Preview a chapter of your book

I Woke Up This Morning

I woke up this morning

Oh what did I see?

A really old face

Looking back at me.

It looks tired and worn

Worried and pale

I could have sworn

My face was in jail.

It had lines and creases

All over the place

It never ceases

To end that old age race

The race that is won

With wrinkles and creases

The one that is done 

When the wrinkles never ceases.

Oh well what can I say

I will just get up.

Enjoy the new day

And drink another Java cup.

For we can not beat the aging race

We will just have to join it.

We will just have to save our face

Or maybe just ignore it.

Happy aging

The Little Angel

As the little angel

Knelt down to pray

She did not wiggle

She did not sway

Her face was serene

As she knelt on her knees

She thought of the dream 

In her thoughts she said please

She prayed for the man

Who was sick with the 'flu

She prayed for the land

And for the crops that grew

She prayed for the fighting

And the wars to end

She prayed for a little girl reciting

A prayer for her friend

She prayed for us all

To show us Gods love she has found

The love that is perfected for us all

And a love that has no bounds

She prayed for us all

On that very day

She prayed we would not fall

And our lives would be okay

For her prayers were endless 

Just like Gods love

For we have become relentless

In our search, for God above

Our Girls

Our children lived

Our children died

The life they led

Were murdered in lies

Since the day they were born 

They brought us happiness and cheer

Our lives were torn

The day a man drove drunk on beer

"Mommy, I love you",

Were their last words spoken

Words I never knew

Would leave our hearts broken

We will miss their laughter

Their tears and their joys

We will miss, hereafter,

Our grandkids playing with toys

We will miss them both

More than you will ever know

We will miss their growth

They will miss the snow

Not enough words have been spoken

By the remaining survivors

How our hearts were broken 

By one speeding drunk driver

This poem is written is memory of Jeanette, age 9, and Jessica Hill, age 3, killed by a drunk driver on December 26, 1990.  They were my daughters, their father's kids, Cindy's sisters, my mom and dads grandkids and friends to many.  They brought joy and happiness to anyone they came in contact with.  Jeanette was born with a blockage of the windpipe.  She was in and out of the hospital for years.  She had a tracheotomy and she had to be suctioned out frequently.  She eventually learned to talk with her chin on her trachea tube.  Nothing ever held her back.  When she got out of the hospital she crawled for a short time and then she walked.  She never complained.  Her favorite things to wear in the operating room were her cowboy boots her grandfather had given her.  They had to put paper booties on her boots so she could wear them in the operating room.  She was a very loving child and will always hold a special place in my heart.

My daughter Jessica was only three when she died.  Her favorite thing to do was have tricycle races with the other kids in the neighborhood.  She loved her dresses and tights.  She hated to wear pants.  So in the winter we would put on a dress, a pair of tights, socks and then pants, coat, and then her gloves, and then send her outside.  She was an awesome girl who loved to dance and twirl her dresses.

We were poor but to the kids it did not matter.  We all had each other.  Their dad worked wherever he could.  We were all very close.  The wreck ripped my family apart and we have never been the same since.

My daughter, Cindy, and I were in the front seat and her sisters were sleeping in the back seat when we were rear ended by a drunk driver traveling at a speed of 85 miles per hour, while we were stopped to make a left hand turn.  My daughter Cindy saw it all, I was out of it for hours and I woke up in the hospital listening to her talking about something.  I can still hear the screaming sometimes when I am in my quite state of mind and I am thinking of that day.  I try to bury that but it comes back a little at a time.  Cindy, who is a very loving person, has kept me going through all these years of emotional ups and downs.  Although a piece of my life died that day in that wreck I feel that without her I would have not made it as sanely as I have through all these years.  I love you Cindy and I hope that you will always know that.  

We will all miss our two precious little girls.

