member of his church, serving on the Board of Deacons. His leadership in that role was gentle, never seeking the spotlight. He dedicated himself to supporting the church in all its functions.

      Finally, and the point of this book, is the fact that Junior Clark was a rustic poet. He was NOT a hillbilly poet, but he couched his phrases in plain fashion.

      I was once asked to type a work of his, and being me, I set about making certain changes. He gently took me to the woodshed, pointing out that he had said EXACTLY what he intended in the way he intended to say it. I learned from that woodshed experience to not impose myself between an artist and their intended purpose. He knew what he wanted to accomplish; I did not.

      So, here we are. Welcome to the works of Junior Lee Clark, expressed as he wished.

      These poems are not grouped in any particular order but are simply offered for your pleasure. It’s our hope you will come away from the experience with a sense of the man; his wit, his humor, and his style.

      Please enjoy the ride.
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        There is a place I love to be, most dear to my heart,

        Nestled in the foothills of the Upper James, the little town of Eagle Rock.

      

        

      
        It's been said there was a mighty eagle that used to fly,

        Where the river meets the mountain and the mountain meets the sky.

      

        

      
        Once the river was bustling with bateaux carrying iron ore,

        The mines ran out long ago and the bateaux float no more.

      

        

      
        Sometimes when I'm dreaming of another day and time,

        Old memories come creeping from the shadows of my mind

      

        

      
        Of a barefoot lad, a mom and dad,

        A fishing pole, a swimming hole, and the best friends I ever had.

      

        

      
        The Eagle broke its wing in the flood of eighty-five,

        We lost most everything; we barely did survive.

      

        

      
        Once the streets were busy and happy voices soared,

        Now the streets are empty and the stores have closed their doors.

      

        

      
        We can't return to yesterday, and the way it was back then,

        But I long to see it come back long enough

        For the wing to heal,

        And the Eagle to soar again.

      

      

      Junior Lee Clark

      2013
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        When I was a young lad, many years ago

        The most favored place in all the world that I loved to go

      

        

      
        With all my friends and my fishing pole

        Was down by the river to the old swimming hole.

      

        

      
        We would swim and play as long as there was light

        Then we’d build a bonfire, fish & tell ghost stories ‘way into the night.

      

        

      
        Growing up in the Great Depression times were hard and things were bad

        But when you’re a kid you don’t miss what you never had.

      

        

      
        One Sunday morning we heard someone on the radio say

        That something bad had happened in a land far away.

      

        

      
        A place we had never heard of before,

        A place called Pearl Harbor; we were going to war.

      

        

      
        On that fateful Sunday evening, little did we know

        That before it was all over many of us would have to go.

      

        

      
        One by one we were called by Uncle Sam

        To go and serve our country in a far and distant land.

      

        

      
        By the grace of God, we all survived;

        I was thankful that we came back alive.

      

        

      
        We would still get together every now and then

        We’d talk about the things we did and the places we had been.

      

        

      
        We would listen to all the stories we were told

        But we never made it back to the old swimming hole.

      

        

      
        Things had changed; they could never be like they were back then.

      

        

      
        We left home as boys
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