                         CULTURAL ISSUES
                              Don’t Hold Your Breath
I'll take the risk of boring you with the all the sordid details as much of what I'm sure you know pertains to this as well - 

But far too many times, for children born out of wedlock, life becomes a story like the one I’ve come to tell.

Thurgood was the one and only child of Tyra Cooper. His mother, for good reason, chose to raise him on her own -
And when he reached the age where she believed he’d comprehend it, she told him why she felt that they were better off alone!
Blessed with her devotion and her greatest of intentions… just the same as any child whose mother loves him true…

His start in life seemed comparable to those whose folks were white, but not so long thereafter he would hold a different view.

Early on, the only major differences he noticed were - where they lived - what they wore - and what they had to eat.

He had no way of knowing at the time how hard his mother worked to keep them housed and fed… and shoes upon their feet.

Raised without a father, Thurgood had to look to Tyra for absolutely everything, including inner strength,

And Tyra clearly understood the role she had to play. Resolved to make this happen, she would go to any length,

Sacrificing time with friends when Thurgood needed help. Juggling her relationships, she took the time she’d find 

To help him with his schoolwork… using every chance she got to fortify his character… and educate his mind.

One of Thurgood’s early lessons came when Tyra told him why it was the white kids - when he'd wave - would not wave back!
Her explanation puzzled him… and broke his little heart.    She said, “Their folks have told them not to wave -- because you’re black!”
“I don’t understand this, Mom.   It couldn’t hurt to wave.  Maybe they’re just bashful. Sure… I’ll bet that’s what it is.”                                                                                           But not a lot of time would pass before her explanation for how the white kids acted made a lot more sense than his.

Taught in separate classrooms, with his every classmate black, proved beyond a doubt 
to him his mother’s words were true.

He quickly came to realize their worlds were not the same, and felt the awful gap grow only wider as he grew.

Soon he started showing signs of anger and resentment, whining to his mother, “Mom, 

I know why no one comes.
Every time you ask the whites you call your 'friends' to visit… they’re worried that the other whites will see them -- in the slums!
“It isn’t like we’re living in a ghetto. I don’t get it. Our place is nice. It’s not as though we’re living in a shack.”

“The house is not the problem, son... nor is the poor location.  The only reason they don’t come around is ‘cause… we’re black!”

As he grew, a teenage Thurgood roamed the streets with others whose futures were as dismal as his own, but did his best 

To walk the straight an' narrow road his mother’d laid before him… but at the age of seventeen, he fin'ly failed a test.

Introduced to someone who’d been in and out of jail - for pimping whores and peddling drugs at least a dozen times -

It wasn’t long at all before the lure of what seemed 'hip' had him using drugs, and he himself was selling 'dimes'!
Bred to always do his best, he stood out from the others, and quickly formed a gang himself for peddling weed and crack - 

While in his heart his hatred and resentment only swelled to know the men who furnished all the drugs were white… not black!
The day that Thurgood’s school called to say that he’d dropped out, Tyra sat him down that night and asked him for the truth, 

Begging him to mend his ways and turn his life around, she warned him, “If they catch 

you now, they’ll try you as a youth,

“But, Thurgood - only days from now you’re going to turn eighteen, and everything you 
do from then will be as - an adult!
Don’t forget the reason why I raised you on my own… by doing what your father did…you’ll know the same result!
“Stop the things you’re doing, son, and find yourself a job.  Despite the special training 
and the knowledge that you lack, 

You can find some honest work.   Trust me when I say - don’t believe you can’t succeed just because you’re black!”

Tyra knew the answer when she gazed into his eyes and saw the hard and bitter look she’d seen since he was ten.                                                                                                       That’s how old he was when he began to doubt her words, and first began suspecting that there was no way to win.

Pulling out a two-inch roll of money from his pocket, he gently raised her quivering arm 

and placed it in her hand. 
“No,” she cried, “I’ll starve to death before I’ll take this money... and after all I’ve done 
to try to make you understand -
“Nothing I could spend it on can justify the means by which I know you made it, son!   I warned you not to start.

Walk away, while you still can.   It’s not too late to change.   Selling drugs is not the answer. Please don’t break my heart!”

“Damn it, Mom, I love you… more than anything on earth.   You did your best to steer 

me right - and keep my life on track - 

But I’ve applied for twenty jobs at least this month alone, and, as you know, not one of them has ever called me back!
“I understand the reason why you won’t accept my help, but if I earn some money right,   I promise… I’ll stop by. 

You were always there for me, and, Mom… I swear to you… I’m sorry that I let you down. I hate to see you cry!”

And as the door behind him closed, Thurgood felt - again - the bitterness and hatred he'd been struggling with so long 
That robbed him of the strength he’d need to be the man he’d like - and forced him down dangerous path he'd clearly known was wrong.
In the note he left behind - directed to his mother - he wrote a little four-line poem, which I would like to share.

He gave it to the warden as he calmly left his cell, then headed down the hallway, with 
a preacher to -- the chair!
“Discrimination thrives on hate and nurtured misconceptions. I prayed that it would disappear while I was still alive, 

But, Mom… until the prejudice - contrived by those who hate us - fades away forever... there's no doubt -- it will survive!”
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                                         Oh… I See!
While sitting in the park one day, my beagle lying near, a little girl came strolling up - 

I’d say ‘bout four years old - 

And asked me ‘bout a big ol’ tank.    She queried, “What is that?”   Then calmly stood there, staring at me… waiting to be told. 
“That’s a tank,” I offered.  Then was taken by surprise when suddenly she added - “Oh, 

I see.   So, what’s it do?”

“Soldiers use them.   Army guys.  They use them overseas, to make the world a safer place for little girls like you!”
“Oh, I see,” she echoed what she’d answered once before.  “What’s that thing beside it, with the two big wheels and pipe?”

“That’s a cannon, sweetie” I replied.   “I like your shoes,” I tried to change the subject…

but this kid was not the type.
“What’s the cannon do?” she quizzed me.   Not prepared to say, I searched for words to 

tell the truth… I didn’t wanna lie.

“Just like tanks, they’re used for keeping peace around the world,” I dodged again, “by making lots of naughty people die!”
“Oh, I see,” the child repeated, “both make people dead!”     “Yes,” I said reluctantly…

not sure what to do -

“But only if they absolutely have to,” I explained.     How was I to make her see in some way - mostly true -
What it is these cruel, remorseless weapons represent?    How their only purpose is to kill our fellow man?

At a loss for honest words, I told her, “You know what… I would love to tell you, hon… but I don’t think I can.
“I am not an expert when it comes to tanks and cannons… never having fired either one… but if I had…

I’m not sure a little girl like you would understand.  This is actually something you should prob’ly ask your dad!”
“I don’t have a dad,” she whimpered... angels came and got him!      

Mommy says my daddy gave his life to keep us free.

I was only wond’ring if a thing like one of these… killed him.”     

Fighting back my tears, I answered… “Oh… I see!”

                        The Mime in the Airport Lounge

Sitting in my wheel chair, near the stairway to a lounge, I clearly heard what sounded like some men 

Laughing hard and carrying on… it seemed a bit peculiar… they’d laugh a bit… then stop… then laugh again!
I became quite curious, and couldn’t help but wonder what it was the men were laughing at. 

But they were up a flight of stairs, so I could only listen.   I couldn’t see a thing from where I sat.

A man I knew walked down a minute later, and I said, “Sounds like you were having 
quite a time.” 

“Yes, we were,” the guy replied -- “I and several others were laughing at the antics 
of  - a mime!
“Funny thing about it was - though most spoke different languages - all were laughing hard, despite the fact
The mime, of course, never spoke!   They all responded likewise… though not a word was said throughout the act!
“The mime had actually taken folks from several different lands and found a way to make them seem as kin! 

What I learned is this, my friend… despite where someone’s from… all are just the same beneath the skin!”

And when the other people from the lounge at last appeared - coming down the steps 

I couldn’t climb - 

I was stunned to see the mix of nationalities… trailed - a moment later - by the mime!
Germans - Asians - Muslims - Hindus… Chinese - French - and Swedes - some in ethnic 

garb - would pass me by - 

Chatting in their native tongues, and thus I figured out why he’d claimed the mime the reason why!
Think about it.   'Funny'’s funny -- anywhere we go… and 'sad' is sad -- no matter where we are.                                                                                                                                     Certain things will make us laugh, while others make us cry… regardless where we travel, 

near and far.

Speaking different languages doesn’t change ones instincts!     Emotions do not change from place to place! 

All around the world we laugh and cry the very same… and smiles and tears are strangers to no face.

The next time that you’re socializing, try this little tactic:  Close your eyes and act as though you’re blind, 
And just before you meet someone… before you’re introduced... see them first with - just an open mind!
Even though your eyes are closed, you’ll learn what really matters, and see that person’s most important part. 

Differences will seem to blur… appearance-wise, at least… if only you will view them through your heart!
If it weren’t for differences in color - and in looks… I believe we’d, all of us… be friends.
I only hope I’m still alive when prejudice and hatred -- based on where one’s from -- completely ends!
                                    The Bartender
He seemed a little out of place when he walked in that night. The bar was pretty crowded, it was nearly 10 p.m.

He slid a little money on the bar and grabbed a beer, then found his way to where the smoke was thick and light was dim.

I’d never seen the guy before.   He looked a bit uneasy.  He slowly twisted off the cap then took a hefty drink. 
I watched him rather closely, as he sat there, all alone, just starin' at the table, an' I'll tell you what I think.

I think the guy was feelin’ kind-a low.  He looked - defeated!  It wasn’t long before he flagged the barmaid for a hit.

And for about an hour more he kept ‘em right on comin,’ but still, somehow, the way he poured ‘em down just didn’t fit!
He looked as though he'd given up -- like 'Life' had let 'im down.   He’d sit and stare, then briefly swing his head from side to side.

Then, softly lit by neon lights, immersed in clouds of smoke, I watched the poor young fella as he broke right down an’ cried!
This was not the first time that I’d seen a man in tears, but as he sat there, all alone, it almost broke my heart.

I’ve seen this kind of thing before, but never quite like this, and I could only wonder what it was that made him start.

Maybe someone close to him had died, or fallen ill.   Maybe he’d been cheating, and his wife had found him out. 
Maybe he’d discovered that his wife had been unfaithful.   But as I sat there wonderin’ what the tears were all about,

I turned and asked a local patron - one I thought might know - “Ever seen that youngster, gettin' drunk there, in the back?”
“Yes, I have,” the old guy answered… “that’s the boy from Wilton.   He’s the one that just returned from serving in Iraq!
                                                    Let’s Just Say
A friend of ours was asked - by some reporter - how he viewed the war his only son had gone to fight in… and had died.

His face went limp… his breathing paused… his eyes welled up with tears, and all who heard the answer stood transfixed as he replied -
“Me and all my fam’ly, sir, are desperate to believe the cause - for which he died - was worth his life… and though we’ve tried -
Most of us are struggling to accept the reason why… though some, I know, have found 
a bit of solace in our pride.

We feel the war that took his life gives cause for some debate - for some have surely stretched the truth - and some have actually lied -
But let’s just say the truth was told, so we can thereby temper weakened hearts and calm suspicions festering deep inside -

And let’s just say - with time - the pain I feel from our son’s absence fin’ly does subside into a hell I can abide,

And I have reached a void where numbness, every now and then, kindly - out of deference to the million tears I’ve cried -

Lets me sleep one night without a nightmare - even then -- I curse with all my heart and soul the day that he complied!                                                                                                                                                                                                                      

                                       A True-to-Life - 'Blind Fool'
While walking down an alley on the seedy side of Memphis, on what I'd call a rather chilly night, 

I would hear a very faint and hard-to-pinpoint cry, and racing to the alley’s only light, 

I listened hard to verify that what I’d heard was real… to learn if what I'd thought I'd 

heard was right.

In between the gusts of wind the plea would find my ear, and fear began to quickly fill my head,
So - after I’d determined which location to suspect - I raced to where I thought the words were said,

And there, beside a dumpster, lay a badly beaten man… still conscious - but extremely close to dead!
Glancing ‘round to - as they say - 'assess the situation' - he looked to be the 'loser' of a fight -  

But when I saw his long white cane I knew the guy was either totally blind or plagued with weakened sight,

And as I knelt to help him, I was stunned to hear him say -- “I won’t accept your help -- unless you’re white!” 
Being colored… hearing that would fill my heart with rage, and I remember thinking - 'Leave him lie', 

‘Cause… blind or not… if any man rejects the help required to save his life… and that’s the reason why…

I would find it easy to forgive the man who’d simply let the clearly racist bastard die!
But even though his heart was filled with prejudice and hate, I gently rolled him over on his back,

Then -- fighting off what pride I had to offer him the empathy that people of his color tend to lack --

I did my best at sounding white… knowing -- at the moment... it best that he believe I wasn’t black!
“I’m as white as you are, sir,” I said, to calm him down - “but would you mind explaining to me why
You’d refuse the help of someone just because they’re black?    You’re lucky, sir, that I was walkin' by,

And close enough that - with the wind as gusty as it is - despite how faint it was I heard your cry!”

I grabbed an arm and helped him up - he firmly grasped my hand - then, steady on his feet, he started in:
“Growing up in Tennessee, where whites and blacks don't mix, my daddy'd warned me time an' time again --

‘Best not touch a darkie, son… you’ll wind up turnin’ black... and 'whites' ‘ll wind up knowin' where ya've been!’ 

“Most the white folk, as you know, felt the same back then - but just in case you still don't understand -
Negros - in my father’s time - were seen as only useful for the things like tendin' stock an' workin’ land -

And ever since I lost my sight, when I was five years old, I've yet to even touch a darkie’s hand!”

“Any idea who mugged you,” I broke in to shut him up, “this ain’t, ya’ know, a real safe part o’ town?”

“Of course I couldn’t see them,” he responded, “but I’m sure… right before the bastards threw me down…

One of ‘em hollered, ‘Willie, he's a cripple… grab his cane,’ then two ripped off my coat an' spun me ‘round…

“Slammed me against the dumpster hard, then beat me - just for fun!    I’m sure they didn’t stop until they thought
That I was dead!    And once they'd tired of kicking me at last -- and stolen from me everything they'd sought --

They walked away in laughter, and… for knowing that I'm blind… I'm sure they're not concerned with getting caught!”   

“I know the blind have special ways of telling,” I proposed, “so would you care to guess 

at what they were…
Blacks, or whites?     And, hopefully, your bias won’t induce your clearly bitter mem'ry

to infer 

That only blacks are found to be involved whenever crimes like what you've been a victim of occur!” 

I gently led the fragile man to where the light was best, and after he had fully gained his breath, 

He answered me -- “It had to be a group of only blacks… who else would beat a blind man half to death?

I’ve heard the countless stories of the way they hold up businesses, and live by pimping whores and selling meth!
"There must be countless bruises on my back and on my stomach, and really big ones - judging by the pain -
And they were definitely coloreds... and I'm bettin' I can prove it!   If Dad was right - they likely left a stain -
'Cause -- knowin' ‘Willie’ grabbed it -- if I’m right -- because it’s white -- he might have left a black-mark on my cane!”

“So… still today,” I countered... “and I’d say you’re close to sixty... you’re doin' as your racist father bid…
Deeming every black as scum - and terrified to touch one - the very same as when you were a kid!
Well... looks to me like I just helped a 'true-to-life blind fool' -- and as for -- 'touchin' a darkie' --- you just did!”

                                 I See No Other Way
Food displays no preference for by whom it is consumed... gloves do not pre-qualify the hands that would intrude...

Cameras show no favorites when immortalizing ‘Life’... and photos no exclusions to 

by whom their scenes are viewed.

Sentimental movies are impartial with their purpose, caring unselectively which watchers shed a tear...

And never does ‘Ethnicity’ pertain to less than all when situations surface where the obstacle is ‘Fear’! 

‘Courage’ runs the gambit on the source from which it stems, and those who choose to challenge ‘Wrong’ are randomly dispersed. 

They rise to fight instinctively - regardless of their breed - even when the strategies they choose are unrehearsed!
Male or female... young or aged... meek or steeped in poise, 'Lineage'... in the throws of combat, tends to dissipate...

And yet the trend continues as we wonder why our differences persist in festering cultural wounds and instigating ‘Hate’!
From birth to in the neighborhood of 9 to 10 years old, most of what our children learn is recklessly instilled.

They watch and overhear their folks expressing their concerns, listening to them agonize as blood is being spilled,

While raising not a finger to engage in what could help to rectify the problem, like so many of us do.

Most are actually taught to hate by those with bitter views, bent on fashioning pliable minds with claims not always true,

Filling unsuspecting heads with misconstrued perceptions... stoking ethnic discontent - their kindling rife with lies -

Securing their allegiance by embedding in their hearts a ‘Cause’ for seeking vengeance...

and to never compromise. 

This ancient curse on all ‘Mankind’ will spawn a confrontation somewhere on the planet virtually each and every day,

And only intervention by the mighty hand of God can fin’ly put an end to this --- 

I see no other way!                                                                                         

                     Identical Twins - Opposing Prospects
Gwendolyn and Brendalyn -- the MacNamara twins -- were born in 1995 in Truit, Tennessee.

They looked so much alike, to help with knowing which was which... they got tattoos imprinted where a tattoo needs to be

To let someone who's dealing with true identical twins ascertain which one it is -before they actually do it!
Gwendolyn's 'G' - and Brendalyn's 'B' - were 'inked' between their eyebrows - to help 

dispel the mass confusion plaguing tiny Truit! 

The local paper called them up and asked if they could schedule time enough with each 

of them to write a piece on twins.

They'd learned that 'G' -- to prove a point concerning 'contact sports' -- surprisingly, had opted to participate in men's!
Their parents swear - 'biologically' - both were born as 'females' -- dainty frames, soprano voices -- girls in every way --

But have, at last, accepted that -- unlike their daughter 'B' -- 'G''s a fragile, mixed up kid who's worried that -- she's gay!
While homosexuals often view 'same-sex-partner-preferences' a blatant contradiction to the teachings of the 'Church' --

We who disagree must understand that all they want... all they pray they've found when they can fin'ly end their search
Is merely 'someone wonderful' to live a happy life with.   Someone who will hold them when their world is blurred by tears,

And I, for one, am praying both the MacNamara twins will always have the love of both their fam'ly and their peers. 
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                                     'Life’s' Bouquet          
                  On my way to work one day I stopped to tie my shoe -

I had no way of knowing they were there -

But when I glanced across the lawn and saw their pretty hue, 

The tiny patch of flowers made me stare.

How completely beautifully the little swath of blue 

Enhanced the field of emerald which it graced - 

Interspersed with bitty dots of brightly sparkling dew 

That sat upon their leaves for them to taste.

As I stood there, mesmerized by such a gorgeous scene, 

My mind began to wonder off in thought.

What if I should wade across the shallow sea of green 

And pluck one, at the risk of getting caught?
                  Would the mere abduction from the unsuspecting bed 

Of merely one - of what I felt to be

But a lovely gift from God, which by His hand was bred 

For all the souls who take the time to see -

Constitute - by doing so - a crime of some degree? 

The prospect made me hesitate, and think.

But I deduced decidedly that 'Beautiful' is free…                                         When… deep within the blue… I spotted pink.

I couldn't resist the taunting urge to briefly leave the shore 

And wade to where the floating isle of blue 

Waited for the larceny that rightly lay in store. 

(It seemed the only natural thing to do.)

As I held the flower I had robbed (with good intent -
my plan: to bring it home to give to you) -

My heart was more than grateful to inhale its potent scent, 

But still my crime of passion wasn’t through.

                  When I glanced around and saw no other passersby 

And learned there were no witnesses to see…

Before I left the garden, friend… I will not tell a lie… 

I very quickly stole another three!
Racing back to join the walk from where I’d seen the plants, 

I smiled to think that no one even knew
About the batch of blossoms I had gathered on the chance 

They’d bribe - perhaps - a little kiss from you!
When I looked to verify that what I thought was true, 

My eyes were drawn to something yet unseen.

Only thirty yards away another garden grew, 

Enhancing even more the sea of green!
Glancing left and right, I was amazed at what I’d found… 
So many lovely colors to behold.

I saw - because I took the time to actually look around -                                           Pink carnations… daffodils of gold,
                  Crimson roses… tulips - painted yellow, orange, and white -

Violets… daisies… morning glories… heath. 

Honeysuckle… carpet weed… begonias - big and bright -

Were floating there… as though a coral reef!
I had never seen a more diverse and lovely sight. 

Its splendor nearly took my breath away.

I felt a sense of wonder, and a soft and sweet delight, 

Like nothing I had known before that day.

                  In my mind I contemplated… 'what if they should meld'? 
I realized there had to be some way

That I could join the brilliant bunch of flowers that I held 

With those nearby - to build a fine bouquet!
                  Recklessly, I darted here and there, from plot to plot, 

And grabbed a fine example from each one!

When, at last, I’d made the rounds, I simply took the lot -

And - by the time that I was finally done -

                  Mixing things - in 'Life' - is what I'd come to understand 
Can qualify the effort that it takes!
I learned that blending different breeds - from all across the world - 

To build the fine 'arrangement' that it makes -
Tends to turn our world a bit more beautiful.   It’s true!
And this is my advice to you today:
           Never be afraid to 'intertwine' -- for when you do --                                      
                  Diversity achieves a great bouquet!
                                Made From Scratch!
An ever-growing-number of our adolescent children are suckled by the biased breasts of 'prejudice' and 'greed' -

Born to persons steeped in hatred, keen to fashion soldiers built to fit in tightly with their anarchistic breed!
Unaware their destinies are virtually preordained... raised by those who thrive on trashing eons-old tradition -

All they know is what they’re taught by unrelenting cynics whose pathway to autocracy is garnered through sedition.

Burning flags and storming buildings held by those in charge - with “crushing all resistance” as the only reason given - 

Misinformed disciples wage their wars on even kin... unable to articulate by what it is they’re driven! 

Sworn to do their warlords' will.  Strongly preconditioned by pseudo-fascist overlings to bring their foes to heel...

Just how far they’ll make it in their quest to 'rule the world' depends on what they’re aiming for -- and who’s behind the wheel!
It’s 'drivers' who determine their eventual destination... and as indoctrination starts the day their lemmings hatch...
What they’ve manufactured, by the time they're fully grown, are nothing short of brainwashed co-conspirators... made from scratch!
 Native Americans Were Swindled Out of Manhattan in 1634
'Knowing Eyes' - an aging elder, born in Black Bear County - famed for being fearless and the wisest of his tribe -

Met with ‘Diamond-Jim’ Van Dyne - in 1634 - when Jim - a well-rehearsed negotiator - conjured up a bribe!
Figuring he could all-but-steal 11,000 acres for what was then a fraction of that parcel’s actual worth -

While Knowing Eyes - and every last Canarsee brave believed that what they owned was 'Holy' -- blessed by Gods -- and - sacred earth!
The Tribal Council gathered to discuss the proposition, wary of the fairness of the anxious buyer’s plan --

Well aware how settlers’ agents - focused on expansion - and offering - ‘relocation’ - had invariably sent a man

Whose sole intent was -- purchasing all they could acquire - nudging natives farther west, to make them start anew -
Had often tried reneging on the payment for their land!   A cold, deceptive tactic… of which every elder knew! 

So Knowing Eyes suggested they should trade their land instead for hefty groups of useful things like -- kettles -- cloth -- and knives ----
Things he knew his tribe could use - (despite their meager worth) - that would, in his opinion, over time, enhance their lives! 

He and all the elders felt that what they would be trading... something in the neighborhood of 17 square miles...

Was - to them - worth --- 40 kettles --- 60 bolts of cloth --- plus 2 good knives for every thousand acres of the isle!
The Canarsee eventually would come to wish they’d kept what is now 'Manhattan' - given what it’s worth today...
And those, of course, who own it now are not the least ashamed... and love to coldly brag about the price they had to pay.
                           Now’s as Good a Time to Start as Any!
                  Gaylord Laryngitis was a monstrous human being!    

                  They say he weighed… at ten years old… at least 400 pounds -

But standin’ 6 foot 7… and because he exercised…

                  he actually didn’t look real fat… despite the way it sounds!   

They also say he had a heart as big as San Francisco.    

Now that part, far as I’m concerned, is easier to believe

‘Cause back when I was twelve years old, and Dad was thirty-five, 

he sat me down and told me ‘bout a chilly New Year’s Eve

On which this Laryngitis kid was joggin’ ‘round the shoreline 

of Lake Episcopalian when he heard some feller yell.

Seems this here young feller - who was skatin’ in the moonlight – 

while tryin’ to do a pirouette had thrown a skate an’ fell!
The ice was not real thick that year and sure enough it broke…

turned out this here skater was a pretty good sized guy. 

With no one else around to notice, Gaylord knew right off 

that if he didn’t find a way to save him… he would die!
Well… the story made the paper, and the man he saved that evening 

testified profusely he was close to bein’ dead
When Gaylord slid up close enough to grab him by the wrist, 

then peeled his coat off - threw it down - and used it like a sled
To drag him to the shoreline - which was sixty yards away - 

then picked him up an’ carried him for close to half a mile

To 'Juan Bertelli’s Deli' - where they sat an' talked for hours - 

discussing things that each of them was proud of all the while.  

“I’m proud as hell I saved your life,” a beaming Gaylord crowed, 

“without first askin’ who ya' were… or… who ya' voted for!
And even after learning, through our talk, you’re from a country 

                  with whom, since I was nine years old, my nation’s been at war -

                  “I’m tickled pink to ‘ve saved your butt, and - had things been reversed - 

I’m absolutely certain you’d have done the same for me. 

Despite our many differences we need to work things out, 

while understanding there’ll be things on which we disagree -

“‘Cause if we work together - and achieve the right solutions - 

hopefully, in time, we’ll do away with needless wars!
And now’s as good a time to start as any - don’t ya' think -

for me to work with friends of mine -- and you -- with friends of yours?
“Well, that night marked,” my Dad went on, “the moment his opinion 

of people from America was changed from one of hate
To knowing most, by far, are just like them -- down deep inside --

and guided by - from that day on - the telling hand of fate -

“Aamir and Gaylord both became involved in 'social issues' -

helping one another with political campaigns!

Today they’re fighting side by side in Washington, D.C., 
and - working close together - have accomplished major gains!
“They’ve done their best to focus on improving the relations

between the Muslim countries and America - best they can -
And all who learn how close they are are puzzled by their friendship

‘cause Gaylord is a Texan... and Aamir is from Iran!
Well… now you the facts about what melded these two fellas,

leading them toward what they do today by changing laws!
Goes to show how much a pair of people can accomplish

by teaming up together for a worthy common cause.

Gaylord - in his second term’s - a Congressman from Texas.

Aamir - his long-time Muslim friend (whose life he saved), now chairs
What helps them foster changes that will serve to keep the peace  

as teammates --- on the 'House Committee on Foreign Affairs'!
This story Father told me - ‘bout - the monstrous kid from Texas - 

was meant, I’m sure, to help me see that… when we do what’s right…

Rewards for having done so can completely change our lives,

                 the way it did for those two guys that chilly winter night! 

They met by pure coincidence -- today their best of friends --

and saving lives - many lives - has been their common goal -

And I would say that - now’s as good a time to start as any -

for each and every one of us to play some sort of roll 

In bringing those together who would otherwise believe

that no one from another country’s welcome in their land!
Nothing could be farther from the truth, and it’s now crucial
                 that everyone who truly cares comes forth and takes a stand.
                                  On - ‘Status-Voids’
My all time favorite poetess, who writes in verse - like me - (though asked if she’s as good as me, I’d have to say - not quite)... 
Lives just down the road a ways... shares my love of dogs... and pens her patriotic work with pen-name - Ilene Write!
She thrives on butchering bureaucrats, spending many hours denigrating those well known for bending countless rules!
Metrically exposing them - both thinly-veiled and not - with one of Poets' sharpest, most illuminative tools

For flushing out the Jezabelles who do their donors’ biddings -- disregard the bulk of what they claimed they’d strive to do --

And spew, routinely, piles of bull to win their voters’ trust -- then implement ill-gotten power to serve their chosen few --

And I, like her, am working to expose these lying frauds by 'artfully' revealing their deceitful goings-ons -
Keen to curb the ever-growing scope of DC graft - and toil to shrink the ‘status-void’ between - the ‘Kings’ - and ‘Pawns’!
                                   On Ethnic Equity
Opining to my father ---

"Hey, Dad," I quipped..."'round fairly close to eight o'clock last night, Gramps was watchin’ a 'black-n-white' from prob’ly 1930...

When I glanced up from Facebook to determine why he’d growled ---  ‘It’s gettin’ hard 

to find a film, or show, that isn’t dirty!’

“The film itself was off the screen... commercials were his prey... and after cursing what had mustered tears within his eyes,  

I was stunned to hear him add ---  ‘When those we leave behind comprehend their losses
as - my generation dies...

“‘And realize the likelihood they'll fail to reach their goals for disregarding what we’ve tried to teach them as they grow...

Then - an' I'd say only then - can they in turn achieve the relatively happy lives we mean for them to know!’

“But what he’s not accepting, Dad, is, yes - when he was young - tons of people went to church, and drugs were hard to get...

Where, now, most preachers spread 'the word' exclusively on line... and drugs of all descriptions can be purchased on the net!
“But - so can tons of other things that make our lives much better.  95% of what appears 

on line is good.

He doesn’t seem to understand there’s more to like than hate -- but if he’d let me show 

him, Dad... I’m pretty sure he would!”

My father countered, “So ---

So you think Grandpa’s outta line for wishin’ things today were more like how they’d been when he was young -- is that it, son?
Well... the problem with your thinking, Mark, is --- if I had a buck for every fool who actually feels the way that things were done

“Back when Grandpa Jake was growin' up has been -- improved on -- I would be so rich, young man, your teenage-head would spin --

And anyone who’d been around the year that film was made -- would gladly swap the 

way things are today for how they’d been! 

“Back when he was just a kid, the scourge of ‘segregation’ spawned a deeply rooted 
and extremely stubborn war,

So Dad made sure that I - along with anyone who'd listen - knew that what his dad and Granddad both had perished for 
“Was ‘full emancipation’ of what - back in 1860 - constituted close to, records show -- 
four million slaves --

And always, on Memorial Day, he dons his father's uniform and drives on out to 'Sacred Heart' and decorates their graves! 

“Smaller towns, back then, were rife with honesty and trust... where only banks and mercantiles were apt to lock their doors!
A time when only bigots would perpetuate division based on evil instincts that the 
righteous man abhors. 

“When tragedies were challenged by all strong enough to help... and shoulders by the 

multitude were quickly brought to bear 

To overcome catastrophes in times of dire need -- while free of expectations from to whom they'd shown their care!
“Those before me taught me well - and they were there to live it - and while the many upgrades you’re condoning have their place -

As the world progresses -- when compared to how things were -- a tiny bit of “better” disappears with every trace! 

“But, thankfully, I still believe that deep inside the heart of virtually every soul alive there burns that tiny spark

That will - if one allows it to - ignite the needed fire that helps us burn the evil wall that blocks our paths, and, Mark...

“The one objective left to reach that matters most to me... the goal that every righteous person’s struggling to achieve...

The one that only those who strive to stop it can defeat... is what I pray each day to see in place before I leave!
“Many crucial changes in the way some still perceive those of different races are on everybody’s mind -

But -- after years of progress, there remains an evil faction that’s bending over backward, 

son, to make us fall behind!
“Their purpose is to sow dissension deep within our cultures, guaranteeing those of 

differing races not to blend...

And if they win their battle to dismantle what’s been done to rectify our differences ---

the hate will never end!
“So, focus on the years of progress most of us have made to breech the gap that stands between the ones that have aligned
To help us live in unity... and fight like hell the foes who strive to keep the world from 

ever being -- colorblind.

“Problem is our countless years of dressing racial wounds and nursing ethnic differences, with hopes to help them meld,

Are battered by the mauls-of-hate some politicians wield to guarantee that those who try will never firmly weld!
“So take your bows for - trying to - as often as you please... but, friend... until we find the means - and strength - to pass this test...
Any goal we strive to reach... regardless what that be... compared to - ethnic equity - is meaningless at best.”
                                    On Xenophobia
“Can I go sit with Eli, Mom... he an' I are buddies... which is because, as you well know... both of us are nerds!
We’re tryin’ to write a song, ya’ know, and Eli’s great with music... and just like uncle 

Edgar... I’m a superstar with words.

“I really need to chat with him... he thinks he’s got the tune, and whether that’s an ethnic thing or something that he’s learned,

Me an' him are best o' friends, and, Mom... it breaks my heart to sit and watch a kid as nice as Eli being spurned!
“Our school, of course, is mostly white - 'bout 99% - and I may be the closest friend he’s 

got that isn’t black...

So I take every chance I get to prove that I’m not prejudiced - which aggravates the few 

that are -- but I can take the flak!
“The piece that we’re composing, if I haven’t filled you in, deals with ugly issues that minorities confront

Virtually every single day when racial interdictions block the paths to that for which the 
'disenfranchised' hunt.

“HOW... when countless millions have accepted foreign cultures -- integrated seamlessly 

with those from other lands

Can xenophobic bigots fail to comprehend a 'Truth' that any child who’s spared 'indoctrination' understands?   

“It’s time to pull your heads out, people... time to set things right, and verify your children aren’t coerced to - stick - theirs - in -

‘Cause every decent person knows there’s no excuse at all for ostracizing people for the 
color of their skin!”
          Promises Made, Promises Kept... Give Me a Break!
We know, because they promise us their - 'virtuous intent' - 

when allocating funds is always -- 'currency well spent' -

That supersedes all arguments of basic 'common sense'...

despite the fact the cost accrued for every buck they print
Adds, of course, another layer of debt to what, today, 

stands at what, without a doubt - regardless what they say... 

Guarantees our kids will fail to ever find a way 

to cover just the interest on a bill they'll never pay...

And virtually every 'cause' they swear they need our money for...

every dime for which they so persistently implore... 
Will, of course, improve our lives and win our fiscal war...

until they -- 'reappropriate' -- then plunder billions more!
                                    Said the Orphan to the General...
While planning out a strike one day, a boy ‘round nine years old walked into our conference room and looked me in the eye
And said, “I hope ya' don’t have kids, but - if ya' do - they’re young -- far too young to realize that - if, in fact, you die
Fighting in our country -- they’ll grow up without a dad... unless, of course, your wife finds someone new to take your place!”

Traces of the fact that he’d been crying -- and his comment -- together with the lost and desperate look upon his face --

Made it more than obvious his father had been killed -- either as a soldier or a 'casualty 

of war' --
And at that moment, I began to wonder -- could there be anyone on earth he could have possibly hated more?
Completely thrown off balance by his candid inquisition, I responded - “No, I don’t... but... based on what you said...

I assume your dad’s been killed!”    “Yes, he has,” he whimpered... “and after weeks an' weeks of air-strikes - all my fam’ly’s dead!
“Kids my age and younger yet were forced to join the fight - but after being given guns, Amir and I escaped!
Rogue insurgents burned our home - stole what cash we had - and both my mom and older sister, Salsibil, were raped!
“That’s precisely why we’re here,” I countered his complaint -- “why we’re spending billions and are risking countless lives,

Meaning to destroy them, son - and set your people free.  To guarantee the future of each Afghan that survives

“To be both safe and conflict-free - like all the world desires... filled with freedoms only known by cultures steeped in 'rights' --
Rights that must be recognized... rights worth dying for, and when denied, in almost every case, will lead to fights!
“Fights like this one!    Major conflicts!   Wars where occupation alters every aspect and 

where many lives are lost!

At your age, son, it's difficult to comprehend the concept of deeming as - 'acceptable' - what you see as - 'the cost'
“Of paying for a life of 'Freedom' -- but,” I filled him in, “keep in mind what -- just before this war began -- you had!
Take it from a General, son... your people should find solace in knowing that we came here with a plan to save your dad!”

“But someday you’ll be leaving,” he replied, “and I’ve been told that those you say you've conquered will return!
Looks to me like knowing that most wars are fought in vain is something that a lot of men 

like you have yet to learn!”

                  Tell Me - If You Wouldn’t Mind - Again
                      I read the morning paper, watched the news while eating lunch, 
And just turned off the evening news tonight, 

And still I sit here wrestling with the reason why our kids 

Are asked to leave their lives and join - ‘the fight’.

Sixty-seven years ago my father died in Holland 
Fighting in a war we didn’t start.

Now 'the Call' has come from some to tell our country’s children, 

“It’s time to do your patriotic part!”

More than once you’ve told me that we - ‘need to be involved’ -
Your argument is one I often hear -

But what you deem expendable - our daughters and our sons - 

Is something folks like me hold very dear.

I’d simply like to understand - before we give the lives 
Of those who barely qualify as 'men' -
                      Why it is you’ll bury them for 'other peoples' freedom ---
                      So, tell me... if you wouldn't mind... again!
                             The Finest One There Is
                         Someone brought the subject up, last Friday, at a party, 

                         Of those who’d made it back from Vietnam,

                         Which prompted someone else to say, “A friend of mine survived…

                         But lost his legs from stepping on a bomb.”

                         This invoked an unexpected comment from the hostess…

                         A weary looking gal, ‘round eighty-five. 

                         “My nephew, Paul - and several thousand other U. S. soldiers 

                         Also made it back... but not alive!
                         “I recall the call I got when Paul received his notice. 

                         My sister was a wreck, to say the least.

                         She told me she and Howard took off work that afternoon 

                         To talk about the problem with their priest.

                         "But nothing that the Father said would help dispel their fear 

                         That Paul - their only child - would be killed - 

                         And ever since they lost their son they’ve both been having trouble 

                         Making sense of why his blood was spilled.

                         “Many times I’ve heard them say, ‘That war was such a waste…

                         So very little gained for so much lost!’ 

                         Rarely -- when their children pay for someone else's 'cause'  

                         Can parents truly justify the cost.

                         Paul was always quick to do his patriotic part, and, yes…

                         The choice to risk his life was his...

                         But we believe the line that’s crossed - before one joins a war - 

                         Must always be the finest one there is!
                           'White Privilege' Does Exist
Abandoned as a child believed to be no more than five, the matron of the orphans home, was...other than my mom...

The first to have to face the task of tending to my welfare, and started out by posting me on - “HomelessKids.com!
A site set up for placing mostly young, abandoned children, but not so much for kids whose folks had died or were in jail.
Relatively quickly - on a day I’ll not forget - a couple that was looking for a young Caucasian male, 
Came around to carefully check the kids they had - “in stock” - perusing every facet 

of the ones they felt could work,

Then proved what many minority kids had whined about is true in far too many instances, being white’s a perk!
Unaware of what their two prerequisites had been... at five years old, all I knew was --

someone wanted me --

And far too young to comprehend the prejudice unveiled... being placed, to me..was like - a prisoner going free!
As I grew, this couple - who‘d provided me the chance to meld into their loving world - provided all I’d need

To slowly mend my broken heart... which had, of course, been crushed by two uncaring people who’d conspired to plant the seed.
To me - it didn’t matter why they’d chosen not to keep me... but so ashamed of what they’d done, the answers I’d devise

Were laced with so much bitterness that, when my friends would ask, every explanation that I gave was rife with lies!
The day that they’d abandoned me, I knew my given name, but didn’t know my surname - so was listed as just - Tom!
My mem’ries of my father were both few and very vague - but I could clearly picture who I thought had been my mom. 

And as it is with kids too young to know their day of birth -- and left without the needed information to be sure -- 

Once they’d failed - with pictured ads - to find someone who’d know -- the home would simply ask the children which day they’d prefer
To celebrate their birthday on!   They’d leave it up to them - and I had chosen May 15th - the day my world had changed --

And every May 15th that followed marked another a year for those who’d walked away from me and being -- still -- estranged!
Entering me as - “5 yrs. old” - the morn my 'file' began - just seven months from when they’d placed me - I’d be turning six,

And being told they’d - “make the rounds” - to visit now and then -- to verify that every child that every couple picks
Gets the sort of treatment they’d assured them they would get -- I was deeply grateful that the pair who’d chosen me

Always met their obligations -- filled my every need -- and tried their best to be the finest parents they could be.
The surname I’d acquired was well respected... influential... and opened doors among the sort you’d brag about to know -

But now a man of 45 - the 40 now behind me have me understanding that - the same as years ago,
Back there in that orphan’s home - the color of one’s skin - still today, far too often, plays its wretched part 

In making key decisions, like, for instance -- “being placed” -- which I am here to testify can break most any heart!
Far too often -- non-caucasians -- just as qualified -- wind up hearing -- “Sorry - that position has been filled!”
And 4-long-decades-wiser I completely understand -- given what, within my mind, seeing it has instilled --
Just how painful being colored often proves to be!      And when I stop to think about the chances most have missed 

Because of their ethnicity, I feel so damned ashamed - and take my word - without a doubt --- 'white privilege' does exist!
                                A Justified Concern
                      About to board a flight to Rome, I got a scary message

Belting me with drastic news I prayed could not be true:
"All American forces are evacuating Bagram!"
And if they meant the whole damn lot - the 'All' - included you!
Racing to the ticket counter, not the least concerned that 

Flying straight to Kabul would, no question, cost me more - 

Given you'd been stationed there for nearly seven years - 

Along with several thousand others, there to fight the war -

I was nowhere near content to let them run the show! 

Unable to convince myself they'd safely get you home,

I pleaded with the clerk to do her best to meet my needs, 

Hoping to exchange, of course, the one I'd bought for Rome.

"My wife is in Afghanistan," I desperately explained, 

"and I don't trust the Pentagon to safely get her out!
I just heard a news report that all the troops are leaving... 

And I don't know - or give a tiddly - what it's all about!
                      "They're a bunch of pinheads and I'll not just - cross my fingers!
Those in charge are world renowned for making 'huge mistakes'!
I don't care how much it costs or what I need to do...

It's vital that I get there soon... no matter what it takes!" 

"I'm sorry, sir... there are no flights to Kabul for this morning," 

The gal responded cordially, "and none this afternoon!"

"What about a nearby town," I prompted her to check -

"one way or the other, mam, I've got to get there soon!"

Sensing my immense distress, she scoured her list for flights

To places where our U. S. bases are -- or even were.

"I'm not tryin' to get there," I reminded her, "to help"...

                      My wife is on that airbase, and I'm scared to death for her!"

After searching long and hard she found no local flights

To any towns or provinces from which a man could drive

And make his way to Kabul - then the massive Bagram Airfield -

To ascertain if whom he meant to 'save' was still alive!
After hours of worry and a ton of desperate texts, 

                      I realized that praying was my one and only choice,

And never in the past or since have I felt more relief
Than when, at last, I heard the soothing sound of Betsy's voice!
"I'm OK," she verified... "I'm on a cargo plane!
They said we'll land at 4 a.m. tonight - at JFK!"

"I love you, dear," I intervened, "and I've been goin' nuts.
I've been tryin' to reach you, hon, since 8 a.m. today!
"I'm at JFK right now... I'll stay here till you land. 

I need to hold you, Betsy... and I'm really glad you called!"

Then - as you might expect a guy who loves his wife to do - 
I kissed her through the phone - 
said, ", See you soon." - and promptly balled!
Watchin' the news at JFK while waiting for her plane,

I was stunned - along with all the world by what I'd learn.

The totally botched withdrawal that the Biden White House tried -
                      Which mainstream-media characterized as -- one of "no concern" -
                      Showed a massive crowd of people clustering on a runway,

                      Fighting for a means to board a huge, departing plane,

                      Knowing - once the troops were gone, the Taliban would surge,

                      and any plea one made to spare their life would be in vain!
                      Some - convinced they'd not survive - tried, in desperation, 

                      to wedge themselves in crevices within the landing gear,
                      But - as the plane ascended, they'd eventually lose their grip!
                      I wept to see what one will do when driven to -- by 'Fear'!
                      At 4:15 the most important person in my life

                      Was crushing me while being crushed as she and I embraced, 

                      Then filled me in on all she'd seen as Biden's D.O.D.
                      Performed the greatest F-up that our nation's ever faced.   
                             We’re -- Slippery-Slopin’                         
Since halfway through the 50s we’ve been slowly slippery-slopin’, and almost every person that I know, that’s near my age,

Agrees with me that - if you read the “Book of Life” today - you’ll clearly see my reasoning every time you turn a page.

Born in 1950, I can testify, it’s true.  The emphasis on decency and what we did for fun

Peaked within those years, but then - in far too any ways - started on a downhill slide ‘round 1961!
Most of those who lived back then agree with my assertion, and even those much older will consistently proclaim

That very close to every star and hero from their youth didn’t stoop to cheap and trashy ways to earn their fame!
What I’m sure will never change is that our children need us to intervene and steer them toward the better way to go
When “Life’s” important choices come around and they need answers, which they, 

in almost every case, are far too young to know! 

There’s simply no denying that - with age comes greater wisdom - and the one thing, through my autumn years, that I have learned of note

Is -- with their immaturity -- and given what’s at stake -- no one under twenty-five should be allowed to vote!
Under-twenty-five-ers now -- more than in the past -- proudly tout their great disdain for discipline - and rules,

Viewing we - who do our best to guide them as they grow - and struggle to equip them with the necessary tools

Needed to repair our world as - “antiquated fogies”!   Stupid, stuffy, has-beens - out of touch with what is 'hip'!
They don’t - or won’t - accept the fact the world is badly listing… often misconceiving our intent to right the ship!
It’s prob'ly not a great idea to let, let’s say, a 4 year old consume as many cookies as

he’d like to… wouldn’t you say?
Well… I don’t want a bunch o’ mixed up, post-pubescent pinheads given the means for casting votes that help them get their way!
Let this be a warning:  If the massive group of people -- now between the ages of eighteen and twenty-five --

Ever does metastasize you’ll learn how right I am -- and as we lose the 'culture war' -- 

you’ll wish you weren’t alive!
                                   Collateral Damage
        “Wha-da-ya doin’?” a skinny, somewhere close to eight-year-old, almost-certainly-

        orphaned youngster took me by surprise.

“Lookin’ for kids like you,” I said... suspecting her a victim of so-called - ‘collateral damage’ - from the fright within her eyes. 

“How about you,” I quizzed her... “do your folks know where you are?”  I knew before she answered... as her lip began to quiver…

Word for word what I would hear, and - reaching for her hand - began to list the various sorts of help that I could give her.

Tears were literally pouring as she slowly raised her eyes, easily breaching what I’d tried for months to wall away -

Stoking embers in my heart that simply would not die - made to cope with kids like this one almost every day!
       Knowing she was safe with me, she fell into my arms... but as I gently held her I was

       fraught with utter shame

       To hear her sob - “Our house was bombed... my mom an' dad are dead,” knowing I,
       and those I represented -- were to blame!
                                     The Deserter
                 The sun was burning fiery red, there were no clouds in sight,

As we encroached upon their land to spark the bloody fight.

The small, outnumbered band of Indians charged across the plain

To die before they struck a blow, as bullets fell like rain. 

A full battalion strong, we’d come to confiscate their land,

And when the dust had finally cleared, they lay there… on the sand. 

Their arrows and their tomahawks were conquered by - the gun,

And as the bugle blew to sound retreat… and we had won…

A gravely-wounded warrior’s dying comments found my ear.

The sand around him red with blood… he clutched his feathered spear,

And on the verge of death he cried, “I do not understand!

For centuries my people farmed and hunted on this land -

And now the white man comes with guns to take our land away,

And steal from us the place for which we give our lives to stay!”

Kneeling there beside him, in the burning crimson sand,

I felt his spirit leave him, as I held his trembling hand.

Fourteen hours later I deserted from the force! 

And as I ride… a fugitive… with just my gun and horse…

I will proudly tell my friends - and family - why I ran:
To never again --- for a cause so wrong --- actually kill a man!
 Far More Now Than Ever -- Our Intuitions Need Turned On!
Our intuitions need turned on, and wound clear up to high, 

        as many will - to win your vote, distort the truth!     They'll lie,

Preaching what they’ve learned will work to put our minds at ease…

        claiming they can cure - in time - each cultural disease!  

While promising prosperity and countless guarantees, most, by far, will tout their 

skills at doing what’s required...

But most, again by far, that win will never truly try to do the things for which, of

course, they wound up getting hired!  

We vote them into office as we trust them to engage in efforts made to rectify the 

things they swore they would,

Only to discover that, again, the most - by far, will quickly claim 'supporters' have, 

it seems --- misunderstood!
They play their games of bait-‘n’-switch with vows to change our lives, 

writing bills whose chance of passing - when the time arrives -

Stands at -- nonexistent -- while they tout their -- 'having tried' -- 

feigning bogus outrage that their legislation died!
“Ignorance is bliss”, they say, and if, in fact, we knew 

all the ins‘n’ outs of what most politicians do -

You’d agree with me, I’m sure, that - as I’ve just explained -

Washington D. C.’s a swamp that's desperately needing drained!
So, learn to spot the falsehoods when the paid-for puppets speak! 
Intuit LIES adeptly - by the way they tend to reek,
‘Cause if - like me - you’re goal’s to save what’s left before it’s gone --
        your intuition - far more now than ever - needs turned on!
                         The ‘Swamp’ Must Be Drained
    The favorite desert of today’s politicians - not all, but the bulk of the clan - 

    According to one of my insider sources is currently - ‘Bribery-Pie’! 

    Particularly those who - so I've been told - in exchange for a sizable piece -

    Will happily do as their donors demand... then cover their butts with a lie!
Lobbyists circle their prey at the White House, coercing the pawns they procure

To - ever so slyly - betray their constituents, knowing they haven’t a clue

That most of their promises, made while campaigning, are issued for garnering votes,

With little or nothing whatever in common with what they are going to do!
Many know well of the graft and the fraud - yet rarely attempt to intrude.

Fearing the ire of lofty incumbents - they typically won’t interfere -

Leaving the few who are doing their best and have served for a number of terms

To cope with the 'customized tactics' designed for - 'contributors' - year after year!
    A sizable portion of those who’ve had faith in the people they’ve helped to elect 

    Are stunned to discover they’re being deceived by felons they felt they could trust!
    But now that we know what they’re actually doing... it’s time to wake up and unite -
    We need to be far more discerning when voting... and 'draining the swamp' is a must!
                       My Tribute to Martin Luther King
"Pen a piece on Dr. King," Destiny suggested... tossing me a subject as she wandered passed my den...

Many times you've talked about -- because of his endeavors -- how much easier 'Life' 
for blacks - at least back then - had been!"

"Good idea," I fired back, "he's definitely a hero!   Not too sure of where to start... any suggestions, Dez?"

"Well... given what you've told me 'bout your teenage years, Lamar... and based on what your lifetime buddy, Thurgood, always says...

"Generally speaking, colored people - back there in the 60s - weren't perceived by folks that lived up north as - being 'oppressed'...  

While hardcore southern bigots fought like hell for segregation... spurring feuds the good white folk were keen to put to rest!
"Livin' north o' Philly - if the claims you've made are true - black kids that were old enough could usually find a job -

While colored youngsters raised in 'Dixie' - nearly half you've said - lived, in part, on booty from the businesses they'd rob!
"Far too many wound up stealin' cars or dealin' drugs and, consequently, spending far more time in jail than not...

But more than once you've stated it was Martin Luther King who paved the way for kids like you to get the breaks you got!"

"That's because it's true," I countered!   "Dr. King was special... fueled by inspiration and devoted to his 'Cause',

Always working fearlessly to win us equal rights by vying for improvements to our most archaic laws. 

"No amount of credit is too much for what he did - and no display of gratitude too great for what he tried!

Murdered by a sniper for his merely fighting hard to heal the fest'ring wound that only racists have denied!
"Yes, Reverend King devoted all he had to making changes... fighting for us every day to have a better life...

And I will always view him as our nation's greatest leader, and - having died for doing so, a martyr for his strife!"

"That sounds good to me, Lamar," Destiny approved... "if anyone can write a piece that honors him - it's you."

"I'll get started right away," I promised... "shouldn't take long... and every claim the poem will make is absolutely true!"

'Compassion' - It Worked for These Three
"Help yourself," the vendor quipped, to what was just a child, 

so - very much untrustingly - he reached to take a pear.

"Ain't no way I'll sell 'em all," she chuckled, smiling sweetly - 

understanding - given how he looked - why he was there!
"Honestly," she added... "you'll be doin' me a favor!   

Take a couple peaches, too!   At five o'clock today

every over-ripened peach and over-ripened pear 

will go, for free, to passers-by -- or end up thrown away!"  

The youngster, with a nervous smile, slowly raised his eyes, 

then coyly cross-examined her --- "How many can I take?"

"Two or three of each," she told him, reaching for a bag...

"and grab yourself some apples - for the pie your mom can bake!"

"I don't have a mom," he whimpered, fighting back his tears...

"she an' Dad were murdered by some men from Palestine.

Now it's just the two of us!   We've got no place to go!    

My sister, Hannah, just turned six, and tomorrow, I'll be nine!"

"And your name is?" she queried.   He replied, "I'm Abraham...

and bless you, mam, for giving us this food -- you've saved our lives!
We've all but starved since coming home from school, October 7th, 

and seeing several Gaza terrorists, armed with guns and knives,

"Exiting our home with bloody blades, then setting fire 

to every home and business place as far as we could see!
And guessing that by coming here, with help from fam'ly friends...

where Jews - inside these West Bank walls are somewhat danger-free...

"We're praying that, with help from God, we'll both survive this war!  

We've asked around for several days for someplace safe to go -

but now - without a mom an' dad - and no extended fam'ly - 

none among the many who we've checked with seem to know!"

Driven by 'Compassion' - as the finest people are - 

the vendor swiped away her tears and offered, "Listen, dear...

I'm an aging widow, and my husband - like your folks - 

lost his life as well to what has clearly brought you here!
"Several barbarous members of Hamas kicked in our door 

and dragged my husband, Ezra, out and shot him in the head!
I was pedd'ling fruit that morning, several miles away...

and when I fin'ly made it back - I found my husband dead!
"Our house, thank God, escaped the flames, and I'd be thrilled to death 

if you and Hannah'd live with me until you find a home!
Where I live is safer now than in the past, young man -

thanks to Israel's soldiers and, of course - the Iron Dome.

"In fact," she argued, "I can't think of any place at all 

where you an' she'd be safer than with me, so... wha-da-ya say?

I could use the company - with Ezra being gone -

and you two kids 'll never find a safer place to stay!"

"We don't need to talk about it," Abraham replied.   

"Me an' Hannah'd definitely love to come and live with you! 

We'll help ya' peddle fruit," he promised - "after school, of course...

and I've no doubt at all that what you're saying, mam, is true!"

The three shook hands to seal the deal, deciding that - at 5 - 

her 'refugees', who'd help her with her fruit-cart, would return,

And thus the fire 'Compassion' kindles found the tinder needed 

to stoke the smold'ring coals of 'idle love' to make them burn!
Sarah - (that's the vendor) - lived another twenty years, 

and Abraham and Hannah never left their patron's side -

Helping her, as promised, when they could, to sell her fruit -

they saw to Sarah's every need until the day she died. 

That's the sort of fusion that 'Compassion' can create...

formulating, day by day, what constitutes - a 'team'!
A partnership whose dividends are - 'Gratitude' and 'Pride' 

for giving those in need of help a chance to - live their 'Dream'!
                                        On Proper Moms and Dads 
Gabriella Pritchard was her fam'ly's only spinster... razzed by all her siblings for her great contempt for men!

Other than her father, Gabby'd never - so they say - cared to even to talk to boys before the age of ten!
Actually rather pretty, there were many boys her age who'd made, with no success at all, attempts to - 'crack the ice',
Sooooooo - hoping he could change her mind - concerned about her preference - Gabby's dad decided she could use his sage advice. 

"Gabriella," he began... "Mom an' I are worried.    Maybe we're mistaken, but... you seem adverse to boys!"

Undisturbed by what he'd said, she recognized his inference as one of any caring parents' 'steer-my-child-right' ploys!
"I guess I am," she answered, "but it's not that I don't like them... I simply feel more comfortable with girls!    Don't ask me why!
Long as I remember I've been searching for the answer to why I'm more attracted to a female than a guy!"

"It isn't normal," he replied... "but also not uncommon.  Many kids have wrestled with this 'urge', the same as you!

Genetics plays a major role in what we tend to favor, and... when it comes to pairing off - in what we tend to do...

"But 'manufactured' gender wars are actually self-inflicted... started by misguided kids who've simply lost their way!
Ones who team with others who've convinced themselves their 'Queer'... defying all convention 'til, at last, there comes that day

"When what they've, sadly, opted for -- to disregard the truth, and choose, instead, to caucus with their 'wrong-decision-friends' --

Fin'ly makes them realize they've made a grave mistake, and - if they're really lucky, hon - their self-denial ends! 

"But if, in fact, your female friends attract you more than male do, Mom an' I can help you figure out what's best to do.

We're hoping you'll at least attempt to build a life like ours, but... either way, remember... it's entirely up to you!" 

Well... Gabby met a real nice guy this summer on vacation while hiking through the gorgeous hills of southern Tennessee,

And Joan an' I are so relieved she's tryin' to make it work - knowing how much greater Gabriella's chance will be -

Should they choose to marry and - when ready - have some kids - to find the sweet and usually less obstructed 'Fam'ly Life'
Most heterosexual couples do as -- proper moms an' dads -- with him a proper husband - 

and her a proper wife. 

  The Price We Pay for Not Thoroughly Vetting a Candidate
     They bend or break the laws they've penned before the ink has dried, 

     and with but few exceptions, disregard the ones in place...

     And I, myself, cannot believe how oft' the bulk have lied, 

     yet have the gall, in spite of what they've done... to show their face!
             Voting Blindly Often Makes for a Big Mistake!
    Most have gotten where they are by promising to rectify issues that their voters had

    expected -

    But very few have failed to do so, time and time again - starting on the day they were

    elected!
    So -- once you've tired of hearing lies, and as is stands today, paying for the changes

    they've neglected ---

    Be sure to sit through caucuses and learn - before election day - which candidates

    should soundly be rejected. 

