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A Gift of Joy
This poem was written about the first night we met our first grandchild Ethan.
My daughter wouldn't tell us what she was going to have so through-out the pregnancy
we didn't know whether it was going to be a boy or a girl. One night my son in law
called and told us to come to the hospital right away because... we had a grandson!
Tears filled our eyes because it was so beautiful the way the moon hung directly over the
hospital and lit up the entire sky. The birds were even starting to sing almost like they
too were welcoming our new grandchild to the world.

As we took flight
the moon shone bright,
lighting the way
for this special day.
The road was long,
but full of song
from the birds in the trees
or bumble bees.
With tears in our eyes
we began to cry
at a beautiful sight
that shone so bright
for this special day.
We came a long way;
our gift of joy
was a baby boy.
Thank you! my daughter
for this gift of joy,
now I'm a proud Papa,
to a beautiful boy.

The Past
While sitting around and talking with some friends this poem came into focus.
We talked about being young and the adventures we had along the way.
See, the times are changing... Fast! We were looking into the past.
The past was great,
and so much fun.
Just lying around
and soaking up sun.
It's almost time
to get your first car
and cruise, cruise, cruise!
we're going to go far.
Picking up your friends
along the way,
Then, here we go
to play, play, play.!
Looking around
you'll find your mate,
Settle down
before it's too late.
A new family begins,
and kids on the way.
Things, fly by.
It's very different today.
The kids are getting bigger,
bigger by the day.
Oh! what a joy it is
just watching them play.
See, the times changing,
changing very fast.
Then, you'll find yourself
looking into the past.

Big Brother
This was a very fun poem for me to write.
My daughter and son in law were telling Ethan that he was going to be a big brother.
They showed him pictures of the baby in his mommy's tummy.
“Oh it kicks too. Mommy! I think this baby is small”. Next thing you know time flew by
and we were on our way to the hospital again.
Ethan was so happy when he met his little sister Alexa and it inspired this poem.

Daddy and I have some good news for you
Ethan, your wish is going to come true.
You're going to be
a big brother you see.
Here are some pictures the doctor gave me.
It's mommy's tummy for you to see.
We're not to sure if it's a girl, or a boy.
Maybe, we'll have to buy some new toys.
Mommy's tummy is getting big, fast.
We can feel the baby kick at last.
I see it move around, and around,
without making a sound.
Ethan, daddy has to take mommy to the hospital today;
the baby is on its way.
Mommy, don't worry, and please take care.
Papa and I will buy the baby a new bear.
Look Ethan baby Alexa is finally here.
Oh my, she is such a little dear.
Would you like to hold her and give her a kiss?
It will be awesome to have a baby sis.

Four Generations
This poem is written about the night we met our second grandchild.
Alexa is a fourth generation child which we're very proud of.
On route to the hospital the stars were all dancing in the sky and it was so captivating.
This poem started to take shape.

Italy and England is where
we began our flight.
It was a calm,
Cool, still night.
The stars were dancing
in the sky,
their light flickering
as the clouds floated by.
Three generations have
Graciously gone by.
The fourth one
just gracefully arrived.
A beautiful granddaughter
to all our delight.
What a precious,
Precious, sight
was ALEXA.

My Granddaughter
Alexa is papa's beautiful girl and she's just the sweetest little thing.
While sitting there one day, watching her play. The words to this almost started to flow
out themselves. No matter how much she grows, she'll always be my baby girl.

The room is electrified, when she's there.
Everyone tries not to stare.
Her beauty, will take your breath away.
Oh yes! for many a day.
Her eyes are astoundingly blue,
twinkle and glitter, oh so true.
They send you into a daze
in such a relaxing way.
Her smile is so big, and bright.
It makes your heart pound with delight.
She has a little, dainty nose and ears.
Oh! she is such a dear.
She's just the sweetest little thing.
when you see her, you just want to sing
a song of happiness and joy out loud.
It's like floating on a cloud.
This is the beautiful little girl
that puts my heart in a whirl.
I love her, with all my heart
right from the very start.
Alexa is her name.
And with her came
A lot of love
from the lord above.

Blessed
Driving down the highway sometime around dusk. My son called and told my wife and I
that we now had a new grandson and his name is Errol. In this very moment while
looking around feeling excitement and happiness this poem sparked in my mind.
I feel like we're truly blessed.
As the day fades into night,
time passes like the speed of light
Stars, begin to fill the sky.
An eagle soars, Oh! so high.
The wind was blowing very slight,.
rippling the water oh what a sight.
The leaves on the trees started to dance
and the horses in the barn began to prance.
The arrival of a new baby boy
brings tears, and so much joy.
We have all been truly BLESSED,
what perfection and success.

Life
Sitting outside in a lawn chair while listening to some music I started to drift away to the
song... And drift away I did!
Shaped by the light;
shadows in the night.
Memories of long
drift away in song.
It may be over there
but no one seems to care.
The coming of a thought
may soon be sought.
Lesser of the pain,
accomplished by the gain.
A miracle is there to be,
to set your life free.

Surprise
My son and Meg came over to the house and told us that they were going to need our
help babysitting. We initially thought they wanted us to watch their cat, but to our
surprise, Frankie and Meg said |No, we're going to have a baby”.
Not long ago the doc told Meg she may not be able to have any children, so this came as
a big surprise to all of us.

Good news came at the end of February:
A secret for weeks we had to carry.
A new beginning is about to start
and it's coming right from the heart.
“Dad, we're going to need your help one day
babysitting, if that's okay?”
“Is it Docker you want us to babysit?
The puppies for sure will have a fit.”
“No dad we wonder... maybe.
You and Lisa will be watching our baby.
See, Meg and I are going to have a child.”
“Oh Frankie, That's just wild”.
One, two, then comes three.
We just can't wait to see.
A granddaughter? or grandson?
This is going to be so much fun.

Growing
Watching our grandson growing and doing what he loves to do inspired this poem.
We'd watch him play in the gardens, make roads, pull weeds, you know, all the fun stuff.
Then our daughter tells us there's going to be another one to play soon because a new
baby was on the way and it seemed our family is... growing.

Our grandson is growing so big.
Oh, does he love to dig
in papa's garden. they're so much fun
we play in them in the sun.
While making roads,
chasing the toads,
pulling the weeds,
and digging up nannies seeds
the time has past
just way too fast.
With laughter, and joy,
and too many toys.
My daughter told me today
we'll have another one to play,
and with a new baby on the way
There will be another special day.

The Moon
One wintery night, I was standing beside my pond while the pups were playing in the
snow. The mixture of the way the moon was reflecting on the water majestically and
how the snow was sparkling and shining, they inspired this poem.

The moon shines bright;
it lights up the night.
shadows are out
dancing about.
Big and round,
never a frown.
Smiles with glee
for everyone to see.
The animals play
in the moon light rays.
Snow sparkles, and shines.
it's so divine.
Water is a mirror,
crystal clear.
Reflecting the moon.
daylight will come soon.

At Papa's House
Every Friday night our grandson Ethan would sleep over-at our house. He called this his
special day. (That is 'till there was more grand-kids and he had to share us with them of
course). We'd make pizzas, play games, watch movies, work in the yard, or even help
Nanny with the dishes and it was always lots of fun.
Then came “Ethan, mommy's on her way”

Mommy's going to take me to Papa's house today.
It's Friday, our very special day.
I get to sleep overnight,
and read my books by flashlight.
Nanny and I make pizza for dinner.
Papa says it's a winner.
We clean up the dishes and put them away
and then we get to play.
Maybe we'll watch a movie tonight,
and dim all of the lights,
“Papa, Milo and Otis, I'd like to see.”
“Well Ethan, let's put in the dvd”.
In the morning, we go work in the yard.
It's fun work, it's not too hard.
Papa and I will move the dirt, and mulch too
from the trailer it's fun to do.
After lunch we'll have some fun,
like play baseball in the sun.
“Throw the ball nanny I'll hit it hard”
Oh, look it went in Jack's backyard.
“Ethan, mommy's on her way,
It's time to go home today,
Thank you for visiting Nanny and I,
Next week maybe we'll fly”.

Papa and I
My grandson Ethan liked my poems and wanted to write one with me, so him and I sat
down and started throwing ideas around. “Papa how about we write this, and this, oh and
this” Ethan and I had so much fun.

Papa and I,
are going to play
in the yard
today.
Baseball will be fun.
And soccer too.
Let's go Papa
me and you.
Throw the ball
I'll hit it far.
I'll kick a goal
between the poles.
Papa and I,
have so much fun.
Playing in the yard
in the morning sun.

Best Friends
A neighbour and I bought two puppies who were brothers. I called my puppy Niko and
the other one was named Sammy. Niko came home with me and Sammy went to the
neighbours house. The next night we got together with the pups and when they saw each
other they were so ecstatic, running around, and playing. That was the first time they
were ever separated before so they missed each other. For my neighbour and I nothing
will ever be the same again.

Into our lives the brothers came
and nothing will be the same.
Joy, happiness, smiles, and love.
They are all of the above.

When they see each other they start to prance.
Maybe it's their own little dance.
The house is filled with laughter and smiles
as they start to file
in and out of all the rooms.
Zoom! Zoom! Zoom!
Running here, and running there.
They really don't care.
Going so fast
just how do they last,
the two will wrestle
and then they'll nestle.
Together, on the floor
how can you not adore?
Picture perfect the boys are
Oh that's by far.
You'll have to meet them one day
and I bet you'll say,
The two are real hams
that's Niko and Sam,.

Bear-man
I wrote this poem about a very dear canine friend of mine that passed away.
His name was Bear but I called him Bear man. He used to sneak over to my house all the
time, I would be working in the yard and he would follow me everywhere. I'd get a call
from dad “Bear down there?”, “Yup”, “That's what I thought”.
Bear would hang out for a while before heading back home. He was always so friendly
and gentle, I swear Bear man was a dog that fixed broken hearts.

When you're down and out of sorts,
there was bear to give you support.
He'd look at you and give you that smile
and sit beside you all the while.
His eyes would sparkle when he wanted to play.
He'd run back and fourth all day
fetching the ball, and bringing it back.
Now it's your turn mack.
He comes to you when he's called.
Always there for you if you fall.
Every where you turn he'd be there
that's because he really cared.
Bear was a dog that fixed broken hearts.
He could mend back all the parts.
Just a little smile, and a kiss, it would take,
A smile on your face, Bear would make.
So when you think of me
just smile, you'll see
I smiled for you
Now it's your turn too.
A little pile of fur on the floor
grew up to be so much more.
The ambassador of Crescent Park,
you could tell by his bark.

In a Dream
After having a little nap in the afternoon. I awoke, and gave my head a shake. Anything
can happen...in a dream.

It seems,
I was in a dream.
The things we say and do
they just come out of the blue.
Pop in and out,
running about.
Lost on the way
of what we have to say.
Lightning flashes
over the masses
Of billowing clouds;
the thunder roars loud.
Looking in front, looking behind.
Just what did we find?
What do we have to redeem?
It was just in a dream.

Elements
Just sitting back and wondering about nature and how beautiful it is this poem took
shape.

The wind rustles the leaves on the trees,
rippling the water
out at sea.
Sun, shining so bright
the plants are growing
in it's light
Rain drizzling down from the sky.
Making a rainbow
as the birds fly by.
Snow blankets the ground
as the animals play
without a sound.
Hail falling from the clouds,
hitting the roof
Oh! so loud.
Snow glitters like gold,
as the kids skate.
Yes, it's very cold.
The clouds so white up above,
Taking the shape
of a flying dove.

Saturday Night Live
A group of our friends get together on most Saturdays nights to let our hair down and
party. It's always just way too much fun. One by one we check out the door to the
familiar “See Ya next Saturday Night”

Trixie, Trixie, here we go.
Roy's going to rock and roll.
Rock through the day
in his unique old way.
It's Saturday night
everything's alright,
We're going to party
And eat real hearty.
The dice will come out
and get thrown about.
The music is loud
and we're all in a cloud.
The time goes by fast
I don't think we're going to last.
We start to fade
in our own way.
One by one we check out the door
before we end up on the floor.
Next thing you know we're in bed.
Finished, and nothing else is said.

Saturday Night Live 2
Everyone started to bring the pups along on our Saturday night get-togethers. It was just
more entertainment for all of us anyways but I think the pups had more fun than we did.
It was so funny watching them play together.

Our friends are all here
so have no fear.
We're going to run
and have some fun.
Betty boop chasing the ball,
Jack tearing apart the dolls,
and Bear man playing tug a war
dragging Maggy all over the floor.
The boxing begins
Bandit tries to win
The match over Bear;
Both have a lot of flare.
Can't forget the boys,
they sure love their toys.
Cisco runs and plays,
Wassup chases him most of the day.
They all run around,
Never a frown.
Happy as can be,
First look you'll see.
Saturday Night,
the dogs have in their sight,
They like to get together,
No matter the weather.

Gone
This is a little poem I wrote for the grandkids.
When Papa's not here anymore, think of all the good times we had.
We sure had many didn't we? Sit back and smile like I do thinking about them.

When you grow up
And I'm not here.
Remember the good times
That were so dear.
Wheel-barrowing the dirt
from the trailer was fun.
Squirting papa with the hose
in the hot sun.
Driving the go-carts
Flying in the helicopter and airplanes too.
Going to the stock car races
and the monster trucks they just flew.
So sit back and smile,
think of the past,
Joke, and laugh,
We sure had a blast.

Back In The Day
A reflection of back in the day: from what I can remember the road was long.

Back in the day
we were so far away.
Looking into the dark
from inside the park.
The stars were bright,
so far out of sight.
They twinkled. and flashed.
Oh! the trails did last.
The road was long
as we heard the song.
The band played on
to the crack of dawn.
Up and down,
Around and around.
Sat by the chair
without a care.
Stare into the night
to see the flight
of the blue moon.
It will be gone soon.
As your day comes down,
There's all kinds of sounds
Blasting in your ear.
You have no fear.

My Brother Sam
Niko's brother got very sick and almost died. When I took Niko down to see Sammy it's
like he knew he was sick and silently said “Please be strong”.
After a long road Sammy did recover and Niko was happy to have him back in full
swing. You could just tell by the way he was around Sammy.

My little brother isn't feeling well
I can just tell.
Please be strong
it won't be long.
We'll be able to play
and run all day
around the tree's.
Just wait and see.
So get well soon,
then we'll howl at the moon.
Jump and run,
it'll be a lot of fun,
Dear little brother of mine,
you are so divine.
The best that could ever be;
A special brother to me.
I love you so dear,
this is very clear.
So please get better,
after you read my letter.
LOVE, NIKO

Raven Studios
A friend of mine makes metal art sculptures and these pieces are awesome. Richard also
loves poetry so we traded poems for artwork. Richard is a master in metal art so I just
had to tell his story. You can visit his studio in Virgil ON.

Metal art
made with heart.
The vision is clear;
Have no fear.
It starts out as a scrap
Faucet and tap.
Turns into gold
So precise and bold.
Tall and lean,
Looks so supreme.
Tacked here, and there.
Rods are everywhere.
Unique are the bases,
Happy are the faces.
This is art,
Made from scrap metal parts.
The torch is lit,
and there Richard sits
welding on the caster;
he's the master.

Sharon Ann Lea
I wrote this poem for a very special sister who passed away. She was everything and
more to everyone who knew her and she'll forever be missed.
SHARON ANN LEA
So sweet, kind, and strong.
Has a way to right the wrong.
A special sister, mother, gram, aunt, and friend.
Reliably always there to mend.
Our broken hearts and tears we shed.
Noting everything you've said.
Affectionate, loving, and caring she was.
Nothing stopped her beautiful love.
Now here we are,
releasing the doves.
Let them fly free.
Emotions will be
A happier life, for you and me.

My Wife
I was sitting down one day thinking about my wife, I could have went on forever
because she makes my days and nights so bright.
I have a beautiful wife,
she's a big part of my life.
Her smile is so bright
it can light up the night.
Her kisses are sweet,
they're such a treat.
Hugs are so defined,
like a smooth French wine.
I like to hear her laugh out loud,
it's like dancing on a cloud.
She makes my days and nights so bright.
My love for her is such a delight.
“How did I do honey? Love ya”

