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REMEMBERING ME
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Remembering me. at three,

sitting on daddy’s knee.

When time went by with lazy tocks,

when my hair had virgin locks.

Remembering me. at eight,

writing on a blackboard slate.

Words and numbers, 1 to 10,

the alphabet, over and over again.

Remembering me. at thirteen,

braces on my teeth could be seen.

Noticing boys everyday,

hoping they’d have something to say.

Remembering me. at sixteen,

when I had but one dream.

To be wed in the month of May,

saying, “I do,” on that special day.

Remembering me. at twenty-one,

my dreams have now begun.

A seed of life, planted with love,

carefully guided by God above.

Remembering me. at twenty-four,

with child, once more.

Two sons sharing my life,

I was a mother, a lover, a wife.

Remembering me. at thirty-two,

confused, what do?(Added twenty-seven years later.)

All my hopes and dreams,  Remembering me...at sixty-eight,

now falling apart at the seams.  no longer fearful of my fate.

Remembering me . at thirty-eight,  A second life of adventure and fun,

no longer loving my mate.  enjoying a granddaughter and grandsons.

Took my things, walked out the door, And...at the age of sixty-nine,

from a life that was no more.  my life has become so divine.

Remembering me. at forty-two,  I found a man I thought I’d never meet,

life became fresh and new.  who has made my golden years complete.

God and friends, a specialty,  But now I’ve reached seventy-two,

and I was happy being me.  I find it hard tying my shoe.

Remembering me. at forty-five,  My waist is no longer what it used to be,

happy my dreams are alive.  and it’s getting more difficult to see.

To look back, able to see,  But... I awake in the morn feeling happy,

remembering me. at three.  because I am still able to remember me.

THAT BIRD AND ME

Looking out my window, I see...

A small bird lying helplessly.

With a broken wing, needing repair...

He’ll die.. I watch him lie there.

People walk by ignoring his plight...

His small, black eyes hold pain and fright.

It’s starting to rain; my tears fall in sorrow...

Wishing I could help him live for tomorrow.

Live to see beauty in the rising sun...

Not die, remembering the cruelty of some.

Thinking people didn’t care whether he lives or dies...

Playing deaf to his helpless cries.

If only I could tell him there are others like me...

Who want to help him live and fly free.

Understand the suffering in his dark eyes...

Who care whether he lives or dies?

I cannot help him.. what can I do?

So I turn from my window, away from the view.

I cannot watch him anymore..

I turn wheeling my chair across the floor.

TIME
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Time is a stranger to me, the world...

Because of hard times, twisted fate.

So sad these times, we see...

Times of struggle, pain, minds that hate.

Christmas lights twinkle and shine...

Through sorrowful eyes, brown, blue.

Happy hearts drinking eggnog and rum...

Have no thoughts of us two.

New Year chimes the bells...

This is the season for good cheer.

Spirits high.. do they pretend?

Are their hearts filled with fear?

You are not alone, my friend...

We’re all alone, one way or another...

Until that day finally comes...

When we find time to love our brother.

A POEM ABOUT A TREE
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Sitting under a tree watching leaves fall in autumn’s time,

I know winter’s lace is not far behind.

The sun cooling itself behind a grassless hill,

shadows my tree with an autumn chill.

My thoughts go back into summer days,

when heat blanketed the earth with a misty haze.

And my tree cooled green grass with fanning leaves,

caressing it with the sway of summer’s breeze.

My youth is hidden in the bark of this tree,

sleeping memories known only to my friend and me.

My lover’s name is embedded forever in its side,

I’ve touched it often, whenever I have cried.

This tree, I have sat under for many years,

soaking up my thoughts of happiness and fears.

Watching it sleep, seeing it grow with spring again,

knowing I will never lose this strong, old friend.

My thoughts go back to one spring day,

when under this tree, my lover and I did stay.

Watching leaves playing peek-a-boo with the sky,

designing clouds drifting idly by.

So many dreams are part of this tree,

so many memories are thought of by me.

This tree will never bend, neither will I,

my strength lies in these roots till the day I die.

WHY CAN’T PUMPKINS GROW IN THE CITY?

It seems such a pity..

That pumpkins grow in the country...

And in backyards.. but,

I’ve never seen a pumpkin grow in the city.

They flourish on farms in the Fall...

Covered with cool mist in the mornings.

Wrapped in green vines.. growing aplenty...

By children, or parents with loving hands.

But, do they wonder if pumpkins grow in the city?

I don’t think so.

Oh, how I wish I could see a pumpkin growing so pretty...

In my backyard in the city, all covered with morning mist.

Like they do in the country.. then I could see...

That impossible things can happen, and pumpkins can

grow in the city.
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SEARCHING
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You go down and sit at the corner bar...

See familiar faces near and far.

Your nights are lonely.. so you think...

Maybe a friendly person will buy you a drink.

But the drink he buys.. you later pay...

He tells you a lie and you stay.

This time might be different he may be a friend...

He might like you, he may call again.

But time after time, it’s all the same...

He’s not interested in knowing your name.

You think, it’s his loss, not mine...

You keep on searching, because some day you’ll find...

A person looking for a special someone too...

And that special someone will be you.

d2d_images/cover.jpg
Second Pne{)ry Collection

=f1’>
- {8





d2d_images/image023.jpg





d2d_images/image002.jpg





d2d_images/image022.png





d2d_images/image003.png





d2d_images/image004.png





