
. ' 

( 

j 



a

/r??-44-2.-/

OUE GRANDI.IO'TEERtS

///;),",
POEU

DEDICATEX)

to

OUB GN$DPA I,IHICTEA
(8. L. wtricter )

on

FATI{ER'S DAY'- JIJM L9, 1955

lirese poems have been conpiled flom our
Gran&notherr s scrapbook by her grand-
daughters -

Edited and lllustrated b3r:

I'taxine l,ihi-cker Albers
Iois l,lhicker llorflan

C
Q'zt z-az<-rt-'

b



In llemorY of
ouR EAR GRAI'rU{oIEE8. (UaU OiCrr.l HHTCER)

She has passed away, but her sr.eet Sood til},
Like the odor of flowers, is ttittr us 8t1IL.
The tender lesson that natory brings,
trre memory of patience oler us (Lings.
Tears are vain when a soul li-ke thls,
I'tr1ngs its way to the Gates of Bllse.

trtre miss youl dear, jrl '1'l Jrour r'rrys,
Your comin3 step, lrour love and Prayers.
llhen trouble or jolr came as our guest
It uas shared by you trithout request.
BJt God has a nission, i.n kis realm above,
None other could filI, so he called our love.
Yesl ttis better to yie]-d t&en a christian life
Gives up the battle of earthly strife.

lIe do not know t'he author of the above
poen, but ne feel it elqlresses the sentjnents
ol all her loved ones.

or

co

iIPST PSAIi,I

Blessed is the man ttrat valkettr not in tlre
corrnseL of tbe un3odly, nor s',andeth in ttte
llay of simers, nor sitteth. in the seat of
tire scornful.

But his delight is iu the larr of the Lord;
and in his 1alr doth he medttate day and
night.

And he sha1I be l-ike a tree pJ.anted by ttre
rivers of lrater, that bringeth forth his fnrit
in his season; his leaf aLso shall not rith er;
and r.fiatsoEver he doeth shall prosper.

ltre ungodly are not so: but are like the chaff
vhich the rrind driveth aray.

Tl:erefore tire ungodly sha11 not stand in the
judgment; nor sirmers 5:r. ttre congregation of
ttre righteous.

Ior the Iprd lcroseth the nay of t/re right-
eous: but the rray of the un3oclLl' shaI1 perish.
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Ore grass is non a tender green,
Ind soon the l,tsy flowerg w.i-Ll be seen
lJ.ong the o1d roadslde out eastl
tr'lhere oftea ue would sit, and rest.

So plain I see the noods and hllls
tho nossy barks, and rippling rilts;
And waklng flon their lrint:y sleep,
The Dear-tongue spears begin to pe€p.

With P:r15 of wate! standing b5
Werd carried there, w'ith margr a sigh,
.lIong t}te shady !.indi!€ road
Tltough sndI, ttrey wera to us a 1oad.

I see again the creek we crossed
The place rrhere i{a ny breastpin 1ost,
The sandy bank, the old ELn tree,
the steep high bluff again I see.

The noon cones slor above the trees,
Their branches r,*risper ln the breeze,
0f ttre green dress tley soon shaJ.J. $ear,
the cooltng shade Urat lre sha11 share.

I see agajJr-orrr playhouse sna]],
Srept cIea.n, the old leaves nade ttre waLl
i'Jbjl-e in e co rner proudly ,stood
Our organ, ttlras a str.uup long dead.

l{e buiLt our cupbo ard al1 ourselves,
Bricks at each end, between board shelves.
Itrith brcken chlna for a plate,
lnd acorn cups, we grandly ater

Stick lgrives and forks or.rr table graced,
Ou:' rag dolls, on strrp chairs we placed.
Grand hats we made, of hickory leaves,
AlJ- styles and ghapes, or:r taste to p).ease.

And fans, and dresses noir and then.
Sometimes we played that we we!€ €E1e

And proudly d:rcve our prancing tean,
Or rode our stick horse oler the g?een.

0r cLnbed a saplinge rfiich was best,
Aad rode it3 rearlng high it s crest.
Sol striftly sped our chlldhood days,
So fu11 of fune in sinple nays.
And lre grelr re: and far apert,
Renqrber thal, ll'itb loring hearb.

frma Boyer llhicker

CIIII,DH@D DIXS

lhe giant oaks, the saplfurgs sn,'11
Aeain I hear the blackbirds call

echo, anong the elm.. trees te1'l
lh yes, there ttre vlolets b1ue,

$reet williards too are comfurg through
The leag mold.
lnd tben rle jlqr, for ttreret s rnushrooros

beslde a stunp.

Perhaps we see gome harmless snake
Then quJ.ckly for our home re make,
Our fearful hearts are r'l'l aquake.

tfhen evening cones, and aJ-1 is stiII1,I hear agaj-n tie uhip-poon-wi].l
IIon near, no$ far, their guaint ca1ls go
Far into night; nolr srclft, now s1ow.

o a
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C HI],DIIOOD },trI,IORI'S

A Lor.r eaved cottage, snal1 and gray
l"ihere carefree children romp ald pLey.
Uith cherry trees su:rou:dir€ it,
Itrhere birds and children J.ove to slt,
And eat the cheries ripe and sneet
Shging and sw'inging br.orm bare feet.
0r, in the.sp-ring, I fairy 1and,
ilore beautiful than palace grand.

A Iitt1e farther rp the road,
Another giant oak tree stood.
And on its shady nort,}rern side,
I,Jhere cool green moss loved to abide,
By sone strange freak chanced to be ttrere,
A.big rough ki:ot that formed a chair.

The seat tree, we aI[ labeled it;
And hocr netd race to see nhotd get
To in its, fancied, comfort sit.
And aljl about were other trees,
ilavering and nodding in the breeze.

I'rom hickbry ),eavese gay hats we nade,
fireathed rrith gay floters, frrom hi'll and gIade.
Those h4py c arefr€e days are gone
Forever, rrj.th our childhood hone.
lJhen Sr:nday norning carne aLong
Uith hol-y hush, and birds sneet song, .
It seemed a different day sonehow,
Hor.r r,relI I still remenrber now.

Frora cirurch arrey, we never stayedl
Ercept for storm, or sick abede
Sunmer or rrinter found us tlere,
To in Godts vorship hunbly share.
Then after Sunday School was throug!,
Class neeting carter And we stayed too.
Father was leader; and he stood
Before the pulpit, as he read
A lesson from Oodrs holy word.

Oh, taste and see that the Lord is good,
And Christ, our Shepherdl is the Lord.
I was glad when they said to me,
Let us go unto the house of the lord. You see,
These r,rere the sentiments of his heart.

Then sorne o1d fashioned tune hetd startr
And aLl would Join and sing the hymn
trlo i.nstrunent of nusic then

)
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Ihe yard, a love}y c arpet greenl
Ttre cheerful sunshi.net s golden sheen,
lhe cherry trees, all robed in *tite
Ahl they nere ttren a lovely sight.
And Just belond the picket fence,
Between the yard and forest dense,
A smooth green playgrorurd, scattered orer
With golden dandelions galore,
That soon wou}d lifb !,rhite wooly heads,
And leave for rye their huobLe beds.

Off to .the right of, our school road,
Sturdy and straight, the tu-j-n oaks stood,
hlith arms outstretched in sheltering shade.
often we here our playhouse nade.

Prom the south tree, exbended far
A sturdy Iirab, and on it there
l{e hung our s!d!g of iron strength.
I?ren found a board of proper length
And back and forth r.re I d swirg, and siag
The woods nittr happy echoes rlng.

-L- -5-
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l,Et{oRr1s$ing of a land nore fair than dry,
then ell. rould lireelr and hu&Iy Prry
Thst cod would leed us to that 1a:d,
Protect u€ wittr alntighty hand.

By ttte west lrindow, l{other dear;
Sat r,rith her friends and nelghbors near.
So ploin I seb their faces yet,
That plcture, I can neler forget.

Then, one by onel each Christian stood,
?oId of their faith In Jesus b1ood,
To save and keep thern, on lifes road
lhat leads at lastr to Heeven and God.

Again we sang lere home wetd go.
nPraj.se God from rfion aIL bleselngs flon.
haise Ifin above, ye Heavenly Hostl
Praise Father, Son and tloly Ghost.n

the Sabbath daY is ending
In the house betlreen ttre hifls '
And a robin irt the treetoP
Is s ending forth glad triJ.ls.
A11 is Peicefut In ttris vaILeiT
Not a sign of strife t,o nar,
As our hearts a littIe sadly,
Think of loved ones scattered far'

Once our home r'las glad confusion,
As the children raced and PlaYed,
.And lre laughed, and someti:ires scolded,
As r,re asked their tardY aid'
Little dreaning of how quiclclY
Years ltouLci pass, and changes come,

lJhen the one! we loved so dearlY
ilouLcl be absent fron ou! home'

Ben and Ne11ie, Glenn and SYlvla,
Romped about in haPPY glee,
iihiie mixed in, bot'h here and yonder,
llere our darling babies three'
Oia t},uy love tf,e littl-e hinclerers?
r,{e}I it seemed so anyway.
As they caught than uP to Pet them,

Ier'r cross words we heard them say'

And horr they loved to slng together
In sunshinel or in stornrJr weather'
Their voices rang so sweet and clear'
i"- i,'rrr,a and songs th ey loved so dear'
L-" "t.ther Lead iIe Safely Hornerr

-And ttren Glennrs favorite lrould cone'

ItLIhen ve a1"1 get to Heaven
Ufrai a aay of-rejoicing th at r'riIl be

ilhen we aJ-I see Jesus,
ltre t 11 sirng and shout ttre victory'rl

At last, the benEdiction orer,
We vislted about the &or,
Then hornelrard lrent, to spend the day
In needed rest snd quiet play,

o o

CI o

Suifb1y, the years have sped array
lle childrens t hair aIL gett'ing gray.
Fatier and l.Iother long have gone
?o rneet again tn yonder hcrnel
i'lhere dis4)pointeasnts rr€V€r cong r

I ofLen wonder lf ve do
Our dutles, and are Chrlstians truer
And in Godts giace and h:onledgd growe
As lre rere taught, long years ago.

I nish the world night better bel
Because our lives helped others see
The ro ed that leads to perfect day,
'Idhere none rriJl ever go astrryl

&ma Boyer llhicker
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llhen rightfall came and prayers said,
the children sll safe tucked in bed,
So c a1m and peacefuL was our rest,
Content with ttrose we loved the best.
And r'rhen at last our day is done,
Life here on earth is past,
God grant none rrj.11 be rdssing
llhen lrerre gethered home at last.

Emna Boyer iihicl<er
J

And she looks at ttre cutter,
t tuas made from a can,

And fionders, alas I
uhen shetIL see th en again.

IIotI well they l-iked biscuit,
when flakey and brown

?irey thougl:t them much better
than breaC maCe in toi.m.

So they ate anC they grew
and then uent avay

And tire old l:iscuit cutter
still lasts t ti1l toCay.

nut nor.l shets been forced
a new one to make,

3ut the olc', one looks best
for ol-d times s ake.

So, ne al1 vo rn and battered
rrilL soon n:n lifers span

I^ike the old biscuit cutter
that rras rnade of a can.

A zuJNT NICHT

Soitly faII ttre shades of night
Shuttin3 out the cheerful light
Ra:-ncr,rops patter on the leaves,
And softl;r drip from ofi the eaves.
Rest and rairt go r,rell together;
After strenuous r,rork and rreather
0rass and 'r,rees holC r-p their hands,
Rejoicing with the thirsty land.
Da.liias rrith the Zinr.ias, stand
Dressed in scarl-et colors grand.
All happy, in such rleather,
In tire garden patch together.
BJ-essings from Goclts harrd are they,
Brightening lifes toilsome ruay.
Iragrant be our Iives, and sneet,
Cireerlng those rdth uhor r,re me et.
Silently the blossorns s tand
Garden pinks and Cosmos gland.
Srreet petunias scent the air,
Lifting r4 their faces fair.

-9-
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TIE OLD BISCUIT CUTTsR

old biscuit cutter
is worn out at last

into the ditch
i.t .ll.i11 have to be cast

biscuit itt s cut
qould fill nany a pan

it worked for my boystti1l they glerr to be men.

now, its sharp edge
is battered and turnedl

itts usel-ess for aught,
cAnlt even be burned

iiother looks at it,
and thinks of her boys

hou it cut biscuit
through sorrot and j oys.

(a

But non they are gone,
she longs for them yet.

And sometirnes vrith teardrops
her Lashes are wet.

o-u-
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September q, 1930

11e11 supper is over, and dishes aIL &ne;
And I sit in t}te houser so quiet, alone.
For the voices lre once heard.r so cheery and

brigitt
Are al-I far array fton r:s, this lonescme night.

But vetre glad that the eye, t}lat doesnrt
slunber or s1eep,

Over each dear one, its kiurd rratches keep.
T I is a very great help this conforL to lctor'r,
That God r.ratches oler usl lrherever we go.

And though for their presence we often do yearnl
And though the hot teardrops our eyelids ma)-

burn,
lle lift up our hearts to our I'ather above,
And uhisper, Iord keep those dear children tre

love.

And the angels watch, tho retre far apart,
And the dear Lord cornforts each loneIy heart.
0h, r,rhat rrculd ue do lrithout Jesus our Iord
To give us sveet solace in his holy word.

December 28 'r o(I

The o1d year is going
Is nor.r almost gone
I'-rith all its bright hopes
lts frolic and fun.

But the menories 1eft,
Ti.ne c annot erase
Ttrey cling to us sti1I
In the years rre sha1l face.

lord help us to live
In the year thatts ahead
Clinging to right and shunning the bad.

Honoring Qpd iv1 r1'l that we do
Lovlng our neighbors
liith hearts cLean and true.

o.c

FINST OT }L{RCI]

liarch the :eirst came rrith a rush and a roar
?attling the windovs and bunping the cloor.
thrashj.ng the treetops so roughly togetherl
Oh rfiat a change in our nice balmy veather.
The frogs plaintive song in the stnall- stream

' is still
The rater no doubt, to him feels rather chill.
the Redbj.rdt s loud whistle I hear not, today.
The Robin I s ar.r, has hied hiru ar.ray
To find hin a shelter, and rrait ttil1 the sr:n

shinese
To telI us agaln that spring rr:a.1L;r h s.5 66ns.
But it uont t be long nor,r, rti]-l the grass r,ri11

The florrers on ure hiIIside, again ,*rr-oi"ulX!1.

The birds blli ldirg nests and housekeeping begin
Gardens be made, brrlbs and seeds be tucked inr
then very soon, smaI1 g"een roi,rs lril-I appear
of yot:ng growing things; to the gardenerr s

heart dear,
tr',Jhat a bright happy time is spring eynay:
lIe find t*\ings to cheer us, most every day.

But a1as, like the evil, the reeds soon begin
To cone up so thickly, that good things seem

thi-n.
Btrt aIL r're can do, is to pu1l, dig and fight
Ilre rreeds, ljle the. erril that hinders the

right.
But some joyful day, right is going to ruJ-e,
So 1et us be patient in lifets ngged school.
And try by our actions, others to bJ-esse
And speal: a few vords of plain tha.rlcful-ness.

Dma Boyer ',lhicker

rl o
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Then, Iord vetll give thee all the pralsel
And to thee songs of gladness raise.

Enma Boyer .il:icker

July 3' 1952. !96 Colorado

Seventy years ago today a black haired baby
boy c aae to stay

In a 1itt1e fra:e house just east of the road
iil:ere latlter ecrci iiother and three sisters abode.

Tile bab;r tras 1-ar3e anC tire Sisters uere sma11,
They hardJ-y dared touch the nev Brother at aII.
?or he uas sornethilg special, you see,
I!:is one baby boy, irith sisters three.

Time roIled aLong year after year
Ii1led ',rith eqj oyment, )-aughter or tear.
A1l- four children gren r-p and leit hone at last,
lJith loving renembrance ol years that are !ast.
So todqr, I an peru:.ing this queer IittIe rhyrre,
To send nany miles to that Brother of mine.
ihsiring hirn happiness, peace and jo7.
Erls lredric lugene, the black haired baby boy.

Dfia Ore+.ta Boyer iJhicker

Good night dear girIs, God bless each hearl.
Itt s hard for me to live apart
Eron all my girls I love so weI1,
lJho all- ny thoughts I love to te1L.
Their l-oring hearts are kind and tnre,
And I can trust then through and through.

IIov glad I am to feel and khott
That I can a}rays trust them so.
Theyr re aI] so sensible anc srreet,
I .feel that they are quite complete.
Theyl re uorth more tJ:an their treight in golC
I hope they still w'iLL be rrhen old.

I Love then more than f can say
AJ.though theytl" al} so far away.
Theytre all enshrineC. nith-in my heart
Some'r,imes it gives me quite a start
llhen f remember all af,e gone
The house then seems so still and Lone.

A11 f can do is pray to God
To bless and keep them on lifets road
In rrirtuous path and kindly heartrTill rse shal1 meet no more to part,
tlhere pain and sadness never come
To usl 1n our eternal home,
That Christ has said he woufd prepare,
So pure and clean and wondrous fair.
God bring our Lov:d ones all safe there,
Let not one dear child abs ent be
From hor,re, throughout eternity.

f ,\
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June B, 1952. Barbara and i'Ial-ter t s Wsddlng Dety

imdf,-fo6;ffi-- -
A beautiful day, the Bttr of June
A r,tedding at lr in the afternoon,
At a little old church, at the corner of torn
trtrittr folks so friendlyl fron ruiles arormd.

The church more ttran fu1I, and flotrers galore
ltre first wedding in it; though built long

years before.
The kindly fiinister, feeble and o1d,
Prayed for ttrem bothl blessings untoLd.

The bride l"ooked so pretty, in lavender govrn,
The bridesmaid dld too, in soft green and brorm
The groon and best man stood taD and straight
In neat suits of gray, at Lhe altar th ey trait.

ftre serrice over, LIe all repaired
To the cool deep shade of her parent5t yard.
I'riends, young and o1d, cane and sat t"J::"

Ate icecream and cake, lo.ring hands had rirade.

The sun sank 1ow. Friends began to depart,
tlishing then happlness, with sincere hearb.
Thus en&ing r.rlth goodbyes and laughter gay,
Barbara and lIalterrs June r.reddlng day.

Smra Oretta ilhicker

o
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01,1I ]iCLIDAY

Ttlras Chrishtas week when Lois came
iietd i:larmed good times 'rith chat and game.
But alas, a-lack for our big p1ans,
Ihey spoiJ.ed on us before they begen.

For the very nexb day I took'the .flu,
And four days later she took it too.
So lre both 1ay i.n bed, flat on our back
And our heads both hwt t'r,il-l r.re thought

thryt 6 .t""r..

But the ne:ct da;' aftcr, ',;g both sat up
CouLd eat a bitee and drink mjJk from a cr:p.
And before uight came, rre sat at the tab1e,
And plaled doninoe s the best r.re rvere able

Lois rras drq:ed in a comfort rrann,
And I rrith a sueater on back and arm.
1ie played just t}le same, and had some fun
And both felt better rrhen the day was done.

Thelna cooked for us, and rras so kindl
In our Lhoughts for her, only J.ove could

r.re find
So, after alI il vssnt| too bad,
fhe liind of a visit ue reaIly had.

Dma Oretta -,.lhicker
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SATIIiDI{ NlGiiT ON ILLITIN IIIIICII

Ti:e month, the neek, tl:e day is past.
The year is grovdng o1d.
And soon r.riII come the winters b1ast,
leep snou and bitter co1d.

Horr thal:ldul-1y we look about,
Upon our hunble horne,
Our cel1ar rrlth potatoes stocked,
And cabbage, all horne grom.

And caru:ed goods set upon the she1f,
AlI ready to bc eaten,
And for pure air and sunshine,
This country cantt be beaten.

The coal shed isntt errpty
fhe fl-our bin isnrt eithers
Thatts uhy rre feel so ccrnfy
And happy here togettrer.

The uind nay stil1 be raging
the ground deep under snorr,
Cutside not seems enga3ing
i'Lorrers in the rrindor.r grotr.

The main reason for contentnent,
Although ver re grorri-ng oId,
Is the t\ought that God talces care of us,
And though r.re have no goJ.d
IIe has prorrised to take care of us
For i.n His lrord He said,
His orm wonlt be forsaken,
llor ever i:egging bread.

And, though welre not so very good,
He khows lre I'ant to be
For He looks on the hearts intent,
And Itm gJ-ad that I{e can see
And understand each motive
It-]ren our actions seen to say

))

That ire want to be contrarlr
trnd irave',irin3s a1I our !ral'.

Sor,letj"raes r.re t re lonesone, yes indeed,
Jor far ofi loved ones feel the ne ed
But :le rer,rer:ber God can see
:inci ca:.e for thenr rrhereler they be.

Ilor.r grand that God cares for us a1L
He even notes the sparrous fa1l,
So: trusting ID.m to hold our hand,
iie lravel toward that better Iand,
iJhere loved ones waj-t our coming home
And Chri.st r.rj-1l smiIe, and sal', rrllell dcne.tl

So, as Thanksgiuing day dralrs near,
Forget your cares, and try to see
The coraforts and ti:e friends so dear,
rle each one have, and thanlcfuJ- be.

h'ma Boyer Uhicker

Some years ago, a child I kner.r,
',Iitir ready sni-Ie; and eyes o.i b1ue.
She loved so nuch a horse to ri.de,
0r doIm the hill- to ga:iIy slicie.

Ii lron the gate she ueni aside,
Beneatir tie fence shetd safefy glide.
lihil e Grandma in the porch did r.rait,
Sherd. try again to hit the 3ate.

.And laugh anc'. 1au3h, to s ee the fun,
As i-r: ttre scoop she nade tl:e rr:n;
This pairrs been lsrown to srrim together,
Out in the ditch, in wamer neather.
And thinking of that long past day,
Iln sure her nane r.Ias lorothy 1iay.

I
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Atr.IEM{AT}I
(on tirEEffi-nanctr)

Oh, the big siJent lonesorne;
',ltren the children have gone
To scenes thatrs far distant,
0r their own nearby home.

Irom j.ts place on the shelf
Ticks loudly the c1-ock,
lhile our hearts in our bo sons
Press dorm like a rocl<.

Tire house seems so empty,
[acj: room is so still,
ilhi.le loudly ttre silence
lach one seems to fi.Il.
lle tirinl< bf their faces
In shildhood so sneet,
And the sound of tleir voices
0r sr.rift runing feet.

iie nere sometj.nres impatient
And lreary, or sad,
Life sesned alnost a burden,
To tired l.{other and Dad.

But when at the close
0f a r,rearisome dry;
Dach child safe i.n bed
After hours of hard play.

Then llother and Dad
ilould srnile, and say,
fhey all r.riLlr their sneetness
For trouble repay.

And what were life worth
If it ue:'e not for them.
They ale nore tJran great nealth,
These snall women and nen.

o

o
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Anci hor.i litil-e ne thought
Of tire *rift flyi-ng years
That wou.Ld scatter our chil,dren
.l\nd bring lonely tears.

Their returtr home again
Causes glad anticipationr,
iion hurries about
i,lalling nuch preparation.

To fix a good dirmerl
thj-ngs they always liked best,
And though she grows wearlr
Cantt take tifie to rest.
lihile Dad does his best
Helping all that he can,
Fixi-ng firesl running errands,
i.hi1e they busily plan.

Both are watching the road
For a car to app ear
And if it is 1ate,
liother then has a fear.

That s omething has happened
Had a wreck, maybe sick?
But vhen Uley appear,
f'ears are gone nighty quick.

Ho$ they visit and chatter
Te1I hopes and tel-I wolry'lJhile the nitutes and hor:rs
A11 too swiftly tJrey hurryr
And itts tine for ttre chi-ldren
To Leave once again,
-a.nd when th.,ytU be back
They never know then.
And the house again empty
So silent and lone
For Mother and Dad
llhen the children go hone.

Enuna Boyer Whickerl

I

l
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To Little Inuxa on Her Second E-i rLhda'r

A tiny litt1e gJ-rlie
.Iith blonde hair so soft and curly,
And e1's5 nore blue than Colorado sky.
A tiny little tiring, that I hope soon learns

to si.ngr
And Ulat I *riI1 get to see her bye and bye.

She is nearing tuo years oIC,
Far more va.l-uabl-e than gold
)tatters not hol, high it night be piled,
lilo tenrptati-on it r.rould be
To her Dad anci I{a and n:e1
She's rny only 1itt1e namesal(e, n)r GranCcitlld.

And I lmov she r.ril1 grol.I up fine
Guided by God's hand di.rine;
Doing just the things that He would have^l:er

(.rU.

ilith liis blessi-ng on her 1ife,
Through this vorld of toil and strife,
Soul an:I. bocr.y, nind and heart kept clean

and true.
lly u:ish for a happy birthda r and 1ife,
Uith just enough shadorr to make it right.

Uith lots of love from Grandma.

September 2, 195\, Lay, Colorado

Seventy ei-ht years ago today,
Born in a 1og cabin 1n Ioua
Perhaps to her parents trr.ras qu-ite a dilenraa
She 1i-kely had colic - Ttrey named he:' Inu-oa.

The years ha-ve flor.rn fast and nor.r I am o1d
Tho only in body, through swrmer and cold-;
Our real seli never gets o1d, if Christ we

believe,
And even our bodies great blessings reccive.
The tlngel of God cainps tround those ti:at fear IIim
Deliverin3 us from danger and sin
His ulseen hand guides us day after day
lilatching over us, Iike sheep, lest we go astray.

No rnatter l:,ow much ue may gain, gold or land,
ilithout Christ, it is bujldinq our house on

the sand.
I-u is sure to crash, lri thout Christ as

foundation
In our orm private Life, or the Me of a

nation.
So lrhy waste our life build:-ng on sand
l-then ue have solri, rock a]'..rays at hand?

Errrna Oretta Boyer llhicker
\

O

i{ost of tlre folJ-or.ring poens r.rere
incl-uc'leC j.n Grandmal s serapboolrr lte have
i.nserteC the ones narked with an -)r because
sl:e had at sone tinre or other requested a
copy for irer scrapbook, and we know she r,roul-d
r,rant theil included.

I K'iOU A PLACE

I lmorr a place
I,.;irere ti:ere is firn
I'Ihere you roeet the coyotes
And tl:e l:oney bees hum.

l'Ihere there a:'e horses, a lake and frogs
And dolrn by the rri1lons, a spring.
And I like to sit upon a i.og
And listen to ttre frogs sing - Ikoak, Kroaki

Kroak.

And ti:ere is a house on a litt1e hill
Just above the spring
And in tirat house u1:on the hill
iver,7 S'L-rnday you hear peoplc sing.

Ilolr, rgr Grandr,ra dear Lives in that house'iie love to hear the birCies sing,
/md. everi' day you'Il see us goin3 to ttre spri-ng
llreet, Tweet, T\,reet, Tlreeto

Doro ttry liae ilhicker
(i,tritten r.rhen a snall_ girl)

-?L--20-



Grandna and Grandpa, ttre inseparable tuo
Sonetines at nlght their faces I riew.
Then memories pass, scene by scene
As if before ne on a big picture screen.

Hotu klndl-y their features, hon dear to r\y heart
The country thei. 11tt" in, the home the;' ar'6

part.
I see tire people they help day by da;r
As they travel through on the main highlray.

Then my day dreams biI1ow bigger and bi3ger
As I thinl< of the visits I'd like to figure
.{nd all the things I could make and send
For Grandma and Grandpa to see and corrnend.

A1as, alackr. and woe is me
Nothing is done, as you can see
And all these things that I think I might
iJhy, f never even so much as writet

Dorothy l{ae lthicker }.iordick

As the cl-ouds ro11 by
You can see the cLear blue slry
And at night
Lovely stars shine bright
ltrich is a beautiful decoration of nature.

tt ..--l'' ,J
{ r ' .-} 'rt L--..*-"/i'l \t\
i ' ^' ''' t/i

.I r: -J( .,{r-/ {L \,
V v" *: 

). ;-'.-','.-'
'tr llltli lo9, lfrost'x

Dear littl-e lr'iiclcey r'rhere have you gone

co"fa it be to thl land far b dYond?

0h. dear Iittle iiiclcey I mlss you so

tn:;' rras it you uho haC to 3o?

I.trhy did tire car have to come along
iiilt vol, r'rere r'rhere 7ou cldnt t belong?
Iou ;tLre as dunb as drtlb cculd be,

But very street and clear to me'

Een Ricirard IJl:lclier
(.\:e l-0 )

,} O

()
?\

llhen I aur deeP17 troubleC
Ancl my heart is fulI of grief,
I aluays go to iiother
;or there I find relief'
She seems to knol, the ansners
,ror shet s had her trrc'",-b3-es tool
She keeps nry hearLac\es to herself
As no or.her friend rvould do'

Sherd never try to hurt me

B.r cuttinE uords or rraYs,
ila U,cueii I sometimes treat her wrong

IIer lovel it does not faze'

Irn sure there is no otirer
To protect r'ri'I en Itm afraad
lnd love ne as mY ilotl]er,
The one true trfriendrt God made'

lois I'iargaret lihicker
( auout lb)

xlff -ioTl il]r |i
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Dorothy }lae f.ihicker

So time hurries on and older r{e gror.,
But mayb e you both already lmow
llithout my songs and things created
How much you are appreciated.

!

I



j,'tu]]a]t r 3 GIO?Y .;:

i:ben the office gals are working
In the office on l,iain Street,
f 3aze hopefully and long:ngl7
At t-i.l e gentle rain and sleet.

Right - outside- my lrindol,r
Bnght c ars go whizzing bj'
The streets are shiny from the rain_
The farmers I spirits high.

Theyr re dressed in nell blue overalls
:Iith strarv or grey felt hats
lheyrre driviog trucks or iiodel l"'s

(Sometines on rirns or flats).
rBout four orclock they hustle fast
For 1tr s 'tirne to do thei-r chores
Therr rrives are looking for than hor,re
iiith c andy for their boys.

They like to be gocd farmers
ll:]d ride their roans r.reek days
And Srjndays really all dress up
.l.nd ride tl:eir iiodel At s.

Lors r,^I]-liclcer
(&e about 1l+ yrs )

Oi I ,]PJII DACK O] )UCATIOI.I "
?he steady gaze cf her gre;'-blr1g gysg
The srnil"e that ligi-r'ts her face
The no rC.s irer lips a:'e fcrmed to say
Adds to rrl.;' Sistertsrr grace.

ftt s only her picture 'i.hat I see nor.r
Altirough she's not far away
Shets grorm up a f-itt1e too fast lor me
I think o.f her everyday.

The letters I write cannot exDress
l,iy desire to have her near

,fa

Ae

Iet,-,1any I lirite, tlior boresorne they j1g

lrrd :'ati: er dralm out too, I fea:'.

Sti1L, I must go on and rrait for the time
'.lhen ItIl be 'rith her a! ain
lihen r.re t ve crossed the dlrride f ar from

rrlducationa.L Side
I t 11 be u:-th rriiy Dear Sisterrr then.

Lois l{ar3aret :,'hicker ( -\ge 16 )

TC ; ii G:lJra DPII;]TS - L.r',f CCICR;iI,C

Chrislrnas +,,:-r,re is the jolliest tin:e,
.^i all 'Jre days i;r the year;
Iou get gifts of al,l- ki-nds tiren,
That ma"l:e )ro!, ira.tlt to chee:'.

I telI you fo1ks, itts iieaven,
ilhen that jolly da7 ro11s round,
ill-ren ti:e farrily gets :-nto the lB,
Anc', cirj-ves rigl:t into., to'.ro

.I
...J :-

Our car aintt much for style or 1ooks,
Dut it sure suits us all right;
0h, 7es r.re like to go to tolm,
iut rrerre glad to get horne at night.

Therets an enrrious thing ca1led noney
lincl. sone people have a Iot,
But :ry fati:er alrra;rs tcl-c1 us one thlng;
Be thankful- for ''rhat yout',re got.

Barbara leLanbert
( .,hen a s:1alJ- g1r].,

-)1,-



iii])ITATI0i{S

In this journey of life t're must travel
iihether short, lhether longl itrs soon gone
So lre strivc, every da;', 'r,o live better
Than tre did in the day that is done.

But so often letre -tried tire full- neasuie
ilo courage ha're we to advance
l'le Iineel beiore our Creator
Our souls .feel- his ki.nd loring glance.

Ies, tl:e boys are in 1ri1d Colorado
And r're girls in ltissouri so o1d,
lJhile our .llarents, anC yor:nger one r.rj- tjr then
.{re in foua lrhere r.rinters are co1C.

As I think of our chj.ld.hood together
3f dair5 spent in pleasures so tnre
Of ti.ie fi-1hts, and the good tirnes togethei
Jor tire lrorries oi life then uere feu,

lut noir t,. are scattered so uidely
Sone are only a days drive ar,ray
But I tll:.nlc that our hearts long forever
To i:e gatirer:C together some dal'.

Altirou3h long idles stretcir betr.reen us
'le oui lettei's to postnen entrust
And 1on3rn1J-y. uait ior an an.si/er
3e content r[tir these sketcl:es rre mtrst.

Sylvi a ilhicker Andreus

MOT{ER,S DAl 1931r

11e11, ilorher's Day 1s hcre acain
And I aimed. to be so good
And go to church and Sunday schoo)-
As a1I gooC daughters should.

I rushec', and sped and scolded
To malre everything go right
AnC as I donneci my bonnet,
Company hove in sight.

I

t

o

So, th at put a stop to my going
And I a good hostess lras,
And ran and cooked and rraiteC,
.l\s most every hostess does.

Although my hands rrere busS'e
I dont t lc:on rrha'r, theyt d say,
tror i I d come out of dreatr-ing,
And my thoughts rlere miles arra''.

To the little tr,ro roomed cabin,
;r1:ere my llother and Fatller are,
.here Ird spend ti:e Cry in person
If it i-radnt t been so f ar.

Itn learning more, in every ciaY,

Tl:e things that ke@ a l'lotire r
Iioi:e closely to th ej-r children drawn
Than a sister or a bro'Ll:er.

A1l yesterday I sewed ancl s elred
To finish up my suit,
So I could lrear j-t l{od:errs !a;r
But then i didnrt; shoo'u:

i .l:en tre go l up thi s mo rnin3
Going r'rith skiPs an d. j unPs,
'.,hen Forrest f ilallY uakene<i,
ile at l-ast, had taken numPs I

Just four nrore days of school
To finish out this Year
I e:qpect hj-s terrn is frnished
For hin at least, I fear.

He surely Coes look funnY
Her s getting real1;r fat
Just belou his ears I :ear-,
But not beneath his hat.

Do you remember eleven Years
lgo, this very night?
llas my baccalaureate servic e

I rerne:ber weIL that sight.

o



Not onLy do I remember it,
for graduation bliss
For that rras the memorable ni3ht
Guy gave me my first kiss.

And if the coning eleven years
iicld as nuch in store for me
1'l-1- sti1l be a Gu1' a&nj-rer,
;ut I iris:r all illness r.roul-d fl-ee.

iel-I, iiotl:er, I'd like so lrell
To l.:noir r.rhat you have cLone,
ior r,rore th arr a montl-r )/our ve ileen arra:'
To:rard tir e setting sun.

Irve thought of you and dear o1d lad
Starting out ane,.r
I hope yout11 find good irealth agarn
And be content l.ri th God and man.

Every ruLght at sunset
The chil&en rant to lcrolr
lJhy the sun at ni-ght will leave us
And out to Grandinars go.

ile1l, the neris I guess is rather scarce
l,nd ItC as uell be quit
?tou3h ftra as skinny as ever
0n a hard chair can scarcely sit.
-And tJ:ough lrm poor in body
iiy heart is rather sad
Because I cantt helping nissing
L)r or au", ]{othcr and Dad

S;'lvia Andreus

.;.4.I:l-i.tS DAY Jlllil l,B, 1932

To be sure our iather and iiother
Lre qr,.ite different people, lrou see
Bu',, a l:ome bereft of either
iIould not be like home to me

Tor,roiroirr s the day set asiCe,
To honor our Father so dear

ta

){

r\]'Ld I hope ue nay honor and please hirt
rLJ-ti-rou3h I canr t be with itir,r, or near

But I Imolt he can see that we love hirn
Ycs, as iaL\er and Granci.fati:er too,
And:rerre planni.ng ttr e Lovliest trip

, this falL
To come home to see ilother and you.

Irr,r glad I had both l.other and Dad,
To brighten each day o-' n)r life,
And rta;r I in turn, be tc Guy ar:d the boys
J!'.st a Ii.t-lle ol-d iiotl:er aocl r'n-fe.

I ti:ink, I'I1 be satisfi-ec1, if 1n ii: e end
The battle of truth ltve ueI1 fough'u
Though ny treas'tre on eartir rnay be nothing
Tris in lieaven n3' t.reafth l have brougirt.

So, Dear iiotiter and DaC, as I sit here,
Tr;--n3 to lrite thls :ooi' 1ine,
I rrant you to knou in the dep',,irs o.f my

heart
I$ father and iiother are fine,

Sylvia Andrews

fes, Fatherrs dayts alreadlr past
And I have been so busy
But i ti:ink of you real often
ilaybe thatrs what nakes me dizzy.

Last neek was sure a joncr
I uas sick as any dog
Yes llonday, Tuesday and part of :ied-

nesday
But could eat rrost like a hog.

ii;r lis". 3ot too big, I guess
At least it got to hurtint
And i.rhen Itd eat a great big neal-
Quite soon it l^/ould be s;ourtlnr
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But ilur over that, can tlp
Tire scales at 10lr
And if I eat as I have today,
Soon ItIl be {eighing more.

f neant to trite this sooner
So yourd 3et tiris Fatherrs Day
But I lelt so bad and nas busy
I couldntt think what to say.

So I lay on the couch, in the dining
room

Dreaming oter and oler
Uf the good old times ne had at home
And r.rish r.re coul-d have some more.

Sykia Andrews

A I:TTER TC DAD AIID l'loil

I stand at the kitchen range
l{ashi.ng and cooking on
Praying for Dad and l,lother
Though youtve been here and gone.

It seems like pleasant dream to me
Though it seemed so very short
fr1} treasure it day by dayrltril-l have a place in my heart.
A pic ture I have of the Eocl<ies
Hanging. on the waIl
rus I look at its great najesty
To me there comes a ca1I.

A call- to peace and, happiness
A c a1l- to hill and vood
And I'm coming out sometiiae to see you
I voul-d come rigirt nou i-f I coul-d.

Fatherrs Day r,ras busy here
LIi1l describe it i.f l can
Sometimes I r.ronder lf God meant
To nake things busy for every man.

b

b

- ?n- - ?t-

a

iie did our worl(, and rnilking tool
As quickly as rre could
Then r,rent to church and Sunday school,
As cverybody shouLd.

The.- had no sernon yester<.lay
tTtlas Children's Day you see,
Ti:eir progran r,tas a grarrd success
The l-ovIle st garden scene.

t Tuas birds and flowers and g ar:den fence
-411 fixed lrith sum er 3roen io dense
The little tots all dici so vel-I
PerfomeC rri'r,hout pretenc e.

Syluia Andrews

THOUGIITS TO iiOTTii,

:ie11 f,io rer dear, Ir;l sorry
To hear t,l.at you are :11;
I hope yourll be real 3ooC nor.r,
And gladl;r tal<e your pll[.
ln(r. rrhile yourre c a1ia1y resting
Cn your bed yourd l)etter stay
lmd thi-nk of me, your rorghneck,
l lorl:ing as I prajr.

Ior it seens at anlr n6msnl
Al1 lre have to do to pra;r
Is just to breathe the nane of Jesus
Then our petition say.

Asking ahial's for His guidance,
Trying to know ilis r.ray is best,
Then on l{in to 1a;, our burden
And to our soul lle gives $,Ieet rest.

Iie canrt see at tlnes, I knou dear
iih;' 1i1s5. thlngs must needs to be
3ut if rre live a}rays faitlifu}
Sone glad da7 Iiis f ac e r.re | 1I see .

ra
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After aI], thatts all rtetre asl<ing
for ge knor.r that time i.s short
And our goa15 oh yes, ttis Heaven
'le all reach it through one Port.

iihen ruetve done the best we knon here,
Tried each day as best ue can,
fsntt :at all thatrs required us,
ALI He aslrs of any man?

Thanl< God, itts not the outside eii:her
But the tl:ou3hts that ue possess
,uld tc con.iess and love the Saviour
Tl:atts the ones Ilerl-I truly b1ess.

So rret1I labor ever gladly1
Tr:. to others burdens share
Though rre cantt heLp much trith none;.,
Thank the Lord, tre can in prayex.

Sylvia Andreus

zuZILIiUT OATH-rRII{O TnlE

'lihen the sunrner days are fadi-ng
And September breezes blou,
Through the goldenrod and asters,
That make bright the o1d fence rorv,
TI:en rry though ts from idle dreaming
Florr into a sinple rt;ane
Ls I pj.cture Sisterrs birthday
ir'llen ttrras 

.hazelnut gathering tine.
liolr l.'i.th fiafrpy heartsl werd 3ather
Bag and basl<et, pails for all
Trudging to the distant pasture
'iith its laCen bushes tal-I'
First tire long green slopel tire o al< tree
lihere anon irerd slring all day,
Then the o.Id tree uith the seat on,
Soi,retines sofa, in our pIay.

The nudholel fine for lobloLlies
Path r.fte re ftst the llay flouers blor.r

5

Stil1 through green r.roods, to the school-
house,

tihere to school r.re soon r,ust go
llerb the rar,rbli-ng Gillis collage
Ihe tall- ph1ox, blg molJ-ies too,
Bright coxcorlb; and ladyfi.ngsp
liake for us a pleasing vievr. ,

Through a dusty sun-bromed pasture
Xhl the hazel patch at l-ast
Throu3ll thc fence and sieze a basket,
for a tirne the nuts fa11 fast
Bu.t the lure of e:ploration,
Sunny gI-ades, grass Gresn and 1ong,
The deep dltch for e::cavations
Birc'is 

"hat 
fil-1 the air rrith song.

AIL too scon the shadolrs lengtJren
;{asty sea:'cl: for'ba3s and pail-s
Slov1;r 1.16d ou.r riay back homerrarci.
Lest the ilo'f,-errs patience fails
Al-1 too scant our Sarnered treasure
t T\ougi: spilled only trdce tirat day,
fe-u bright riches beyond iireasure
Brou3ht rre, nerer to fade array.

!'or the mernory of our rambles
Ol er those r.rell retre'ni:ered trails,
ili11 bring joy no lrealtb cor,1d purchase
Unti} lifers last sunset pales
Stil-l- r.ie love to roa.in in farcy,
Thru the r,roods and dotm the hiI1,
Conrlng hone agaj-n at evening
To the love that shields fron iII.
So rrhen lifers long trail- is ended.
And ue hear tir e laFt hone ca]-l
'iren nre see the shador'rs lengti:en,
Ancl the last deep tuilight fall,
iiay ue join irith joy our loved onesj
ilho bcfore t'.s crossod t re tiCe,
fn the house oi n any nansicns
Iatherls hone at eventide.

f11a to Sis, }lna, Septernber 2t !9 32
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TIil HILTS OI EO}TE

I

Those tooded hills we khetr in chjJdhood dal'g
The dear fanriliar patirs of long ago,
l.'Jhere once in spring r^re watched the leaves

turTl greenr
And lrild florrers spread a carpet fair beIov.
ilhat happy hours in !,rork or play we spent;
Long summer days i ln field of grain or halr,
iJith frequent hours of rest, along the creek,
llhere the rrole swimrninr holerr oft ran3 ttith

Iaughter ga;r.

Soon auturnn scattered gold across tire field;
1Ji1d grapes along o1d fence rorrs cio'.m'ile 1ar:e;
iiell-IaCen orchards ;-ielded treasures rale,
And nuts r.le;'e stored, for trinters cold ancl rain.
1'lhen uinier covered al-1 the hi11s r.rrti snou,
It brought a neLI and dii.ferent Celight;
Coastrn'_, sliat:-ng - all the rrinter games,
lIi'*t ;oJ-17 r'l:ol.:-sl-gd. ridesr'r on l'rinter nights.
The old schoolhouse that stood upon the hill,
lJhat memories of friencls and teacirers deart
The rrsp e11in3-b eesrr and a1l- the prograirs grand,
That crorned the wori< of each succeeding year.
But best of a.l-l t}re scenes of early years,
Tha path througir cool green '.^roods along i:ite hi11,
Across the bridge, arrd through the meadolrs green,
To the sraa1l, lrhite church, that stands tl:ere,

faithful- st:]l.
How dear to n1e each well remenbered facet
i sti1l1 fanllliar voices seem to hear, tho
i{any long have sung beyond the tide,
And vait to uelcome us as lre draw near.
Frlends, net in kindred fellovrship today,
Ilhatever cares or joys to us may come,
Sure is the promise, 1re may one day share
Beunion Day, :-n Heavent s 'rill11s 0 ' I{onerr .

f,Ila Boyer Cridlebaugh
.lor 55th Annual Boye! Reunion, at

i lora\ri a, Ioira, Arrgust 19 t L952
Santa Rosa, C alifo rnia

!a
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BUIT]P.T],NS JT

I vould like to be a'.:utterfly
SaiDn5 rray up in the sk;'
First they are caterpillars eating aJ-l the

leaves,
Second thql are butterflies flying fu the

. trees.

Butterilies, but-r,eri1ies, thel' ar" of "r,, colors,
Tellorr ones, black ones ancl. a Lot of otl:ers.
Their rrings are very big comi:ared to their

s].ze
tsut I guess th e;" 54t" to have them to fly

like butterflies.
Ted Loren -A.}bers

(Great Grandson - Age 7)
-:i j,i ii ii

Tilis prayer rras srrlg at Rea and Ben
Eichardrs rtedding at the !"irst Cirristian
ChurclL at GranC Junction, Coloracio, 7:30 p.m.,
lec ei-rber 27 , 1951. Tire trords uere uritten
by lhs. Clodfelte;', Sear s liotiter, aild suitg
to the tune rtBless This Houserr.

BLESS T;IIS }IO] N

31ess this )rorle, 0 lord rre pra;,
i ial<e it safe b;r night and day.
lless the tlro lrho strive to be
A11 tha',, tirou lrouf.ds t t have them be.
l,?ren far cares upon then faII
.,et thy peace be over a1l-
Bless the home tl:at it nay prove
:vcr open to joy and love.

Bless them both and be ui-th them
Iieep them pure, and free frorn sin
lless ttrem as they rvork for thee
Bri-ngi-ng others thy Love to see

-35-
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i(eep thcn close r'rithin thY care
1;a; tjre), call +"o thee in PraYer
Bless then bour that theY naY be,
iit, oir Lord, to d:rell rritil thec
Bl-ess us all that one <laY tre
liai' civetl, O Lord, lrith thee.

- -* r,t;: il
The follolring poems ,.'rere poems lr!:i.ch our

Grandnother had nernorized as a lit-,le girl.
',Ie are sr:re thai most of yor: have hearci her
speal: ti:en rnany tj:les:

THI ORPiAi'itS PP;\TIR

llot nany miLes fro..r here, and e I en,
llot nany nonths ago .
',.11:en aIL rvas bound in ',rinterl s cllain,
.r\nd covered thick 'rith sno,r,
As nigirt came dolrn uPon the Plain,
Dark clouds hung oter the earth.
And chilI-ing winds srept orer the scene,
In rrild and cruel mi.rth.

A fair young childp tritl-t treary feet,
Frora uandering to and fro,
.rt Iast, o I ercone r'rith t.reariness,
Sank Cor,m upon 'd:e snotr.
IIls tender forn llas thinly c1aC,
Though rough bleal: trinds s',rept by,
And froze upon his cheelcs the tears
L:at floued so no u,-niuI1y.

It tossed the curls back fron iris brott,
3aclc f:.'on the eTes of b1ue,
That gave such looks o! sui.ierinS,
irom out their azure hue.
Tl:ough none but God uas near to nark
?he tears that froin them rol1ed,
.lhile frorL his lipsr came oft the noan,
I an so very cold.

A drousiness cane oler his frame,
And soon he ceased to lreep

a

And on the chi11i-ng snor:, he fl:oug:ht,
To lal' 5i16 dor.m and s1eep.
Dut, true to holy teachings,
Fi.:'st nis evening prayer he said,
.:\nd Imecling gently dorm,
IIe clasped l-ris stiffened hands, and preyed.

iiy iieavenly !'ather, trere tire rrords
that fron itis pale I1ps c ariie
Anci nany a clarli ancl d:snal ni3h'",
ilis prayer had been iire sa:e.
Please 1et ne d!.e, ancl talie fle to
Iie Gentle Shepherdr s fo1-d
i uant to go so very muci:,
f a;r so very co1d.

:ihen iiot}ter died, and rrent to Heaven,
To be an an3e1 bright,
She said I ni.ght cone prettlr soon
Piease let mc qo tonight.
I rlant to feel her de ar.',r ar:l arirs,
A3ai.n around me foIcl.
0h -rath er, Iet :ie go to he::
I ara so very co1d.

There ',ras a tir:re1 lrhen t round this
seLfsame childlsh form wele throtm,
A thousand ccrxiorts, dear g.e1i3irts,
And gua:'dian c ares of home.
The budding haDpiness of 1ife,
Shone on his carefree brt:1,
-tnC love and light ancl r'rarrr'r,il vere there,
:ii:ere are those blessings noti?

rT\/as not the raging fLar,re;
that suept the pleasant hone airai.,
And turned, the patient torl oi years
To aslres, in a day,

'tlas not the ocean stor,r,
Tirat s anl< the latirer I neath its rrave,
ItIas not the fou]. disease
T.rat Ia. d the iiotlier in her grave.

-

L P

-37-- JO-



t Tvas the demon o.f the lrinecup
Set rhe Fai.her's brain on firc,
;tnd plunged him, sou]. ard bodl
Into nrin dark and dire.
I.Ihi1e, drop by drop, the lifeblood oozed
Fron out the loving heart
C f her, r -:.o volred to cling to hir:,
t TiiL -death.ltseIf shoulC part.
And uhen her teary life ',ias oIer,
Th:7 laid her in the grcuaC.
.lnd left irer child, in tl:is cold uorId,
To uander up and c'.orm.
llnd noII, alone rrith freezing forr,r
Bencati: the u:nt4' slg',
iie knelt rrpon tire cold rrhit e s:rou,
And ur1d17 prayed to die.

i lhen ;ro rni-ng, vitir her streaning light,
Cane ol e:' Ure eastern hiI1,
And flashed her beams across the 1:Iain,
She sar'r hii:r, kneeling stiIl.
.\nd fron the cold and parteC 1ips,
Cane not one trenbling l,rord,
The blue eyes raised to ileaven nere

closed,
The O4:hant s pxa;rer 116" n".rd.

(from tire o1C brorn:-baeked l+',1:

.-,eader l88lr - Age B years )

, LIISIS VOYAGE

a

O

o
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Iror:r llcr tnr,rpet cane tl:e nessage,
Ship a.hoi: ti::re, trhat is rrrong?
Ship is leal:ing; cane the ansrre!,
'tle 

r,rus t surel;r s ini(, ere Iong.

Send us a1J. ;,ou hava abo ard you,
Came the voice from far aray
lie :rjl-L have you safe fron dpnge!
Lon3 before the break of day.
then the Captain of the vessell
From his lookout on the prolr
Scnt the ansne!, through the darldless,
'.ie shal-l- need you, but not nory.

ile are safe, 1ie b1' rtifl inorning
Yot. can save us better then.
But iris r.rords sent doubt and terror
To il:e heart tirrobs of hi-s :len.
Cnce a3ain the cal-I rras 3iven
tsetter let us save toni.ght,
-rrrcl a3ain the Captain ansrrered,
Ship ahoy, 1ie by rtiLl l'ght.

I io:::ing dar,ined, the ship had settled
To the botton of the deep.
All on board of her uere sleeping
In ll:.eir last and latest slee-:.
lleve:rrcre r.ri1l trurp et rouse then
'Tr]l- the final j udgnent ca1I,
lil:en 'r"he s ea gives up her keepi-ng,
To the iial:er of us all.

The Sabbath da7 vas ending
In a rrillage by the sea.
r\nC. the utterecl benecliction
ToucheC the -reople tenderl-y.
lnd they rose to face tire slulset
.n ti:e glouing Lighted lrest,
lurct then hasten to theii. clr.rellings
lor Godrs blesseg boon of rest.
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.rrorn a riessel in r1id- ocean,
Cane a signal c annon boom
.al-I on board of her uere trerrbling
lrith the thought of certain doonr,
A11 on board l.Jere pale lrith terror,
Lust tl:ey perish ti1lr.s, toni3i:t?
Leaving not one trace behind th em

lor tirei:' loved ones lraiti-ne sight.
1'lo1 theT need not sad)-y 1:erish,
Far aray fron an;' si1619,
lor a sl-rip has heard their signal
h:rd across the rrater bore,
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Very an::ious vere the people
0n t-h at roclry Coast of 'rales,
Lest the dar,rn of c or,r-ing nor:ringl
Shoulc: bc tell:;r3 arriul tales.
.ihen the sea had spent its passion,
And hai cast upon the s:rore,
:j-ts of rrrecl<e and suol-Icn v:ctins,
ls it hac'l-done ireretoiore.

llith the rough wind blordng rround her,
A brave uonan strai.ned her e.'/es,
And she sall across the uatere
:\ 1a:'3e vessel faIl and rise.
Oh, it ciid not n:ed. a prophet
To te]I l rat the erd must bel
.?or no ship can fic.ie in safetz,
liear tirat coast, on such a sea.

Tiren tire pitying people l:urried
From 'lheir hones, and. thronged the beaci.tl
Oil, for pouer to crlss the uater
krd tle peri,shing to reach.
Ilelplcss hands uere rvrun5 in sorroll,
Pit;ring hearts gretr colC rrith dread.p
And fl:e shii:, urged by the tempesi,
To tirat fatai rcck shore sped.

She rras i:arted in the niddlel
Ah, ti-re l:a1f of her goes dolm,
God have nercyl j.s this heaven
f ar to seel;, io r tirose r;ho drorm?
Lo, r;hcn ng:t ti:e thj-te sl:oclied .3aces,
Looked r ritl: terror, on the sea,
Cnly one last clingin3 fisure
0n ti:e spa::, is seen to be.

I{earer the trerirbli.ng ttatchers,
C ane the rtreck, tossed by the lrave,
And tl:e rnan stil1 chng arcl fl-oated,
Though no porrer on garth couLd save.
Could ve send him a short message?
i{erels the trurnpet, shout ana;'.
tTvas tire ?reacherts hand tirat took it
And he vondered uhat to sa;,.

(oe

Si:e stood at the bar of justice,
l, creature ran anC rrild.
In form too snraII for a r.roman,
In feature too old for a child.
,1or a look, so l.rorn ard pathetic
1:as stanped on her pale young face
T:at it seened long years of suffering
llust have left that silent trace.
Your nane? said the jud3e as he eysd hgl'
iliti'! a kindl-y J.ook, yet keen
Is ilary iicQuire, if you please si-r,
Arc'. yo ur age? I ar,r turrred fifteen.
,ie1-1 iiary, and then from a paper,
He slorrly and gravely reaC,
You are charged here, Iln sorry to say lt,
iiith stealinE three loaves oi bread.
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Any :,renory of his serlronl
.'irstli', s econdll', Ah no,
Tl.rere was just one th ing to utter,
In 'Jrat ar.rful- hour of iroe.
So, he shouted through the tnupet,
Itlook to Jesus, C arr you hear?t'
And rr-$e, Syer sifrtr cane tire angver
Orer the ;ater loud and c1qar.

Ti:cn the',' listened. ile is sjngin;.
Jesus icver of ii-,' Sou1,
-1ni ti:e lnnd brou3ht back the ansrlrer,
lirr'l e the nearer ;raters ro11.
Strange indeed j-t rras tc hear hj-m,

'1:11 the storns ci h-fe is past,
Sln31n3 bravelT fron t.:: rrarer,
Cl: reccive ,-nl, souf a'r, 1ast.

il: cculC. l:avc ro o tJ:er :ci.,,6e,
:.ai4c ,:f i:e1;:1ess soul on thee,
leavc, c.l l-eavc rite nct. Ttc sin:er
D:o,:ped. at last, into i,ir c sea.
:\:d the peol.:1e, loolrin3 ironrerrarC,
T:rougir tl:err e;'gs b7 tears :1ade Ci::r,
Said, rrile passec:. to be iritir Jesus,
In t"re sin3rn3 of th at irln:rn.rr

Titr 3A.'T, Ci JUSTICE
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tind no one blaned hilr or :lonCered
'hen ire lreirt to her, and sniJ.ed5
-{nd',,cnderly lcd frorn tlre court roo::,
il!.rself the guilty chi1d.

Tril PR:TTY C:iICIi]li

Cnce there r'ras a pret[r 6hicken
3ttt his iriends rrere very ferr,
i:or I:e tirought tiat there uas nothing
In ti:e world, but irhat ire knew.

So ire al:rays, rn the b arnyard,
-ie(' a $ery fonlard way,
TeiJ-in3 hens ancl geese and turl<eys,-hat they ought to do and say.

And. .:- rrish, nZ old .\unt Dorl<ing
He sej-d to her one da1
Tl.Lat lrqu vouldn I t sit al1 sr-u:ner
In ;rcur nest upon the ha1'.

i'ionlt you come out in the neadolr
ilhere the Erass r,ri th seecl is filLed?
I? I sirou1c1, repJ-ied iiiss Dorl.ing,
Tl:en n;r egSs llouLd all get chi1led.

llo Urey t.ronrt, replied 'rhe chicken,
Ancl no natter if they do,
Iggs are rea117 goo<1 for nothrng
llhatts an eg3 to me or you?

ilhat,s an egg? replied lliss Dorking,
ls it true you do not lmou
You yourself trere in an eggshell,
Just one little month ago?

_tp-
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lou looli not like an offender'
,*J r noPu r,hat You ean short

Tl:e ci:arge to be a false one'

Ilo\.r te ne, are 7ou -gurlty of this' or no?

A ::assionate burst of 1'eePanS'

itai at i:-i'st her sole rePlY'
;; ;;" J-"iud I',"" eYes in a moment'

Ancl lool<ed tf,.re judge i-n the eye'

t it 
"ras 

si'r 'I rdl1 teLl You just hor

ii, rr'"i,"" *a,;oiher are oead'
[i,rJ nv litt]e Brourer and Sister
ii"." 'i-,rr"*tr, and asl<ed ne for bread'
At iirst-I- earned it fo: the:t'
i.r vorlling hard all da;',
eL-" so,noi'r5t, tjres 'Iere hard sir'
AnC the rrorli aJ.l iell anaY'

I cor,'l-d 3et no more emPloYment'

Th" ,rn.tii"t rras bitter cold,
iir" "o*= 

or:cs c ried and shivered'
iiiti.l3. *iets bu'L four ,'ears o1d'

So :rhat lras I to do sir?
i ar'r 't-*-1t7, but clo not cor'd:rm'
i tooi, oir iras it stealin3?
The bread to give to tilen'

lvery nan in the couf'troom,
6r"y' rr"rra"a, and thoughtless Youth
Iineir as he Loolced uPon her
ilat the Prisoner spoke the truth'
c"i i"o" it'reir poekets came l<erchiefs
Out oi thoir e;;es sPrang tears,
o,rt ol ti-t"ir old faded rrallets
iioney to last her ior Years'

The judgets face r"las a studY,
Tire strar:gest You ever salI
ila r."- 

" 
iE"r"d' iris tlrroat, and murmured

Something about the 1aH'
lta no oiu blanre d him, or lrondered

'.it'"" .t l-ast these rrorCs ttley heard,
Tile sent,enc e of thi- s youlU pr'lsoner'
Is for Ure Present deferred'

,i:'s. Goosel he said; I tronder
iila+" ;.s11' goslings )'ou 1.ri11 let
'lo ot'.t::adc'Ling in thc irai.er,
I-,, rri1l lri1l then to get ue'-.



To be ver. r.rise, anci short ii,
Is a pleasant thingl no doubt,
But rrhen Toung folks taII( to o1d folks,
Thq' should kl:or'r ifiat thqrrre about.

Once a trap lras baitedl
.Iith a piece o! cheese
It ticlJed so a little mouse,
I'u almo st nade !dJ:l sneeze.
:\r clcr rat saiC, Ulerers dan3er;
le ca:ejuJ- vhere I'ou go
ilonsense, said the other,
i donrt thinl; you lcnou.
Sc, }e :ralkdd in bo1dly,
llobccy in sight,
First he took a nibble,
Ti:en i:e took a bite.
Close the trap together
Snapped as quick as a w'inl:,
0ir, he cried, Ilm sorri.,
But I diCnt t think.

Once tirere r'ras a robi-n
iived outside the doo r,
iiho rranted to go inside,
/lnd hop upon the f1oor.
0h no, said the mother,
iou. must stay r.rith me,
Little birds are s afest,
Sitting in a tree.
I dontt care said robin,
And he gave his tail a f1ing,
I donrt think the old folks
lkrorr quite everi.thin3.
Dor.m he flerr, puss seized hi.ra
3er'ore herd tine to thi-nl<
0h, ire cri.ed, I',,1 sorry,
3ut I didnt t think.
llov n7 little children,
You rriro read this song,

-
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Donlt you see r*rat trcuble
Comes of thinking r.rrong?
And cantt you tal< e a warnlng
Iron their dreadful fate
:.ho beqan their thinklng
llhen it rras too late?
So when Jrou I re wamed' of ruin,
Pause qron the b rink,
And dontt go under headlong
Because, yon, didnt t think.

The above ta,lcen fron green-backed
lrd grade reader ancL learared lrhen
a J-itt1e gir1.

L:? i.iCT iCU], IJTT I{AI.D I.].ICU iiIiAT TCUR AIGHT

- -rLEII-DO:S-jr Ij-ttle b!:d rdth featirers bror'rn,
Sat sin3ini on a tree,
fts soirl rras very soft and 1orr,
3u'" slrect as i: co'!.d be.

l\nd all the people passing by,
i.ooked up to see the birC,
ILat nade tir e sweetest ;relody
That th ey had ever heard.

Bu+, aIL the bright eyes Looked in vain,
tror birdie r.ras so sma1l1
And in her modest dark broi'rn coat,
Sl:e nade no sholr at all.
itry l6ps, 1itt1e Gracie said,
1]here can the birdie be?
If I coul-d sing a song like that,
Itcl. sit r.fiere folks could see.

I hope ny littl-e girl rdll learn
A lesson from the birde
And try to Co what good she can,
liot to be seen and heard.

Fror,r a school book.

,/-\L,
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T}iE CRUfI, COOii

I donr t .f eeI rteL1, the ]lettle sighed-,
Tl:e pot responded.l itr?
iIel1 doubtless thatrs the reason maram

Iou do not sing toda".

lerson ai :)ri-b::. Ti:e Golclen laj,i-i of lreedon
:rho l;olis t.:is vand is tire Qrr:ica1 fantasy
:la.:-;r- -bcautif u1, kind- - i:ut nos t :jlportant,
she 1s not dictatorial-; si:e is-not agLlres-
sive nor cl;p ri-.ri-ng; but q'::te ti:e on.;:,osite.
lier iiot':cr, Der:ocrac;', is getting gray norr,
for i:er :rorl: here has been gciirg on for a good
nar{r I'earc. . . . and lret she r'al-L never di-e, b+-
ca.,'s e tlu"cud.'t her trials a.ld tribr:lations she
has al:ra;.s outshone any otl]er iia;i of }iie,
and iirus l:as been 3ranted eve:'I-astrng 1rie.'i:l' 

"rt n", adoptecl sons and dalgi.:ters ::i.ro
live in a nation cafled furerrca.

lctocracT and her cl:r1d,ren- -ire edor:r;
f a:th; end Love--l:ave as thei r f a::i1;r q'r:ri:oI
a i1a3. Tire syni:oI is colored oi red, r.d:rte,
ancl i:l'.:e, and Cesi3led o:l sta:'s a:d str:pes.
3ccalr-se )e::rocracy has clcne so l:ruclt fo:' 'i.s,
rre are obligated and tl.-anlii'.rJ- to pa; trib:te
to her s;,rlbol eacll :lonent cf our lives.

-1s jirs'L periog b:3ins errc::i scho.1
:ro:'ain^, :rc, the studeuts oi Cralrd Ju;.c--icr
ll:3h School, na;' be hearcl. r'.c:. ti:S tirc
pledre io the !1a9, Let uc rcali:e t}te
3'-ri.1 l:rearring of o u.r rlords, ii: at \er ener:r:es
!:ay never i:e al:1e to attend tlr e funeie.l- of
-iotl:er lcnccrac;r *4 l:er Dau5hters.

By Rea llae Clodlclter iil.ri clier

But rliratt s aniss? ttre kettle sobbed,
i l'l-tir siyr- ,...1 1'e 

-sure1Y b1ind,
Cr Jrou rrould notic,. that the coolit
Is shocl;ing1y r:nkind.

(.e o
I sa:r her ba.l:e a cake just norr,
Ii 1r d a pair of legsl Ircl- run ara',',
0h dearl Ci-L dearl Irorr slre dld beat the e33s,
And aitenrarC, a dreadiul sig:lt,
I felt inclineC to screan.
TI:e c:tie1 creature took a forli,
And sounctr vhi?ped ihe crea.r, .

ilor rtas tl: a'l; all, retrrslber please,
rTis truti.i r te1I you,
ii:.th my olm e:res, I sau her
Stone the raisins too.

ilou can you rronder; that mY nerves
Iiave rathe r glven lraY?
-{lthough, Irm at tlle boiling point,
I c armot ping todaY.

(Irener s recitation '.dren small)

sr"LUTD T0 Fkl,lDol"i *
O I

Freedonl ihat is it? ilhat does this word
nean? It is something we cherish-- sonlething te
love--yet something talien almost conpletely
for granted. by each and every one of us.

It is 3ood to think of 'tfreedomrt as a sort
of nagic r'rorcI, for its magic lIarrd grants fulfy
the Cod-given rights tl:at be1on,3 to everi'
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