                              SEASONAL
              How awesome this was for this couple - a Christmas baby...

                                            A Special Christmas
                   A little hug and kiss for Tim, then off to bed he scoots.

He lies in bed and listens close for prancing hooves and boots,

While Daddy scatters pretty presents ‘round the Christmas tree

And grins to think how thrilled their little guy is gonna be.

He won’t be getting everything he asked for on his list,
But with the most important one, the others won’t be missed.

He’s getting his first puppy dog.    Last year he got a cat.

But he’ll be starting school next year, and he was thinking that

“Kitty” might get lonely… while he studied hard each day,

And Mom an' Dad would both be gone, so… how would Kitty play?
Then Daddy winks at Mommy, and she blushes back at him.

Their gift to one another is a brand new friend for Tim!
This Christmas-Eve their home will hear a brand new baby’s voice -
And Tim and Mom and Dad will have great reason to rejoice!
So Kitty - Puppy - newborn babe - and Tim - with Mom an’ Dad

Will surely call this Christmas eve -- the best they’ve ever had.

                              A Joint Effort
                  One brisk November morning… while I lay in bed, awake…
My thoughts ran back an' forth from doing chores to keeping warm.

I managed to convince myself the leaves I had to rake

Would soon be covered over by some great, impending storm.

Where then was the urgency to leave my bed at all?

The leaves, in almost every instance, usually blow away.

I make these big decisions as to what to do each fall…

And this was just another cold and windy Autumn day.

And every time I rake them up, they fly… from miles around…

                  To fill back in the spots I’ve cleared… I’m serious… there’s no use!
Many times I’ve tried to rake my lawn, but always found
Leaves can be relentless, and their legions are profuse.
I feel it best to take some time to think… and then… we’ll see.
And I think best while lying down… and, typically… in bed.

It’s not so much the work of raking leaves that bothers me…

                  I simply like to give the snow and wind a chance instead!
  Visually, Mother Nature’s seasonal cycle is a spectacular phenomenon, and, to whom it

  may concern, this is my very first “respectable” poem, written as a 12-year old, in 1962.) 
                                                       4 Seasons                                       

         Autumn sheds her brilliant beauty, painting pictures on the ground.
Twirling leaves of gold, and crimson, brush the lawn without a sound,

Sketching scenes with cooler mornings, Winter now is hov'ring near,

            Scenes which soon will conquer Autumn, ending thus, another year.

Snow, but flakes, will soon drift lightly, turning white a frigid land,

            Covering trees that stand as corpses, seeming dead at Winter’s hand. 

But, in time, this icy blanket learns the taste of gentle rain

Melting off the quilt of crystal… few reminders will remain.

Showers then will sprinkle softly, thus denoting Spring’s return.

Bleak and lifeless limbs no longer… Summer’s sun begins to burn.

‘Til the sun, in blazing glory, drifting slowly, east to west,
Once again invades the woodlands, putting all the trees to rest,
Slowly plucking, by the millions, leaves - to rend them all but bare,

As Winter’s frosty wind encroaches, once again, to chill the air.

            Every hue within the spectrum glows aflame, both far and near. 

            So is nature’s greatest sequence… ‘tis like clockwork… year to year.

                              What truly wonderful get-togethers these were…
                                               Family Christmas 
If only you had been there you’d have seen the fun we had, 

When every child was sitting there, beside their mom or dad.

Such great anticipation and excitement filled the air,

All eyes were on the Christmas tree (and presents waiting there),

Until, at last, the time would come to pass the presents out,

And we would sit and watch what 'Family Christmas' was about. 

The grownups helped the youngest ones who'd volunteered to sift

Through packages, then spread them ‘round, ‘til each would hold their gift,

              And as the little 'proofs-of-love' that each had brought to share

Were mutilated wildly… wrapping flying everywhere…

We did our best to concentrate on whom got what from whom…

Though that was sometimes difficult in such a busy room.

And most would feel they’d just received the best thing in the world.

             Emily got a Barbie Doll, with hair that could be curled -

Mollie got some stonewashed blue-jeans - Bailey got a trike -

And Nick was sitting proudly on a brand new ten-speed bike.

Carson got a pistol that would actually fire caps -

And Landon got some cowboy boots and fancy leather chaps.

Stephen got the football he’d been begging for for months -

A bat an’ ball for Jonathon - (he’d asked for more than once).

              David got a fishing rod - Grant - a baseball mitt -

Mathew got a soccer ball… and started kicking it!
Amongst the pandemonium, the grateful parents sat,

Voicing their delight and asking… “Wow… who got ya’ that?”    

And each would make the time to tell the 'giver' - “Thanks a lot”,

As all the kids were busy showing off the things they got.

Yes - that was just another 'Family Christmas Eve' event -

But I cannot remember any time I’ve ever spent

Laughing harder… smiling more… and with a warmer heart...
             And feeling quite so good about of what I’d been a part.
                                  Christmas was…
              Chilly children chatting warmly to a fiercely flickering fire,

     Crackling crispy conversations, as its flames are rippling higher.

     Candles casting crooked shadows, bent and twisted on the wall,

     As their flames, which flicker freely, dance to laughter, rise and fall.

     and,

              Satin snowflakes drifting downward, softly lying down to die,

     As a tear, reflecting mem’ries, trickles from an old man’s eye

     As he sadly reminisces nights like this when he was young,

             Whispering softly songs of Christmas.  (Songs before he’d always sung.)

     As he gazes through the window, thick with frost and peaked with snow,

     Making dim his dreams… now fading, 
          Making faint the “Ho, ho, ho”.
                               Thanksgiving Dinner

I’ve prob’ly told you - more than once - about the way our house would fill with strong aromas that were fairly hard to take

As mother’s early morning smell of slowly roasting turkey mixed with those of

homemade bread and pies, as they would bake! 

What a day Thanksgiving was.   When family gathered ‘round… and toasted muffins, 

mashed potatoes, candied yams, and beats -

Cauliflower, deviled eggs, mincemeat pie, and corn - plus sweet potatoes, pumpkin bread, and whip-cream-covered treats

Filled our giant dining table almost end to end -- and then -- we’d top it off with cake 

and ice cream for desert!
And - even though you'd only take a tiny bit of each - you always seemed to eat enough 

to make your tummy hurt -

And most would fin’ly leave the room - groaning as they did - in search of somewhere quiet to sit - (and some would fall asleep).
It truly was a special day, for which we all gave thanks, and one 'occasion' everyone 

was more than glad to keep.
                             My Halloween Legacy
Think about the weirdest thing you’ve prob’ly ever done
                That you would never do today, but actually thought was fun
Back when you were just a kid, and life seemed pretty neat,

And what you felt was 'child abuse' was eating shredded wheat!
Every Halloween my mother dressed me as a ghost -

And that - of all the weirdest things I’ve done has to be the most!
I loved to scare the neighbors when I'd holler - ‘trick or treat’ -

And bellyaches were common from the candy that I’d eat.

It seems a little weird today, whenever I look back,

               And think about that costume… and that bulging little sack

That had me eating bubble gum and endless candy bars
               From all the homes we visited those - nights beneath the stars.                                  
               And there’s no way the mem’ry of those evenings long ago
               Will ever fade away completely -- here is how I know: 
               Every time I check my weight… it gives me quite a scare… 
               And I’m reminded daily --- by the dentures that I wear!
                                Merry Christmas
When winter comes, and trees are felled,

And carolers sing, of Christ to tell,

I listen hard for other sounds,

Like - Santa’s laugh, and - reindeer bounds.

But most of all, I strive to hear
A snowflake whisper in my ear -- 

                                “Merry Christmas!”
                    Ridin' Around on Christmas Nights
               Friendly, frosty faces fill the streets with warm “Hellos”,

   While little lighted 'luminaries' twinkle -- as it snows

   On happy houses neatly clad in countless colored lights.

                       I hope you get the chance to ride around on Christmas nights.

       On Our 'Turkey-Day'... the Giblets are Spoken For! 
"Look at the size o' this turkey," Mom quipped, as she cheerfully basted the breast... 

    "biggest one I've ever seen,"

As Dad, with his butcher knife firmly in hand, stood poised to begin the routine 

of expertly carving it clean.

"White on the left, dear - dark on the right," she prompted my dad, "but remember...

    as always - the gizzard and heart
Need to be put on a plate by themselves --- your mother's got dibs on 'em both ---
    And the other significant part --

"One I consider, beyond any doubt -- the worst of the worst in the bird -- 
    but which Debra demands, is the liver!
Every Thanksgiving she's gobbled it down after reading what fabulous 'knockers' 
    the eating-of-liver would give her!
"But no one complains 'cause, despite what she read --- Debbie's as flat as a board!
    That internet claim was a farce -
And rather than gettin' the boobs she expected, it's obvious -- year after year,

    the growin's gone straight to her arse!     

Nobody fights for the neck or the liver, but -- 'giblet-less dinners' are tough --
    but Granny ain't easy to please -- 

Still -- givin' 'em up is the least we can do, I assert, for our wonderful mom -- 

    whom we do ourselves wise to appease!
The concept of 'kissin' her bum', I agree -- by forfeiting once-a-year nummies -
    does seem a little bit strange -
But keepin' her happy with giblets, I'll argue -- considerin' our mother's net worth --
    is clearly a savvy exchange!
