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CHAPTER 1

			The poems in this section are based on times and events of my early years to the present. While they may seem fanciful there is a true event underlying each poem.

			



	

WHERE LONELY WINDS BLOW

			Deep in the forest the remains of a cabin have been found

			A lonely place miles from a village or town

			The roof had fallen in under the weight of the winter snow

			The walls are not as high as they stood long ago

			Beyond the walls a space where a garden once grew

			Now nature was reclaiming the land as nature will do

			At the garden’s edge pickets tell a tale about where they lie

			They tell of a lonely grave and of someone who died

			Someone who was loved in life had passed away

			Someone with no name lies forgotten in a lonely grave

			Who had carved those pickets with a skillful knife

			Then enclosed that sacred place marking the end of life

			Who were those people whose name we’ll never know

			We have only remains of a home where lonely winds blow.

			***

			



	

THE TINY BEAR

			Day was gone I travelled on into the night

			There was no moon to shed its light

			I travelled alone no one at my side

			Only the yellow line that was my guide

			There was no noisy traffic with glaring lights

			Just the peaceful calm of a country night

			Then into my lights came a tiny bear

			It was crossing the road as tho I wasn’t there

			I knew I couldn’t miss that tiny bear but I would try

			But I knew this tiny bear would surely die

			It never veered as I prayed it would

			Then it disappeared beneath my hood

			I prepared myself for what was to be

			But there was no sound that I could hear

			That tiny bear came into the light

			It ran ahead then vanished into the night

			An arrow of joy pierced my heart

			Could it be fate had played its part

			Or is there a power that protects tiny bears

			When first they leave the mother’s lair?

			***

			



	

ROVER

			A little boy raced thru the night

			There was no moon with its golden light

			His mother was ill, he must reach a phone

			He must face the darkness all alone

			There were things out there he could not see

			They lived in the dark, he knew they were real

			At night he heard them on the stair

			Under his blanket they never found him there

			He would run as fast as he could go

			Would it be fast enough he did not know

			Now and then behind him he heard a sound

			Like little pebbles rolling along the ground

			Thru the dark he ran; he had done his best

			But he was just a little boy he had to rest

			Finally, he stopped he could do no more

			His body ached for air his legs were sore

			With beating heart, he stopped and gasped for air

			And as he did Rover reached up and licked his face

			He fell to his knees and hugged that furry neck

			He felt a joy like he had never known

			Rover was there, he was not alone.

			He stood and breathed the cool night air

			Nothing could threaten him, Rover was there.

			***

			



	

LIFE’S CYCLE

			As a child I had a little room down the hall

			I didn’t go far my world was small

			There were no friends to play with me

			Just my imagination of what I tried to be

			I would go for a ride once in awhile

			The feel of travelling made me smile

			Then school gave me a world that grew and grew

			And new friends that were both kind and true

			That world grew in wonder and grew in size

			I was sailing its seas and flying its skies

			But at last I grew weary with no desire to see

			Those faraway places that called to me

			Many of the friends I made along the way

			Have either moved or have passed away

			I’m tired and wish to find a quiet home

			No longer do I feel the urge to roam

			I have a little room just down the hall

			I don’t go far my world is small

			But someone special comes and we go for a ride

			And I am content just to be at her side.

			***

			



	

MEMORIES

			A world exists beyond my walls

			I plainly hear its siren calls

			but a deadly virus stalks our land

			so in my room, I’ll make a stand

			I dream of a world that I once knew

			of a wide and clear azure sky and golden fields of prairie grain

			a little boy playing a lonely game

			he has no hero to help him fight

			his cowboy uncle once rode and wore a gun

			but his little games are much more fun

			there are grasshoppers and toads that hop about

			though he chases them he can never catch

			but look? There’s a wild and tasty berry patch

			but time moves on, a distant future is now today

			and his little games he must put away 

			he’s now a part of a remembered past

			of childhood days that did not last

			but when my life lacks a driving force

			nor has it a plan to chart a course

			he comes to me and once again we play

			those lonely games of yesterday.

			***
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