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ALL THAT’S NEW

 


New shoes for school

A brand, new outfit

Freshly bowl-cut head

 


But best of all

That brand new box

Of 16 Crayola Crayons

 


 


AND MR. JOHNSON LAUGHED

 


She probably doesn’t remember

At the time, being only two

But she caused a lot of laughter

By running around in view

 


Of our neighbor Mr. Johnson

Who liked to sit out in the sun

Who never expected to see

Little sister on the run

 


It was very hot that summer day

As she played “house” inside the tent

She took off her hot clothing

While our lunchtime came and went

 


My mother called her in from the tent

“Where are you? It’s past time to eat!”

So she obeyed our mother’s call

And ran out all in a heat

 


One thing in her rush, she’d forgotten

Was to put back on her clothes

She startled poor, old Mr. Johnson

Who laughed way down to his toes

 


 


AUTUMN LEAF FESTIVAL

 


With many food stands galore

And balloons and flower floats

 


Came around every year

Carnival rides and parade

 


Fire trucks with noisy sirens

Would also be blowing horns

 


People in their fancy cars

Wave to all as they pass

 


Small, noisy cars driven by

Older men in pointy hats

 


Horses with silvery tack

So, be careful where you step

 


 


BAD VEGGIES

Veggies were sitting on my plate

And they wouldn’t go away

I had been looking at them for most all of
the day

But they just wouldn’t go away

 


My sisters with similar tastes

Wanted to go and play

Each managed to come up with clever
solutions

To make the veggies go away

 


The oldest usually hid them

In napkin out of view

After cutting her veggies into very small
pieces

She would then claim that she was through

 


The next would take nasty veggies

Into her little hand

Stretch around the corner and toss down the
furnace grate

Her very own personal trashcan

 


The youngest would soon realize

The bathroom she
must go

The food stuck in her pockets get flushed
down the toilet

And no one would probably know

 


But I, always the “good one”

Maybe the one not smart

Would just sit at the table staring at those
veggies

Hoping, parental change of heart

 


 


BARBIE LAND

 


Hours and hours

We would play with them

By changing their clothes

Oh, so frequently

 


They would drive around

Little orange car

Setting up houses

Of colored cardboard

 


Always had boyfriends

And always had dates

Never had to go

To some, stinky school

 


But sometimes got trapped

On “Gilligan’s Island”

And flew into space

‘Board our apple trees

 


My sister’s was blonde

And that was the best

But just in order

To stop confusion

 


I received for mine

Ponytail brunette,

Amazingly, now,

I like her the best

 


 


 


BUFFERFLY KISS

 


Aunt Noni had her own language

Like her special bufferfly kiss

She’d get close to you and wiggle

Her eyelash touching to your cheek

 


Called what we ate on New Year’s Day

Pork, potatoes and sourcrap

She called what we wore in the winter

Our mittmens to keep our hands warm

 


 


CATS

 


We always had

A lot of cats

Like Midnight 1 and 2

Then came Nicky

Next was Puff

Finally, Scheherazade

 


Some cats left

All would fight

Some just got too old

But before we got

To miss a cat,

Another one appeared

 


The cats were good

At catching bugs

And keeping mice away

But didn’t like it

When we tried

To make them baby dolls

 


If you rubbed them

Under their chins

They’d sit still for a while

Then switch their tails

And jump away,

Leaving with a scratch

 


 


THE CAVE

 


We thought it was

The cave of a bear

But we really weren’t sure

 


It looked just like

A cave for a bear

It was cozy, dark, and warm

 


Up in the rocks

Far in the forest

A fine cave for a bear

 


We’d climb the hill

Take a look inside

But didn’t dare to enter

 


What if the bear

Returned to his home?

We didn’t want to be there

 


 


CHILDREN’S HOUR

 


On Saturday bright and early

Clutching a handful of books

We’d head out for the Library

For children’s story hour

 


We didn’t go thru the big doors

At the top of the stone steps

But down the smaller set of stairs

Kind of hiding on the side

 


The nice children’s librarian

Would take back all our borrows

Read us a wonderful story

From one of her many books

 


 


CLOSET THOUGHTS

 


Behind the clothes, in the closet

Was my favorite place to hide

It was my “cave”, my only place

Really good for thinking inside

 


Sometimes I’d bring my “Lassie” dog

Or possibly a doll or two

A piece of peanut butter toast

Or a picture book to look through

 


Sometimes I’d read, or sing a song

Or maybe take a little nap

Bring my pillow, borrow blankets

Falling asleep would be a snap

 


Later, with “battery” recharged

I would come out “as good as gold”

Ready to play, socialize

Just the way that I had been told

 


 


CLOTHES BY MOM

 


When I was young

Most of our clothes

Never bought new

Few exceptions

 


Like stocking caps

Longly knitted

Or boots to keep

Little feet dry

 


Came from stores or

From other moms,

But our dresses

Came from our mom

 


Kathy was red

And I was green

Jody was blue

Carol - orange

 


They were made with

The same pattern

In slightly

Different sizes

 


That was how we got our clothes

 


 


Clubs to belong to

 


Once
in awhile

We would start a club

For just some of us

To belong to

 


The “Kit Kat” Club

Was run by Kathy

And we had a sign

“No boys allowed”

 


The Ding Dong Club

In Elaine’s attic -

Newly painted smell

Only, a few

 


Betsy, Eileen

Kathy A. and me

With a jagged-edged

Membership card

 


Betsy in charge

Was the only time

That I was “allowed”

To play with her

 


 


THE DARE

 


My friend Elaine invited us

To her cabin in the forest

I was very happy to go

Among my friends, she was the best

 


Elaine had a lot of brothers

And her sisters Lynne, Jane, and Sue

Piled into their station wagon

Her mother would be driving too

 


The girls who got to sit way back

Following a bit of a fuss

Kept making faces at the boys

Who were in the truck behind us

 


Went down across the river bridge

Turned left on their camp’s rocky road

Then bounced along until we got

To the cabin, where we’d unload

 


The food and clothes and sleeping bags

To the inside and up the stair

When we were done, we got to play

Running wildly everywhere

 


After dinner, a campfire made

And everyone sat around

The boys began to talk of bears

That in the deep woods could be found

 


Later on, when all were in bed

Under orders to go to sleep

We tried to keep our giggling down

Being told, “not to make a peep!”

 


Then all at once, we heard a growl

That sounded too loud and too near

The girls all screamed and ran downstairs

Where Elaine’s parents calmed our fear

 


When back in bed, we hid our heads

Underneath blankets and pillows

It took a while to fall asleep

And we left the big light aglow

 


Waking up, the very next day

The brothers made the girls a dare

“Go run into the woods out back

And see if you can spot a bear!”

 


“No way”, we all said, “we won’t go

Why don’t you boys run out and see!”

All at once, they started laughing

“You girls are a bunch of babies!”

 


There’s something going on, we thought

What are those tricky boys up to?

We played to be asleep that night

Trying to keep those boys in view

 


Sure enough, when all was quiet

We saw them begin to sneak out

“What are they doing?” we whispered

“Why are they all up and about?”

 


They crept to below our window

And began making growling noise

Apparently their dad heard too,

And he woke up very annoyed

 


“Get back inside, you boys!” he yelled

“What do you think you are doing?

Quit causing trouble, go to sleep

I’ll talk to you in the morning!”

 


There were no bears out in the woods

At least, we think, not on those nights

Or maybe they had heard the growls

And hurried away in bear fright

 


 


DON’T SWALLOW A FLY!

 


She was playing in the sandbox

Was out behind the house

She opened her lips to sing

And a fly flew in her mouth

 


She thought about the song

Of the old lady and the fly

It scared her really badly

And then she began to cry

 


Ran inside to find her mom

Who told her not to worry

It was just a silly song,

A funny little story

 


 


DOWNTOWN

 


Downtown no longer looks the
same

Still

A couple of old stores
remain

But

Gone is the “5 and 10” cent
store

Where

You could buy a toy really
cheap

Now

Gone is “WIIC’
tower

Had

“Chilly Billy” of
radio

Where

Garby no longer shows
movies

Now

No longer the Orpheum,
too

And

Harry’s Pizza slices to
go

Where

5¢ pizza on Tuesday
nights

Had

Been replaced by the IC
church

Still

Elementary school is
there

But

The little Weidner’s comic
store

Where

Lots of children’s saved
money went

Now

Has been changed to a used
bookstore

And

It is no longer filled with
kids

Still

Library next to Post
Office

Had

Grown much “smaller” over
the years

Still

Wein’s and “Deitz a Monies”
clothes stores

Now

Are run by people we don’t
know

And

Our uncle’s store now sells
flowers

And

Fast Food stores are
everywhere

Now

The frats seem to have more
houses

But

They are still in terrible
shape

So,

Not the Clarion I once
knew

 


 


Elsie’s Place

 


She smelled like horses

And was not a phony

The lady that was

A friend of Aunt Noni

 


She lived on a farm

With her horses and cows

A barn full of hay

And a big, old, gray house

 


No riding horses

Like my mother once did

Instead we’d pet cows

And a little goat kid

 


Always some kittens

Could be found in the barn

We would lure them out

Wiggling pieces of yarn

 


We had supper there

Big bowls and big platter

Huge slabs of bread

Manners didn’t matter

 


When the day ended

Piled back in the car

With farm-yardy smells

Going home, seemed so far

 


Four girls in the tub

Amid the bubbly soap

Hair washing by dunk

Our eyes squeezed shut in hope

 


Knotted hair would go

So the combing was smooth

The braids went back in

We tried not to move

 


Off to our bunk beds

After brushing our teeth

Sleep came so quickly

It was hard to believe

 


 


FOR ME’s:

MERRY-GO-ME

 


The rides, the rides

The scary rides

And then, there were the horses

Go up and down

Round and around

Some of them even had manes

 


 


NO PRIZE FOR ME

 


Even though I tried hard

There was no prize for me

No stuffed dog, no stuffed bear

Not even crummy toy

There was no prize for me

 


 


TOO MUCH FOR ME

 


Pink and blue cotton candy

Or sticky, nutty apples

Buttered popcorn in a box,

My stomach groaned in protest

Just could not eat one more bite

 


 


TOO SCARY FOR ME

 


That old Haunted House

Just wasn’t for me

Glass walls in the way

Floors shifting around

 


Too many things would

Go bump in the dark

Distorting mirrors

And smoke in the air

 


Too scary for me!

 


 


FROGGY TIDBITS

 


Little froggies disappeared

Before they could even hop

Fishing cats would scoop them up

Until an old screen did stop

 


 


GHOSTLY TREE

 


That old Ghost Tree

Very Scary!

If you were small

Could be very

 


Then some of us

Not me, of course

Sent a sister

With pushing force

 


Into closet

The biggest one,

And those Someones

Thought, it was fun

 


In the dark

Till out she came

With a scream, then

Out…IT…came!

 


Its eyes lit up

Flashed out so red

Itself jerked out

On squeaky tread

 


Its twigly arms

Whooshed all around

Its crackly mouth

Slashed up and down

 


Frequently it

Ran out of steam

Or into a wall

It would ream

 


The Someones thought -

Oh so funny

The victim thought -

Run to Mommy

 


THE GREEN GLOB

 


Way too cooked,

Too much goo,

Too stringy,

Watery,

Green spinach -

Eeew!!!

 


 


HARRY’S PIZZA

 


Right next to the church

In the steeple’s shade

Was the best pizza

That was ever made

 


Especially

When even less spent

Because on Tuesday

Only cost 5¢

 


 


HERMAN’S STORE (this poem appeared previously
in “Grandpa’s Chair”)

 


Herman’s store was a wonderful place

Was then, and still is

Kids and grownups would stop by

Just to shoot the breeze

 


Our Uncle Leon was the magnet

Pulling people there

If you needed a kindly ear

He had one to spare

 


To some he was known as “Hermie”

A “must-see” every day

Students would drop in for candy

Start talking, then would stay

 


Oh, the things that you could buy

If you had a dime

Even with just a nickel

Choosing would take time

 


“How about a couple of these?”

Red, black licorice

Everything for a penny

All that you could wish

 


Finally, with our choices made

We’d clutch our little sacks

Rush next door, or go on home

And have a little snack

 


We were the envy of other kids

He was our Uncle Leon

We agreed that we were lucky

We knew it even then

 


 


IN A SHRINE

 


Grandma Reinsel’s house

Was kind of a shrine

When you walked in there
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