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SWEET ALICE 

 

 I came to the suburbs from the city.  I see how people quarrel here.  They quarrel 

over me too.  Now I’m sitting at a bar waiting to be served.  One guy asks if he can buy 

me a drink.  Another guy says: 

 “I saw her first.” 

 And then they begin to fight over me—a fist fight.  I run out of the bar.  And as I’m 

running out I hear someone say— 

 “He’s got a knife!  He’s got a gun!” 

 My apartment happens to be right over the bar.  I run upstairs and run into my 

apartment and lock the door.  I hear a brawl going on as I usually do about twice a 

week. 

 People are now thrown out the bar and continue fighting in the street.  Then 

something happens—the doorbell rings.  Naturally I won’t answer it.  That’s all I need.  

Then comes banging on the door for about five minutes.  Then there is silence.  Thank 

goodness! 

 It is late so I go to bed.  And I fall asleep and have a vivid dream:   

 The sky is blue, blue.  The clouds are fluffy white.  The grass is dark green with 

many beautiful flowers amongst it.  The breeze is sweet with the perfume of the grass 

and flowers.  And there I am all in white—white jeans, white t-shirt, white shawl, and 

white sneakers.  I have a white blanket with me. I spread the blanket down on the grass 

and sit on the blanket.  I am enjoying Mother Nature. 

 Sweet guitar music is coming from somewhere.  I look around but I see no one.  

However, I know I am not alone.  So I lie down on the blanket and just listen to the 

music.  I am in seventh heaven. 

 However, after a while I begin to get hungry.  I sit up and look around.  What can 

I eat?  There is no vegetable garden or fruit trees around.  Now what? 

 Then I hear the sound of horse’s hooves.  And there approaches a horse and a 

man—a white horse with the rider dressed all in white.   

 “Hello,” says the man.  “My name is Gregg.  Would you like some breakfast?” 

 “Hello,” I say.  “My name is Alice and I’d love some breakfast.” 

 “Well, I have here some goat cheese, apricots, orange juice and coffee.  We can 

have breakfast together.” 

 “Wonderful,” I say as Gregg gets off his horse and brings over a bag filled with all 

that delicious food.  We begin to eat. 

 “This is so good,” I say.  “I’m really enjoying breakfast with you.” 

 “I’m glad, Alice.  I’m glad.” 
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 We take our time eating, and when we finish Gregg says, 

 “Alice, I want to play a song that I wrote, just for you.  Let me get my guitar,” says 

Gregg as he gets his guitar from off the horse.” 

 

 “The name of this song is ‘Alice, Sweet Alice.’” 

 He plays and sings: 

 “Alice, sweet Alice 

 You are the girl I love 

 Alice, sweet Alice 

 You were sent from above 

 Alice, sweet Alice 

 I’ll build you a palace 

 A palace, a palace 

 For me and sweet Alice 

 A palace, a palace 

 For me and sweet Alice.” 

 

 “Gregg, that’s beautiful,” I say as I lie down and relax. 

 “Now,” says Gregg, “I will play my drum.  I will get it from my horse.” 

 Gregg starts playing his drum while I am lying down on the blanket. I fall asleep, 

but then I wake up to the drum beat. 

 I open my eyes.  I am on my own bed in my own apartment.  There is that 

banging on the door again.  This time I decide to see who it is.  I get up and answer the 

door. 

 There is a man in front of me dressed all in white. 

 “Hello,” says the man.  “My name is Gregg.  Would you like some breakfast?” 

 “Hello,” I say.  “My name is Alice and I’d love some breakfast.”  

 

 

The End 

 

More to come 
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SYLVIA’S TALE 

 

 Sylvia is eight years old. 

 “Mommy, where’s Uncle Fred?  I can’t find Uncle Fred.” 

 “Sylvia, how did you know Uncle Fred was coming?  How did you know?  I didn’t 

tell you and there’s no one else here.” 

 “An angel told me, Mommy.  An angel from heaven.  He’s coming in his new red 

convertible.” 

 “And how did you know Uncle Fred has a new red convertible?  No one told you 

that either.” 

 “And angel told me, Mommy.  An angel from heaven.” 

 Beep...Beep... 

 “That’s Uncle Fred!” 

 Sylvia runs out of the house and into Uncle Fred’s brand new red convertible” 

 “Uncle Fred—will you marry me?” 

 “Of course, Sylvia—when you grow up.  Now let’s go for a ride in my new car.” 

  Around, around 

  The blocks they go 

  And then to where? 

  No one will know. 

 They then arrive back at Sylvia’s house. 

 “Mommy!  Mommy!” 

 “Sylvia, how was your ride with Uncle Fred?  And why are you crying?” 

 “I’m not crying, Mommy.  I have something in my eye.” 

 “OK, Sylvia.  Let the eye tear and the speck will come out.” 

 “And Sylvia,” continues Sylvia’s mommy, “It’s getting late.  It’s time for you to go 

to bed.” 

 “OK, Mommy.  I’ll get ready for my shower.” 

  The shower she takes 

  Then to bed by and by 

  She then takes a look 

  At the moon in the sky 

 Sylvia looks at the moon, a full moon. 
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 “That’s the same moon Uncle Fred sees,” thinks Sylvia. 

 Then off she goes to sleep. 

  The red car 

  The red car 

  It goes near 

  It goes far 

  The full moon shines 

  On the car 

  A convertible red 

  A convertible car 

  The top is down 

  And there we are 

  Riding around 

  In the red, red car 

  A convertible red 

  A convertible car 

  The top is down 

  And there we are 

  Riding around 

  In the red, red car 

  Where is the dish 

  Where is the spoon 

  And the doggie that laughed 

  At the car over the moon. 

 Sylvia wakes up. 

 “What a dream!”  she says.  “I remember Uncle Fred.  He died when I was 

fourteen years old.  I’m thirty now.  And I remember the red convertible and the wind in 

my hair.” 

 “Are you talking to me?” says Jake.  “Or are you talking to yourself again?” 

 “I’m talking to myself, Jake.  I had a dream about Uncle Fred and his red 

convertible.” 

 “Oh the guy who gave you the finger when you were eight years old.  That 

bastard.  Why are you dreaming about him?” 
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 “Well it was more of a nightmare.  I really loved him till he started fooling around.  

I remember I laughed when he was dying.  I hid my face in a tissue and pretended I was 

crying.” 

 “You never told me that, Sylvia.” 

 “Yeah.  And they wouldn’t let me go to the wake or the funereal.  They said I was 

too young.  Maybe he’s not really dead.  Maybe he’s hiding somewhere ready to attack 

me, Jake—Jake?  Jake?  Jake I’m talking to you.  Where are you? 

 “Oh Sylvia.  Didn’t hear what you were saying.  Have to run.  See you at the 

Italian restaurant for dinner at six.  Bye Sylvia.” 

 “Bye Jake.  See you after work.” 

 “Jake’s an engineer,” says Sylvia to herself.  “At least we have a steady income.  

With my working in a hair salon, you never know.  However, my real love is my painting.  

Would love to sell my paintings.  Have sold a few but that’s it.  However I’ll work on my 

latest painting after my shower.  Maybe I’ll finish it today.  I’ll just rest in bed for a little 

while.  I’m so exhausted.  Didn’t sleep much last night.” 

 “Sylvia.  Sylvia.” 

 “Jake, is that you?  What are you doing in bed with me?  You’re supposed to be 

at work.” 

 “It’s me, Sylvia.  Uncle Fred.” 

 “Uncle Fred!  Uncle Fred!  Let me go!  Stop!  Stop!  You’re hurting me!  I don’t 

want to get pregnant again.  I never want to get pregnant again.  I don’t want to lose 

another baby.  Ow!  Ow!  Uncle Fred you’re hurting me!  Stop!  Stop!  Oh...No don’t 

smoke Uncle Fred.  We don’t smoke in this house... Oh you’re leaving.  Good bye.” 

 “You are coming with me, Sylvia.  You are coming with me.  You are coming with 

me in my red convertible.” 

 “Oh, Uncle Fred, that smoke.  That smoke is making me woozy.” 

 “Come Sylvia.  You are leaving this place forever.  You will be with me forever.  

Come Sylvia.  I will lead you to the car.  Come Sylvia.  Come.” 

 Uncle Fred, I feel so woozy.  I feel like I’m falling.” 

 “Here Sylvia, I’ll help you into the car.  You feel so good.  Your boobs feel so 

good.  Your thighs feel so good.  Wait till we get to our cabin in the woods.” 

 Fred starts driving.   

 “Uncle Fred, put the top down.  I want to feel the wind in my hair.  The wind in my 

hair.  That smoke, it makes me feel woozy.” 

 “You just rest while I drive, Sylvia.  The top stays up.”” 

 “This is just like long ago, Uncle Fred.  Remember we used to drive to the cabin.” 

 “And,” says Uncle Fred, “remember all your boyfriends.  You were very popular.” 
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 “Yes,” says Sylvia.  “And I remember feeling woozy, just like now.  But the boys 

would touch me all over and it would hurt.” 

 “But it won’t hurt anymore, Sylvia,” says Uncle Fred. 

 “Why are we stopping here,” says Sylvia. 

 “I want you to meet my friend, Manny.” 

 “Oh I remember Manny,” says Sylvia. “I remember the smell of whisky on his 

breath when he kissed me.” 

 “Let’s go inside, Sylvia.  I’ll help you out of the car.” 

 They go inside.  Fred waits while Manny goes into the other room with Sylvia.  

Then Fred watches from the doorway. 

 “So good to see you again, Sylvia.  Remember those malteds I used to make for 

you?  Here, I just made one for you now.” 

 “Thanks, Manny.  This is really good.” 

 And so the scene unfolds just as it did so many years ago.  Sometime later Fred 

breaks it up and takes Sylvia back to the car.  They continue on their journey.  Then 

there is Jerry at Jerry’s house.  Then there is Bob at Bob’s house.  Next they arrive at 

the cabin in the woods.   

 “Well we are finally here at the cabin Sylvia.  Sylvia?  Sylvia?  Oh you fell asleep.  

I’ll carry you into the cabin and put you to bed.” 

 The next day Sylvia wakes up with Uncle Fred beside her.  Neither of them have 

any clothes on.  Sylvia gets showered and dressed while Fred sleeps.  She looks for 

food in the refrigerator but there is no food. 

 “Oh Sylvia baby,” says Uncle Fred waking up, “I’ll get washed and dressed and 

we’ll go to the Pancake House for breakfast.” 

 When they are finally ready, they ride, top down, to the Pancake House.  

 “Oh Uncle Fred,” says Sylvia, “this is just like it used to be.” 

 They arrive at the Pancake House and are seated at a table. 

 “Uncle Fred, I want chocolate chip pancakes with maple syrup.” 

 “OK,” says Uncle Fred. 

 When they get the order they devour it. 

 “Uncle Fred, this breakfast is so good.  Can we play miniature golf next?  

Remember I used to beat you almost all the time. 

 “OK Sylvia.  Miniature golf it is.” 

 So, after breakfast they get back in the car. 

 “Off we go Sylvia,” says Uncle Fred putting the top down.  “Off we go to miniature 

golf.” 
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 “Goodie-goodie,” says Sylvia. 

 Five minutes later Fred says, “here we are, Sylvia, miniature golf.” 

 “Goodie-goodie, Uncle Fred.” 

 They get out of the car and go to play miniature golf. 

 “Uncle Fred, this is such fun and I’m beating you again.” 

 One half hour later Sylvia claps her hands jumping up and down.  “I won.  I won.” 

 “Uncle Fred,” says Sylvia, “remember we used to go on cruises all around the 

island?  Can we do that now, please, please, Uncle Fred.” 

 “Of course, Sylvia.  Let’s get in the car and go.” 

 “OK Uncle Fred.  Can we ride with the top down again?” 

 “Of course, Sylvia.” 

 So they get in the car and drive with the top down to the cruise ship. 

 “This is so much fun, Uncle Fred.” 

 “Here we are,” says Uncle Fred about 15 minutes later. 

 They get out of the car, get tickets, and board the ship. 

 “Let’s get seats on top, Uncle Fred, next to the railing.” 

 “Of course, Sylvia.” 

 They find their seats. 

 “These are great seats, Uncle Fred.  Can I sit next to the railing so I can see 

better?” 

 “Of course, Sylvia.” 

 “You don’t mind, Uncle Fred?” 

 “Not at all, Sylvia.  I want you to enjoy yourself.” 

 “Thanks, Uncle Fred.” 

 Sometime later, the boat starts going on the cruise. 

 “Uncle Fred, I’m hungry.” 

 “Do you want a hamburger and French fries, Sylvia?” 

 “OK, Uncle Fred.” 

 “I’ll get it for both of us, Sylvia.  Be right back.” 

 Soon Uncle Fred brings back lunch for the two of them. 

 “It’s so beautiful on the lake here, Uncle Fred, cruising around the island.” 

 “Yes it is, Sylvia.” 

 After the cruise is over they go back to the car. 
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 “I’m tired,” says Sylvia. 

 “We’ll go back to the cabin so you can rest,” says Uncle Fred.  “We’ll ride with the 

top down.” 

 “Goodie-goodie,” says Sylvia. 

 When they get back to the cabin, Sylvia lies down on the bed.  A little while later 

the phone rings.  The phone is right next to Sylvia, so she answers it. 

 “Hello,” says Sylvia. 

 “Hello Sylvia.  This is Don.  Do you remember me?” 

 “I don’t know,” says Sylvia. 

 “Well I remember you Sylvia.  I’m one of your boyfriends and I’d like to see you.” 

 “I’ll have to ask Uncle Fred,” says Sylvia.” 

 “Put him on the phone,” says Don. 

 Sylvia gives the phone to Fred. 

 “Sure Don,” says Fred.  “Come over in an hour.  See you then.  Bye.” 

 Two minutes later Sylvia says, “Uncle Fred, you’re smoking again.” 

 “Just relax, Sylvia.  Just lie on the bed and relax. 

 An hour later Don comes over. 

 “Hello Sylvia,” says Don as he gets on the bed with her. 

 An hour or so passes and Sylvia is fast asleep.  After some time Fred wakes 

Sylvia up. 

 “I brought back a pizza, Sylvia.  Do you want some? 

 “OK,” says Sylvia. 

 After the pizza Sylvia goes back to sleep and doesn’t wake up till the sun comes 

up the next morning.  The next day was a repeat of the day before, the Pancake House, 

miniature golf and the cruise. 

 “This is so much fun,” Sylvia keeps saying. 

 After the cruise they again go back to the cabin.  Sylvia lies down on the bed as 

before.  Then the phone rings.  Sylvia picks it up. 

 “Hello Sylvia, this is Sam.  Do you remember me?” 

 “I don’t know,” says Sylvia.” 

 “Well, Honey, I remember you.  Let me speak to Fred.” 

 “Uncle Fred, Sam wants to speak to you.” 

 “Hi Sam,” says Fred.  “Sure, come over in an hour.  Bye” 

 Fred then lights up a cigarette. 
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 “Relax on the bed,” he says to Sylvia.  One of your boyfriends is coming over—

Sam.” 

 “I don’t think I remember him,” says Sylvia. 

 “Well, he remembers you, Sylvia,” says Fred. 

 About an hour later the doorbell rings. 

 “Hi Sam,” says Fred. 

 “Look at sleeping beauty here,” says Sam seeing Sylvia asleep on the bed. 

 “She’s all yours,” says Fred.  “I’ll just sit here.” 

 Sam leaves about two hours later and then Fred goes out to get a pizza. 

 The next day the same thing transpires—Fred and Sylvia to the Pancake House, 

miniature golf and the cruise.  Afterwards, they again go back to the cabin.  Sylvia again 

lies down on the bed.  The phone rings and Sylvia picks it up.  

 “Hello,” says Sylvia. 

 “Hello Sylvia.  What happened?  It’s 6:15.  You were supposed to meet me at the 

Italian restaurant at 6 o’clock.” 

 “Oh.” 

 

The End 

 

More to Come 
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GENESIS 29 AND 30 

 

 This work refers to the Bible, the Book of Genesis, Chapters 29 and 30.  I am 

telling the story of Leah and Rachel, two sisters, the two wives of Jacob.  Part of this 

story comes from the Bible, part from my own head. 

 There are many quotations in this work, my own and quotations from the Bible.  

In both cases I have used quotation marks.  In order to differentiate between the two, 

the quotations from the Bible are in capital letters: 

 Here I sit, checkbook in hand, and my mind wanders back—back to the days of 

Rachel and Jacob.  There were no checkbooks then; but there were debts to pay, debts 

to pay. 

 Jacob needed Rachel so badly he would do almost anything to have her.  It was 

love at first sight for Jacob, and Rachel was only three years old.  Only three years old, 

only three years old, Rachel was only three years old.  Pure innocence, pure innocence, 

the age of three is pure innocence—too young to be corrupted, but old enough to obey. 

 “I love you, Rachel,” said Jacob at the well, the first time he met Rachael.  “I need 

you.  I must have you.  Will you be mine?  I must have you.  I will run to your father and 

ask his permission.” 

 And off Jacob ran to Rachel’s father, Laban.  And Rachel’s father was also 

Jacob’s uncle, his mother’s brother. 

 “Laban,” said Jacob, “I love Rachel.  What must I do for you for you to give me 

your daughter?  What must I do for you to give me your daughter’s hand in marriage?” 

 And Laban said, “Work for me.  Work for me for seven years, then you can have 

Rachel.” 

 And Jacob worked for seven years. 

 “AND LABAN HAD TWO DAUGHTERS:  THE NAME OF THE ELDER WAS 

LEAH, AND THE NAME OF THE YOUNGER WAS RACHEL.  AND LEAH’S EYES 

WERE TENDER:  BUT RACHEL WAS BEAUTIFUL AND WELL FAVOURED.” 

 Seven years had passed—time for the wedding, time for the feast, time for the 

party, for dancing, music, laughter. 

 “AND JACOB SERVED SEVEN YEARS FOR RACHEL, AND THEY SEEMED 

UNTO HIM BUT A FEW DAYS, FOR THE LOVE HE HAD TO HER.  AND JACOB SAID 

UNTO LABAN, GIVE ME MY WIFE, FOR MY DAYS ARE FULFILLED, THAT I MAY 

GO IN UNTO HER.  AND LABAN GATHERED TOGETHER ALL THE MEN OF THE 

PLACE, AND MADE A FEAST.  AND IT CAME TO PASS IN THE EVENING, THAT HE 

TOOK LEAH HIS DAUGHTER, AND BROUGHT HER TO HIM, AND HE WENT IN 

UNTO HER.  AND LABAN GAVE UNTO HIS DAUGHTER LEAH ZILPAH HIS MAID 

FOR A HANDMAID.  AND IT CAME TO PASS, THAT IN THE MORNING, BEHOLD, IT 

WAS LEAH:  AND HE SAID TO LABAN, WHAT IS THIS THOU HAST DONE UNTO 
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ME?  DID NOT I SERVE THEE FOR RACHEL?  WHEREFORE THEN HAS THOU 

BEGUILED ME?”  

 “You tricked me Laban, you tricked me my dear uncle, you tricked me my 

mother’s brother.  I asked for Rachel and you gave me Leah.  I went to bed with Leah in 

the evening.  I thought it was Rachel.  It was dark; I couldn’t see.  I thought it was 

Racheal.  I told her that I loved her, that I needed her, that I wanted her, that I would 

move heaven and earth for her, that she was my shining star.  And I couldn’t see; it was 

dark.  AND IT CAME TO PASS, THAT IN THE MORNING, BEHOLD IT WAS LEAH.” 

 So Jacob worked another seven years, this time for Rachel.  He kept Leah; he 

worked seven years for her, but he also wanted Rachel.  And Laban gave him Rachel.   

“...AND HE GAVE HIM RACHEL HIS DAUGHTER TO WIFE ALSO.  AND LABAN GIVE 

RACHEL HIS DAUGHTER BILHAH HIS HANDMAID TO BE HER MAID.  AND HE 

WENT IN ALSO UNTO RACHEL, AND HE LOVED RACHEL MORE THAN LEAH, AND 

SERVED WITH HIM YET SEVEN OTHER YEARS.” 

 “AND WHEN THE LORD SAW THAT LEAH WAS HATED, HE OPENED HER 

WOMB; BUT RACHEL WAS BARREN.” 

 And Leah said after a few years and four sons, “I love my children.  I have 

everything I want.  I have my children and they have me.  And my husband will not hate 

me because I have given him sons.” 

 And Rachel saw that she was barren.  And it frightened her.  “My husband loved 

me once, way back at the well.  He loved me for my youth, my beauty, my innocence.  

He loved me because he knew I would obey.  But he will not give me children and he 

blames me.” 

 “AND WHEN RACHEL SAW THAT SHE BORE JACOB NO CHILDREN, 

RACHEL ENVIED HER SISTER; AND SAID UNTO JACOB, GIVE ME CHILDREN, OR 

ELSE I DIE.  AND JACOB’S ANGER WAS KINDLED AGAINST RACHEL:  AND HE 

SAID, AM I IN GOD’S STEAD, WHO HATH WITHHELD FROM THEE THE FRUIT OF 

THE WOMB?” 

 “I must adopt children, Jacob.  I must adopt two sons.  It isn’t fair that my sister 

has children and I don’t. It isn’t fair that you have children with my sister and you don’t 

have children with me.” 

 And Rachel adopted two sons.  She adopted the children of her handmaid.  She 

adopted the children her handmaid had with Jacob.  Rachel adopted two sons. 

 Rachel went to her sister, Leah’s house.  She brought her children with her.  She 

loved her children and she brought them with her.  These children were the bond 

between her children and her.  These children were the bond between Jacob and her 

handmaid. 

 Rachel and Leah were together when Leah’s son, Reuben, brought in the 

mandrakes.  Reuben handed the mandrakes to his mother.  And Rachel said to 

Reuben, “you brought your mother a present; but you didn’t bring anything for your aunt.  
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You didn’t bring anything for me.  Don’t you know what mandrakes are, Reuben?  They 

are fertility plants.  They open the womb of barren women and make their husbands 

love them.” 

 “THEN RACHEL SAID TO LEAH, GIVE ME I PRAY THEE, OF THY SON’S 

MANDRAKES.  AND SHE SAID UNTO HER, IS IT A SMALL MATTER THAT THOU 

HAST TAKEN MY HUSBAND?  AND WOULDEST THOU TAKE AWAY MY SON’S 

MANDRAKES ALSO?  AND RACHEL SAID, THEREFORE HE SHALL LIE WITH THEE 

TONIGHT FOR THY SON’S MANDRAKES.  AND JACOB CAME OUT OF THE FIELD 

IN THE EVENING, AND LEAH WENT OUT TO MEET HIM, AND SAID, THOU MUST 

COME IN UNTO ME; FOR SURELY I HAVE HIRED THEE WITH MY SON’S 

MANDRAKES.  AND HE LAY WITH HER THAT NIGHT.” 

 God smiled upon Leah that night. And He approved.  He approved that Leah was 

sleeping with her husband and rewarded her for it.  He created within her two more 

sons, one after the other. 

 “AND LEAH SAID, GOD HATH ENDOWED ME WITH A GOOD DOWRY; NOW 

WILL MY HUSBAND DWELL WITH ME, BECAUSE I HAVE BORNE HIM SIX 

SONS...AND AFTERWARDS SHE BORE A DAUGHTER.” 

 AND GOD REMEMBERED RACHEL, AND GOD HEARKENED TO HER, AND 

OPENED HER WOMB.  AND SHE CONCEIVED, AND BORE A SON; AND SAID, GOD 

HATH TAKEN AWAY MY REPROACH.  AND SHE CALLED HIS NAME JOSEPH, AND 

SAID, THE LORD SHALL ADD TO ME ANOTHER SON.” 

 

The End 

 

More to come 
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POEMS 

MY FEELINGS 

 

Here I sit 

Pen in hand 

Feeling desolate 

Feeling grand 

 

I’m feeling angry 

But why rage 

I’m no longer a bird 

In a gilded cage 

 

I should be joyful 

I’m free at last 

No longer confined 

As in the past 

But here I sit 

Alone on a limb 

Wondering what 

Will do me in 

 

What is wrong 

With me I say 

I now have everything 

Going my way 

 

I have all 

That I want and more 

I’m free to be me 

With all I’ve wished for 

 

I have my friends 

Fiance and child 

I have time to study 

And time to be wild 

 

I’ll do all that 

I say with a grin 

I’m beginning to realize 

Peace comes from within 

 

Peace comes from within 

And this joy I shall keep 

I’ll laugh and I’ll sing 

And no more shall I weep 

So here I sit 

Pen in hand 

Feeling joyful 

Feeling grand. 
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MY DAUGHTER’S BIRTHDAY 

 

Voila it is your birthday 

What a blessing I have you 

You are my morning star 

And the moonlight bright and true 

And the fluffy white, white clouds 

In the sky so very blue 

You are the dancing daffodils 

With the breezes that blow through 

And everything that’s sweet and good 

Tells me that I love you. 
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MY LIFE—BOOKS I AND II 

 

I had my baby 

So dear to me 

A college degree 

And careers make three 

A bat mitzvah I had 

That was one thing more 

And all together 

I’m finished at four 

Now what I choose to do 

Is go from Book I 

And onto Book II 

Book II, Book II 

I’ll tell to you 

Is to have fun 

That’s true.  That’s true 

Book II, Book II 

I’ll tell to you 

Is to have fun 

And that’s what I do. 
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WHY FRET? 

 

Why fret? 

Where do you get? 

Nowhere fast 

And plenty upset 

Whenever I have 

A bad thought coming on 

I look it straight 

In the face 

And then say 

“Be gone” 

I replace it with 

Sugar and spice 

Love and beauty 

And everything nice 

I replace it with 

Sunshine and flowers 

And sit ‘neath the trees 

For hours and hours 

I now intend 

To live in peace 

With love and beauty 

And my joys will increase. 
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LAUGHTER AND LOVE 

 

What can I do 

I say to you 

Boo Hoo, Boo Hoo, Boo Hoo, Boo Hoo 

Why cry, why fret 

Better yet 

Why be upset, why be upset 

The sun will glow 

On leaves below 

I know, I know, I know, I know 

What do I do 

I say to you 

Be true, be true, be true, be true 

Love and laugh 

Laugh and love 

With the sun from above 

With the sun from above 

The sun shines down 

And all around 

Laughter and love  

Can be found 

The sun shines down 

And all around 

Laughter and love 

Can be found. 
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BE GLAD 

 

I lived with my boyfriend 

Liked it but not a lot 

And I am happy 

That married, we’re not 

However within me 

Our child I had 

But after two months 

Miscarried but was not sad 

We had good times 

We had times that were bad 

But I learned from him a lot 

And of that I am glad 

I learned from him French 

And his customs too 

He was from French Algeria 

But those times are through 

I’ll think of the good times 

And not dwell on the bad 

I want to be peaceful 

I want to be glad. 
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FEATHERS 

 

Bluejay, bluejay 

With feathers fluffy blue 

Are you looking for a mate 

To sing your love songs to? 

 

Cardinal, cardinal 

With feathers fluffy red 

Are you looking for a mate 

With whom to share your bed? 

 

Sparrow, sparrow 

With feathers fluffy brown 

Are you looking for a mate 

With whom to go downtown? 

 

 

 

 

 

The End 


