                           MISCELLANEOUS
                                        First Flight
               Gazing through the window of our dining room one day, 

I noticed little flitters in the corner of my eye.

                     A baby bird had landed on a fairly weathered rail,

And I could easily tell it was his first attempt to fly.

His pale and downy feathers and his tiny fragile wings
Made it very clear this had to be his virgin flight.

And worried that his gossamer appendages, so frail, 

Might betray the fledgling…I would keep him in my sight.

Fingers crossed, I watched him closely, thinking to myself:

If he doesn’t make it far, at least he’ll sail a ways,

And can’t get hurt too badly if he fails because, you see…

He’d land upon a lawn I hadn’t mowed for several days.
“Come on, little fella,” I would hear me softly say.

“You can do it. You can fly…like all the other birds.”

He turned and saw me sitting there, then, suddenly, he leapt!

It might have been the sight of me…or may have been my words.

Regardless of the reason, he’d decided it was time,

And off he sailed across the lawn, and landed on the fence.

From there he flew to -- who knows where?  I’m sure he’s doing fine.

I wish that I could tell you…but I haven’t seen him since.

                                                       The Twig
                  It’s true that - “As the twig is bent, so grows the branch!” - my friend,

And all we do and say affects the children that we 'bend'!
They learn from what they see and hear, so - when you get the chance -
Please be very careful how you 'start' that little branch.
                  The end result means everything…and when the 'small' is 'big'…

                  You’ll learn the true importance of -- the way you bent the twig!
                                                      Hard To Tell
                        With attributes that only those who know him understand --

 A countenance deceptive -- and a 'being' hard to gauge --

 Within what seems indifference, in the still and quiet man --

                         May lurk a warrior’s courage -- and the wisdom of a sage.

                                        Think Back
            When I was a senior…like most any high school kid…

And drove around downtown at night - like so many did -
     the streets were full of fancy hot-rod cars.
Raccoon tails were dangling from the cooler cars’ antennas,

The chicks were wearing poodle skirts with sweaters and bandannas,

     and rock-n-roll was king beneath the stars.

Bobby socks and ponytails were worn by most the girls,

And guys were “cool”, with “duck-tail” hair and bangs with little curls,

     and leather jackets meant you were - a “hood!”

The “chicks” were sweet, and guys would range from nice to really bad.

Your folks were quite concerned about the kind of friends you had,

     and grounded you when you were less than good.
Parking at the Drive-In…with your arm around your chick…
You’d claim you’d only asked her out to -- sit an’ watch the flick --
     which sounds a bit ridiculous today -
And, when you finally made a pass to get a little kiss,

She would tell you -- “I did not go out with you for this!”

     (Not exactly what you’d hoped she’d say.)

But who of us can make the claim - from first day to the last -

That nowhere in our high school days there lurks a “sordid past” -
     and say there’s nothing we have ever done
That we would kill our kids for doing…now that they are there?
                 So when you preach - consider well the secrets that you bear…

                      for what you did…to have a little fun!
                                        The Card
                                    I went to the five and ten cent store 

With a handful of nickels and dimes,

And, pausing beside the cash register 

(I’d seen prob’ly hundreds of times),

Just like a lot of his regular customers, 

Had to tell old Mr. Breece… 

Of all of things in his really old store… 
That - was my favorite piece - 
When strolling along with a grin on my face…

A fun little trip back in time…

I came to the greeting cards, neatly displayed -

So many were written in rhyme.

I’ve always liked reading the greeting cards. 
It seemed they would brighten my day.
The birthdays - the weddings - the holiday ones… 

Such wonderful things they would say.

But all of a sudden I found I was reading 

A card that was in the wrong place!
The words that I read brought a tear to my eye, 

As the smile disappeared from my face.

Who in the world would put this kind of card 

In the slot where the birthdays should be?

                                    So I put it back where the darn thing belonged… 

With the last cards I wanted to see.

The ones about 'Death'!   The ones about sorrow.
Yes…this was the sympathy kind!
I quickly read more of the happier ones… 

But the death one just stuck in my mind!
                                    It worked like a poison, slowly but surely…
I knew it would ruin my day -

And I still remember the sadness I felt 

As I angrily went on my way.

It wasn’t the fault of the kindly old merchant - 

Or tender words penned by the bard…

I blame the stinker who chose the selection… 

                                    Then heartlessly misplaced the card!
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                               As Day Turns Into Night

                  Through azure skies aswirl with violet…lavender…and pinks…

                 The orb of orange anoints the globe’s horizon - as she sinks,

                 And lends the glad beholder…though a brief and fluxion sight... 

                         Celestial cosmic artistry…as day turns into night.
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                                        The Lost Art 

                   The mid-day sun was burning, as I sat there on the dock,

Where I had watched my bobber float since prob’ly six o’clock,

When I would tire of sitting there…just waiting for a bite… 

And as I glanced to check my line…I saw the pretty sight.

I gazed upon the placid sheen…a virtual liquid mirror. 

I’d never seen the water here this calm or any clearer!
The water was so tranquil that it truly looked like glass. 

And there, by its reflection, I could view the glacial pass

Of clouds - as they were drifting through a gorgeous azure sky - 

And marvel at the crazy way the busy Martins fly.

The pond would seem a canvas - framed by cattails, weeds, and sand. 

The vision was a 'masterpiece', like only Nature’s hand

                  Can find a way to improvise, and I was just in awe --- 

                  Yes…I was truly baffled and amazed by what I saw.

But like so many things in 'Life'…the vision would not last! 

The perfect replication disappeared when someone cast

A line into the image…and I stood there…so annoyed ---
The view aloft had vanished…and my copy was destroyed.
                               Understanding Antiques
            The weekends in the country were our favorite time of year.

We always made the circuit of the antique malls and shops.

We searched with mixed emotions - great excitement, morbid fear, 
because we never knew how much we’d spend at better stops.

Typically, when finds were scant, we didn’t get upset. 
We knew we’d have more money for the next time we went out.

And when we’d blow our savings for some treasure we would get, 
we’d tell ourselves that - this was what “antiques” are all about!
And like a lot of others folks, we rarely had the cash 
to pay for everything we found, but when we found the best,

We often borrowed money, after wiping out our “stash” 
for these were things in which we felt a wise man should invest.

Before we knew it, every room inside our house was packed 
with treasures we believed were surely worth their weight in gold. 

But as the years would pass we learned the devastating fact 
                that those who - don’t know better - see these things as merely - “old”!
Some will buy as merchandise to simply stock their shelves -                 and some because they’re told - with time - 'returns' are hard to beat. 
But those who really love antiques will quickly say themselves 
they sometimes buy an item just because they think it’s - “neat”!
Some will never comprehend the thrill 'collecting' brings, 
or understand that why they’re great goes far beyond their - “looks”!
Some will always feel they’re simply old and useless things - 
and never see how 'true' 'antiques' are just like little books.

For, right there on the surface…for an open mind to see…

are tales of great intrigue, or even sadness, and despair!
The gone - but fascinating world of -- “how it used to be” 
is sitting there before you, with such wonderment to share!
The kinship we have always felt with things from 'days-gone-by' 
affords us 'comforts' only those who know it understand --
                And every last 'Antiquer' who's addicted --- as we are ---

                is never stunned to hear the prices great antiques command!    
                                  On 'Shooting Stars'
Recently…while waiting in the lobby of an airport to catch a flight connected with my work…

This guy strolls through the vestibule…his entourage in tow…and half the crowd around me goes berserk!
Unaware of who he was, I felt a little dumb…while dozens all around me stared in awe!
They rushed him through a doorway labeled, “Only VIPs”! It was the oddest thing I ever saw.
Maybe I’d have understood if I had known his face, but this was someone I had never seen,- 
When I would hear a teenage girl confiding to her friend - “He’s been in almost every magazine!”

The friend responded - “Yes, I know!   Can you believe his eyes?   He’s just the biggest hunk there ever was! 

No one else comes even close to being half as cool!   I can’t believe the things he says
an’ does!
“No one else has ever been as gorgeous!   What a stud!   It really drives me wild to hear him talk!” 
Her partner countered - “I agree!   I love the way he moves!   I can’t believe we got to see him walk!”

That was when it hit me.   I was very ‘out of touch’! My idols now were very old -- or dead! 
Still…I learned a lesson, after listening to their words, then - taking time to ponder what they’d said -
It is my assertion that ~ regardless of your status among your peers or ~ who the hell 

you are ~
'TIME' will one day douse your flame ‘cause ~~ no one in this world is more than just another - 'shooting star'!
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                                       The Rainbow

In all my life the thought had not occurred to me that I would ever see an actual rainbow’s end…but on my word -- 

At a birthday party -- (for my niece’s little boy) -- the sight of one unveiled the truth about what I had heard.

Cameras by the dozen snapped away to catch the scene, as little misty breezes rinsed the small but friendly crowd.

It arched above a leafless tree, whose stark, reflective limbs were glowing as the sun would chase away a final cloud.

Hues of every color, like a rainbow always has, stretched across the azure sky to somewhere far away, 

While there…before our very eyes…the actual other end -- a ghostly, iridescent prism - very clearly lay!

I remember wond’ring if the vision we were seeing was actually where it ended, or, perhaps, instead…the start! 

Regardless…what we saw that day has never left my mind. The rare and fleeting spectacle was etched into my heart.

But - poised against a background filled with fog-infested trees, pictures, sadly, told the truth - despite what I’d been told -

‘Cause it was plenty close enough that we could clearly see, that --- even though they’re magical --- there is no -- pot of gold!
                                         The Lip

           Surely before I have felt as though heaven were pressed to my lips such as this, 

           Yet touching your smile is so sweet I imagine there never has been such a kiss.

Riv’ling the ruby - cottony soft - as warm as a slow summer breeze.

The ultimate passion…'Love' - at its purest - thrives upon lips such as these.

Oh how they beckon, though ne’er do they speak -
The coldest are warmed…the strongest made weak.

Slowly they render, ‘til all strength is gone…each kiss, like of wine, a new sip.

They capture…consume…and completely control --- 
          What power doth reign from the lip!
                                      Lightning Bugs
                        Wafting through the quiet night…like embers fit with wings… 

    The twinkling quilt of tiny sparks exposed a field of hay.

    They looked like little lantern-guided boats, adrift at sea,
                        That hid behind the waves…then reappeared…as if at play.

                                       My Résumé
Sitting here this morning at my desk a bit concerned about a brand new job that I’m applying for today,

I was so relieved to find the copy that I’d made of all my best accomplishments…to write my résumé.

What a boon it’s going to be that I was “champion skater” the year they put the sidewalk in around the courthouse square. 

And I’ve become so great at shootin' marbles that it’s scary…and have the biggest coffee can of cat’s-eyes anywhere!

Everybody knows I have the very best collection.   Boulders…Peewees -- Puries…Steelies -- Corkscrews -- agates -- Swirls! 
I can play on grass, and dirt, and sand - (if it’s real hard).  I’ve even whooped some older guys -- and wiped out most the girls!
And then, of course, we can’t forget the ribbon that I got when I was crowned the champion of our third grade spelling bee. 

I remember well, it was the word 'Constantinople' that stumped the kid I had to beat,   and won the prize for me.

And I still hold the records down at Pussy Willow Pond for:  thickest walleye…longest northern pike…and skippin' rocks!
And I’m the only one I know who’s never stayed home sick with illnesses like - whooping cough, the flu, and chicken pox!
Factors such as these will make the applicant applying stand out from the others. These are big, important things!
What employers look for in the person who applies is how much dedication and experience he brings -
So, naturally, these fields of expertise will come in handy!   And as far as - “if I’m qualified,” there's not a lick o' doubt!                                                                                            This one’s in the bag, my friend…and soon my résumé will have a brand new entry when I add…this paper route!
                                    I’d Choose 1955                                                 
                      Until you’ve spent an evening in a 1950s classic 

                      cruisin’ ‘round the way we did…until you’ve - “scooped the loop”…

                      Or seen a person panic as he struggles to extinguish 

                      the burning bag you’ve placed before his door - that’s filled with poop…
Checked out all the poodle-skirted 'chicks' while “Johnny Heartbreak” 

croons for all the rock-n-rollers dancin’ at the “hop”…
Parked outside a drive-in where the food is served by cuties - 
                      racin’ around on roller skates to bring you food an’ pop…
Until you’ve soaped the windows on a car, or someone’s house, 

or T-Pd someone’s home and trees - a very nasty prank…

Or passed the hat to round up change from those who have no car, 

beggin' contributions toward some - petrol - in your tank…
You’ll never fully understand the way it was back then! 

Before the stinkin’ Xbox and the Game-Boy came along. 

Before the raunchy movies, and the sleazy entertainers.    

It ain’t too hard for me to place the blame on what went wrong.
And regardless of the way things were when you were in your teens… 

it’s actually tough to argue, friend, that - 1955’s -

Not the year that…if the world were still the same as then…
                      many more than have them now…would have far nicer lives!
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                                   A Seaside Sunset 

             Drifting down through crimson clouds in scarlet skies she sinks, 

                  Stirring through an azure blue her lavenders and pinks,  
  This blazing orange spheroid paints an iridescent sky,

  A true celestial beauty melding heaven with the eye -

     Her fiery flames ignite the very soul of all who see,

                  ‘Til - lost beyond relentless swells - she seems beneath the sea.
                This piece was inspired by the outstanding Rudyard Kipling poem: 'If '...

                                                             When
When, my son, you’ve learned to focus all your hate and anger and implement the net of all your skill 

To spare the man you disagree with, opting not to join the ranks of those whose preference is to kill --

When you’ve come to realize that helping those in need, and - showing those who suffer that you care

Fills your heart with joy and answers questions in your mind of which the ones who don’t are unaware --

When you've learned the reason why some people feel obliged to bow their heads when dignitaries pass, 

And then reject it wholly by adopting this belief --- that no one on this earth is second class --

When you've grasped the difference twixt the way we look - outside - provides you no excuse of any kind

For treating others hatefully, and see your fellow man through eyes that you can boast are color blind --

Only then can you expect to win your bouts with life…which you’re, of course, the only one that can…

For each of these will strengthen you, and fortify your soul…and which is more, my son…you’ll be a man!
                        Fibbing Is Not a New Phenomenon 

For more than a couple thousand years -- prob'ly more than that -- regardless of the era or the ethnic group you choose,

Near every man and woman that has passed the age of three - to reach the goal they mean to - has resorted to a ruse
Aimed at making certain they achieve what they intend - telling lies of any sort to fashion their desires,

And I assert that all who’ve ever lived, without exception -- male or female -- young or old, at some point -- have been liars!
                       Anticipating My 50th Class Reunion
Lots of us have gained a little weight, and some - a lot…and most the guys are sneakin’ 

up on bald…

Plus, struggling hard to place someone - for most is not a prospect by which they are particularly enthralled!
But showing up, regardless - for reunion number 50 - some of us on scooters…some with canes…

I will argue compensates the ones who’ve - lost some pride - with something I feel everybody gains --- 
Friendly conversations with your understanding classmates, that tend to stoke a memory in your heart…

So, I, for one, am planning…if my health is what I hope…on being there, and trying to 

do my part.
         A Tip - Always Keep Your Photo Albums In a Vault

    For years we’d been piling up old fashioned photos of special occasions and friends,

    knowing how helpful they’d be to revisit the places and things that we’d seen, 

    And - even though some were of ‘nobody specials’ - where only the ones still alive -

    (and shown in the picture) - had even a chance of explaining what most of them mean -

    Quietly perusing those black and white pictures was something we’d do now an' then 

    to trigger the mem-ries - nostalgic and timeless - we’d cherished for so many years...

    Tenderly stirring the smoldering flames that burn in our souls and our minds -- 

    fost'ring responses reflectively ranging from - laughin' our butts off - to tears!
    But now that a fire has stolen our his’try, and only a few that were taken by friends 

    are all that remain to enable our visits with pretty much all of our 'Past' --

    I’m here to tell ya', it’s hurtin' like hell to discuss how our world used to be --

    when all of the proof has been tragically lost from our earliest years to our last!
                                      Idiom--oetry
“Mark my words -” the old man told me, “when you - make your move - if you’re really -hot to trot - with what you feel's a 'fox',
If you mean to - nail her down - I’ll - give it to ya’ straight…the only way you can is if you think outside the box!
“As a rule - 'high-maintenance' - gals are - hard as hell to please - and, son, you’ll find it takes a ton o’ dough to - turn their heads.

They’ll - run ya’ ragged - racin’ 'round to dealerships an' malls - blowin’ all the dough you've got - on cars an' - fancy threads!

“Trust me, kid…a while back I had a gorgeous wife who came damn close to - breakin’ me - and man - it blows my mind -
To think of what she - put me through.    She - treated me like dirt…and I spent close to 
20 years - fightin’ the same old grind!

“But Ill be - keepin' my fingers crossed - hopin’ you’ll fair better before you - throw the towel in - ‘cause no one ever knows
If an' when they’ll come across a halfway decent broad…and might come out - when the smoke has cleared - smellin’ like a rose!”

                                       I Now Know

I’ve often wondered how I’d feel if I…by some coincidence…

totally unexpectedly, would fall in love with you - 

But now…for all my wondering how I’d feel were this to happen…

                      as far as fin’ly knowing how I'd feel…I actually do!
                    If All of the Weird Ones Were Cropped
    I was sittin’ alone in a booth in a deli in Cody, Wyoming one day, 

    When a threesome nearby started chatting, and I clearly heard one of them say,

“Me and my wife are amazed 

    “By the variety found in - the ‘animal world’!   We’re constantly going to zoos,

    And feel that the ones that are basically useless - or ugly as hell...in our views...

Ought to be gradually phased

    “Out of existence!    We think it's clear that - regardless if feathered or furred -
    Two legged - four legged...on land or in water...the models most widely preferred
Were gifted a nicer design!
    “Here are a few of the nicest to look at...and some of the sweetest to hear ---

    Virtually - 'feasts for the eye' - as they say...and a few that are - 'treats for the ear' ---

At least so according to mine!
    “I’ll take the Persian...the Sphynx is all yours - when it comes to our picking out cats -

    And only a weirdo would own a French Bulldog...their ears are too big - like a bat's -

and one thing I hate is - big ears!
    “And give me a Golden Retriever - I’m good...or an Australian Shepherd - I’m fine...

    But among my suggestions for canines ---- the Mexican Hairless is not one of mine!
Just seeing them brings me to tears!

    “And birds, like the other decisions we make - regardless their beak or their bill -

    Vary as greatly as those without feathers...a few emit screeches...others...a trill...

Their songs are what matters to me -

    “Along with their plumage.    Compared to a Kestral...or beautiful Mandarin Duck...

    Birds like the Screamer and Jabiru Stork - by comparison - totally suck!
They’re as ugly as ugly can be!
    “Green Headed Tanagers - male Painted Buntings - and Pheasants are only a few 

    Of what fill our skies -- and our lives -- with a beauty like nothing I know of can do -

It's hard to believe that they're real!

    “And I’d beat the snot out of anyone’s nose -- regardless their gender or culture --

    That asked if I’d swap 'em a Bald Headed Eagle for a bald headed Condor or Vulture!
Trust me...I’d pass on the deal!

    “And the oceans as well are infested with types we’d be praised by the world for

    removing!
    Here are a few of the worst of the lot - should you feel that my point demands proving:
And right at the top of the list 

    “Are Stargazers -- Anglerfish...both of them pukes...and the homely-as-hell - Goblin 

    Shark!
    And how did the Catfish...not known for meowing, and Dogfish...not known for its

    bark,

For reasons I seem to have missed -

    “Come to be named what they have?    I’m confused!   They’re different from what

    you’d expect,

    And names that don’t match how an animal looks are misleading...and stupid!

    CORRECT?
I think it’s stupid as hell!
    “A really dumb friend of mine had me convinced that a Lionfish lets out a roar 

    To fend off its rivals, that...(so he professes)...can travel a mile or more!
A tale I would later dispel! 

    “And don’t forget - insects!    No one would argue there aren’t many species of those 

    That make the world better, and most will agree there are millions that everyone knows     

'Life' would be better without.

    “Like -- Japanese Beetles -- termites and gnats...locusts -- mosquitoes and  flies!
    And I won’t complain...and neither will you...when the last of the cockroaches dies!

That’s what I’m talkin’ about! 

    “So wha’da’ya’ say we all get together and skim off the cream o’ the crop,
    Then whip up a list of the ones we don’t want - with the worst of the worst at the top -

And work our way down - one by one -

    “‘Cause there ain’t a doubt in my mind, if we do...by purging the world in this way...

    We’ll garner the 'thanks' of the rest of mankind - plus those yet-to-come (as our pay) -

By the time that we’re totally done!”

    Well...what I’d been eating had totally chilled...my coffee had suffered as well...

    And eager to somehow expose their intention - I privately reached for my cell -

These idiots had to be stopped!
    The world -- as it is (to me) -- is an image that’s not to be altered by 'Man' --

    And I guarantee that we’d all be as sorry as anyone possibly can -

If all of the 'weird ones' were cropped!
                             In the Fairest Circumstance          
                   “His fastball, so they tell me, has been clocked at 105!

His E.R.A .is 1 point 4!   The guy can really pitch!

I heard he’s making more than any athlete alive

doing what…when baseball started…didn’t make you rich.” 

“So all he actually does is pitch a ball,” I asked…“that’s it?”

“That’s correct,” he verified, “and only now an' then!
                  And even if,” he added, “several batters get a hit…
even if he throws like crap…and his team doesn’t win
“He’ll get paid enough to buy a couple dozen homes -

a fleet of cars - six-figure cars -  and live his latter years

Bouncin’ around from beach to beach in planes he actually owns…

and I’m not talkin’ Cessnas, friend…he owns a couple Leers!”

                 “Well that’s a bunch of bull manure,” I growled, “there ain’t no way 

that people “playing” baseball - whether major league or not -

Are worth the sums of money that the owners have to pay -
UNLESS ---- they’ll take a dollar bill from every two they’ve got

                 “And pass it on to those who actually do the world some good!

No one “playing” any sport of any kind today

Should make a nickel more than those who manufacture food!

And I don’t care how great you are -- what type of sport you “play” -- 

“Or how much time you’ve spent to hone your skill at what you do -- 

no one “playing” any sport, and making that much dough,

Comes close - as far as I’m concerned - in 'worth' - to someone who 

Elects to feed the masses with the stock and crops they grow!

“A pittance - by comparison - is what most farmers earn,
but when the world’s in chaos -- when we’re in our darkest hour --
Even starting pitchers will be sobered when they learn

                 that all their money will not buy - a single bag of flour!
                 “And though, of course, there are a few who’re actually doing fine - 

most work so much harder than the ones who - “run the fields”!
The football and the baseball fields!   A most disturbing sign… 
given our so much greater need for what the “farmer” yields.

“There’s just no way that those who throw the passes - dunk the balls -

and swing the bats  -  for that  -  deserve the castles and the cars
                And being paid much more than whom upon the burden falls

to keep us fed - and keep us safe --- these -- to me -- are stars!
                “Police and fire fighters…doctors - nurses...chemists - teachers…  
                all are worth a whole lot more than those engaged in sports. 

                Soldiers - paramedics - and…for healing souls…the preachers,

                contribute more to life, by far, than those who - 'play' on courts!
                “It’s time the world’s priorities are placed beneath a scope

                ‘Cause paying 'players' senseless sums to 'play' a game must stop!
                And -- in the fairest circumstance -- (the one for which I hope) -

                The richest ones would rightly be…the farmer…and the cop!”

                             It’s Gotten Way Too Pricey!                              
A week ago the twins and I flew out to New York City to see their favorite baseball team, the Yankees, play the A’s.  

Both of them had led their college team consistently - Josh in - on base average - and Darnell in - double-plays!
A birthday gift, I’d made myself forget about the airfare, trying hard to focus on the “fun” we’d have an’ all,

But by the time we’d found our seats and hailed for drinks and popcorn, I discovered…

as the umpire hollered out...“Play ball,”

I was out of cash completely, leaving only credit cards to pay for things we’d purchase theretofore!
I thought of Josh’s comment - “In the '7th inning stretch', we’ll need to do some shopping at the - '7th Inning Store'!

Thinking back to what the caps an' T-shirts used to cost when I was young and dad took me to games like this one here --
Right away I knew that I’d be maxing-out my credit to buy them each those very things, plus hot-dogs and a beer!
Having heard the rumors - but too dumb to check them out - I should have known the costs to see the pros was through the roof  -
And by the time I’d sprung for what they’d chosen for their gifts, adding up receipts for all I’d paid for was the proof!
Together with their birthday presents - half a dozen hot-dogs - a couple beers for each of us - and what the flight had cost -

Plus what I’d paid for 3 great seats…the “fun” had slipped away…and then, to top it off, them stinkin’ Yankees went an’ LOST! 

Ain’t no way in hell we’re ever doin’ that again, ‘cause had we all stayed home and watched them lose on our TV ---

We’d all have downed the same amount of snacks for half the cost --- and the price I paid for just one shirt --- 'online' --- would ‘ve bought all three!
                           An Ode to Childless Spinsters 

      Unable to change how I’ve lived in the past…not having married - no kids… 

     And paying the prices for -- “should-'ve - but didn’ts”…along with my 

     “shouldn’t 've - but dids” -- 

     I sit here bewildered, and rather disheartened, by what seems in store for my life,

     Knowing that virtually all of my friends that have neither been mother nor wife -

     Far more than not have regretted their choosing to neither have kids nor to wed -

     And weep at the prospect of nobody crying when being advised that they’re dead!
                                            The Disciplined Way
        Rarely exposed to determinant issues that typically alter ones life, my childhood

        was rather blasé...

        While both of my parents - (lucky for me) - precisely the same as their folks -

        had learned that - the 'disciplined way'
        They and their siblings were lovingly raised - though stringently laden with rules - 

        rules they were made to obey -

        Is, for a fact, what would tailor their 'Futures', spawning the trust and the love 

        that our family’s enjoying today!

        ‘Sparing the rod will but spoil the child’ - an idiom older than dirt - 

        is a proverb they’d commonly say -

        And me an' my wife are now following suit - though not always easy to do - 
      by employing --- the 'disciplined way'!
               On 'Self-Deceiving' So-called -- 'Speculators'

“Don’t you stand there telling me you’ve fin’ly kicked the habit!  You’d have to fight like hell to cram a toothpick on that shelf!
Every room inside your house if bulging wall to wall - so all you’re actually doing now is lying to yourself!
Spending as you do on what you claim to be - ‘wise buys’ - is YOU essentially robbing YOU of sorely needed cash -

And most of what I’m looking at is far from - ‘in demand’ - acquired for meager prices being viewed as virtual trash! 

He that gambles recklessly, abandoning discretion - yielding to perceptions of imagined ‘quick returns’, 

Speculates - unwisely - on what seasoned buyers don’t...and winds up losing more than what he’s making -- as he 'learns'!
Securing certain 'outlets' for your products in advance -- to fashion risky ventures into profit yielding scores
BEFORE you strike your bargains is the safest path I know to reaching expectations that can open wider doors --

While -- trusting inexpensive items - plagued by narrow markets - often proves a recipe for limited success...
And many are these 'sorry souls' who squander precious treasure...succumbing to their anxiousness to validate -- their guess!
                                     Statistics, Polls and Percentages
              I heard, a couple days ago, the Austin Armadillos 

spent thirty million dollars for some slugger named Peru -
              Whose last-year’s on-base-average - from the year before - had doubled 
              from a super-wimpy POINT-O-ONE - to a whopping POINT-O-TWO -

Then dropped another twenty for a guy named Lefty Wright -

who’d dropped his ERA to half of what he’d had before, 
Figuring if they upped his “innings-pitched” by 12% - 

he’d get a chance to prove his worth - and shave it even more!
Taking risks with players like Peru and Lefty Wright -

who’d trimmed his ERA from 25 to 12.6 -

Showed why Abner Doubleday the 10th - (the franchise owner) -

often puzzles people by the players that he picks.

A really big “statistics” guy, he often sticks his neck out

and bets a ton of money on the numbers he confronts.

His staff compiles “percentages” and “averages” galore

on everything from - “hit-by-pitch” to “base-on-balls” to “bunts”.

He looks for little signs that point to - “probable potential”,

and implements the algorithms born within his staff

To zero in on where he feels the “GOOD” can likely double…

and where - by taking chances - he can cut the “BAD” in half!
He uses all these numbers to select his starting pitcher - 

along with those he’s gathered on that day’s opposing team -

Considering things from temperature - humidity - and wind speed -
to if their starter lays his thumb beside - or on - the seam!
Now…I’m aware that stats an' polls are often very useful -

and I give Abner credit for the effort that he makes -
But 10% of 'this an' that' -- and polls that point to “doubling” --

              Even when they’re actually true, can lead to big mistakes! 

         For instance --- 

              Hearing on the news that robberies fell by 10%
from January 1st until the first day of July

Doesn’t mean we’re safe to leave our doors unlocked at night 

when break-ins in OUR neighborhood are at an all time high!
Knowing that the rate of home invasions was, in fact,

holding tight to somewhere close to thirty-three per day -

dropping down by - three-an'-a-third - to a scary twenty-nine
isn’t exactly going to help us sleep when we’re away!
And saying someone’s core support has “doubled” sounds impressive,

but even if it has increased to twice it’s former size…

That can mean from -- 2 to 4, or -- 50 to a hundred --

which means, of course…although it’s true…it’s not that great a rise!
Political polls are gathered by, at times, dishonest people -

and if you take the time to think them through and break them down - 

Often you will come to find the survey that was taken
was done by --- “core supporters” --- and in just one part of town! 

They tend to canvas neighborhoods where records show constituents

that vote the way that they do - by as high as 10 to 1 -

Occupy most every house --- then call the local newsrooms

and tell them what their survey shows --- but not how it was done!
So...when you hear the know-it-alls expounding their “statistics”,

Or citing polls that seem a little fishy, bear in mind…
10% can be a lot…or, actually next to nothing… 

              And, “doubling up” - and - “down-by-half,” should always be -- defined!
                            The Chit-Chatting Cheater

While sitting not far from a 2-couples group who were vying at euchre one day,

I was impressed with the method one used for the message he meant to convey!

He began:

“Hey, you guys...have I told ya’ yet…while I was diggin’ taters… 

I found a fancy antique brooch - with - 2 BIG diamonds in it!

The setting’s shaped like a - pair of hearts - and on its back, of course - 

there’s a little pointy, spear-like thing to let a person pin it!
“The spade that I was digging with…the only one I’ve got…

was borrowed from the - 'single-club' - to which my wife belongs!
I’m hopin’ someone feeds the box and plays a little 'country',

And -- ‘Queen of Hearts’, and -- ‘From a Jack to a King’ - are both fantastic songs.”

The way he’d tipped his partner off was actually down right clever --

combining suits with quantities that fools can understand!
It goes to show what some will do when 'winning' means too much --
and what they’re dealt is far from being -- a euchre mans' 'pat-hand'!
                                 The Key To Success                          

        I have been called a fanatical person, and teased about being 'possessed',

And told that I focus too hard on perfection by struggling to offer 'the best',

But I’m never satisfied coming in second, or simply just - 'staying abreast'.

The market, you see, is competitor driven, you’re constantly put to the test.

People are picky, and when - as it will be - whatever you’re offering’s assessed -

       Try very hard to ensure that the people you’re meaning to please are impressed.

Remember, when choosing the goods or the service in which you decide to invest -

Even if all of your staff and employees condemn you for being obsessed - 

        Never abandon your pride or your purpose - and never lose sight of your quest -

For -- after the flood of intense competition - the victors enjoying the crest
       Are typically those whose intent and commitment are greater than that of the rest!

                                        Whada-ya…

                      Whada-ya do when a guy or gal you’ve known for quite some time 

                      suddenly slams the door on what you thought was strong as hell?
An honest friendship, filled with far more happy times than sad -

with someone you'd 've gladly bet your life you knew damn well!
Whada-ya say to a child of four that quizzes you - “What’s wrong,” 

keen to know the reason for the tears you quietly shed?
How do you tell them, gently…in a way that dulls the pain…

that -- loved ones don’t stop loving you just because they’re dead?
Whada-ya think it’s best to say to a daughter - or a son - 

or a brother - or a sister - who’s responding to --- “the call” -

while understanding - once they leave - there is no guarantee
they’ll make it back unharmed -- or even make it back at all?
Whada-ya s’pose it’s like to be the last one in your fam’ly,

and realize - unfortunately - you’ve outlived all your friends?
                      With no one left to reminisce with, life grows awfully cold,

                      And - as your final dream expires…you’re grateful when it ends!
                                   Life Without Parole
A guy I knew when I was 9 and he was 17 talked me into skipping school one warm September day!

He bravely called the school nurse - claimed to be my dad - and having done it many times, he knew just what to say.

“Tommy’s got a real bad cold,” the line of 'bull' began, “and we’re convinced it’s prob’ly best that he stay home today.”
Well - that became the afternoon when I would clearly learn just how easily boys an' girls my age are led astray!
This boy had sneaked his father’s car, and - running low on fuel - ducked into a station

and began to fill the tank.

Having not the least idea of what he'd planned to do - and him believing doing so was no more than a prank -
Burning rubber all the way 'til back out on the road -- racing off -- before he'd gone inside to pay his bill -- 

I, of course, was terrified by clearly understanding that while his act of larceny was done against my will -   

If the law caught up with us I'd naturally be perceived as having helped him perpetrate his unexpected crime!
And thus was sparked the 'wayward life' that has me here today -- led astray and paying for my sins by -- serving time!  

Warned by both my parents that the path I'd chose to walk usually lead to prison, I ignored their sage advice,

And having tasted, as a child, intoxicating thrills...having felt the 'danger' in the - 'rolling of the dice'…

Being chased for what I’d done - forced to never rest ---- hiding out to dodge the law was what my life became!
And now, at only twenty-one, I’ve lost my chance at 'Life' for what I’d thought, at 9-years old, a wild, addictive game!
'Life without parole' is what I got for what I did -- and, being honest, is, in fact, a proper price to pay
For wrongly taking someone’s life - despite my 'victim' being - the one I hold responsible for - leading me astray!!!   
                                      Leo and Bess
            Once upon a time there was a big old handsome lion

            Wanted - for a mate - by every single lioness!
That lion’s name was Leo, and in all His jungle kingdom

The feline Leo favored was a pretty one…named Bess.

Now Leo strolled the jungle with aristocratic gate,

Expecting Bess to swoon - as all the other females would -

But Bess had long felt Leo was a way-too-cocky dude,

And did her best to show she had no interest when she could!

Every day young Leo would lie licking clean His coat,
And very carefully preen Himself to groom His golden fur.
He felt His chiseled steel physique would surely turn her head

And had no doubt - with how He looked - He soon would marry her!
The more He flaunted what He felt to be His finest traits -
The more she would ignore Him, and pretend He wasn’t there!
And so one day He thought He’d make His greatest effort yet

To lure His favorite feline to the confines of His lair.

He dipped His mane to wash it in a nearby waterhole,

And gargled long and hard to clean His fangs, in case they kissed.
Today, He thought, I’ll win her love...today she’ll be my bride,

‘Cause Bess is just about to see -- a stud she can’t resist!
            He clipped His claws and then with giant, lightly-moistened paws,

He combed His mane to make it look as though it were a crown -

Now instilled with confidence that Bess would be impressed -
And this, at last, would be the day she wouldn't turn Him down.
            Why, who on earth, He asked himself, could gaze upon Him now
            And not fall deep in love with Him the moment that He passed?

He wandered through the jungle, in His standard monarch-stride,

            Hunting far and wide for Bess, when -- there she was…at last!
            With nose aloft and eyes half shut, He strutted past His prey,

His tail was slightly arched -- He truly did look like a King --

But Bess had seen Him coming and would simply look away.
Poor Leo just laid down and cried.   He’d now tried everything.
But then, to His amazement, as He lay there, all alone,

He learned the single strategy, to date, he'd never tried -

Proved to be the way to Bess’s heart, as - for His tears -
Bess had come to comfort Him - and curled up by His side!
It wasn’t long before the two were sharing Leo’s world.

            His realm, at last, would have a queen, and…sovereign that He was…
Leo slaved to pamper Bess with all He thought she’d want.
He told himself that -- “This is was what a loving partner does!”

            But when He found her weeping when He came home late one night,

            And asked her why she cried -- as He would wipe away a tear --

            She said -- “It’s not the riches you can give me that I need --

            I know you do these things for me, but dear…I need you here!
            Leo learned, at last, His great physique and pearly smile

            And wealth were not the kinds of things that Bess was dreaming of.

            He found that all she wanted was to have Him by her side --

            A friend that she could always trust -- and someone she could love.

                                        The Omen
                 While sitting in the parlor of our old Victorian home,

I watched a group of candles burning bright.

The tiny flames would hypnotize me, dancing to and fro,

I scarce could let their flickering out of sight.

Contemplation found its way into my tired mind,

As time would drift away into the night.

The tarnished candelabra, proudly perched upon the hearth,

                        Displayed a row of 7 candlesticks.

I’d notice, on occasion, as a draft would wander passed,

A few could barely hide their little wicks,

And as I sat there staring, one would finally flicker out…

To sit with me and watch the other 6.

Seemingly prophetic, I would ponder on for hours -

This seemed to mean some great important thing.

Could the candles correlate to - somehow - 'Life' itself -

                        Though merely sticks-of-wax-surrounding-string?
Their lives began the instant they were lighted, with no way

To know just what their 'Destinies' would bring.

I would learn no explanation as to why but one
Would lose its struggle with a common wind!
All were burning strong and bright and yet, this only one
Would not survive to know the standard end!

Only one would stand extinguished…somehow only one
Could not afford the light the rest would spend!
I saw it as an 'omen' - given none of us can know

Just how long our life is going to be.

No one really knows how well their 'candle-flame' will fare…

How many gusts of wind that it will see…

And I was quite concerned about the one that flickered out ---

                        Could it, somehow --- correlate to me?
                                  A Hillbilly’s Eulogy                    

                   Well --- this old feller didn’t portray the 'rightest' way to live -

                   But ain't done nothin' bad enough the good Lord won’t forgive!  

Truth be told -- I envy him -- ('ccept fer his bein’ dead) --

                   ‘Cause ponderin’ on his days of 'doin’ chores' that lie ahead --

                   With no more paintin’ the house - shovelin’ snow and mowin’ the yard -- 

                   The Boss up yonder won’t - I'm sure - be a-workin’ ‘im near as hard!
                               'Tomboys' Make Magnificent Wives!
The kid, I'd say, was seventeen, less than 90 pounds, and stood within the neighborhood twixt five-foot-two an' three - 

His hair -- a mass of silky blonde -- was bundled 'neath his cap, initially convincing me he just might be -- a 'she'!
But nothing else about the kid was feminine enough to make me even wonder if he might not be -- a boy!!
And - were I wrong - I reasoned, his deceptive tomboy outfit was, I must admit, a clever aspect of his ploy, 

Meant to gain him access to the ballgame we were playing!   He'd stood there - chewin' gum an' spittin' - actin' like a guy -

Hopin' we, eventually, would need another player - figurin' - given how he looked - 

we'd offer him a try!
Well - in the 7th inning Dusty Walker sprained his ankle slidin' in to second and we'd no one on the bench!

We huddled up and quizzed ourselves -- 'Wouldn't our - 'looker-on-er' - even if he weren't a 'he' suffice when in a pinch?'
Being just a 'pick-up game', who won should not have mattered, but bein' a bunch o' cocky, top-notch athletes -- it did --
So - opting not to play with eight, I strolled to where he stood and - pretty sure he was a 'guy' - I asked the anxious kid --

"We just lost a fielder - sprained his ankle - really bad...and we were sorta wond'rin' if you'd like to take his place!"

The grin I got was ear-to-ear along with - "Absolutely!" - but I got really nervous when I 
closely saw his face! 

"What's your name?" I quizzed him?      He responded - "Jo Dimaggio" - 

knowing I'd assume his name was spelled without the 'e' -
Which, as we know, has always been a nickname for -- JoAnne -- 
but -- smitten by his stunning smile -- that wouldn't occur to me!
Somewhat apprehensively I gave him Dusty's mit...pointed out to center field and ordered --- "Stay alert!
Guard the fence -- these guys are great -- and we're all prayin' hard that you're as good 

a player as the fella who got hurt!" 
A couple innings later - with the bases loaded up - bottom o' nine, two men out, and they were battin' last...

'Jackin'-Jim' McDoogle launched a missile out to center -- and had not Jo - like Dusty - been alert and lightning fast --
Bein' ahead by just one run, that hit, without a doubt - would have won the ballgame - but...SHE ran that sucker down!

And now, today, I'm proud to say -- barely two years later -- having swapped HER blue jeans for a gorgeous wedding gown -- 
'Tomboy' Jo Dimaggio (whose smile had won my heart), hasn't lived a single day (with us now man and wife) --

Wond'ring if we're 'teammates' still -- in every way there is -- and I can guarantee you -- it will be this way for life! 
                                On - 'Wife-Made-Men'
I've met a lot of single men who've done quite well in life,

Who've built themselves an empire over time without a wife,

Proving that, without a spouse, the fact is that - they can 

Not just match but - out-succeed - the so-called - 'wife-made-man'. 

The man who's wife has helped him sail his route to wealth and fame,

Whose spouse has played a guiding roll since taking on his name,

Smoothing each and every path he courses as he strives 

To reach the goals he feels he must to near-perfect their lives! 

But something that I've come to learn - now eighty-five years old -

Comparing lives of - 'very rich' - to - 'poor' - as they unfold -

Has shown me that --- despite I knew that sharing life again 

                 With whom I have would leave me poor --- I'd opt for - 'wife-made-man'!
