
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


LIFE WITH ME

 


Written and Illustrated

by

Thérèse A. Kraemer

 


 


 


Copyright Therese A. Kraemer 2017

 


Spangaloo Publishing

 



 


Spangaloo Edition

 


http://spangaloo.com

 


Standard Copyright eBooks are strictly
protected works. You must not perform any actions, including
copying, printing and distribution without the author’s written or
printed consent (the author may have already granted certain terms
in a statement within a book.) Some of our eBooks are cleared for
personal printing if this option has been enabled, The unauthorized
sale of Copyright works in any form is illegal.

 


This novel is a work of fiction. Names,
characters, events, incidents, and places are the product of the
author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, people, or
events is purely coincidental

Cover Design: Original art by James Bryron
Love

Ebook Formatting : Alan Thriete

 


Editors Note:

Many characters in this book have accents
and or different speech patterns. The author has attempted to
illustrate this phonically. These are not spelling errors.

 



 


Contents

 LIFE WITH ME

MIRROR, MIRROR ON THE
WALL

GOD’S LITTLE GIRL

IS GOD HIDING?

THERE ONCE WAS A, ONCE
UPON A TIME

GONE BUT NOT
FORGOTTEN

MANKIND

FRIENDS AND OLD
SHOES

GETTING OLD IS NOT FOR
SISSIES

DAYS OF INNOCENCE

PRECIOUS SECONDS

MY FAVORITE
SEASON

THREE LITTLE
WORDS THAT CAN MEAN SO MUCH

LORD

JUST SAY YES

THE BOOK OF LIFE

THE MYSTERY OF
PARADISE

A FORK IN THE
ROAD

GIFT TO HOLD

DREAMS DO COME
TRUE

DAY BY DAY

A RECIPE FOR
HEARTACHE

YOU CANNOT BUY
LOVE

TREE OF LIFE

A MYSTERY

SANDMAN

MY BEST MOMENTS

EMPTY NEST

GRANDCHILDREN

KEEP CHRIST IN
CHRISTMAS

MAKE YOUR HEART A
HOME

TAKE A WALK WITH
ME

FINGERPRINTS

MASQUERADE

I WISH I’D LIVED AS IF
I WERE DYING

OPEN ALL NIGHT

SWALLOW YOUR
PRIDE

HANG IN

WONDERING

BE CAREFUL WHAT YOU WISH
FOR

SOME DAYS

STREET OF DREAMS

IF I ASK YOU

LONELY DAFFODILS

UNFORGETABLE PRICELESS
MOMENTS

SILLY RHYMES FOR SPECIAL
TIMES

 


About the Author

Other Books

 



 


LIFE WITH ME




[image: tmp_ed1c370534acaa634cf6e912769a3467_6iMu1h_html_44bfeff5.png]

 


 


I have a tale, poignant but true, about a
girl who was so blue.

She had trouble learning in school, so she
was labeled a retarded fool.

Education for her wasn’t much fun, and she
feared being disciplined by a nun.

Year after year she would miserably fail,
regardless from grade to grade she’d sail.

Pushed from one year to another, she was
hopeless the nuns told her mother.

With low-esteem, she married too young and at
twenty-one she had a son.

The odds were the infant wouldn’t live long,
but she proved the doctor to be wrong.

Her life continued to be one long plight, and
her marriage no longer seemed right.

At forty she left home to start anew, without
an education she knew not what to do.

She went back to school to try once more, but
discovered learning was as hard as

before.

Determined, she wouldn’t give up easily,
again she depended on her thoughts of

fantasy.

Her childhood dreams were read in class; she
received praise, a grade that would pass.

Her spelling was bad, her thoughts were a
delight, and her teacher suggested that

she write.

Wrote hundreds of poems with illustrations no
less; published them to raise money

for Leukemia and M.S.

She published a forty-two children’s story
book, and it was well worth all the work

it took.

There were no computers back in her era; she
depended on friends and family to

catch an error.

Married again, but wasn’t meant to be, she
worked, volunteered, wrote, and took care

of family.

She joined critique groups but felt inferior,
because others let her know they were

superior.

Never deterred, wrote romance novels for fun;
stories for grandchildren, her thoughts

were never done.

You’re probably wondering why I wrote this
tale of a girl who was told that she’d

always fail.

A girl who had never given up easily, because
she believed God made us all differently.

Each of us has something special, no lie, and
we’d never know if we do not give it a try.

If we believed the untruths that people say,
then we’re hurting God’s feeling for

making us this way.

I’m telling you this so you can see that the
girl never gave up and she is me.

It took only one wise person to turn my life
around, a teacher who saw something in

me no one else had found.

And it took thirty-five years and many tries
to finally be published at seventy-five.

Bill...my lucky husband number three, edited
all my many novels patiently.

I’m now Queen of the 2.99 Romance Novels on
Spangaloo; my children and poetry

books are there too.

So don’t give up, keep the faith no matter
how hard and how long it takes.

I hope my story helps others with a
disability, and to prove that we all have hidden quality.

I hope my story helps others with a
disability, to prove that we all have hidden quality.
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MIRROR, MIRROR ON THE WALL

 


 I look into my mirror and
it is the truth I see…

An old person looking back at me.

I think how fast the years have flown by…

And the face looking back cannot lie.

I have been good and I have been bad…

I have been happy and I have been sad.

I have made friends and enemies too…

I have had a broken heart, maybe a few.

“If I could live my life again,” I’ve
heard people say…

“I would do things differently along
the way.”

I suppose many of us would totally agree…

To have a chance to live our lives
differently,

But then I wonder what would be at stake?

If we try to change the hand of fate.

To try to alter what was meant to be, God’s
game…

And in the end, existence would just be the
same.

We were never promised a life of living care
free…

So I cannot hide from the truth I see.

Life is like dominos, we affect one another
in some way…

So…it is what it is, and it just might be
better that way!

 



 


GOD’S LITTLE GIRL

 


 A little girl set out to
play

on a bright, sunny, beautiful day.

Picking flowers as she went on her way,

this little girl who went out to play.

As she walked along, she began to hum,

feeling the warmth of the touching sun.

She wouldn’t return until her walk was
done,

this she thought as she continued to hum.

When she tired, she decided to lie,

gazing dreamily into the cloudless sky.

She watched small birds flying very high,

smiling, she produced a cheerful sigh.

In the tail of her eye, she saw a red
fox,

running and jumping over reflecting
rocks.

Sitting up, she pushed back her curly
locks,

and proceeded to follow the fiery, red
fox.

She followed the animal until it was
gone,

leaving her feeling very sad and forlorn.

Minutes later, she spotted a brown fawn,

and was no longer sad that the fox was
gone.

The fawn accompanied her into the listless
night,

but at times an owl’s hoot brought her
fright.

Yet, the starry skies gave her a comforting
sight,

as she and the fawn watched for dawn’s
light.

The sun peeked over the hill once again,

to warm her and her new found friend.

But it saddened her a little that it had to
end,

so she waved good-bye, going on her way
again.

Smelling flowers and the fresh, breezy
air,

once more left her no feelings of worries or
care.

A sense of happiness...more than her
share;

she smiled at the flowers and laughed in the
air.

 



 


IS GOD HIDING?

 


 The whole world is in such total
distress…

I can’t blame God if He is hiding from this
mess.

No prayers are said in schools as before…

and terrorists are now knocking at our
door.

Our flag is burned, no longer respected by
some…

and police are being murdered, one by
none.

Some young adults want their education free,
they say…

forgetting how hard their parents worked
yesterday.

Unemployment is on the rise, more and
more…

women and children are shot just walking to
the store.

It’s not politically correct to say Merry
Christmas…

can you blame God if He’s hiding from all
this mess.

The press and the government’s corruption are
at a high…

and any truth left fads away with an ugly
lie.

Lincoln freed the slaves not so long ago…

but there are still bigots hiding in the
shadow.

Because of all the hate and all the
fighting…

might that be the reason that God is
hiding?

What kind of a world are we leaving our
youth, I ask?

what example are adults showing to mark the
past?

The government is growing too powerful every
day…

telling us how to live and what we can
say.

It’s a shame we have to carry a gun in
modern times…

because of all the killings and unjust
crimes.

Is God hiding behind the Peary Gate…?

leaving us to perish because of our own
selfish faith.

Why are infants right to life
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