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MMYY PPHHOOTTOO GGAALLLLEERRYY 

 
Iôm 13 yrs. old...Look at the 1950s FORD in the background! 

 
 

This picture was taken for graduation photo at 16 
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My Photo Gallery ð Continued 
 

 

 

 

 

  

Me in late ó60s & early ó70s (photo booth & at my kitchen table)  
 

Me in late ó80s ï Photography by Daniel Catherine  
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Picture of Sheri & her husband Daniel in the ó80s 
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My Sister Sheri in the late ó60s 
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DEDICATION 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
to all the beautiful people 

 
 

i love, 

 
 

and will love. 
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ñA Childôs Reflectionò 

Little persons-yet so innocent and pure 
Seeing what really is there 
Little bodies with fresh eyes to use 
And minds not fogged with cares 

But as we grow up, we lose our mindôs touch 
With confusions that corrupt 
Trying and wearing lorgnettes to glasses 
But still needing beginnerôs classes 

Yes, children see the truth 
In what weôre now looking for 
So, sit by my side you little one 
And take me back to four 

 

 
Artwork by Sheri Holmberg 
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ñLittle Girl Blueò 
 
 

 
 

 

 

 
 

Little girl blue  

Come blow your horn 
The cows in the kitchen 
The mice in the corn 

Come home little girl 
Tell your blue 
Come home little girl 
Why sad are you? 

Little girl blue  
Why arenôt you pink? 
Be rosy instead 
Be happy to think 

Come home little girl 
Tell all others your woe 
Till youôre a forgetting girl 
That you felt so low  

Artwork by Sheri Holmberg 
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ñFun Away Childò 

 
Fun Away Child 
Birds, treesðbreeze caress 
Flowers falling in a row 
Water falling in a mist  

 

Happy winds go 
Dancing byðflying high 
Skipping feet through cooling grass 
Little hands that reach the sky 

 

 

Silly thoughts, funny minds 
Teddy bears, 
Stuffed tigers, 
All a part of a loving  heart 

 

Smiling brooks of 
Mirror tricksðpictureôs me 
Fresh ripe strawberries in a patch 
Sky real blue, grass real green 

 

Hearts play along 
As day goes onðsongs will fill 

The fresh sweet air with notes of cheer 
Until the sun hides past the hill  

 

Night calmness comes 
Time to rest your sleepy eyes 

The stars will turn on glowing lights 
The moon will wave the day goodbye 

 

Fun-away child 
Bread is goneðbed is soon 
Sandman holds his bag in hand 
Even in your summer June 

 
 

Artwork by Ron Cable 

 
This poem is also one of my songs. 
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ñBAMBIò 

 
At the age of four 
Nature opened the door 

for the little boy...  
 

With young eyes 
and carefree truth,  
Bambi saw pictures of rainbows... 

 

 
In the forest 
and in the lakes 

 

 
And the yellow butterfly 
Captured the sun 
and shone its light through the breeze 

 

And the eyes of love 
and little hands 
grasped at the sun; 
a dancing poet, 
gathering beauty to share 

...And pink lemonade 
and animal crackers and candy 
were passed out by peace echoes 
drumming in the soul of the little boy  

 

(Once upon a time, we were all part of 
Bambi...We could really love. But ñgrowingò 
people sometimes only grow UP instead of 
WITHIN...losing themselves...And once again 
we must return to the wanting, seeking child 
that is a part of all of us.)  

 
Artwork by Sheri Holmberg 

 



21  

 

ñSunny Childrenò 

Sunny  children  

Running to greet their mothers 
Lovely  children  
Playing with sisters and brothers  

 

Watching rainbows,  
And wondering how to catch them 
Saving pennies,  
And waiting time to spend them  

 

...Now weôre living in our past 

For we cry as we grow old too fast 
Why canôt we keep their young sun 
Growing in our eyes?  

 

Sunny  children  
Not feeling gray -faced and old 
Happy  children  
Believing fair y tales told  

 

Picking clover  

And making wishes from dreams 
Finding flowers  
And chasing the birds &  sunbeams  

 

...Now weôre living in our past  

For we cry as we grow old too fast 
Why canôt we keep their young sun 
Growing in our eyes?  

 

 
 

Sunny  children  
Running to greet their mothers 
Lovely  children  
Playing with sisters and brothers  

 

...But sunny tomorrow 
Why donôt we look ahead? 
And leave this sorrow,  
Letôs smile and bow our heads. 

 

This poem is also one of my songs. 

Artwork by Sheri Holmberg 
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Marshmallow faces 

One sticky face 

Twitching skin 

Puffy nose 

 
Rubbing it all in 



23  

This poem was dedicated to ñCindyò, granddaughter of Joseph Levineôs (movie mogul) 
brother, George Levine...I wrote this poem for George in return for several dresses he sold 
me (and many others) at a great discount. .. The Levineôs were originally in the clothier 
business & it looks like his brother (who was said to be looked upon as a black sheep of the 
family) kept the business going when Joseph became famous. I met Josephôs brother while 
working in a movie theatre on Hollywood Blvd. in Hollywood, California (across from 
Graumanôs Chinese Theatre) as a concession stand clerk in 1965. ... first job in Hollywood 
after the GoldeBriars disbanded & I was broke & needed a job. Once when I was selling 
tickets at this theatre and I had my hair in pigtails, I could hear the people in line whispering 
that I was Sally Fields & it must be a publicity stunt. 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 

ñCindy Littleò 

She lives in a world of her own  

With wishing wells and wishing bones  

Being  only  three  years  old,  platinum  hair  and  blue  eyes 

She still  wonders  why  we  big  people  canôt fly  

 
Ah,  yes,  with  óamburgers in  mouth  and  óot dogs  in  hand 

Off to the kitchen for óandy she ran  

Stuffing her little tummy ótil ñouch!ò 

Making better by watching cartoons on the couch  

 
Sheôs her  own  little  mommy  with  all  of  her  dolls 

Caring and cuddling each one ótil school calls 

Dressing  each  one  in  their  own  little  clothes  

And changing their diapers ótil onward she grows 

 
Her  Mom  calls  her  ñbaby dollò as she  combs  her  curls 

She said ñnoooò Iôm just a mommyôs girl  

As she dresses up for Sunday School  

In a pink chiffon dress sheôll study the Rule 

 
Enjoying a breeze on her poodle pog  

A midmorning  sunshine  while  playing  with  her  dog 

Her name is Cindyðshe is  little  

For she comes to my knees ðabout in the middle  
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ñHere Comes the Bus!ò 

ñHey Mom, here comes the bus! 
I know, the driverôs coming just for us 
So pull out all our small change  
And letôs stand on the stopping rangeò 

 
Boy, I remember when I was a tot...  

The excitement that would build for the bus to stop 
And how Mom would let me drop those coins  
In the machine -- grinding with others when joined  

 
And to race to find your very own seat  
And if crowded you might have some defeat  

And when seated you could watch the ñcolorfulò parade 
For all kinds of people the bus was made  

 
As I grew up...  
I noticed all sorts of scents  

Like perfumes to alcohol to my seat was sent 
But as I said the bus can be a ñsit -u-ationò 
Of all sorts of people and  combinations  

 
As a kid, I enjoyed the bumps and passing sights 
Looking different on a bus as day is to night  
And as a sled ride is fun going down a hill 
A bus is a fun ride for a Jack or Jill  

 
...But today is different ð 
Itôs not such an awful chore 
To get used to a soft -seated car and more... 
So leave the bus to all the kids  
And if a bus rideôs the auctionðmineôs the lowest bid 
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Kristin, my daughter, at 2 - 1/2 Years Old 
Photography by Daniel Catherine  

 
 

Lollipops, gumdrops 
wrapped up in 
sweet mouths 
Always on hand 
Never out of style...  
Little people love 

candy, 

sugar 
coated 

love 
 

Childrenð 

To hold over one 
young thought.   
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ñA Happy Clownò 

(ñAnd spring & flowers are bustinô out all over!ò) 

A Happy Clown, 

Yellow balloon in hand 
A Happy Clown 
Wants you to understand 

His heartôs all-aglow, 

not like you think you know 
Sad paint is a mask 
while underneath he laughs 

Children watch him play... 
the games that make their day, 
and deep inside he knows why 
some painted clowns never cryðnever cry 

This clown sees the bird 
and the trees growing tall 
and the children that smile, 
making his life worthwhile.  
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a chaos of toys 
 

laid beside my bed, 
 

and I threw them  down 
 

and cried. 

 
Artwork by Sheri Holmberg 
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Why canôt you be like me? 
Why canôt I be like you? 
We both have eyes, a nose, and a 
tongue-- 
But you donôt seem to understand me 

 

Often I wish I could project  
Big Words 

But I seem only to say a lot with 
small ones 

 

--A Childôs Request 

 
Artwork by Sheri Holmberg 

 

 

 
  

 
 

  

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 
  

 

 
 

 

ñWhy?ò 

Why are trees so tall? 
Why are minds so small? 
Why are skies so blue? 
Why do I like you? 

Some answers can be obtained 
By peering into brains 
But none will tell the tale 
While attempts go on and fail  

 

Crying is for little ones  
But are we not always a child? 

A part...with a laugh and a smile, 
Looking, staring all in a while? 

Searching 
searching 

searchingð 
watchingð 

wonderingð 

As I 
All in my timeð 

tick 
tock 

On and 
on. 
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Late ó60s in front of my Hollywood Apartment 

 

 
ñI Like My Stuffed Dogò 

 
I like my stuffed dog  

As he stares from the couch 
So kind and not outspoken 
Big people want to touch  

 

Heôs not fussy about his menu, 
Feeding on all chatter  
Never helping lower budget 
Or getting any fatter  

 

As you look into his fuzzy face  

He makes people more thoughtful 
By an expression of complacence 
Some hoping could be boughtful  

 

As he remains at a stance, 
He leaves a lot to say  
Although stuffed and filled to brim, 
His easy -going personality will stay  

 

ñA STUFFED TIGERò... 
striped up and 

down 

 
 

BIG 

whiskers 
eyes brown 

BIG 

 
 
 
 
 
 
paws ready 

to roam 
around 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
sleeping away 

and with 
only to be 
watched 
and loved 

BIG 
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And the flower blossomed 

Grew up 

Was cared for, 

And loved the world. 
 
 

 

 

 

Quiet the child 
when it cries 

Tell it to 
watch the 
stars in the sky, 

And it will 
close its eyes. 
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ñTake Me Backò 

 
Take me back to all my toys 
For now love carries the sadðno joy 
Oh, let me be a child once more 
To forget loveôs pain and close the door 

 

 

 

Sand and blocks canôt be but fun 
With nature reflecting the light of the sun...  

To wade through roses and dance through daisies 
With fantasies making young happy eyes gazey 

 

Let me build my tower 
One block at a time 
Take me back to my childhood 
Then maybe good love Iôll find 

 

Oh, take me back to the beginning 
Then maybe happy love Iôll be winning 
No seeking love or heart of pining 
No long lost road and words without rhyming  

 

Take me back to all my toys 
For now love carries the sadðno joy 
Oh, let me be a child once more 
To forget loveôs pain and close the door 

 
Artwork by Sheri Holmberg 
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THE NATURE 

OF LOVE 

CAN BE TAUGHT BY 

NATUREôS LOVE. 

 

 
 

 
ELEGANT 

GRACEFUL 

SOFT 

FLUTTERY 

AND FREE... 

A BUTTERFLY. 
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ñMy Secret Gardenò 

 
I have a place I go each dayé 
When rain has fallen and Iôm gray, 

I go and open up the  door 
To the secret garden of my heart  

Here, I hear a special tune 
Of love that helps the flowers bloom 
And I dance around the garden walk 

And listen to the flowers talk  

And Iôm told of ñSunshine Goodò 
That others should hear if they only  could 
And the Captain Dandelion let me know 

The secret to let the world grow  

éAnd so when I go home each day 
I now sit down and want to pray, 

And AM now the flower of my  heart, 
The dandelion yet a part. 

 
 
 

Artwork by Ron Cable 
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Nature Artwork by Sheri Holmberg 
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You can be my tree...to stand & be by me 

Artwork by Carol Lang 
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You will fulfill your  years. 

 
 

 
 

Donôt cry little flower 

An hour of happiness is around 
the next corner. 

 

Cry to release the tears, 
And as life goes on, 
Youôll find love is near.  

 

 

 
 

 

A flower, 
A time to escape 
thoughts. 

 

Caught up, 
And lost from all time.  
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Never question 
the simplicity 
of one flower 
Why? 
Because thatôs why it was createdð 
To keep nature in a wondrous form of beauty.  

 

We donôt know why it is... 
The flowers just know they are held 

under Godôs spell. 
 

 
A catching up of time, 
lost in the woods-- 
or was it the time to discover 
what was missing? 

 
Iôm a flower aôbloom 
thru one constant season-- 
Feed me with light 
and show me 
all is not lost. 

 

 
A flower sat upon my desk 
It vibrantly thirsted while my gray face frowned. 
I looked down and said,  
ñA wilted flower dies with my frowns, 
making two natures spoil any good day.ò 
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ñAs You Watched Aloneò 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

the violets and roses 
the rain came 
and filled the ground 
the sun came 
and warmed the brown 
the dew came 
and said it rained 
the sun shone 
as you watched alone 

 

 
the gopher ate 
the grasshoppers shakeð 
their bodies up and down 
you listen to the sound 
the bugs hum 
the spiders run 
the grass grows 
as you watched alone 

the breeze blew hard... 
and ruffled the backyardð 
the grass fell down 
and made a crown 
the flowers bowed 
and laughed out loud 
the steam pot whistledð 
and your ears listened  
to what you  know 
as you watched alone 

 

Artwork by Sheri Holmberg 
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ñI Planted A Simple Roseò 
 
 

 

cotton candy, cracker jacks 

paper cigar rings, wooden nickels 
paisley designs, golden moons 
rainbows forming, bubbles forming  

éAnd I planted a simple rose 
and the sun reflected its height, 
the rain fed its roots and  
the moon glowed on, 
coloring it with 
midnightly colorsé 

And I love 
And I love 
the essence of life, 
capturing the love 
I can feel. 
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ñWritten on a Full Moonò 
 
 

And the rose in my garden 
Seems to find a way out of my heart,  

To remind me of its gentlenessé 
óin the air of my thoughtsô ï 
And then I can remember 
Some of the ñgood daysò 
And your gentle way, 
And can dream on and on... 
With faith and my deep love for you. 
Only this rose can know 
How I actually feel...  

In my own worries and disillusionments, 
It reminds me of who I AM.  
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A woman is a fresh flower aóbloom 

The spring began when you kissed my heart, 

My inspirations are your mirror of  understanding. 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Artwork by Sheri Holmberg 
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ñDescriptions of Flowersò 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

a daisy dances beneath the trees 
and laughs with the birds  
and smiles with the sun  
and watches a new born dawn  

 

 

 

 

 

a violet  
is a crystal haze  
of a shadowy color  

 

it captures the mood 
of sentimental days 
of young love,  
and the fresh fields 
with that first kiss.  

 

 

 
a long stem rose 

says its fragrance  
embodies the sweetness 
of life  
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a tiger lily  

stilts and sways 
with the breeze  

  

 

 

a petunia  
smells of the rich farm soil,  

the melons, and the tomatoes.. 
and around the corner,  
the outhouse smells 
of petunias.  

 

 

 
 

a carnation  
fills all the vases  

with ñparty thoughtsò é 
and with coats, hats, 
dresses, and tables  
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a honeysuckle  
remembers the soft moccasins 

and bare feet wading  
thru the collage of leaves  

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 
a chrysanthemum 

looks like golden  
dew with the smiling 
sun  

 

 

 

 

 

a pansy 
looks fragile  
and sympathetic  

to the stormy winds  
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ñMirror Gardenò 

 
ONE MANð 

A gentle soul 
searches the friend of light, 

the lion 
staunches the black winds of nighté 

and stumbled over a mirror garden 
of flowers and got lost  

until the sun came out, 
he thought he came to Godôs 
wrong house, until he knelt 
down to pick up a peculiar sight 
and stopped in awe for 

many long moments 
when he saw his Own Reflection 

 
 
 
 

 
in the mirror of the floweré 

 

 

Now he really felt confused, for 
Now he found the key to the heart 

of his house. 



46  

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 

A FLOWER IS... 
 

a special sight to my eyes.. 

almost an unbelief at such beauty 

an escape from everyday worries 

a holding of my truth deep inside 

a calmness of such simplicity 

a chain-reaction of eternal growth ... 

 
Godôs way of showing his face 

 
a clear separation of the good from the bad  

 

...a connection to all other nature  
 

...a holding up of earthôs rocks. 
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a cherub of flowers 
growing amongst the herbs 
cherishing the loveliness they were given.. 
They stand out as a fresh breath of spring -- 
catching you up, 
and making you see with a clearer eye 
a lovely sight to behold.  

 
a knock on wood 
a tall matronly tree looks down 
and admires her children 
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ñA Satin Cloudò 

 
A satin cloud 
Singing outloud 
To the breeze humming by 
And the blue velvet sky 

The little man looked 
As he turned from his book 
And loved in the breeze 
That cloud through the  trees 

A child smiled in fun 
As he felt the dayôs sun 
And that man was amazed 
What he saw as he gazed 

His eyes became one 
As natureôs beauty he won 

Never forgetting and presently awed 
At the carvings he saw 

He threw down his 
book  
And took another look 
And knew it was realð 
Without words he could feel...  

That Satin Cloud 



49  

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 

 

ñNatureôs Lullabyò 

 
Singingðsoftly singing notes 
As I lay down to rest 
Flowingðgentle pattering 
Iôll let you be my guest 

Sounding like a symphony of drums 
Accompanying a breeze 
Challenging the stillness, 
Washing all of the leaves 

Droplets dancing on my window 
Sliding off my roof  
Rolling down my backyard hill 
Hitting fast as many hoofs 

Strengthening a little flower 
Watching a growing tree 
ListeningðIðtill sleeping 
And watching a growing me 

You can lull me off and away 
Calming meðsoothing my mind  
And before you know itôs another day 
And youôre hidden in the next sunshine 

...Feeding time 
Hush, its night 
Pushing back trivialities 
As rain lulls my sight 

 
 
                               (This is also a song of mine)
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ñTime Findsò 

 
Dearest Friend.......(a growing rose) 

 

A time of sorrow 
will set your heart in tears  

 

But even the pain 
will prosper to joy through the years  

 

You see, we all have our special time 
awaiting ñOur Fateòð 

 
But until the peace and 

completion comes our way, 
 

We must prosper through our 
giving and lovingð 

And not give-up and feel wasted 
with our ñsimple selvesò 

 

We must have patience 
for TIME FINDSð 

And OUR TIME will be. 
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ñThe Cricketsò 

 

The crickets 

listen to the crickets 
The sound 
ringing in the air  

Itôs nighttime 
walk out in the breeze 
Theyôre all around 
singing through the  trees 

The crickets 

are hidden from your eyes 
The darkness 
conceals their visual cries 

Mysteriesé 

they chant-on to the stars 
Their symphony 
counts in time till dawn 

 

 

The crickets 
make me feel at home 
The ñsoundò 
makes the night a poem 

Hidden iné 

a closet of earthôs plants 
Invisible creatures 
continue their nightôs chant 

Artwork by Sheri Holmberg 
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ñGirl Sitting By a Treeò 

 
 
my, what time, and love, and the wind 

and the flowers can do to  you.  

the wind can blow the love to you, 

and can quickly take it away... 

how sad and lonely...the flowers 

tell you about love;  describing  

an essence of love and life (all 

being the same)éand time lets 

you grow while we listen and see 

and do ðyes, time can give us 

happiness if we give it to 

ourselves...we are our OWN love 

before we can be love to OTHERS.  

(frustrations and tears, frustrations 

and tears, frustrations and tears ð 

all a part of misunderst anding  

and empty hearts)  

where are we? ðor have we been 

for a moment?...time is many  

 

 
 
 

 

 

momentséthe heart should 

share the embers of desires, 

grown as a tall tree but  

ready to bear branches and flowers, 

and fruit and sunshine, never  

losing a fresh new season. 

Men are Men...Women are 

Women...We are.  

 
Artwork by Sheri Holmberg 
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Honesty and Sincerity 

are the keys 

to your own respect..  

the answer to the love 

that is given. 

 

 

 
 

 
 
 

 

You 

are your own love 

through 

the EYES of others 

REFLECTING your love. 
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Grow and see 
by learning and doing 
what you feel is righté 
and everyday you will be 
more of what you  
hope to be...  

s 
o 
m 
e 
d 
a 
y 

ñpositive thoughtsò 
 

Wisdom grows from the roots 
of a tree, and blossoms as it 
stretches out and touches the 
skyé 

We can learn so much from 
those who have experienced 
(so to speak) the ñrags and 
richesò of life. 

The most simple things are the 
most appreciated, and an older 
person with a wise heart will tell 
those much who will listen.  
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ñLove Isò 
 

Love is strange 
Love remains 
Passes on from age to age 

Holds its spell, it will never change 
Love is strange, Love is strange 

 
Love finds you 
Love finds two 
Holds its beauty as the sky is blue 
Gathers tears as the morning 
dew,  
Love finds you, Love finds you 

 

Love is kindness 
Love is mine no less 
Love is timeless 
Love is, Love is 

 

Love is one  

Togetherness spun 
As the weaver who weaves & never is done 

As four seasons make a yearðevolved by the sun 
Love is one, Love is one 



 

a circumference.... 
a circle... 
a diameter... 

a radius... 
of WARMTH. 
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I love you 
I will tomorrow 

I love you 
Do you tomorrow? 

Tomorrow never comes, 
Today should be another day 
Love Is 
When It Is  
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ñHello Laughterò 

 
Hello laughter 

Wrap me in your knapsack 
and take me away with you  

 

Watch all the yellows 
Hear the high and lows 
Making happy notes 
In a golden coat 

 

Hello smile 

Paint a picture on my face 
and wash yesterday away 

 

You can make me 
And break the day 
From long, lost nights 
With a little  smile 

 

Iôll plant the garden 
And watch the sun 
And see through one whole year 
All the good Iôve done 

 

With the rain 
And the growth 
I will grow to know 
HOW TO LAUGH 

Hello good times 
Now is the time for new days 
to shade away the darks 

 

Step into my heart 
Stay there and play 
Songs to find their way 
With a better  day 
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ñI Love To Beò 
 

I LOVE TO BE to feel so free. I feel like the worldôs a bird and Iôm a 
part of its wing. And my enthusiasm in the air showers the earth with 
love.  

 
And whatever I want to be I can be a part of. The positive thoughts 
make me a part of everything good, which is gathered together into 
one love we should surrender our lives to.  

 
And some we think we love more than others...These are only closer 
to the souls of who we are.  We can touch upon their frequency of 
feeling, and continue to grow upon the air of our thoughts. And when 
communicated upon by another free soul, we take in love like a 
hungry sponge; for the soul only absorbs  BEAUTY. 

 
I am beautiful when I am simple to myself, that which is my soul, which 
should control my mind. We need not be blind...Our eyes can  
carry the message of our true feelings.  

 
Letôs be free enough to discover how we feel and give what we feel. 

 
I know, I have given my soul to my destiny and I will always work 
for the devotion of how I feel.  

 
...The message s ring on and on and I can hear them. The thin curtain 
that hangs must unveil itself. The sensitivity of love will strengthen 
the clear waters. (And age and life run together into one thin thread 
of a dream.)  
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The wise owl  

 

said ñhiò 
and watched.  

 

talk is 

sometimes 

for the birds  

understood 
as little  

with much  
noise  
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ñThe Birdò (Didnôt Die) 

The bird died last night 
And I knew it in my dream 
Oh, you tell me and I  know 
The bird died, and it was so cold 

 

He went home to rest 
In its nest of the sky 
And Iôll tell you I can cry 
But the bird really didnôt die 

 
After the snow fell 
The ice melted 
And the spring came 
And flowers grew from the rain  

 

He went home singing 
Carrying news of the war 
And now he can come back bringing 
Peace and the Evermore 

 

 
You see, the bird didnôt die 
His eyes are within all of us 
Ringing freedom we want, but still are crying 
Now the bird knows reality  

 
(This is also a song of mine on 

ñSometimes Happy Timesò CD 

and was written from a dream I 

had about my parakeet dying.) 
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A man  
Boys become 
Stretching their  

legs, their minds, 
Kindsð 

each separate 
But tall in heart... 
Movements ð 
Driven on & on  

& on... 
to have its 
Worth,  
Meaning 
to become  
what they want to, 
to be themselves 
exerting their souls 
Upon the land,  
upon to set their feet 
to stand ð 

Your feet to stand.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A boy sits on a hill 
Searching for his mountain 
As will looks for its way 
Age looks for its fountain 
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Life is like a war, 
It never stops  

 

 

Loveôs littleness 
Winds up where it started.  

 

 

a ripple, a brook 

babbling every nook 
with ruffled tunes,  
beating against the rocks 
trying to mock one another  

 
...and Truth steps in 

and the pot boils 
 

 

a lock to 

an opening 
a society skirt 

sewing our hem 
a recipe life 
a finished pattern 
a stunted product 

(#1...boil the water 
#2...put the salt in  
No! Oh well, somehow 
make it work out.)  

 

 

the royalty  
goes all 

the way 
back 

to the poor.  
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ñGoodness Isnôt Always Goodò 

 
Donôt be too kind 

You should be rough if you could 
People donôt always appreciate it 
Goodness isnôt always good 

 
Too many favors 
Will set you up in line 

So goodness grabbers take advantage 
And sadness strikes your mind 

 

This will stop you for a while 
A frown will replace a smile 
You will walk an angry mile 
Until your goodness starts to compile 

 
Maybe you should take a hint 
And give to those who also give 
The goodness, youôll reachðnot grab 
Few arenôt badðsome really live 

 
Donôt be too kind 

You should be rough if you could 
People donôt always appreciate it 
Goodness isnôt always good 
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ñFor SomeðPain is a Release From Feeling Too Goodò 

Taking advantage of feeling too great?  
Well, your mind may soon fall in other states  

For when you pass a gold time ðyou should knock on wood 
For pain is a release from feeling too good  

 

It wonôt last but a short feeling 
When youôll find your body aôhealing, 
But youôll feel let loose from all your luck 
As if you lost a century and found a buck  

 
Some never notice all they have  
Until they lost a toe when bit by a crab  

I think everyone needs to halt in his shoes 
And a ppreciate life ðperhaps a release will do  

 

ñMissingðNot Havingò 

 
Where did it go? 
I had it  yesterday  
But I never knew Iôd miss it 
But now I know it should have stayed  

 
We all take things for granted 
Until they leave our hands 
And then we think of all to do 
With all we just disbanded  

 
Missing ðnot having...  

 
 

 
Should help us see the light  

That instead of missing all thatôs gone 
We should appreciate all in sight  
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ñMonkeys SeeðSo 

Monkeys are Manyò 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

As a monkey climbs up a tree 
ñMonkeys do what monkeys seeò... 
Until theyôre all up in that tree 
Where they hive together as a bee 

 

As they formed one big nestð 
From their beginning, Iôll tell you the rest... 
One action led to another 
Until they all acted like t he same brother 

 
All their manners became one 
As each eye saw the same sun 
And their clothes became one style 
As if you laid the same tile 

 

One actionôs seen 
Leading to the same action... 
Until they all saw green 
Making up our ñchain society fractionò 

 
So monkeys see 
And monkeys are many 

And as you can see in that tree 
One face is plenty 
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ñThe Man Who Counts His Coinsò 

 
Little man, why count your coins each day 
When I go past your place? 
Ringing out clear, as they fall from your hand 
One by one, at a steady pace 

 
What prove you to count them all so much? 
Have you not more to do? 
Starting as soon as the sun does appear 
Till evening you take off your shoes 

 

I never have seen you greet the world 
Your coins just keep you inside 
Closing you into your dark little world 
You only from happiness hide 

 
Donôt you know that you canôt buy happiness? 
Money does not buy itð 
Only giving you life that does not liveð 
In life, many coins are only a bit  
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ñBe Independent of Dependenceò 

 
If you want to get things done  

I t is smart to be independent of one 
So, be independent of dependence 
And accomplishments will then commence 

 

Others will sometimes help you out 
But people donôt always pull through 
When you trust them and go abo ut 
Then youôll only receive more disappointment 
From those forgetting to fulfill their promising  

appointments 

 
People who say theyôll do a favor 
Many times, get to it not sooner but later 
For we all can occupy much of our timeð 
While forgetting many things  we say ñin kindò 

 
So, itôs better to play it safe 

Rather than get important things done late 
So, depend on yourself as the final one 
And your ñletdownsò will be fewer, or none 
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ñOn Easy St.ò 

Where the breadôs real cheap 
and the newspapers are free, 

On Easy St.  
 

Gather around all you people  
And Iôll tell you where I used to live; 
The clocks spoke the time  
And the sky rained down dimes  

-- On Easy St.  
 

We never had it hard for material things 
We wished and could have what we saw  
Clot hes, toys, and cars were ours at a glance 
Until one day I cried when love had no chance  

 

You see, our street was easy but didnôt please 
The people that werenôt happy with greedð 
Watching low class people working in their joy 
Carrying smiles that made happi ness no toy  

 

...So, I left and found out what it was all about 
And found myself staring at the clouds,  
And the trees and the flowers and the birds 

that were singing,  
And felt natureôs love, and my heart started ringing 

 

I was learning to find myself through God 
And build a foundation and grow  
And to enjoy things received but always be giving 
A chain of joy I could feel and find to be living  

 

So, take it easy ðonce  in a while  
But donôt rest and drown your seeking heart 
And make YOUR love a part of your street 
So more of YOURSELF you will  meet...  

 

Where the breadôs real cheap and the newspapers are free, On Easy St. 
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Funny looks, how funny 
Your funny looks 

 
Are you happy or sad? 
Delighted or blue? 
Cheery or weary? 
Your face gives me a clue 

 
I try to understand you 
Your face is like a clownôs 
For when I think I know  you 
Your smiles change to frowns 

 
I ask you, whatôs the reason 
You change your face each day 
You say to know and love you 
Will in the long run pay  

 

Funny looks are moods 
You say I have them too 
I guess, weôre all a mirror 
Of what people say and do 

 
 
 
 

ñFunny 

Looksò 



70  

ñBag Itò 

 

When you have a worry or care, 
Just bag it 

When your days says ñDo you dare?ò, 
Just bag it 

 
And save it for a rainy day 
And let the water wash the bag away  

But donôt get caught up in your own sad sack 
For the water may never run you back  

 
For the water may turn your bag to tears 
And burst and fall to the ground for years 
And settle on someoneôs dark door 
Opening up your sorrows to more  
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ñPlay a Game of Fantasy with Meò 

 
Come play a game of fantasy with me 
Just close your eyes & count to three 
Weôre in a land of frills & fibs 
With painted people who love adlibs 

 
Iôll dance every dance 
And love each romance 
And eat all the sweets 
And know no defeat 

 

For reality can sometimes hurt your mind 
With many tensions that wind & wind  
So Iôll play games with the ñhappy onesò 
Enjoying the momentðplaying in the sun 

 

Iôll see all their rainbows 
And gather their gold 
Saying, ñallôs happy, not sadò 
And finding all good, not the bad  

 
But Iôll have to come back to reality 
To remember my name-- 
I canôt escape for too long 
As I have to find my  way 

 
...And now that my ñvacation landò is past 
I still remember my reflecti ons in play glass 
Perhaps, a figure distorted in the light 
But just a fun fantasy for one gameôs night 
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I love 
I give 
I live 

To love 
to give. 

 

A mistake 
should prevent 
A future lesson 

 

The pain 

can grow 
from the  hurt,  

Is the lesson 
gained? 

\  
 

 

Bubbling, joyful 
Eyes happy, 
Full of love 
Spontaneous 
Laughter 
Carrying on 
Heart warm, 
Throbbing. 

 
Beats of shimmering, 
Light, airy thoughts, 
Bouncing off 
minuteôs carefree. 

 

...Coming back 
to soak it up. 

 

 

 

Photography by Daniel Catherine 
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ñYouôre Only Humanò 

 
You have to forgive yourself 

When youôve done something wrong 
Learn from what youôve done 
So you can move along 

 
You can say ñIôm sorryò 
If thatôs what you must do 

To repair your mind and heart 
So you can start anew 

 

BRIDGE: 
 

Every dayôs the first day 
of the rest of your life 

Remember, weôre not perfect 
All we can do is try 

 
Youôre only human 

Weôre all in the same boat 
Life should be a give and take 
To balance our heavy load 

 
Weôve got human nature 

Yes, thatôs what weôre born with 
So when life gets too serious 
Youôve got to have some wit 

 
Canôt stop human nature 
Itôs here with us to stay 
Emotions running high and low 
Sometimes get in the way 

 

Repeat Bridge 
 

 

(This is also a song of mine that I recorded) 
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ñA Better Outlookò 

 
A starfish 

An angel 

A violet 

A bird abreast the wind 

The sun 

The happy winds 

A rainbow 

A happy clown 

A robin with her first younglings 

A new leaf on a tree 

A yellow thought 

A glowing face 

A peaceful inner self 

A real person 

A step up, 

A good day, 

A lending hand, 

A better way, 

...So we must seek 

and pray  
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So, you find people 
show you how to love 
and be lovedð 

Donôt we all then 

seem to be meant 
for each other? 

 

I love you 
I love you 
We seek and love, 
and above all, 
We need to understand 
why we need 
the love 

we are giving 
 

Consideration takes a little time 
To give to those who care, 
An extra moment spent 

To prevent, perhaps, a tear.  
 

We all want to be thought of 
In the pattern of our day , 
To know weôre special to someone... 

So, take a minute out to let me know 
óIf everythingôs OKô. 

 

The hand of a clock 
Approaches another minute, 
And an hour goes by. 

 
As time changes onto another day, 
We watch and change with time.  
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A Book  of 

Memoriesé 

Remembrance 

of  old  
 

 
 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 
 

. 
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ñTake Me for Meò 

 
Take me for me 
Iôm not just a tree 
Though I stand  still  
I have roots and a soul ð 
Which is warm  
Then is cold  

 
See who I  am  

Look hard and you can 
See one who wants 
More than surface 
thoughts ð 
Which last but a moment 
And in a rut is caught  

Can a road be built of 
concrete and stone?  
Of weaving well sown?... 
To last and last  
When trod on or worn 
Through sun or a storm 
Till dea th by you born?  

 
Few can create  

The right kind of mate 
But find one true  
To discover past them  
A person to whom  
Is more than a friend  

 
A partner -a friend 
To know not pretend 
But also to see  
From their face to their 
heart ð 
An understanding held 
Youôll never part  

 

 

 
Someday I might discover 
A lover...not a lover  
Who wants me as I am ð 
Whether tallest or small 
Good or bad  
But all in all  

 
 

Photography by Daniel Catherine 

Me in Griffith Park, Hollywood, CA 
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Artwork by Dennis Ellefson 

ñGypsy Girlò 

 
Gypsy Girl 
A day dreaming mind 
Wandering off to other lands  

 

A new friend 
Somewhere to find 
Hidden in the grains of sand 

 

Dancing mind 
Directing the feet  
Showing an emotion of hand 

 
Moving away 
To find your own  

To find you if you can  
 

Gypsy Girl 
A song of heart 
A song of who I am  

 
(I also created a melody for 

this poem) 
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ñThru Rain and Sunò 

 
Iôll travel around and find 
Thru rain and sun 
Who I am 

 
Rain is the tears poured from my heart 
Sun is my happiness thru a start 
Iôll look to see where I belong 

Iôll see and my heart will sing a song 
 

Iôll look beyond my mountain 
All covered with copper and gold 
And see my distant rainbow 
Where only my future unfolds  

 
As days go on, Iôll carry my feet along 
Picking up things here and there 
Till someday someone will sing my song 
Showing me deep concern and care 

 

Iôll travel around and find 
Thru rain and sun 
Who I am 

 
 
                                 (Also a song of mine)
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Artwork by Dennis Ellefson 

ñMagic Carpet Rideò 

 
And the fireflies light-up the sky with 

love... 

Iôm on a magic carpet ride 
Youôve got my dreams aô flying high 
The little dipper will be my guide 
From over a rainbow to by your side  

 

Iôm on a magic carpet ride  
Two birds are singing by my side 
Let two love knots together tie 
To keep my carpet aô flying high 

 

You say, youôve got Aladdinôs lamp 
And youôll light up the world for me 
And carry the stars to my front door 
Showing  me how love can be  

 
Iôm on a magic carpet ride 
The sun is shining in my eyes  
Youôve asked my dreams to meet loveôs tide 
From over a rainbow  to by your side  

 
(This poem also has a melody by 

Randy Swickard & is on my ñSometimes 

Happy Timesò CD) 
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ñGentle Boyò 
 
 

 

REFRAIN: 
Youôre honest, kind 
You fill my life with joy  
You respect me, affect me 
You are a gentle boy 

 

I see you give to everyone 
A love thatôs carefully spun 
Into a golden thread of friends -- 
Youôll never have to mend 

 
You whistle with the birds that sing 
Melodies that bring 
A song into a sad oneôs heart-- 
Giving happiness a start 

 
You never reach beyond to see 
You find myself in me 
And give to me a gentleness-- 
That never will grow less 

 

Repeat Refrain 
 

(This is also a song Iôve created) 

Artwork by Sheri Holmberg 
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ñA State of Beingò 

 

My song has its own bag 
My word its own flow 
My rhyme its own scheme 
My way its own mean 

 

My heart has its own beat 
My song a love-repeat 
My arms their own load 
My feet their own road  

 

As we watch and wonder 
Our pasts drift on under 
Our reasons will find rhyme 
With our mystic minds 

 
We must tread the hands of time  

As we attempt the long straight lineð 
We circle around our centers... 
Weôre here with reasons meant for 

 

My eyes have their own sight 
My day its own night  
My up its own down 
My voice its own sound 

 

My heart has its own soul 
My life its own goal 
And I can do what I can 
For, I am who I  am 
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ñThe Leaning Guidepostò 

 
I do stand straight 
But I may fall down  
Who is there to hold me up?  

No parents or friends to help 
me in this town  

 

I am so happy  
But I can get so sad 
Crying tears to loneliness 
Sometimes I need my Dad  

 
Iôm getting old enough to hold myself up 
But sometimes I need advice  
When my backbone just wonôt stay straight 
Someone close and older would be nice  

 
I guess my roadôs my own 
My trail has its own step  
And I canôt take my elders with me 

For yesterday is gone, and I must go ahead  
 

My guiding post is me 
So gear it straight in  line  
Maybe leaning, but always returning 
Until my journey ends it wind  

 

 
Picture of my Dad as a 16 year old  

 
Picture restored by Daniel Catherine  
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Share a little 
thought with 

me 
And I will 
be good to 

you 
 

 

 

Many are the times 

we have 

stopped 
 

& 
listened, 

 

Many are the good times. 
 
 

 

Songs come through my heart 
Let the melody flow 
Age has gone so fast 
Timeôs a metronome 

 
Growing, sowing, flowing 
What have we learned? 
To continue to walk in the silence 

of our thoughts.  
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ñIôll Never Forgetò 
 

 

 

 
Never shall I forget beautiful hands 
That walked me through Eveôs 

Spring 

Never shall I forget the warmth  he 
shares 

And the comforting he brings  

 

 
 

Perhaps, the Spring hast past but not 
For another one sneaks oôer the hill 
With birds and flowers and sunôs caress 
A love kindles in my heart still  

 

Perhaps, something small grows big and 
strong 

As a tree touches the sky 

And the warmth I can still feel for you 
Is more than meets the eye  

 

So, neverðnay, no day will I forget 
One heart beating by my side 
Whispering to tell me sweet young words 
As he laughed, then turned to cry  

 

 
Photography by Daniel Catherine 
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I canôt give you a black crusted moon 
Or a silver swept sky 
I canôt give you the rising lit sun 
Or past tears that you cried 

 
I canôt give you a white mountain top 
Or natureôs birds abreast 
For all I have is the riches of the mind 
Which holds the heart you kissed 

 

You wonôt find the games anymore 
All I can give you is my love 
And I canôt fill your hands with money 
But my life you turned to sun  

 

My eyes can see only what is there 
All Iôll give is what I see 
When the rainbows chased the rain away 
I was left with a sunny day  

 

My heart has turned to warm embers 
So I canôt give you December 
All I can give you is Springôs flower 
With my love that grows each hour  

 

 
ñAll I Can Giveò 
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Why do you hurt me so, 
Why do you 

mistake 
yourself 

as so 
will I? 

 

 
ñAround Me Goò 

Around me go 
All at once 
How much do I know? 
What have I to show? 

 

Many things are 
But what next? 
To find a lucky star 
But who knows how far? 

 
Not sure of now 
Nothing comes 
A new field to plow 
I hope Iôll know how 

 

Confuse me so 
All at once 
Like an endless flow 
Around me go 
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ñIn My Own Shadowò 

 

As I walk 

I canôt see but each step 
As I walk 
My shadow follows as every tear wept 

 
Pushing all cares 

As I hide them in dark... 
To push all caresðrepaired 
To sing a song with a lark 

 
Donôt follow me 
As I go on my walkôs way 
Donôt follow me, 
But as I turnðyou turn and stay 

 
In my own shadow 
I find my sad side 
In my own shadow 
I have wept and will cry  

 

As I walk 
I canôt see but each step 
As I walk 
My shadow follows as every tear wept 

 
Artwork by Sheri Holmberg 
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ñNo One Knowsò 

 

 

Oh, where will I  go? 

Oh, whereôs there for me? 
Oh, where will I  go? 
No one knows 

 
Oh, where will I go? 
And what will I see? 
And how high is low? 
No one knows 

 

Whereôs my place? 
It was taken from me 
Look at my faceð 
Wonderment youôll see 

 

Oh, where will I go? 
And what will I be?  
How long will rivers flow? 
No one knows 

 
Oh, where will I  go? 

Oh, whereôs there for me? 
Oh, where will I  go? 
No one knows 

 

(I also created a melody for this poem) 
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ñButterfly Netsò 
 

Can I be real  

to reveal all the dreams that I feel? 
Must friends wait and laugh  
Behind my back  
As they watch me?  

 
I try to please  

the dawn of all hearts that I meet 
But why are starred skies  
Fogged down with lies 
That are killing?  

 
Why do I hide?  

Why canôt I fight the world of nets? 
Catching the butterfly, capturing my eyes 
So, Iôll cry world, cry  
Cry, world cry  

 
I canôt pretend 

that love will be my smiling friend 
But look to the child  
So loving and mild 
With freedom healing  

 
...Moon...violet blue haze 

crowding the days 
with wandering eyes  

of dreams  

of beautiful peace 
we can touch...  
if we only reach out.  

 
 

(I also created a melody to this poem) 
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Let me BE 
What I can 
What I am 
Enrooting 

my personality 
in my mind 

Connecting 
myself 
to myself 

Holding myself above 
to see 
Confusion 
boiled down 
to 
Simplicity. 

 

 

spinddles 
clauses, 

catching one another up.. 
passing.. 
spinddles, 
I was to be 
I  AM 
spinddles 
But for just  a 

little while, 
to feel this  

right now.. 
spinddles 
...I am a woman  
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ñLoving Youò 

 
Loving you 
Mystic hearts and rainbows 
Telling the tale 
And bearded men on Wisdomôs rocks // capturing 
Ecstasy of the soul 

 
The teardrops know 
What the raindrops know 
As they flow together 
Into one river  
But the water feeds the earth 
As do the tears, 
And what the water hears 
Is a crying whisper of hunger... 

 
Loving you 

Mystic hearts and rainbows 
Telling the tale 
And bearded men on Wisdomôs rocks // capturing 
Ecstasy of the soul 

 

So, weôll continue to feed 
By natureôs warm soul 
And then the rock will turn to crystal 
And reflect the love itôs given 
...And the river wonôt run hard 
But will flow along gently 
Having found the peace of living 
And youôll hear it echoing.... 
Loving you, Loving you... 
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Teardrops 
I have cried for youð 
Will you only see them 
Painted on your own mirror, my love? 

 

 

Darling, Iôll be back when it rains 
But only when it rains...  
You see, it doesnôt look 

like you need me 
when the sun shines... 

a wilting flower  
 

 

Never say I hurt you  
I never turned you blue  

But sometimes truth can hit you hard 
When love is around, but yet so 

far. 
 

 

The newspaper stories 
That make me stop and worry 
Itôs not gonna help me find 

more sleep than before. 
 

 

To float in a void 
Feeling empty and blue 
The cost is the time 
Iôm waiting for you 
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ñThe Black Owlò 
 

 

 

Rain falls 
Moon scowls 
Clouds circle 

around the 

Black winds of night 
 

Black winds of night 
Blow past my window 
An air of many talk and laugh  
But I know you will never come back  

 
The black owl sang his song 
The leaves soaked up the rain 
The thunder shivered the sky 
And the moon made one last try 

 

Cool sounds gesture 
For the day to come, 
To pass by the black 
Of the howling windôs back 

 

Water tearing the night 
Of all we who cry 
One sad mood lingering 

In the shadow of my heart singing  
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ñThe Tides Rises, The Tide Fallsò 

 
Photography by Daniel Catherine ï Laguna Beach, Calif. 
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Love whispers 

Love calls 

 
The tide rises 

 

 
The tide falls 

 

 

Doors 
open 

 
Doors 

shut 

Love bound 

Strings Cut 

ñThe Tides Rises, The Tide Fallsò 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

As life rolls onða friend is near 
Time holds a place for all... 
With love, and laughter and many  

tears 

The tide 
rises 

 

The tide falls. 
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ñThe Windò 

When the wind blows, you will return 
When the wind blows, our hearts will  yearn  

 

And itôs calling me with its sound 
And itôs calling, spinning around 

 

When the wind blows, the windmills do sing 
When the wind blows, all the bells do ring  

 
And itôs calling me to a place  
And itôs calling, air- floating space  

 
When the wind blows, the souls will rise to high 
When the wind blows, we reach our hearts  

and cry  

 
And we call out in words we can feel 
And itôs happening, we know it is real 

 
When the wind blows, you will return 
When the wind blows, our hearts will  yearn  

 
And itôs calling me with its sound 
And itôs calling, spinning 
around...spinning around...  

 

And, Iôm after the life I do want to live 
So, Iôll follow the cries of the wind... 
of the wind...  
Spinning around,  spinning around 
When the wind blows,  
When the wind blows.  

 
 
 

 
(I  also  created  a melody  to  this  poem  which 
is on  my  ñSometimes Happy  Timesò CD) 
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ñLove, Loveò 
 
 

 

 

Love, Love 
Gentle rain upon the pain of my heart  

 
And the beauty captures the rain 
And the pain turns into me  
and my Love... 

 
Love 
Tender kiss I hold for only youðLove, 
I wonder why we must be blue?  

 But Iôll keep the mountain built high 
And sing in the breeze in the sky 
And the mystics may never know why 
But Iôll never lose my Love... 

 
Love 
Eyes so sturdy and strongðLove, 
Forever isnôt too long 

 
And the mystery keeps hanginô on 
And each thought turns into a song 
And tomorrow never is goneð 
And lavender sentiment surrounds the... 

 

Love, Love 
Wandering 
Love, 
Logic fading, 
Love, 
And returning toð 
Loveôs mystery of the soul 

(This poem also has a melody I created) 

Artwork by Sheri Holmberg 
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Tenderness 
Of the mind 
Of the tongue 
Of the heart 

 

Soft sparkling whispers 
Tingling your soul 
Rising you above 
the mournful, 

black, 
crying sheep 

 

All cannot be bad, sad.... 
 

There is a happy 
Shining 
Dancing light 
Within my soul. 

 

Photography by Daniel Catherine 
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The moon turns into  shadows 
The likeness of your eyes 
The wanderlust in meadows 
The willows whispering by 

 
The after mist of showers 
The fragrance in my heart 
The mellow tuning hours 
The clock turns back to start  

 
Its memory we still cling to 
Not really knowing why 
For yesterday can take you 
On a loving lullaby 

 
And the days canôt get much dimmer 
As the clouds go floating by 
And I see you walking slowly 
With the shadows in your eyes 

 

The clock just struck the hour 
And you know our time has past  
And the essence grows the flowers 
But the beauty doesnôt last 

 

And the evolving, strumming music 
Now lingers in our hearts 
But the message in its turning 
Still keeps us apart 

 
*I  created  a melody  for  this  poem  which  is on  my  ñSometimes 
Happy Timesò CD 

 

ñThe Essenceò 
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ñFlowers Dance Aloneò 
 
 

 

 
 

 

Iôm getting used of the days 
And the sun that faded away 
I wish you were  here 
I wish you were  here 

 

Iôm getting used of the nights 

And your arms that faded from  sight 
I wish you were  here 
I wish you were  here 

 

Darling, please donôt wait too long 
For I need your love to be strong 
My heart needs your love 
I need youðI need you near 

 

The flowers dance memories alone 
And the darkness plants memories alone 
Sadness seeks a new home 
With you, my dear 

 

The violets breathe love in my room 
From our long last kiss of perfume 
I wish you were here  
Oh, how I wish you were here  
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ñGolden Dustò 

Passing waves and memories 
That sweep my mind with  reveries 
Changing into dust...Golden Dust 

 

Gold dust sprays its wind in speech 
That casts my past thoughts into reach 
Turning into dustéGolden Dust 

 

The endless ocean depths will cry 
For the people who filled their  

golden cups 

And drank the love, not empty and dry  
 

Our memories lieé 
In the eyes 
Of the Golden Dust 

 

Haunting ocean runs to shore 
Screaming seagulls lift to soar 
Falling into dustéGolden Dust 

 

(Golden charms and golden lockets 
Are wishes held in childrenôs pocketsé 
Hidden into night.)  
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As we share times together, 
We confidently feel beauty of life.  

Someday we might be able to say ñI love youò, 
But now weôre filling the pocket holes of strife. 

 

Our kind of relationship 
Should not be put away 
Because concerning our weary hearts, 
We happen to have a rainy day. 

 
Sharing is never all smiles; 
There are also tears. 
This is what sharing is: 

The understanding of two people, 
Including the fears.  

 

 

Love me who I am 
Iôll always be that way 

From a child with love and wonder 
That is where youôll make me stay 
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Tell me the phase of life I can live again 
Inspiring the love I once could feel within  

 
Let me find this place in faces I see 
Let me know that loveôs an eternity 

 
Capture my heart and take it away 
Open my eyes and show me the way 

 
Stolen by night, my love slipped away 
Left by the wind, shattered the day  

Lost for the momentéé. 

 

ñHow Will It Be?ò 

 
How will it be? 
Now that Iôm free, 
Wandering the meadows alone 

 

Carefreeôs my heart 
Out in the air,  
Breathing the ocean again 

 
But now and then 
I stop to think,  
When will this loneliness end? 

 
How will it be? 
Now that weôre gone 
Off on another road? 

 
Another time, another face 
Another man will take your place 
And it will be but I donôt know 
How it will be  

for me. 
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ñAnother Dayò 

 
Another day to come what may 
As shadows see gray, itôs another day 
Fading into light 

 

Each day climbs forward 
Reaching into another 
The black turns gray, another day 
The grays turns lightð 
A day of light  

 
Iôll grow in my heart 

Knowing what is may turn the tide 
That fills my heart to hide  
Kindling an inspiration 
One stepéa graduation 
Of who I am to myself  

 

A cloud may blind my eyes 
Of what is in one blue, cheery sky 
A dancing cloud, 
Knowing where it is going 

 
A sight, a drop of light 
Renewing an insight, 
Making me what is right to be -- 
My purpose to be 

 
Another day a sun may shine 
Another day a love is mine, 
Now seeking my soul 
But winding up what my inner heart knows, 
And feels, and need not know now. 
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Time tables 
turning 
in 
my 
head 
setting 
a steady 
pace 

 

 
 
 

ñThe Newnessò 
 

The newness comes but once again 
The secret held has found its end 
The circles painted óround your eyes 
The laughter now forgot to cry  

 
The cycle now admits the new 
The old has passed away the blue 
The dust has blown away with the wind 
The sun turns out the day again  

 
The yesterdays have drifted a óshore 
Today has opened up new doors 
Iôm me but light has touched my way 
And now I see another day 

 
The emptiness has filled its song 

The right has washed away the wrong 
The love was given then and then 
And now the truth begins  again 
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ñIôm Gonna Love Againò 

 
Iôm gonna love again 

But the day knows not  when 
For now it is the  end, 
And a beginning should be starting 

 
I can sit and listen to time  
And not mind the gentle raining 
But my heart keeps on waiting 
To be filled with love  

 

We all learned from love 
And as we leave behind our sharing 
The emptiness comes, not caring 
Oh, tell meðWhere is the peaceful knowing? 

 

 

ñA Hidden Timeò 

 
Maybe someday Iôll see you from some golden eye 
Maybe someday truth will know its way and give it a try  

 

But for now, my hearts too hurt --not bold 
To find your heart thatôs young but growing old 

 

I saw a light --it was there 
In your face that showed you might care 
But our silence and memories took it away 
Then the light turned to dark, and slowly faded to gray  

 
Maybe someday we will meet 
By a river thatôs wider and deep... 

And something mysterious will rise from your heart 
òIn all your hidden sunshineò--we might find a start  



108  

 
 

 

ñSomeone In My Heartò 
 
 

Somewhere in my heart 
There is a yearning,  
And this desire is a burning fire inside of me ð 
It was only yesterday you said  
I meant more than you ever felt before  

 

Somewhere in my heart  
Thereôs a ñwheel of fortuneò turning, 
And Time is stepping away ð 
And I wonder what youôre doing, Love, 
Why you left me this way  

 

But green grass grows in the meadows 
And as I watch the flowers grow,  
The Springtime in my heart is reborn 
Now itôs the love I want to know  

(I thought it was love 
But how can I be sure?  
When this feeling called love 
Left me so insecure?)  

 

Time is time 
Somewhere in my  heart,  
There was time you held the time with me 
But now my eyes can count on another hour, 
One where youôll lose this part of me 

 

They say someone in my heart 
Will be returning,  
Someone to replace your time  
And as flowers grow in the Springtime, 
Iôll soon forget the way you were mine 
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ñLove We Long Forò 

 

 

Laughing with the trees 
Smiling with the breeze 
Let us walk along  
And sing a song of love  

 

Your feet caress the leaves 
Just singing in the breeze 
Drop your worries off 
Around the  corner  

P.O. Box away  
 

...The rain is finally gone 
The stormy days were long 
Let your senses feel  
Oh, how this present day 

can be so real  

Sometimes I feel so old 
Remembering the cold 
But now itôs warm 
So nice and warm  

Just holding your hand  
 

Slow down your hurried day 
And let us go away  
Take a walk with me 
And maybe we can be  

the love we long for..  
 

*This poem also has a melody by me 
titled: ñLove, Loveò on ñSometimes 
Happy Timesò CD) 

Photography by Daniel Catherine 
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ñWhen Weôre Togetherò 
 
 

 

 

 
Bill & Dotti 

Wedding Photo 

August 31, 1974 

 
Thereôs something special in the air; 
An essence of warmth and sharing smiles upon us 

 

I want to see you grow with my love for you; 
To be stronger than you have ever been before, 
To be the radiant flower I have always hoped to grow with  

 
...And we will soak up the sun 

Taking in nourishment TO BE 
 

Two flowers grow in our garden -- 
As we change in each season, 
We will gain more experience together 

 

Others share our garden but can never rob it 
Because it is our own; 
Cared for and watched over by us 

 
How lucky we are to have discovered the most important 
treasure of life!  
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Photography by Daniel Catherine 

 

 
ñLoveôs a Natural Highò 

 
REFRAIN: 
You touched my heart 
I felt a part  
Of the light of the moon & sun 
Oh, I never knew Iôd find the start 
Of the love that has just  begin 

 

When you came into my life 
I was feeling some mighty  

strong strife 

Wishing someone would sing 
my song 

I was struggling, getting along  
 
As the sun rises in the sky 
Itôs another day for you and I 
A sturdy soul right by my  side 
You can take me to heavenôs tide 

 

 

 

As the sun sets in the sea 
Love is growing for you and me 

Like a gentle flower swaying in the breeze 
Loveôs a natural high, I feel free 

 

(This poem is also the song ñNatural Highò on 

my ñSometimes Happy Timesò 2023 CD sung 

by my brother Gary.) 
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A pot of gold 

 

A mystical dream 

can be found at 

the end of your rainbow 

found in your 

eyes...looking 

through to the 

image of your 

SELF... 

A pot of gold,  
 
At the end of your  

 
ñRainbowò 

Artwork by Dennis Ellefson  
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And the love 
around me 
is like the 
golden rod 
of Kindness 
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(Written for my brother - in - law, Keith Olsen, upon his father's 
passing in the late 1960s)  

 
ñTo Dearest Keithò 

 
And Death do us part...  

Our hearts are all a 
part of one, now and 
forever 

We love life and the 

after is just an 
extension of time... 
to love, our spirits 
forever sharing the 
oneness, left to grow...  

So, Death do us part is 
only a moment's 
changing from the tide 
of the earth unto the 
flowers of heaven . . .  

And love remains to grow in all directions around us.  
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(Inspired from a dream I had ñwhere my grandfather came to me to 
let me know his spirit would take flight soon....to give me time 
to prepareò....I dearly adored him) 

 

The disappearing crowd 
Lost in the night  
The spreading of clouds 
Turn to the white  

 
The silken shadow 
Misted in the light 
The drapes drawn up 
Announcing the flight  

 
The empty closets 
Filled with thoughts 
The feet spreading fast 
Off to be taught  

 

The star-studded letters 
Speak for your mind 
The clock-echoing walls 
March on with time 

 

The deserts and oceans 
Spread open their arms 
And we continue to leave 
Having cause to alarm 

 

My heart is the eye of my truth 
My life circles around the 

love in my heart  

 

óA poem from the heart 
is the purity of loveô 
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Smile & see the fun 

the sun can bring 

our thoughts 

& desires 

 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

a smile.. 

a brighter 
disposition, 

a rainbow 
a wishð 
a mystical 

dream, 
obtained by 
the smile. 

 
 



117  

ñSmile a Mileò My Grandma Holmberg 

 

 

ñSmilingò 

 
Life is a smile 
when you find itôs worthwhile. 

Smiling is a sun 
imprinted on your face.  
Smiling is ñyellowò thoughts 
some days you canôt erase. 

Smiling is a flower 
held in your hand for an hour.  

Smiling gives your heart 
a healthy tomorrow.  

 

 

Smile a mile 
Never just a while 
Keep that glow upon your face 
It never goes to waste  

 
A smile can make another smile 
Youôll seeðput someone through a trial 
A frown canôt overcome 
A smile and a hum 

 
A smile can keep from you 
The troubles and the blues 
And might help you more to see 
The great beauty of a tree  
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yellow 
sun 
love 
happiness 
virtue 
always one... 
step up 
spiritualism 
your time... 
loveôs time 
love 
sun 
yellow 

 

 

TO BE HAPPY 

IS 

TO BE 
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Hearts... 
 

a kiss of lemon 
a kiss of lime 
a sun in heart 
a life will  shine, 

 
The good and the bad 

are all a part 
to shape and mold 
a knowing heart,  

 
The love and thoughts 

imparted, 
are given back from whence 
they started,  

 
A wise heart shares through 

tears and woe, 
The love God gave our hearts 

to grow.  

ñHEARTSò 



120  

Love knows where itôs at 
But do we know where love is? 

 

Can we be any closer to love 
Before it takes us up 
Grabs us and 
Conquers our souls? 

 
Love Isð 
God is Love. 

 
The line that meets 
and twines around the 
vine of love....  

 
...The gentle soul 

that holds a heart 
of fire,  

The desire of life 

shall never meet the vine 
unless it grows 
by the church. 

 

 

The innocence of a child 
can take you to the heavens of the earth.  
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What is a dream? 
But a searching 

of something better, 
realða longer happiness 
than we now see 
in Godôs earthly plantsð 
a happiness ówithinô you, 
of whom you are glad to knowð 
a person that is as happy 
to give as receiveð 
a love with God 
through yourself 
to others 

 

 

 

 

 

Loneliness is not being able to share 
what you really know of yourself  

 

Loneliness is not being able to have others 
communicate part of themselves to you 

 
Loneliness makes your ñparty circleò smallð 

 
But if we really have ourselves and can relate to God, 
Why should we be lonely? 
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Every fragrance in the morning of my heart 
Should spread open praises to the love above, 
To believe in a little more  faith 
To bring us through this  day... 
In the looking glass of our own sun, 
We should share with everyone. 

 

 

Faith is faith 
Faith is love 
Faith is an intuitive, mystical, spiri tual feeling 
Faith is the belief in oneself 
Faith is above 
Within and withoutðitôs all a part of one 

 

ñFaithò 

 
Faith in nature, strength of mind 

Faith is love 
Faith in harvest, brothers, sisters 

Faith is above 
Faith in parents and missionaries 

Faith is the church 
Faith is all kindsð 

Faith is a constant search... 
 

Search to believe in human thingsð 
Of the words of the Bible we sing  

Of the Ten Commandments and more 
Of the abolishment of our worldôs war 

 

ñFaith is Faith in Faithò 
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ñDear Lordò 

 
Dear Lord, I love you  
Thank you for letting me be 
Dear Lord, I love you 
Loneliness  disappears  
when youôre with me 

 
You cover my sorrow  
And make me face my tomorrow  

 
The rainbows in the sky,  

The looking glass of your own eye 
You paint the flowers  
And feed the earth golden showers  

 
And give me peace 
The love you share 

and I must teach  
 
Iôm myself 
Youôre my soul 
I must give  
What you let me know  

 

 
(1943 Picture of Christ I found 

at an Estate Sale in Florida)  




























































































































