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OUR LIVES

Our life is a path
Which we must follow;
It’s sometimes hill

And sometimes hollow.

As years go by
And we grow old,
Our paths of life
To us unfold. —Rose Riggio
THE POPPY AND LUPIN
ON THE HILL

I have seen a poppy

On a Berkeley hill,

A golden poppy, sedate and still;
And by its side

Is the lupin tall with pride.

And their colors blend on the hill,
On the hill. —Barbara Jones

TREASURE ISLE

I like to see the twinkling stars
That gleam from o’er the Fair,

I like to mix in the noisy crowd
Each time that I am there.

The magic city on Treasure Isle
Is there for all to see,

If 1 could choose any place to go
It is there I'd love to be.

—Margaret Spillner
HAVE YOU EVER

Have you ever heard a whisper
Through the trees, in the breeze,
A soft and whistling sound
Through the trees,
When leaves are falling to the ground
And blowing all around
When you hear the soft wind
Whistling through the trees.
—Patsy Bottone

A MOUNTAIN IN THE SNOW

Have you ever seen a mountain
In the snow, in the snow,
With its high and snowy peaks
And its shining snow and sleet?
At the top lie gleaming sheets
In the snow, in the snow.

—Lambio Ahlas
THE PINE TREE

Tall and firm the pine tree stands,
Pricky needles for his hands.

Often on dark gloomy days,

His tall firm body swings and sways.

Birds that may be passing by,

Seem to fly up toward the sky.

They. see his body firm and strong,

And rest there when the daysare long.
—Doris Danska

RAIN

he theatening clouds hung over
Ithe horizon. A brooding darkness

gathered. A farmer beat his stubborn
mule that, wise in its dumb way,
sensed rain and balked by the way-
side. A mother hen clucked anxiously
at her chicks. Then the storm broke!
Thunder roared, lightning flashedits
silent message across the sky! The
wind beat wrathfully at the tree as
they bent and swayed under its im-
pact. The heavens opened and the
rain poured through. Time passedand
thena tiny beam of golden light fil-
tered through the clouds. A huge
bow, God’s token of love, filled the
sky. The air smelled sweet and pure.
Birds sang, flowers lifted their heads.
The storm had passed and Old Moth-
er Nature smiled to see all was well.

—Virginia Schiveley
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