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VOLUME INDEX 

 

VOLUME 1 FUN POEMS TO CLAIM YOU WROTE 
 
Successful plagiarists entertain as well as intellectually stimulate their 
audiences. 
 
I will soon celebrate 25 years as a member of the National Speakers 
Association. A popular story in the association recounts an 
inexperienced speaker asking a well know professional speaker, 
"Should you use humor in your presentations?" 
 
To which the famous speaker replied, "Only if you want to get paid." 
 
So, the first volume of poems allows you to have fun while 
plagiarizing one of these poems. 
 
VOLUME 2 LOVE POEMS TO CLAIM YOU WROTE 
 
This volume tends to appeal more to the heart than to the mind. 
 
After all, that's where love resides - in the heart. 
 
Beware. Not all love results in happiness and joy. 
 
Sometimes love can bring pain, sorrow, and hardship. 
 
But if you want to impress your romantic partner, you will find plenty 
of original stuff for you to plagiarize. 
 
VOLUME 3 IMAGINATION POEMS TO CLAIM YOU WROTE 
 
Imagination in poetry includes not only the poet's imagination, but 
also the imagination of the audience. Therefore, successful 
plagiarism of one of the imaginative poems demands timing its use in 
accordance with the mental climate of the audience. 



VOLUME 4 OCCASIONAL POEMS TO CLAIM YOU WROTE 
 
These poems slap at the bastard child of poetry commonly known as 
occasional poetry. 
 
You know, greeting cards. 
 
This volume treats "occasional poetry" not in the sense that 
"occasion" means yearly events (birthday, Christmas, Valentine Day, 
wedding anniversary), but rather "occasion" reflects the classic sense 
of a special or important function or a particular time characterized by 
extraordinary circumstances or activity. 
 
VOLUME 5 SERIOUS POEMS TO CLAIM YOU WROTE 
 
You will occasionally need to impress your readers or your audience 
with a serious poem to prove your intellectual capacity matches your 
creative and imaginative talents. 
 
Be forewarned. Some of these poems get pretty heavy. 
 
VOLUME 6 HAIKU POEMS TO CLAIM YOU WROTE 
 
Haiku poetry is a unique form of poetry that requires imagination, 
creativity, and discipline. 
 
That statement alone should impress you enough to want to 
plagiarize it. 
 
If people think of you as imaginative, creative, and disciplined, what 
more can you ask for. 
 
You are well ahead of the rest of the population in terms of respect 
and admiration. 
But, that, as you will learn, should not be your ultimate goal. 
 
I am setting a new goal for you. 



  

After reading my Haiku poems and their explanations, you should 
want to and will be able to create your own Haiku poems. 
 
Really! 
 
Hey, we’re only talking about three lines of words and 17 syllables. 
 
You could create a Haiku poem in less than five minutes and be 
ready to immediately impress folks with your… imagination, creativity, 
and discipline. 
 
I know you’re skeptical. I know you think I’m crazy. I know you doubt 
that you could do that. 
 
But, I know you can do it. If I can teach seventh graders to create 
brilliant Haiku poems, I can teach you as well. 
  
VOLUME 7 LYRICS TO CLAIM YOU WROTE 
 
The effort, energy, and imagination required to write a poem parallels 
that of writing song lyrics. 
 
Not all poems become song lyrics and not all lyrics translate into 
anything related to poetry. 
 
For example, The Star Spangled Banner was a poem written by 
Francis Scott Key commemorating our country's victory at Fort 
McHenry. 
 
A British composer took Key's words and set them to music. Key's 
poem actually had four stanzas but we only sing the first. 
 
On the other hand, the lyrics to Perry Como's "Bibbidi-Bobbidi-Boo" or 
"Tutti Frutti" by Little Richard or Elvis will never be seen in any 
anthology of long remembered poems. 
 



Who knows? Some day one of my poems may inspire you to write 
your own poems and one of them may become a hit song. 



  

MY SNEAKY ULTERIOR MOTIVE 

Yes, I created “Plagiarism Made Practical – Poems To Claim You 
Wrote” to encourage people to use my poems. 

Yes, I had fun writing the poems and I had fun trying to remember 
why I wrote them. 

Yes, I hope you have fun using them and their explanations.  

But more importantly, Yes, I did have a sneaky ulterior motive. 

With all my heart, I firmly believe that if you start to write your own 
poems, all of your writing will become clearer, more powerful, and 
easier to write. 

Don’t panic. 

I’m not suggesting your turn this into a long, hard, laborious academic 
pursuit 

I am suggesting that after reading and enjoying some of my poems 
and how or why they came about, you will say to yourself, “Hell, I 
could have written something better than that!” 

I truly believe you can. 

Let me share some of the words that light the fuse that flames my 
passion for writing poems. 

Rhythm 
Rhyme 
Stories 
Details 
 

Connections 
Feelings 
Fun 
Imagination 

Purpose 
Audience 
Message  
Style 
Point of View 

 
 



The words in this list contain more words and syllables than some of 
the poems I have written. I’m sure you could add more words to that 
list. 

All of these ideas come together when I allow my senses to wake up 
and pay attention. 

I write about what I see, what I hear, what I feel, what I smell, what I 
taste, what I think, what I dream, or what I hope. 

I take the simple and make it complex. I take the complex and make it 
simple. I take the obvious and question it. 

You can do the same. 

Writing poems is a form of exercise without sweat. 

You can write a poem that rhymes. You can write a poem that doesn’t 
rhyme. 

You can write a poem that tells how you feel, what you think, what 
strikes you as funny. 

As one of Pittsburgh’s famous restaurateurs often said, “Try it. You 
gonna like it.” 

There, see. 

You just read a sentence that makes you think; that makes you 
wonder; that makes you feel; that strikes you as funny. 

What do you think about the spelling of the word, “restaurateurs?” 

Are you wondering if it is spelled correctly? 

How does it feel that you spotted that strange word in a book about 
poems? 

Does that spelling still strike you as being funny? 



  

If any of those questions engaged your brain, congratulations. 

You are going to make a great plagiarist. 

Even better, you are the kind of person with the mind and imagination 
and the instincts to write a poem. 

Now wait. 

You still need to read this and a few other volumes to develop a style 
and to recognize thought triggers. 

Okay.  

Right now! 

Read this volume and then move on to another. 

Happy reading. 

Happy writing. 



THE PORCUPINE IN YOUR BED 
 

Writing a poem means saying something in a way no one else has 
ever said or written something. 
 
I’m guessing many of you have heard newscasters or commentators 
use the phrase, “The elephant in the room.” 
 
That means not wanting to discuss a topic that everyone knows about 
but feels uncomfortable mentioning. 
 
Rather than saying “The elephant in the room,” I choose to say “The 
Porcupine in Your Bed.” 
 
Most people will tell you that they don’t like or understand poetry. 
 
That’s not the porcupine. 
 
As you’ll discover, I am one of the lucky ones who discovered poetry 
at an early age. So, I did not have to sleep with a porcupine. 
 
Here’s what I mean by that. 
 
I firmly believe that to truly understand and appreciate a poem, you 
must read it out loud. You need to use more than your eyes and your 
mind to truly understand and appreciate why the poet wrote that 
poem. 
 
You need to use your ears. Poetry is truly an auditory experience. 
You need to hear the words and phrases create the clear pictures in 
your mind that match the creativity the poet intended you to 
appreciate. 
 
So, the porcupine in the bed is not really the fact most people don’t 
like poetry. 
 



  

The porcupine in the bed is that educators seem to be at a loss for 
how to improve the image of poetry. 
 
Think back to when you were in school. Most of the time, your English 
teachers would tell you to read a poem for homework and then be 
able to discuss the poem the next day in class. 
 
When you went home, did you read the poem to yourself or did you 
read it out loud? 
 
No one ever told me to read a poem out loud. 
 
Test this theory for yourself. Select any poem in this volume or any 
other poem you can think of. 
 
First, read the poem to yourself. Then read it out loud. 
 
Many times when you read a poem to yourself, you are not really 
reading the whole thing. You are skimming, scanning, or maybe even 
speed-reading to get the gist of the poem. 
 
Poetry is not in the gist business. It’s in the entertainment business. 
 
Poets write poems to entertain themselves. And, they hope their 
works entertain others. 
 
They write poems to release ideas and feelings and pictures and 
stories as they hear them or see them or feel them. 
 
Reading the words out loud forces you to take more time to sound out 
the words and to actually feel the effect of those words on your body.  
 
I mentioned before that I was lucky. I got into poetry at an early age. 
 
When I was in fourth grade, I first heard the Hank Williams recording 
of “Just Waitin.” 



I was completely captured on how that song blended words and 
images; rhythm and rhyme; melody and movement. 
 
After listening to that song over and over, I realized Hank was not 
singing a song. He was reciting a poem. 
 
I was hooked. I decided then in fourth grade that I was going to write 
a poem about a different subject using the same rhythm and rhyme 
and let the words and images create the melody and movement. 
 
I’ve been writing poetry ever since. 
 
Some of the poems I created I wrote for me. But many others I wrote 
for others. All the way through grade school and High school, I 
became the “designated poet.” 
 
Any time teachers required their students to write a poem for 
homework, I wrote about half of the poems handed in. Every once in 
a while, the teacher asked my classmates to explain the poem. 
 
That little detail became the inspiration for this book. 
 
Poetry is a method of saying something in a way that no one else has 
ever said it. 
 
Appreciating poetry means saying to yourself,”I never thought of it 
that way!” or “Gee, I wish I said that!” 
 
Now you can say something in a way no one else has ever said it and 
make other people believe that you originated the thought. 
 
For the first time, the “Practical Plagiarist” can now not only claim 
authorship of a poem but can also explain its content and meaning 
the way only the author of the poem could.  
 



  

Now you can impress your romantic partner, your teachers, your 
friends, and even some of your enemies with your ability to create 
poetry. 
 
And, you are now able to dazzle them with an in-depth explanation of 
how and why you wrote the poem. 
 
The content and the format of the book create a Practical Plagiarist’s 
“How-to Guide.” Not only is it a how-to guide, but it is also a “When-to 
Guide.” Timing is as important in poetry as it is in sports, science, and 
show business.  
 
In terms of the how-to format, the book displays the original poem 
immediately followed by the author’s (ergo, your) explanation of the 
work. 
 
In terms of the when-to format, the book contains seven appropriate 
volumes, each displaying a different form or topic and suggestions for 
when to use them. 
 
But remember the porcupine in your bed. Read my poems and yours 
out loud so that you and your readers receive a deeper impact and 
reaction. 
 
Enjoy. 



VOLUME 1 FUN POEMS TO CLAIM YOU WROTE 
 

The easiest way to impress people with your poetry demands that 
you engage and entertain them.  
 
Entertaining them means having fun with your poetry and with your 
audience. 
 
If you give them an entertaining reason for reading more of your 
poems, you stand a better chance of winning your audience’s 
attention to try some of your imaginative poems that make them think.  
 
Your imaginative poems will make them think of or imagine things or 
situations that would not normally be part of their daily routine.   
 
The poems written for fun allow them to relax and let you do all the 
thinking, all the imagining, and all the talking. 
 
 Plagiarizing these poems written for fun ensures your audience does 
not think of you as some long hair hippy, radical kook, or dreamer.  
 
These poems reveal the “real people” quality you possess. 

 



  

MY COWS GLOW IN THE DARK 

 
A farmer's life is a simple life.  
My dogs, my John Deere, and my plows  
A hundred acres of God's good earth  
And twenty-five dairy cows. 
 
Ain't nothin' more excitin 'round here  
Than bringin' in good crops.  
But lately since that one strange night  
The excitement never stops. 
 
All I know is I woke up that night  
When my dogs began to bark.  
Now my farm's the talk of the county  
'Cause my cows glow in the dark! 
I don't know what to make of it.  
My cows glow in the dark!  
 
At night, folks from town 
Drive to my farm and park 
They want to see if they can see  

My cows glow in the dark 
 
Some people think it's the toxic waste  
From down in Potter's Creek.  
Some people think the power plant  
Done sprung a nuclear leak. 
 
Some say the hole in the ozone  
Is suckin' the blood from them. 
Some say its them aliens  
That gave a space ship ride  
To crazy Uncle Clem. 
 
The people stop and say,  



"They's somethin' special in the hay." 
I smile and say "No way.  
I check it every day" 
 
I'm not sure that I know  
What gives them that strange glow.  
This story ain't no lark.  
My cows glow in the dark! 
 
Oh, no, no no, no, no, no, no,  
I ain't puttin' on some fake freak show.  
There is one thing I really know  
The difference is quite stark.  
My cows glow in the dark! 
 
MY COWS GLOW IN THE DARK 

 

I have no idea where this poem came from. 
 
I don't remember what I was thinking, what I saw, or what happened 
that brought these ideas to my head. 
 
Nevertheless, this is one of my favorite poems. 
 
It combines fantasy and reality, mystery and imagery, fun and fright. 
 
It contrasts down-home language with a search for the truth. 
 
That's how you might explain this poem if you plagiarize it. 
 
Your audience will nod their heads in agreement, although they have 
no clue what you just said. 
 
Just like your reaction when you read my explanation. 
 
See. Poetry can be fun. 
 



  

You did see that Fun is the title for Volume 2. 



BOIL MY HAT IN A PUMPKIN STEW 
 

Boil my hat in a pumpkin stew 
Shine my shoes on a flat head screw 
Scrape my back with a worn out knee 
Paint popcorn on a plutonium tree 
 
Eat my shorts with a purple sky 
Clean my teeth with a berry pie 
Count the fish in a telephone pole 
Swallow the earth with a ten-foot hole 
 
Shave an apple with a fluffy cloud 
Take some pictures of a thought that’s loud 
Comb my hair with the raging sea 
Feed my chair with a drunken flea 
 
If you do that, the people can see 
That you are way much crazier than me. 
 

Boil My Hat In A Pumpkin Stew 
 
I told you writing poems can be fun. 
 
This poem is downright silly. 
 
But that’s the point. 
 
Whatever comes into your mind; whatever you see; whatever you 
hear; whatever you smell, whatever you think you heard or saw all 
become subjects for you to have fun and get in a little mental 
exercise. 
 
This poem makes no sense; but who said it had to make sense. Let 
your imagination go wild.  
 



  

I guess you remember that one of the reasons I published this book 
was to invite you to become an instant plagiarist with the hope you 
would eventually write your own poems. 
 
So now, go for it. 
 



DON’T DO NO ANTICIPATIN’ 

 
Don’t do no anticipatin’,  
when it comes to love. 
You just keep your heart awaitin’,  
don’t give love a shove. 
Someday someone will steal your love  
and make your poor heartburn. 
Don’t do no anticipatin’,  
just you wait your turn. 
 
Now listen to me fellows.  
Don’t rush up to that aisle. 
To find the one you really want  
will take a little while. 
Be careful who you choose  
to be your lovin’ wife, 
Or you’ll eat T.V. dinners  
for the rest of your life. 
 
Now girls hear what I tell you,  
beware of that new man, 
He’ll wine and dine and treat you right,  
bring presents now and then. 
But when he’s got you hooked,  
he’ll turn into a grouch 
And you’ll do all the hard work  
while he sleeps on the couch. 
 
Be sure of what you’re doing’,  
look good before you leap. 
Learn all you can about your mate  
before you sink too deep. 
Don’t let those good looks fool you.  
True love comes from within. 



  

When beauty’s only skin deep,  
it gets under your skin. 
 

Don’t Do No Anticipatin’ 
 
I truly did not know what volume this poem fit in. 
 
Indeed, they are the lyrics to a song I wrote. But, I could easily see 
someone insisting this is about LOVE.  
 
Or, maybe it should go in the IMAGINATIVE Volume. 
 
Maybe I should have created an ADVICE Volume. When you 
plagiarize this poem, you become an instant philosopher. 
 
I inserted it into the FUN Volume because I had fun writing it and 
want you to have fun reading it. 
 



MOMMA PUT A SMILE ON MY FACE LAST NIGHT 
 

Momma put a smile  
on my face last night. 
She sure knows what to do  
and she sure does it right. 
She knows she drives me crazy  
when we turn out the lights. 
'Cause momma put a smile  
on my face last night. 
 

Runnin' this old farm  
means lots of chores to do 
Milkin' all the cows  
and mendin' fences too. 
Then long and lonely hours  
up on my old John Deere 
And choppin' and stackin' wood  
or when cold weather's here. 
 

Although the work is hard,  
when the day is done 
Momma sure can cook  
in more ways than one. 
After a great meal, 
comes time for kids and prayers; 
We spend some family bible time  
then hustle them up stairs. 
 

A farmer's life is hard but  
I wouldn't change it if I could. 
Especially when I share it  
with a wife that is so good. 
She knows she drives me crazy  
when we turn out the light. 
'Cause momma put a smile  
on my face last night. 
 



  

Momma Put A Smile On My Face Last Night 
 

For six years, I played drums in a country rock band. 
 
One night, I heard one of the audience members talking to a group of 
guys and guess what he said. 
 
Within five minutes I had this poem-song written on a bar napkin. 
 
So that I won’t be accused of being a male chauvinist pig, I have 
rewritten it so you can plagiarize it if you are a woman. 
 
Poppa Put A Smile On My Face Last Night 
 

Poppa put a smile  
on my face last night. 
He sure knows what to do 
and he sure does it right. 
He knows he drives me crazy  
when we turn out the lights. 
'Cause Poppa put a smile  
on my face last night. 
 
Runnin' this old farm  
means lots of chores to do 
Milkin' all the cows  
and mendin' fences too. 
Then long and lonely hours 
up on his old John Deere 
And choppin' and stackin' wood 
for when cold weather's here. 
 
Although the work is hard,  
when the day is done 
Poppa sure can cook  
in more ways than one. 
After a great meal,  



comes time for kids and prayers; 
We spend some family bible time  
then hustle them up stairs. 
 
A farmer's life is hard 
 but I wouldn't change it if I could. 
Especially when I share it  
with a man that is so good. 
He knows he drives me crazy  
when we turn out the light. 
'Cause Poppa put a smile  
on my face last night. 
 
And again, this could work can appear under the FUN Volume or the 
LYRICS Volume. 



  

HEROES 

Please tell me where my heroes are 
Who protected me when I was young. 
Those cowboys with the shiny boots 
That never smelled of dung. 
 
Those cowboys chased the bad guys 
Over canyons, hills, and flats 
And through it all, amazingly, 
They never lost their hats. 
 
They always had a faithful friend 
And a faithful steed. 
They'd get beat up in bar room fights 
And never, never bleed. 
 
Johnny Mack Brown, Bob Steele and Tex 
Hopalong, Roy and Dale 
Fuzzy Knight, the Cisco Kid and Pancho 
All Ridin' the dusty trail. 
 
Whip Wilson, Randolph Scott, and Joel McRae 
Shared Saturday mornings with the Lone Ranger 
They could always be counted on in the end 
To save the town from danger. 
 
I still remember The Durango Kid, 
Gene Autry with Smiley Burnette 
Or Pat Buttram by his side. 
These are heroes I won't forget. 

"Gabby" Hayes, Andy Devine, and Tonto  
Side kicks that were all true  
Rex Allen, Monte Hale, and Tom Mix  
And my favorite, Lash La Rue. 



HEROES 

Eleven cents, a box of Black Crows, and the seat in the front row and 
I rode along as my heroes chased bad guys across the old west. 
 
This poem is my tribute to all of these heroes who entertained me on 
Friday nights and Saturday afternoons when I was trying to enter my 
teens. 
 
That's right! Eleven cents to get into the Rex, the Family, or the State 
Theater to see my favorite cowboy movies. 
 
And for my eleven cents, I also got at least one cartoon, sometimes 
two or three, and a new chapter in the serial movies of Superman or 
Flash Gordon.  
 
I still remember the names and faces of all the cowboys mentioned in 
this poem. 
 
And if I try hard enough, I can remember the names of their horses, 
dogs, and jeeps.  
 
My, how times have changed. I'm still not sure for the better. 
 
Yes, I knew the names of all these characters and I also knew the 
lyrics to most of the popular songs in the '50s and '60s. 
 
But, at least I also knew the eight parts of speech, could conjugate a 
verb, identify the first capital of the United States and tell you the 
governor of my state. 
 
I even knew who is buried in Grant's Tomb. 
 
What do kids know now? 



  

BALLAD 

I sit and ponder here tonight, 
Tomorrow it is due. 
A ballad I must hand Miss Smith, 
Or else she’ll say, “You’re through.” 
 
Oh, woe is me, I’m lost for words, 
A poet I am not 
If I don’t hand a ballad in, 
I’ll sure be on the spot. 
 
If I could only get a start, 
I’m sure I’d see the light. 
“Oh Ma, please put the coffee on, 
For I’ll be here all night.” 

BALLAD 

BALLAD is the first of six ballads found in various volumes.  (See also 
NIGHTLY PRAYER, CLASS SONG, WISE WORDS, TASK and, 
JUSTICE.) 
 
When I was in high school, several English teachers required 
students to write a ballad. 
 
BALLAD was the ballad that I submitted. 
 
Obviously, Miss Smith was the name of my senior class English 
teacher who required the work. Actually, BALLAD is a mild parody of 
the ballad form. 
 
Traditionally, ballads were popular before formal written history to 
record historic events, popularize folk heroes, and detail current 
events. 
 



Ballads were a simple, rhythmic form that were easy to write, easy to 
remember, and more often than not, put to music for the sake of 
memory and interest. 
 
In a very tongue in cheek fashion, BALLAD tells of a heroic deed (by 
the author) of the difficult task of writing a ballad, pitted our hero 
against the fierce enemy (Miss Smith), and records how he’s going to 
succeed (a pot of coffee, and staying up all night). 



  

THE HERO 

 
Listen my friends and you shall hear 
Of the afternoon ride of Paul Chandaleer. 
The wind, it was blowing,  
the snow flakes came down, 
When Paul hopped in his Chevy  
and headed for town. 
 
His windshield was covered  
with three feet of snow. 
Because of this hindrance,  
his progress was slow. 
He bravely pushed forward.  
His mission was clear. 
A lot of people depended  
on Paul Chandaleer. 
 
At the end of his journey,  
his friends gathered 'round. 
No happier people  
could ever be found. 
“Cause Paul was the hero  
of this happy bunch. 
For he was the office boy  
who brought them their lunch. 

THE HERO 

When I was a Freshman in high school, I loved the poem, “Paul 
Revere’s Ride” by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow. 
 
I loved it because our teacher made the class part of that time in 
history. 
 



She spent time telling us about the environment in which Longfellow 
lived and the political and civil upheavals taking place in the colonies 
and in Boston. 
 
She brought in maps of the Boston area and showed us where all of 
the events were happening. She shared pictures of the Old North 
Church and the British Man o’ War, the Somerset. 
 
She brought history to life. 
 
Many years later, when I became a member of the corporate 
workforce, I got silly one day and, remembering “Paul Revere’s Ride,” 
I updated the idea of a “heroic” ride by a fictional character. 
Now, let me get technical on you. 
 
The poem is an obvious parody of Longfellow’s original poem. 
 
But, the poem displays a very useful writing technique called 
comparison and contrast. 
 
When does Paul Revere take his famous ride? 
 
Midnight. 
 
When does Paul Chandaleer take his ride? 
 
Afternoon. 
 
What means of transportation does Paul Revere use? 
 
A Horse. 
 
What means of transportation does Paul Chandaleer use? 
 

His Chevy. 
 
What was Paul Revere’s mission? 



  

 
Warn the colonists that the British were coming. 
 
What was Paul Chandaleer’s mission? 
 
Pick up take-out lunches. 
 
What was Paul Revere’s occupation? 
 
Famous coppersmith craftsman. 
 
What was Paul Chandaleer's occupation? 
 
Office worker. 
 
Okay, all you PC Police. This is literature, not politics. 
 
My goal in writing this poem was not to create a literary masterpiece. I 
can hear some of you saying, “You got that right.” 
 
Indeed, my goal was to have fun with words and ideas and rhyme. 
 
I did it for entertainment. I did it as a mental break from the pressures 
of the day. 
 
After you have read a few more poems, I hope you try my mental 
therapy. 
 
Start small and watch your world expand. 
 
 



WISE WORDS 

An egg sat on a large brick wall 
To watch the girls go by. 
Then there passed a pretty one,  
Who quickly caught his eye. 
 
His head went in a spinning whirl,  
His heart began to beat; 
And as this girl walked by him there.   
This poor egg lost his seat. 
 
He then came tumbling to the ground,  
He landed with a THUD. 
His head was cracked on every side.  
He was a pool of blood. 
 
This story was for you, my friend,  
To keep you on the ball. 
Never look at any girls,  
While sitting on a wall. 

WISE WORDS 

When I present a keynote speech or a workshop on writing, I often tell 
the audience that I’m a “Whys” person.  
 

That means I like to ask the question, “why.” 
 

“Why do so many people struggle with writing?” 
 

“Why would anyone want to type the seven letters of the word, 
“utilize” when all they have to type is the three letters of “use.”? 
 

“Why can’t you start a sentence with the word, “because”? 
 

I wrote WISE WORDS during a time when I referred to nursery 
rhymes in a discussion of poetry.  



  

 

I became a “Whys” guy when I questioned why Humpty Dumpty was 
sitting on a wall. 
 

WISE WORDS became my explanation for his motives. 
 

Now For the real story 
 

In my senior year of high school, Miss Smith, whom you met in the 
poem BALLAD, required her students to write a ballad for homework. 
 
My old friend Archie needed help. 
 

I wrote WISE WORDS in about five minutes so that Archie had a 
poem to hand in.  
 

Unfortunately, Miss Smith gave Archie an “F” for the assignment. She 
obviously did not believe Archie was capable of creating a work in 
near-perfect ballad form. 
 

I say “near-perfect” because I made sure the first and third verses did 
not “officially” conform to true ballad form. 
 

I thought she might give him a “C” or a “D” because it was not perfect 
form. But an “F!” That hurt. 



OUR PRINCIPAL CAME FORTH AND SAID 

Our principal came forth and said, 
“We’ve many things to do. 
If we can settle them right now, 
Our meetings will be few. 
Another thing that I must say: 
Make sure you’re here on time. 
You must be here by ten to eight, 
But eight o’clock is fine. 
 
The cleaning ladies are quite mad. 
We use our boards too much. 
The dust we cause is really bad 
For their soft hands to touch 
Your white tile floors are all scuffed up, 
So warn your students, please, 
That we will not clean up their mess 
On our poor hands and knees. 
 
And tell those kids who smoke in the lavs 
To butt their smokes just right. 
And please don’t throw them into the johns. 
It makes them hard to light. 
And furthermore please frisk your kids 
Before they dump their loads, 
‘Cause oranges and sandwiches 
They flush down the commodes. 
 
Before the meeting is adjourned, 
There’s one more thing to say. 
Go forth and be creative. 
Don’t let them ruin your day. 

OUR PRINCIPAL CAME FORTH AND SAID 



  

OUR PRINCIPAL CAME FORTH AND SAID is a poem I wrote the 
year I left teaching. 
 
I wrote it to have fun with the teachers and the administration. 
 
Plagiarists, who are high school or college students, can have fun 
finding out that teachers and administrators are fun people at times. 
 
Teachers, who appreciate poems about and for teachers, can relate 
to this poem and even post it in the teachers lounge. 



LITTLE BIRD 

I heard a little bird 
Without a single word 
Speak volumes that stirred 
Me with joy and wonder. 

I listened and I learned  
As my mind was quickly turned 
To the gift I had not earned 
From this source of muted thunder 

LITTLE BIRD 

Right now. Go. 
 
E-mail this to everyone on your list. 
 
Don’t comment on it. Don’t highlight or bold it. 
 
Just e-mail it. 
 
It’s cute and your friends will like it, especially if they think you wrote 
it. 
 
If they do question you on the poem, they will be amazed at your 
response. 
 
Explain to them that you were sitting in your backyard or on your 
porch or simply walking down the street when you heard a bird  
communicating with other birds. 
 
Notice your clever observation that the bird was communicating. 
You thought that even though the bird used sounds rather than 
words, it still is sending a message to other birds. 
 
Then, dazzle them with this brilliant piece of information. 



  

 
Tell them that, somehow, you remembered a poem you studied in 
school and you simply repeated the rhyme and rhythm of that poem 
automatically in describing your impressions of that bird. 
 
Ask them if they ever heard of a poem with the rhyming pattern: 
AAAB 
CCCB 
 
Tell them that you’d love to find out what poem with that rhyming 
pattern you learned in school. 



ARE YOU LISTENING? 

The Word unheard 
Can lead to the absurd 
Or an idea blurred 
And some feelings stirred. 

ARE YOU LISTENING? 

Okay. So I had a few rhyming words left over from the last poem and 
decided to lecture you on your Listening Skills. 



  

YIKES!!! 

I stand before you filled with fear. 
I can’t remember why I’m here. 
My legs are wobbly; they feel so weak. 
Why did I ever volunteer to speak! 

I know that you’ll make fun of me. 
You’ll laugh and think I’m dumb. 
You’ll ask me questions and then I know 
My brain will go completely numb. 

Oh God! I can’t breathe. 
I think I’m about to faint. 
I don’t belong up here. 
Tony Robbins, I ain’t. 

Now wait! Al told me things to do. 
He said my thoughts had value for you. 
He said if I paused or if I tripped, 
As Mike McKinley’s father said, 
“Nobody knows your script.” 

Al said I know my stuff so well. 
He said I have great stuff to tell. 
You’re here because you’re a friendly bunch. 
You’re really not here to eat my lunch. 
You ask me here because what I know 
Will help you and your business grow. 

So just relax and talk to friends. 
Enjoy as words and movement blends 
Into a masterpiece of spoken gold 
With truths and stories that must be told. 
 

YIKES!!! 



This poem could appear in either the FUN volume or the 
OCCASIONAL volume. 

I placed it in the FUN volume because I had fun writing it and I 
wanted my readers to have fun reading it. 

I wrote this poem as the final teachable moment for my Presentation 
Skills workshops. 

I wanted the participants to remember some of the tips I offered 
during the workshop while reading the poem. 

The poem can also fall into the OCCASIONAL category because 
speaking in front of a group is truly an occasion. 

And, it can become a frightful occasion for some. 

I have read that speaking in front of a group is the number one fear in 
our country. 

If you are one of those folks who fear and hate to speak in front of a 
group, read this poem several times as you prepare your presentation 
and a few times right before. This just might get you mind off your 
fear and encourage you to enjoy the experience. 

On the other hand, if you know someone who fears speaking and has 
to address a group, take this occasion to offer some friendly advice. 



  

VOLUME 2  LOVE POEMS TO CLAIM YOU WRITE 
 

If you were fortunate enough to extend your education to at least the 
fourth grade, you already realize that love provides extremely fertile 
ground for the prospective poet. 
 

Love poetry is probably the most widely read and discussed poetry 
simply because it is the easiest for teachers to teach and for students 
to learn and understand. 
 

The poetry of the old masters is great to use for academic purposes. 
 

The love poetry you will find in this chapter allows Practical Plagiarists 
to use these love poems for two totally different purposes.   
 

The first use for the poems in this Volume is to impress your romantic 
mate with how much love you have for that person.   
 

The second purpose is to express the pain of love unfulfilled. Not all 
love ends in happiness. 
 

This volume contains poems that express true love and lost love. 



I NEVER STOPPED LOVING YOU 
 

I’ve seen the sun rise and set on Waikiki 
I’m heard a glacier die into the sea 
I’ve seen the Golden Gate Bridge  
spread its wings across the bay 
I’ve been in LA airport  
when it began to sway 
 
I’ve seen the windmills in Holland  
stand guard over the fields of flowers  
And I was lucky enough to have visited  
the original Twin Towers 
I’ve been a mayor of a Texas town 
I’ve even been a rodeo clown 
 
I’ve made millions buying and selling land 
But started playing bass drum  
in the Salvation Army band 
I’ve walked a tightrope for a circus’ farewell tour 
And I did the same on Wall Street  
and wound up poor 
 
I have always strived for things beyond my reach 
And I’ve learned lessons  
that no school could ever teach 
I’ve seen three presidents lie  
and even one die on TV 
I’ve seen politicians change their minds  
and constituencies 
 
I swam the English Channel once or twice 
And I beat the odds in Vegas rolling dice 
I skied from Vail to Switzerland 
And spent some evenings sleeping  
on Atlantic City sand 



  

 
But I never touched the rock of Gibraltar 
I never prayed at another’s altar 
I never wondered why the sky was blue,  
And I never stopped loving you 
 
I never let “can’t be done” define what I could do 
That’s why I never stopped loving you 
I’ve met a lot of people, and even admired a few 
But I never stopped loving you 
I’ve seen and done all a man can do 
But I never stopped loving you 
 
I NEVER STOPPED LOVING YOU 
 
This poem appears in the Love Poems volume for a lot of reasons. 
 
The message is a simple, direct, and appropriate message about 
love. 
 
I Never Stopped Loving You. 
 
However, I struggled to justify putting it in this volume. 
 
It could actually fit nicely into the Imaginative volume. 
 
Think about this. 
 
Is this a poem about a real person in real situations? 
 
Is living out this poem even possible? 
 
I believe very few people have ever experienced every situation 
mentioned in this poem. 
 
Is this person talking to someone who is still alive or does this poem 
serve as a confession of unfulfilled love to someone who has left us. 



 
Here’s a thought to ponder. 
Is the person speaking a man or a woman? 
 
Can you imagine sitting in a softly lit room holding a glass of wine with 
soft, relaxing music playing in the background and you slowly reciting 
this poem to the person you love? 
 
Whether this is a Love poem or an Imaginative poem, you, the author, 
use the hyperbole (exaggeration for the purpose of emphasis) as the 
main vehicle to get your message across. 
 
If this poem does not work for either of you as a Love poem or a 
display of your Imagination, quickly turn it into a FUN experience. 
 
If you see that the person you are trying to influence is not on the 
same wavelength, turn the whole thing around and say, “Can you 
imagine anyone ever living through all those experiences? I mean - 
that would take three life times!” 
 
Then deny you wrote it and suggest that you found this poem in a 
travel magazine. 
 
Ah. Come on. Let your imagination run free for just a little while. 



  

LOVE CONQUERS ALL 

For my fifth birthday, I got a great surprise.  
And a memory that's lasted now for years.  
I got the friendship and the love  
Of a puppy with long, floppy ears. 
 
I thought I knew everything back in my teens.  
The world was there for me to take. 
I found I knew nothing about what love means  
I thought love was for my own sake. 
 
And when we got married,  
I thought that we had found love.  
We were so happy back then. 
But then came the children to love and think of 
So love had a new meaning again. 
 
Then when that illness nearly took you away,  
I was so scared that I cried.  
That's when our pastor taught us to pray  
You pulled through with God's love by your side. 
 
Love isn't blind and love isn't lust.  
And love isn't part of the fall.  
'Cause love's in your mind  
And love's built on trust.  
And when it's real, 
Love conquers all. 
 
LOVE CONQUERS ALL 
 
This poem is just what the world needs - another poem about love. 
 
I Googled the phrase, "definition of love" and Google returned 
32,500,000 entries. 



I also Googled the phrase, "definition of true love" and Google 
returned 74, 500,000 entries. 
 
Let's make Google happy and make that 74,500,001 entries. 
 
I'm not sure whether we should consider this work, a poem or lyrics to 
be set to music.  
 
You can decide. 
 
I guess you can call this work a progression poem. 
 
We start with the love we have for a new puppy and then the love that 
is returned by the puppy. 
 
We then move from one type of puppy love to another. 
 
That type of puppy love is the kind of love we experience when we fall 
in love in our teens. 
 
Then we find what we believe is true love with the person we marry. 
 
We then expand our definition of love to the love we have for our 
children. 
 
No discussion of love is complete without mentioning the love we 
have for our God and the love our God has for us. 
 
Before we leave the discussion of love, we have to mention what love 
is Not. 
 
And finally, we end with the result of love - that is, love Conquers All. 



  

THE CREATION 

One day a young man took a walk through town. 
And as he walked, he looked around. 
And looking around he saw all the happy couples. 
And all the romance and love. 
 
He saw all the couples walking hand-in-hand 
And the expressions of joy and warmth in their faces. 
And as he looked around and he saw all these things, 
He said to himself, “I’m lonely.” 
 
Yes, he said to himself 
“I’m lonely, I think I’ll find a girl for me.” 
But then he thought to himself, “I’m particular- 
I want a certain kind of girl - can I find her?” 
 
He said to himself, “I need a girl who can love me 
The way I’m going to love her. 
She has to be neat and sweet and intelligent; 
She has to treat me the way I’m going to treat her. 
 
When I find this girl, I’m going to love her 
With all my might, 
And I’m going to pray to God that I get stronger by the day. 
She’s going to do little things for me 
Like I’m going to do for her. 
 
Of course, most, not even half, of the little things 
I’ll do for her will she consider an act of love, 
But, deep inside, I’ll know I’m doing them, 
Sacrificing something little, to love her in a big way. 
These little things I’ll do for her, 
Not expecting any return. 
 
But maybe as a reward 
She may recognize one of my little acts of love 



And just maybe she’ll reward me by thrilling me 
By some little act of love 
Which only she will be able to bestow on me.” 
 
So this lad looked around and looked around 
And he found this girl. 
As a matter of fact, he found more than “this girl.” 
He found many to fit his dream. 
But none could love him long and soon left him, 
So he said to himself, “I’m lonely.” 
 
But then one day the heavens opened up and God smiled, 
And this smile filled the heart of the young lass, 
And God gave this lass to the lonely lad, 
And God smiled down and said, “That’s Good!” 
Now, I’m that lad and you’re my lass 
And until the day I die, I won’t deny 
If you ever leave me, once more I’ll say 
“I’m Lonely.” 
 
THE CREATION 
 
The poem THE CREATION that appears in this book is a very 
humble attempt to imitate two other poems or two other pieces of 
literature that dealt with THE CREATION. 
 
The first is obviously the Book of Genesis which is the first book of 
the Bible. Genesis describes the creation of earth and the creation of 
man. 
 
The second piece of literature that inspired this work is THE 
CREATION by James Weldon Johnson. 
 
The historical account of the creation of man and the world, in the first 
book of Genesis is outstanding for both its literary, as well as its 
religious value. 
 



  

THE CREATION by James Weldon Johnson is an outstanding piece 
of literature. 
 
The subject matter in Genesis and in the poem by James Weldon 
Johnson is the same. They both deal with the creation of earth and 
the creation of man. 
 
In total deference to these two incomparable pieces of literature, I 
shall not attempt to compare the creation that appears in this book 
with either of these two works. 
 
THE CREATION that you, the Practical Plagiarists, will claim 
authorship to is a romantic poem.  
 
This poem does not deal with the creation of earth or of man, but 
rather it is an attempt to imitate the style of Genesis in creating a love 
poem. 
 
THE CREATION is a love poem because the author tries to tell the 
girl he loves how important her love is. 



YOU 

Your light brown hair 
Your star-bright eyes 
Your warm embrace 
Your tender sighs 
 
Your loving ways 
Your precious kiss 
The way you fill 
My heart with bliss 
 
Your angel’s touch 
Your happy smile 
Your pleasant voice 
Your tempting style 
 
All make my life 
A real thrill 
‘Cause I’m your Jack 
And you’re my Jill 
 
YOU 
 
YOU. A good subject for a poem!  
  
Pick some one you like or love or enjoy and treat that person to a 
poem that describes how you feel about that person.  
 
In the first line, you can change the words “light brown” to other two-
syllable words or descriptions of the person’s hair. 
 
For example, “auburn,” “jet black,” “deep red,” ”light blonde,” or “lack 
of” can be substituted for “light brown.’ 
 
As written, this poem implies a male reciting to a female. 
  For a female reciting to a male, change the last four lines to read: 



  

All make my life 
A joy to live 
Because you have 
So much to give. 



IF I WASN’T MEANT FOR YOU 

If I wasn’t meant for you, 
Fruit wasn’t meant for the tree. 
Fish weren’t meant for the sea. 
The bird wasn’t meant for the sky. 
The tear wasn’t meant for the eye. 
If I wasn’t meant for you, 
Rain wasn’t meant for the land. 
A ring wasn’t meant for the hand. 
The groom wasn’t meant for the bride. 
The shore wasn’t meant for the tide. 
If I wasn’t meant for you, 
The earth wasn’t meant for the rose. 
Kids aren’t glad when it snows. 
Stars weren’t meant for the night. 
The sun wasn’t meant to be bright. 
The morn wasn’t made for the dew. 
If I wasn’t made for you. 
 
IF I WASN’T MEANT FOR YOU 
 
How many times has your romantic partner very seriously looked at 
you and said, “you’re too good for me.” 
 
What a perfect lead in for the poem IF I WASN’T MEANT FOR YOU! 
 
If you’re a bubbly, young teenager just at the time when dating and 
getting serious with romantic partners begins to play an important part 
of your maturing experiences, you are in luck. 
 
You should be able to use this poem at least half a dozen times in the 
next couple of years. 
 
Believe me, sooner or later, that special someone you are sitting with 
your arm around, is going to very somberly and seriously turn to you 
and say, “You’re too good for me.” 



  

If you happen to be of the antique group over twenty five, I guess the 
best I can offer you with this poem is a memory of what it was like 
back in the good old days. 



MEASURE OF LOVE 

Count the leaves on the summer trees 
Count the fish in the Seven Seas 
Count the stars on a clear moonlit night 
Count the birds in their daily flight 
Count the tears shed for untrue love 
Count the clouds in the heavens above 
.Count the flowers in splendid array 
Count the words that are said each day 
Count the trees in the forest so green 
Count the angels in God’s kingdom supreme 
Count the dead soldiers of all the wars 
Count the grains of sand on the blue ocean shores 
Count the people since Adam and Eve’s fall 
Count all the kids who play baseball 
 
Multiply by infinity, and you will get 
The amount of love I have for you, my pet 
 
MEASURE OF LOVE 
 
MEASURE OF LOVE is one of those poems you read slowly and 
romantically to your lover while sitting under a tall, shady tree during 
the late spring, early summer, or early fall. 
 
Immediately after reading it, pause for a few seconds to let the 
brilliance of your poetic mind linger and then immediately jump up 
and shout “Hey, look over there, a deer! (or a bear or a flying saucer!) 
 
Say anything, just as long as you distract your lover’s attention away 
from the words and meaning of the poem. 
 
While listening to you recite the poem, your lover will be completely 
enthralled at how much the words are saying you love that person. 
 



  

The danger in letting your lover ponder too much or too long on the 
words is that the poem really says nothing at all. 
 
I mean, how much true love can you relate to by adding up leaves 
and fish and flowers and sand? 



NIGHTLY PRAYER 

Each night before I close my eyes, 
I kneel and say a prayer; 
I ask the Lord above to bless 
The precious love we share. 
I tell Him that I love you so, 
And will throughout the years; 
I ask Him to deliver us 
Through happiness and tears. 
I beg Him to watch over you 
And keep you safe each day; 
I beg Him to keep your heart true 
To me in every way. 
More than the world I need your love 
To guide me through the night; 
I need your lips to keep me warm, 
Your arms to hold me tight. 
I know the Lord hears every prayer, 
And blesses us each day, 
Because the love that we two share 
Is true in every way. 
 
NIGHTLY PRAYER 
 
Ah. Come on. Do I really have to explain this one? 
 
If you love someone and you know that person truly loves you, try 
this. 
 
Mail this poem (not e-mail) on some nice stationary along with a 
flower petal or a photo of the two of you together at your favorite 
place. 
 
Then sit back and wait for the love and adulation. 



  

DO BOYS CRY? 

You ask me many times 
Why boys don’t cry. 
When their hearts are breaking, 
Their eyes are dry. 
Are they ashamed? 
Or are they too proud? 
How could they be blamed 
For crying aloud? 
As for other boys 
I cannot say, 
But I know that I 
Will cry some day. 
My love for you 
Is too strong to die. 
That’s why I know 
Someday I’ll cry. 
New love you’ll find, 
You’ll say good-bye. 
That night in bed, 
I know I’ll cry. 
 
DO BOYS CRY? 
 
O.K. guys, you’ve put on the Macho Act long enough. 
 
She’s impressed with the size of your muscles, the pearly white teeth 
that were never breeched by an opponent’s knuckles, the hair-raising 
speeds you get out your ‘62 Volkswagen Beatle.  
 
Now show her the human side of that big tender heart of yours. 
 
Believe me guys, more than the macho act, this will weaken even the 
toughest of the female species. 
 



If you really want to make it believable, try a little bit of “magic” on her. 
 
The magic or should I say “sleight of hand” involves distracting her 
momentarily after you have read the poem. 
 
In this moment of distraction, quickly moisten your little finger on your 
tongue, then quickly dab it on the out side corner of one of your eyes. 
 
Then turn slowly and meekly so that light will reflect on the moisture 
in the corner of your eye. - Very effective! 
 
The next move is hers, not yours. 



  

THE OTHER GUY 

He loves my wife almost as much as I do, 
And I know that she feels true love for him. 
This love affair’s been going on for some time; 
The chance she’ll forget him are quite slim. 
 
He does so many things that make her happy. 
She thinks about him every single day; 
I know that he will love her for a lifetime, 
Her love for him will never fade away. 
 
He’s got a build that makes the girls all love him; 
They can’t resist his flashing big brown eyes. 
He’s big and strong, yet gentle and thoughtful; 
He’s got the traits that women idolize. 
 
But I’m not very jealous of this new man 
‘Cause in my wife’s mind I’m still number one. 
This love affair is really no big secret. 
The other guy I’m proud to say’s my son. 
 
THE OTHER GUY 
 
Hopefully, among the ranks of the modern day plagiarist, fathers with 
sons are desperately searching for that single flash of genius that can 
be used to impress both his wife and his son (sons) at the same time. 
 
Forsooth, want not. 
 
Thy time has come! 
 
Warning! 
 
If you intend to plagiarize this poem, be sure the color of your son’s 
eyes match the adjective used in the poem. 



Because most adjectives that describe the color of eyes are single 
syllable words (blue, brown, green) substitution is quite simple. 
 
Two syllable descriptions require dropping the adjective “big” and 
substituting two syllable descriptions like, “hazel,” “light green,” 
“tempting.” or “blood shot.” 



  

ROOFTOPS 

I sit and look at rooftops; 
I hear the cold wind blow. 
This window knows my trouble; 
I have no place to go. 
I see you walk the rooftops. 
The wind whispers your name. 
Your love is like this window, 
Another stole the flame. 
I cannot touch those rooftops. 
The wind I’ll never feel. 
I see right through this window. 
My loss I can’t conceal. 
Now shadows drape the rooftops; 
The wind has brought the night. 
I will not leave this window; 
I’ve lost the will to fight. 
 
ROOFTOPS 
 
WARNING! 
 
THE PRECEDING POEM IS DESIGNED FOR THE ADVANCED 
PLAGIARIST ONLY! BEGINNING AND INTERMEDIATE 
PLAGIARISTS PROCEED TO NEXT POEM. 
 
Rooftops is an artistically designed parallel creation. Of and by itself, 
the words of the poem have a powerful dramatic, real effect on those 
who have experienced love that has died. 
 
The words are carefully selected to create a vivid picture in the 
reader’s mind of someone sitting by a window staring or daydreaming 
into the night.  
 
The words draw upon the senses to help the reader feel and 
understand and appreciate the pain that is associated with this poem. 



Please also note the parallel references in the first lines of each 
stanza to the ROOFTOPS; and the second lines of each stanza to the 
WIND; and the third lines, the WINDOW, and the fourth lines, the 
“speaker.” 
 
Getting deeper into the poem, notice the reason for the selection of 
the words - ROOFTOPS, WIND and WINDOW.  
 
In each of the stanzas, these words can be taken both literally and 
figuratively.  
 
In the figurative sense, the key words represent the speaker’s lover. 
 
For the intermediate plagiarists, and those beginners brave enough to 
try this poem, rather than proceeding to the next poem, perhaps, this 
is all you need to know or want to know.   
 
It is a love poem because the subject is love albeit an ended love 
affair. 
Both the beginning and intermediate plagiarists and their audience 
can recognize it as such and appreciate the poem from that point of 
view. 



  

I DON'T KNOW 
 

I don't know why I say the things I say 
I don't know why I do the things I do 
I don't know what's come over me 
But I do know I love you 
 
I don't know where I lost my way 
I don't know when I came unglued 
I don't know who led me astray 
But I do know I love you 
 
I don't know all of the answers to 
All the questions in my heart 
But I do know that you were the one 
Who gave my happiness its start 
 
I don't know what I was thinking of 
I don't know and don’t really care 
I do know that you love me 
And what we share is rare 
 
I DON'T KNOW 
 
This is a love poem to use when you run out of love poems. 
 
If you really appreciate someone’s love because you’ve had a rough 
time at one point in your life, this poem might come in handy. 
 
On the other hand, the reasons for the poets confusion expressed in 
the poem might frighten or confuse your lover. 
 
Carefully think through how you might answer any questions you 
might get about your motivation for writing this poem. 
 



I wrote it because I was in a rhyming mood one day and just let the 
rhythms and the rhymes go at it. And it worked. 
 



  

YOU CAME INTO MY LIFE AND MADE IT BETTER 
 

You came into my life and made it better. 
You picked me up when I was feeling low 
You were the spark that kept my engine running 
How much you helped me you will never know 
 
You fixed a part of me that was broken 
You filled a hole inside my heart 
You made me feel like I was special 
When my whole world seemed blown apart 
 
Your kisses set my skin on fire 
Your touch sent shivers through my spine 
Your smile made my whole body tremble  
Your voice was an intoxicating wine. 
 
But now I know my days are numbered 
From the pain and sorrow I've gone through. 
Without you, the agony I have endured 
Was more than doubled by not having you. 
 
The heaven that I once knew 
Turned to hell when you turned me away. 
All I've got now are my memories 
Of a better, loving day  
 
The book is closed. We wrote the final chapter. 
What we had was great but now it's gone. 
I'm back to life before you made it better. 
With dreams and memories, somehow I will go on. 
 
YOU CAME INTO MY LIFE AND MADE IT BETTER 
 
As I mentioned before, some poems are about true love and some 
are about love lost or never attained. 



Most of the previous poems were about true love. 
 
This poem is the counterpoint to the previous poem, I DON'T KNOW. 
 
That poem talks about true love despite some adversity. 
 
This poem talks about true love that ended for some reason. 
 
If you are so inclined, you might inject the sorrow of death as the 
reason for the lost love. 
 
For example, in the fifth stanza, you might write: 
 
The heaven that I once knew 
Turned to hell when God took you away. 
All I've got now are my memories 
Of a better, loving day  
 
And then start the final stanza: 
 
The book is closed. He wrote the final chapter. 
 
Heavy stuff, huh? 
 

 



  

A POEM FOR AND ABOUT YOU 
 

I still remember  
How comfortable 
You made me feel 
When you were with me. 
 
Your smile  
And the sound of your voice 
Put me at ease 
And made me feel important. 
 
You always knew the answers  
Or all the right  words 
That assured me 
Everything was okay. 
 
I remember once 
You trusted me  
With your story 
Of heartbreak and betrayal 
That very few 
Ever knew. 
 
And for that 
I thank you  
And will always love you. 
 
A POEM FOR AND ABOUT YOU 
 
I enjoyed writing this poem. 
 
I had written so many poems that rhymed that I wanted to write a 
poem in free verse or unrhymed. 
 
I wanted the poem that sounded conversational. 



 
The deeper I got into writing this poem, the more I realized it sounded 
more like someone in love talking to himself or herself about the 
person he or she loved. 
 
The poet was “rehearsing” what words to use to reveal how much 
love he or she had for the other person. 
 
I wanted to end the poem with something powerful or different.  
 
What better way to prove to someone that you love her or him than by 
revealing a secret to that person. 
 
Revealing that secret cemented the relationship and built a strong 
foundation of trust for the couple. 
 
Please forgive me because I’m not sure you could ever use this 
poem. 
 
But then again, you might be able to insert your own person love 
clincher and recite it with love and sincerity.  



  

WHAT WENT WRONG? 
 

Love came so easy. 
We knew it was true 
You were meant for me  
And I was meant for you. 
What went wrong? What went wrong?  
What went wrong? What went wrong?  
 
We never quarreled 
We had no strive 
We had lots of money. 
We had a good life. 
What went wrong? What went wrong?  
What went wrong? What went wrong?  
 

We were in love for so long. 
What went wrong? What went wrong? 
We had a love that was so strong 
What went wrong? What went wrong?  
Here together is where we belong. 
What went wrong? What went wrong?  

 
We were so happy 
We talked all the time 
Until our perfect romance 
Began to unwind. 
What went wrong? What went wrong?  
What went wrong? What went wrong?  
What went wrong? What went wrong?  
What went wrong? What went wrong?  
 
WHAT WENT WRONG? 
 
I had a rhythm and the workings of a melody in mind when I wrote 
this poem. 



 
I could have easily and justifiably included it in the Lyrics Volume. 
 
As part of the Lyrics Volume, I would have left the interpretation to 
you or any number of musicians who heard a personal rhythm and 
melody when they read the words. 
 
But I feel strongly that this is truly a Love Poem. 
 
It is one of those poems that starts out as a poem about true love but 
collapses into a story of lost love. 
 
Maybe this poem is a commentary on the realities of divorce in 
today’s society. 
 
Maybe it’s road map of how people love each other for so long and 
then discover they really don’t have much in common. 
 
Maybe it’s a vision of why so many younger people are living together 
foregoing traditional marriage. 
 
And maybe it comes from my loving all kinds of music and all kinds of 
lyrics that culminated into a blending of my musical past. 
 
If you are a romantic who may have experienced the story of this 
song, it’s a love poem. 
 
If you are a musician who hears and feels a story that must become a 
song, I look forward to hearing the MP3. 



  

VOLUME 3 IMAGINATIVE POEMS TO CLAIM YOU WROTE  

Imagination represents the single most important ingredient of poetry. 
 
 An active imagination allows the poet to make the mundane 
marvelous, the insignificant sensational, and the useless invaluable.  
 
Visions of how an inanimate object sees you, as opposed to how you 
see that inanimate object, immediately set up a set of circumstances 
that elevate an event from the ordinary to something unique.  
 
Imagination means “seeing” with the mind, without the physical filters 
we call eyes. 
 
Although the poet must possess a fertile imagination, in order for 
poetry to be appreciated, the audience must be drawn to use their 
imagination. 
 
This drawing of the audience’s imagination can be accomplished 
consciously, or unconsciously, willingly or unwillingly, with or without 
the help of the poet.  
 
Indeed, the words selected by the poet may reveal the talent of the 
poet. 
 
However, the way in which the reader interprets those words or the 
“vision” (without the use of the eyes) that the poets words evoke, 
depend strictly on the reader’s imagination. 
 
The poems in the first chapter fall into both categories. 
 
Some “show off” the authors imagination; others rely on the reader’s 
imagination.  
 



Because you have chosen to become a professional plagiarist, you 
enjoy a unique position in that you experience both uses of 
imagination simultaneously. 



  

TRADITION 
 

Adolescent winds dance with 
Crystalline needlework around 

Freckle faced cherubs fresh from 

Wintry wars as they don 

Piety and reverently walk 

Mute perennials from their oblong  
Summer resorts to their 

Ancient stations. 

TRADITION 
 
“Poetry is a method of saying something in a way that no one else 
has ever said it.” 
 
I believe this poem does exactly that. 
 
This poem captures a moment in time when sixth grade, altar boys 
(freckle-faced cherubs) carry Nativity scene statues (mute perennials) 
from the basement of the Catholic elementary school. 
 
This takes place on a chilly December morning after a snowfall the 
night before.  
 
Even though the heavy snow has stopped falling, occasional winds 
(adolescent winds) swirl a snow flurry (crystalline needlework) around 
the altar boys as they carry the statues to place them where they 
have been placed for years (ancient stations) in the outdoor Nativity 
scene. 
 
Before setting up the scene, the boys were engaged in a snowball 
fight. (wintry wars) 
 
Now they must behave themselves as they carry the statues in their 
boxes (oblong summer resorts). 



FIRE 

 



  

FIRE 
   
This poem can truly be said to paint a picture with words. 
 

The positioning of each letter and each word in the poem contributes 
to drawing a perfect picture. 
 

Similarly, each word in the poem gives a clue to exactly what the 
poem implies. 
 

Have you figured out what picture the poem draws? 
 

The world record is seven seconds after the first reading. 
 

Give up? 
 

The smallest fire in the whole wide world that hangs over a pretty 
glass dish is the fire of a cigarette hanging over a glass ashtray. 
 

Look at the poem again. 
 

Can you see the smoke, the fire, the cigarette, the ashtray? 
 

Obviously, you can see why the word "in" is in red. 
 

Author's Note 
 

I thought I created something unique and clever when I created this 
poem in my freshman year of college. Years later, I visited the site of 
the Shootout at the OK Corral in Tombstone, Arizona. And, I bought a 
souvenir copy of the Tombstone Epitaph. 
 

In it, I discovered two advertising pieces using what is now called 
"Shape Poetry."  
 
The day after the Shootout at the OK Corral, J. Myers & Bro. ran two 
ads in the Epitaph. The first was a "shape poem" in the shape of a 
dagger. The second was in the shape of a pair of pants. 
 



The dagger shaped poem talked about the J. Myers & Bro. company 
using a knife to cut prices that their competitors couldn't match. 

The one in the shape of pants naturally talked about the quality of 
their garments. 

I guess we had some pretty clever people back in the 1880s. 



  

IRONY 

I saw a piece of bread, 

And thought I'd be a villain. 

But destiny deceived me. 

I wound up penicillin. 

IRONY 

IRONY represents a poem that personifies penicillin. 
  
It makes penicillin assume the personage of a bad guy. 
 
The irony is the fact that what is considered ugly and bad turns out to 
be an extremely useful and good contribution to mankind. 
 
It is a fact that mold would accumulate on bread if bread were left 
unattended, and, a form of mold is the basis for penicillin. 
 
Another piece of that irony is that the word “destiny" appears in the 
poem. 
 
As mentioned, the figure of speech known as personification - giving 
life or lifelike characteristics to things that have no life - is the key 
ingredient of the poem. 
 
Destiny is an element of life. Everyone has a destiny. 
  
That penicillin was discovered by Alexander Fleming was part of his 
destiny. Howard Fluory and Ernest Boris Chain also did research in 
penicillin, and the three men shared the Nobel Prize for medicine in 
1945. 
  
Thus, destiny brought these three men together for their work. 
  



Destiny may hold for you a job writing jingles for a bakery that wants 
you to know their bread doesn't get moldy. 



  

AN HONOR?! 

i don’t know how 
i got there or why 
i got there or all those other 
Adverbial Questions 

but 
i was there 
  and 
so were they 
 
They were pretty girls 
Too, even! But, 
why on elephants backs 
you ask? 
i don’t know why 
they were dressed like 
belly dancers 
  very scantily 
  and 
they were swinging those 
     long spears, 
         I think 

the spears were about 
ten feet long 
approximately 
and had blunt ends so 

that if any of the girls were 
hit by one of those blows 
nothing would be hurt  
except their 

no 
i won’t say pride was 
hurt because everybody 
else says that 
so i’ll say 



fannies 
After all 

it is a far way off an 
elephant's back when you 
are hit by a long spear. 
 
However 

not every Negroid 
girls gets a chance to 
flight in the war 
over in Tripoli 
 
      Don’t ask me 
What war because 

i don’t know why 
these girls were pitted  
in single combat on top 
of elephants, each on 
his own (i’m mixed up) 
her own elephant and 

the girl who knocked 
the other girl off her 
elephant by swinging 
the spear would be 
given the honor of going 
to war for her country. 
  
the winner 

i know this sounds silly 
was awarded a two feets  
high rag dummy  

these dummies they were 
warded were like the type 
one 
(or maybe lots of people) throw 
baseballs at at 
a  carnival.  



  

Thus, however consequently nevertheless due to the fact that since 
and so (you didn't have to read that) 
 
to win one of the 
dummies was a 
high honor because 

the dummies were placed in 
back of the last winner in 
a fashion that looked like 
bowling pins, 
only they were 
two feets high 
so that   

it was something of a 
status symbol 
    being as how  
the winner  
would place 
her dummy on display 
in back of others  
considering 

the king pin was their 
leader in combat. 
 
Nonetheless 

those who fell  
their elephants 

in the middle of Wilkes Barre 
where this took place were losers 

i hope you never have a 
dream like this sometimes 
 

AN HONOR?! 
 
AN HONOR?!, as far as I am aware, represents a poem that is 
unique in literature. 
 



It is not unique because it is a truly great masterpiece of literature, but 
rather because it is the first published attempt of a poem that contains 
two independent poems in one. 
 
The poem is written, for the most part, in two alternating columns. 
 
If you were not aware that this poem contained two poems, you would 
read the lines naturally from left to right. 
 
However, reading all the words in the left column uncovers one poem 
and all the words in the right column another poem. 
 
The reason that the "I" is not capitalized in the poem is that the poem, 
as you've learned in the last line, is a dream. 
 
Thus, the magic of imagination is substituted for the logic of reality. 
 
Because it is a dream, grammar and coherence are also buried in the 
fantasy of girls fighting each other with long, blunt spears as they ride 
elephants. 
 
Although the poem is about a dream and the language and content of 
the poem read like a dream, the author's careful selection of phrases 
and conjunctions become the glue that holds the poem together. 
 
Again, remember that the poem can be read as one poem or as two 
poems. However, both tell essentially the same story. 



  

THREE LITTLE WORDS 

 
While the sun beats down 
On the burning sands, 

     He trudges over the barren wastes, 
     His feet are scourged, 
     His tongue is parched, 
     Death's bitter wine he tastes. 
 

     He tries to yell, 
     But in this land of waste,  
     It is to no avail. 
     High over head 

     In the clear blue sky 

     The hungry buzzards sail. 
 

     But wait, yon hither way, 
     A well! 
     And some shady trees. 
     But lo and behold, 
     It cannot be, 
     It's just a mirage he sees. 
 
     What a way to die, 
     On these burning sands 

     Of scourging, hellish fire; 
     "God pity me," 

     His last three words, 
     His time on earth expired. 
 

     Round and round it sails, 
     Like a leaf being blown on a windy day, 
     Descends the buzzard 

     On its prey. 



THREE LITTLE WORDS 
 
THREE LITTLE WORDS exemplifies poetry that draws more on the 
reader’s imagination than the writer’s craft. 
 
Granted, the rhythm and the phrases are designed to have the 
readers or listeners feel and even smell the heat of the sun and the 
burning effect of the sand. 
 
Before you read this poem, ask your audience to close their eyes for 
a moment and, to imagine what it would be like to be stranded in the 
middle of the desert. 
 
Set the scene so that they are sweaty and thirsty even before you 
read the first line. 
 
The combination of their imagination and the words of your poem 
recited slowly and pronounced clearly will have them racing from the 
room to get a quick drink. 



  

THE FLY 

 
What a sensation 
He must experience 
The fly on the window glass, 
Struggling and fighting 
With an invisible force 
Through which he cannot pass. 
 
He tries to escape 
To the world outside 
Which he sees so plain. 
What a crazy feeling 
He must have -- 
The fly on the windowpane. 
 
What strange element 
Can this be 
That hinders his daily play? 
 
Nothing can he see, 
So he turns  
And flies the other way. 

 
THE FLY 
 

THE FLY is one of my favorite poems. 
 
To appreciate this poem, you must make believe you are a fly. 
 
Can you imagine what it must be like to see something or some place 
and desire to get closer to that place or thing and not be able to? 
 
Add to that the fact that some force or some thing is stopping you 
from doing it and you can't see that force or the thing. That must be 
the height of frustration. 



But rather than fighting, the fly will turn around and fly somewhere in 
another direction where there is less resistance. 
 
If you were so inclined, you could build a long, philosophical 
argument that man is or is not like the fly on the window.  
On one hand, man has the perseverance to keep trying to succeed, 
even when hampered at every turn by an invisible force. 
 
Or, you might argue that man is exactly like the fly. 
 
When confronted with an obstacle, man will not try hard and will 
retreat to the path of least resistance. 
 
If you are so inclined to read such philosophical meanings into the 
poem - fine. I did not write it for that purpose. 
 
The poem gives a visual picture of the actions of a fly on a window 
and to make you think about the frustration the fly must feel. 
 



  

WHAT STRANGE FANTASY DO I HEAR 

 
What strange fantasy do I hear? 
“Hey bartender- a glass of beer.” 
 
These sure are queer figures I see. 
"Give the boys a drink on me.” 
 
Gee, this buzzing is a crazy sound. 
"Stop the room- it's moving 'round.” 
 
Man, I'm groggy; where's the door? 
"Whatayamean, get off the floor?” 
 
I think I'll find another bar. 
"What makes you think it's not my car?” 
 
There's a nice place just cross town. 
"Okay! So the key's upside down.” 
 
This looks like a good place to rest. 
"Oops, I'm sorry. Is that your chest?" 
 

WHAT STRANGE FANTASY DO I HEAR? 

This poem is a "techniquey" poem.   
 
As you can see from reading it, the poem contrasts what the subject 
is thinking versus what he is saying. 
 
Obviously, the lines with the quotation marks are the lines that 
indicate what the subject is saying. 
 
Anyone who has ever experienced the "sensation" of being drunk can 
readily recognize the telltale signs of too many drinks.  



  
For those of you who are lucky enough to not have had firsthand 
experience, these telltale signs are highlighted in the reproduction of 
the poem below. 
 

What strange fantasy do I hear? 
DISTORTED HEARING 

"Hey bartender- a glass of beer."                  
BOISTEROUS BEHAVIOR 

These sure are queer figures I see.                
HALLUCINATIONS 

"Give the boys a drink on me."                    
HAPPINESS/GENEROSITY 

Gee, this buzzing is a crazy sound.               
BUZZING HEADACHE 

"Stop the room - it's moving 'round."             
DIZZINES 

Man, I'm groggy; where's the door?              
GROGGINESS 

"Whatayamean, get off the floor?" -              
INCOHERENT SPEECH 
 

I think I'll find another bar. 
POOR JUDGMENT 

"What makes you think it's not my car?"       
COMBATIVENESS 

There's a nice place just cross-town.             
TALKING TO ONE'S SELF 



  

"Okay! So the key's upside down."             
LACK OF COORDINATION 

This looks like a good place to rest. 
SLEEPINESS 

"Oops, I'm sorry; is that your chest?" 
NUMBNESS 



VOLUME 4  OCCASIONAL TO CLAIM YOU WROTE 

 
Too much serious stuff could lead your audience to drain their 
enthusiasm for your works. 
 
A few serious pieces keeps them guessing what else you may have 
in your poetic pot of pleasure. 
 
When you see they are tiring of the heavy material, bring them back 
to the lighter side. 
 
However, turning the switch from heavy to light could overpower 
some. 
 
Rather than going from one extreme to the other, gently pad their 
literary appreciation with a cushion of the Mundane. 
 
Try a few of the occasional poems on them.   
 
Occasional poems are light enough to act as the transitional vehicle. 
 
Carefully select the occasional poem that most closely complements 
the age group, educational background, or season of the year. 
 
One final note about occasional poems. 
 
If you’re looking for a birthday, Christmas, Easter or Hanukkah poem; 
forget it.  

 

Those are yearly events, not occasions. Besides, half the world 
spends their time writing those kinds of poems. 
 
You are a practical plagiarist. You write poems for unique occasions. 
 
I’m sure you’ll agree by the time you have completed this chapter that 
occasional poems should be for special occasions, not yearly events. 



  

THE CRIME 
 

The eyes of all my ancestors  
Reprimand me before the fact 
The honor of my family name  
Depended on this act 
The guilt of crime, the hidden shame  
The awful fear of being caught  
I 'm not sure I have the nerve  
To live with something hot 
It's done, I'm gone, but I now dread  
To hear my conscience howl.   
Who cares. Yippie!  I just ripped off  
My first Holiday Inn Towel 
 

THE CRIME 
 

Many times, poems become a celebration or remembrance of a 
special occasion. 
 
Is not the theft of your first Holiday Inn towel a “special occasion”? 
 
By the way, if you recite this poem for the first time at a party, look 
around to see who is laughing or smiling. 
 
Those are the ones who are guilty of “The Crime.” 
 
Those not smiling  probably think those towels are for drying one’s 
body after a bath or shower. 



NUMBER NAMES 
 

One is called a single 
Or ace as you’re aware. 
Two we call a couple; 
It’s also called a pair. 
Three is called a trio, 
And sometimes it’s a trey. 
Four is called a quartet, 
Two couples who can play. 
Five is called a quintet, 
A trio and a pair. 
Now you know the nicknames 
Of numbers you can share. 

 

 NUMBER NAMES 
 

NUMBER NAMES is a special poem for a special purpose. 
 
This poem proves invaluable if that special date you recently met has 
a four or five-year old brother or sister with whom you must become 
friendly with in order to impress your date. 
 
If you intend to impress someone with the fact that you wrote this 
poem, you must memorize this poem before you recite it in order to 
get the most mileage. 
 
Special Note 
 
Please note that each line contains seven syllables. 



  

WEDDING DAY CARD 
 

This is the happy day| 
You become a man and wife. 
It is a journey that will last 
For an entire life. 
 
In order to succeed 
I offer you some thoughts. 
You’ll find that you must learn 
Some “dos” and some “do nots.” 
 
Both Faith and Understanding 
Make happiness a fact, 
But love is very special. 
It’s found in how you act. 
 
Just listen to each other; 
Discuss away all doubt. 
Impatience is a vice 
Your life must do without. 
 
Let Kindness guide your Wisdom, 
And Wisdom guide your deeds. 
And always help each other 
Fulfill each other’s needs. 
 
WEDDING DAY CARD 
 

WEDDING DAY CARD was written for exactly that purpose. 
 
The words are simple, easy to remember, easy to appreciate and 
extremely appropriate for a wedding-day thought. 
 



The words address both the man and the woman and reflect of the 
mutual agreement that both have made in the ceremony of 
matrimony. The words are personal, warm, tender, and loving. 
 
If you intend to plagiarize this poem, here are a few helpful hints for 
lasting impressions. 
 
If your penmanship is extremely readable, handwrite the poem on 
high quality bond paper. If your penmanship is not that good, find 
someone to do it for you. 

 
Don’t give the poem a title. Instead, make it more personal by writing 
Dear_____ and________, and then begin the poem. 

 
Be sure to sign your name and date with the date of the wedding 
(that’s important - the wedding day and none other). 

 
Use high quality bond paper that is standard size for framing. 

 
If you really want to impress the bride and groom, present the poem 
already framed. 



  

YIKES 

I stand before you filled with fear.  
I can't remember why I'm here.  
My legs are wobbly; they feel so weak.  
Why did I ever volunteer to speak? 
 
I know that you'll make fun of me.  
You'll laugh and think I'm dumb.  
You'll ask me questions and then I know  
My brain will go completely numb. 
 
Oh God! I can't breathe.  
I think I'm about to faint.  
I don't belong up here.  
Tony Robbins, I ain't. 
 
Now wait! Al told me things to do. 
He said my thoughts had value for you.  
He said if I paused or if I tripped,  
As Mike McKinley's father said,  
"Nobody knows your script." 
 
Al said, I know my stuff so well.  
He said, I have great stuff to tell.  
You're here because you're a friendly bunch.  
You're really not here to eat my lunch. 
You ask me here because what I know  
Will help you and your business grow.  
 
So just relax and talk to friends.  
Enjoy as words and movement blends  
Into a masterpiece of spoken gold  
With truths and stories that must be told. 
 
Wow! It worked. Al was right 
No more jitters or stage fright.  



So thank you, Al, for all those tips.  
The words are rolling from my lips.  
I feel that rush; I feel the power.  
I am the master of this hour! 
 

YIKES 
 

Many times, I have heard the expression that the number one fear in 
society today is the fear of speaking in front of a group. 
 
As part of my Speaking and Training business, I had often been 
called on to help business professionals not only overcome this fear 
of speaking but also how to create and impact when they present. 
 
At the end of these sessions, I distributed YIKES to the participants 
as “Thank You” gift for inviting me and for their attention and as a 
reminder of some of the ideas we shared. 
 
I built the poem around four core topics. 
 

Symptoms of the Fear 
Why People Experience these Fears 
Solutions 
Results 

 
Allow me to outline the components of each of these. 
 
Symptoms of the Fear 
 
Can't remember 
Legs are wobbly 
Can't breathe 
Faint.  
I don't belong up here. (Lack of Confidence) 
Tony Robbins, I ain't. (Exaggerated Expectations) 
 
Why People Experience these Fears 



  

 
You'll make fun of me 
You'll laugh and think I'm dumb 
You'll ask me questions 
My brain will go completely numb 
I don't belong up here.  
Tony Robbins, I ain't. 
 
Solutions 
 
My thoughts had value for you 
"Nobody knows your script" 
I know my stuff 
I have great stuff to tell 
You're a friendly bunch 
What I know (Been there; done that.) 
Help you and your business grow. 
 
Results 
 
Relax and talk to friends 
Words and movement blends  
Masterpiece of truths and stories 
No more jitters or stage fright  
The words are rolling from my lips.  
I feel that rush; I feel the power.  
I am the master of this hour! 
 
That’s a quick summary of my take on overcoming the fear of 
speaking in front of the group. 
 
For more tips, I recommend you go to Google or your favorite search 
engine and type in: “fear of speaking in front of a group.” 
 
You will find loads of ideas to make you seek more comfortable when 
speaking in public. I further recommend the 27 tips Brian Tracy offers. 



When I Was Young 
 

When I was young 
I wish I was  
Just who I was 
Rather than who I wanted to be. 
 
When I was young 
I was too shy 
To even try 
To let others see the real me. 
 
I was so young 
But then again 
That’s really when 
I was lacking in confidence. 
 
I was so young 
I didn’t know 
Or didn’t show 
A hint of any common sense. 
 
Now that I’m old 
Time took its toll 
I’m in a hole 
I didn’t see what life was all about. 
 
Now that I’m old 
I guess I’m late 
But then that’s fate 
I finally figured it all out. 
 
When I Was Young 
 

I have a question for you. 
 



  

What does the word, “young” (or maybe “old”) mean to you. 
 
I wrote this poem to reflect my entry into my senior years. 
 
But those in their 30s, or 40s, or 50s can still relate to these words. 
 
I used words similar to these when I graduated high school and again 
in college. 
 
Go ahead. Read the poem again and reflect on how many times in 
your life those words may have had meaning for you. 
 
Can you imagine the discussions and memories that reading or 
reciting this poem might evoke at a gathering of friends or 
classmates? 
 
If you’ve already plagiarized a poem or two from these volumes, your 
friends or classmates might expect that you prepared something for 
your get together. 
 
Just recite the poem and then sit back and listen. You may hear some 
fascinating stories. 
 



ON GROWING OLD 
 

When things get rough 
I’m old enough 
I can admit 
That my body 
Can’t keep up with  
My mind and spirit. 
 
Things that I did 
When I was a kid 
Hurt like hell now. 
Steps are my enemy 
And sitting in a chair  
Means pain 
Getting up 
 

ON GROWING OLD 
 

Some of you may need a few years or maybe decades to understand 
and relate to this poem. 
 
On the other hand, this poem may carry significant meaning for you. 
 
If so, share this with some of your buddies and have a pity party. 
 
You’ll all feel better after the party. 



  

KNOWLEDGE 

 
Oh knowledge, great and blessed gift, 
To which the eyes of all men lift, 
Thou art the seed of fertile mind, 
The inner root of all mankind. 
 
Thou art the source of endless fame, 
The basis of this lifelong game. 
Thou art the home of men so wise, 
Whose visions reach beyond the skies. 
 
Thou art the heart of industry, 
The tool that molds our destiny. 
The doors are open wide to all, 
But only a few will choose to call. 
 
Many a fool will shun thy light 
Refusing thy grace, thy power, thy might. 
These foolish few will weep some day 
To see their future thrown away; 
 
 Hence the sands of time drift slowly by 
 The need for knowledge will never die. 
 

KNOWLEDGE 
 

Yes, the words of this poem recite a hopeless tribute to academia. 
 
Rather than dissecting each line of the poem, I think you might enjoy 
the story of how and why I wrote this poem. 
 
I fell in love with the marriage of words and rhythm and rhyme and 
story when I was in fourth grade. I have been writing poems and 
teaching poetry ever since. 
 



Not only did I write poems for my satisfaction and pleasure, I began 
writing poems for my fellow classmates. 
 
Any time my friends were required to write a poem for their 
elementary or high school teachers, they turned to me for help. 
 
Thus, in elementary school and high school, I became the designated 
poet. 
 
In my senior year of high school, my English teacher, who was also 
the advisor for our yearbook, asked me to write the class poem to 
appear in that yearbook. 
 
Here's the really good part. She gave me a written pass excusing me 
from all study halls to find a quiet place to write.  
 
Are you kidding me?! 
 
As you can imagine, I needed the entire year to write the poem. At 
least, that's what she believed. 
 
This meant I had three hours a day to myself to do whatever I wanted 
to do. I could not leave the school grounds, but every teacher in the 
school knew I had a "get out of jail" card for my free periods. 
 
So, I was free to roam around the high school looking for a source of 
inspiration. 
 
One afternoon, I spent my free time in the first row of the balcony of 
our school auditorium. I sat there staring at the school logo above the 
stage. 
 
Then, in five minutes, I had the senior class poem completed. 
 
Five minutes! 
 
Before I submitted poem to my English teacher, I made a few single- 



  

word revisions. 
 
But what you see in this book, is essentially what I wrote in five-
minutes in the auditorium. 
 
That's so inspired me that I decided to write the class song, which 
became part of our last class day celebration. 
 
I write this explanation, not to brag or to impress you, but to 
encourage you. 
 
Who knows what your enjoyment and creation of poetry can do for 
you? 



CLASS SONG 

The time has come to bid farewell 
To friends so near our heart. 
These past few years were happy ones, 
But now it’s time to part. 
 
The many joys that we have shared 
We’ll cherish through the years. 
In later years we’ll see how school 
Helped conquer all our fears. 
 
Sweet tears of joy mixed with our smiles 
Will send us on our way. 
We now will leave our dearest friends 
On this our last class day. 
 
In later years we’ll reminisce 
With teardrops in our eyes. 
And realize how much we miss 
Our dear old Nanticoke High. 

CLASS SONG 

CLASS SONG can very easily be changed to a personalized 
graduation card. 
 
If you have someone graduating from high school, try this one on 
them. 
 
Take the poem, CLASS SONG, and change all the personal and 
possessive pronouns to “you” or “yours.” 
 
This will make the graduates think you wrote the poem especially for 
them. They will be particularly convinced when you get to the last line 
and read the name of their high school. 
If you really want to impress this year’s class of graduates and you 



  

have a couple of extra dollars hanging around, try this scheme. 
 
Re-type Class Song as suggested above, then take the poem to a 
quick print shop. You’ll find plenty of them listed in the yellow pages 
or on-line. 
 
Have the printer make up 50 or 100 copies of the poem in such a 
fashion that the paper can be folded to look like a store-bought 
graduation card. 
 
You can extend this to having the printer arrange the copy so that the 
back of the card will have the usual code for the cost of the card and 
the company that produced it. Here, you can become a little classy 
and have your first or last name as the company that produced the 
card. 
 
One bit of advice is necessary. Before going to the quick printers with 
your poem, be sure you have typed it and the back of the card is 
exactly as you would like it to appear. 
 
All the printer is going to do is make a digital copy of what you want, 
the way you want it, and then make multiple copies of it at a 
reasonable price. 



REUNION 

I wrote a poem a few years back: 
The words weren’t too far off the track. 
I wrote of knowledge and its role 
And how it helped achieve our goal. 
As I look back on high school days, 
I see I’ve changed in many ways. 
 
I was naive and slightly proud 
‘Cause I was in the college crowd. 
I thought four years of further school 
Would open a new world to rule. 
I thought that life owed me a debt 
‘Cause one small challenge I had met. 
 
Four years I spent in college rooms; 
My books now stand as paper tombs. 
I’ve buried those four years of books 
With six more of life’s nasty looks. 
Yes, ten full years now we’ve been out, 
But were they full - I rather doubt. 
 
I soon found out that life’s no fool; 
You can’t learn living in a school. 
You’ve got to worry, hope, and try, 
You’ve got to gamble, lose, and cry. 
You’ve got to dream and slowly plan, 
Then work like hell to be a man. 
 

You’ve got to suffer stiff defeat 
Before success is really sweet, 
To live your life and be content 
That all your good times have been spent. 



  

You must believe in what you do, 
And do what you believe is you 

REUNION 

I wrote this for our tenth-year high school class reunion. 
 
You can easily pass this off as a 10 year college reunion. 
 
In this poem, I mention writing another poem a few years back, which 
refers to KNOWLEDGE. As you have read, that is the poem I wrote 
for our senior year high school yearbook. 
 
I suggest that you claim authorship to KNOWLEDGE before 
plagiarizing REUNION. 
 
The more I think about that, the less I think about that. After ten years 
and a few drinks at the reunion, half the people there will have trouble 
remembering you, let alone some dumb poem you wrote in high 
school. 
 
Go ahead!  
 
They never thought you would amount to anything ten years ago.  
 
Tell them you are now a successful writer who writes all those 
anonymous greeting card poems for Hallmark. 
 
Show them up and “compose” this poem right there in front of their 
faces. (Make sure you’ve memorized it first). 
 
If they say, “Hey! That was great! Recite it again,” don’t do it. 
 
Remember, you just made it up on the spare of the moment. If you 
recite it again, they’ll know you memorized it. 
 
Simply say, “I can’t. Most of the time when I create, I use a typewriter 



or tape recorder. That one (pause) is lost forever.” 
 
Then excuse yourself so that someone can buy you a drink. 



  

CUSTOMER CARE PRAYER 

 
Lord, I beg you, give me strength 
With certain customers who talk at length. 
Give me patience and the common sense 
To listen while the customer vents. 
Let me feel what they go through 
So I can see their point of view. 
Guide my words that what I say 
Reaches them in a courteous way. 
 
Open my ears that I may be led 
To hear the message left unsaid. 
Show me ways to build rapport 
That lets them know we offer more. 
Make me always show respect 
And far exceed what they expect. 
 
Remind me that service is but part of my role; 
Customer care becomes the primary goal. 
Help me to always live by this prayer 
To prove to them I really care. 
And at day's end, let me look back with pride 
That I kept every customer satisfied. 
 
Lord, help me remember that  
When dealing with customers leaves me a wreck, 
They are the ones who fund my pay check. 
 
CUSTOMER CARE PRAYER  
 
Perhaps, this poem should appear in the Serious Volume. 
 
On the other hand, you might find the right occasion to use it. 
 
You can use it if: 



 
1. You happen to be a Customer Service Manager or work in 
customer Service. 
 
2. You know a Customer Service Manager or someone who works in 
customer service. 
 
3. You are completely dissatisfied with the customer service you have 
received and want to send the poem to the CEO or President of the 
company that gave you poor customer service. 
 
Actually, I wrote this poem on a flight from St Louis to Salt Lake City. 
 
I was on my fourth day of presenting Customer Service workshops 
heading for my fifth day in a row, and I was tired. 
 
As the plane reached its cruising altitude, I was just about to fall 
asleep when inspiration struck. 
 
For several days, I had been searching for a way to wrap up my 
Customer Service Workshops with a concise method of recapping the 
12 characteristics of really great Customer Service Representatives. 
 
In a movement that I’m sure startled my seatmate, I suddenly 
reached to for barf bag in the seat in front of me. 
 
At the same time, I awkwardly fumbled for a pen. 
 
In five minutes, I had my workshop wrap up. 
If you use your imagination, you can use this poem if you can relate 
to the three situations listed above. 
 
Go ahead, use my barf bag story and add a little color to the story. 



  

VOLUME 5 SERIOUS POEMS TO CLAIM YOU WROTE 

 
Sprinkles of serious stuff add credibility and admiration to the growing 
list of emotions your audience begin to accumulate as they realize 
that you, indeed, are unique. 
 
Your range of poetic talent broadens as you sweep their minds from 
what they may have thought was playful mental perambulation to 
what they now recognize as pure poetic and philosophic power. 
 
In other words, imaginative, funny, or love poetry proves to your 
audience that you truly possess a literary gift for poetics. 
 
Showing them that a serious side (or possibly a moralistic side) also 
exists strengthens your base of devotion and loyalty. 
 
You can now be looked upon as being intellectual as well as 
imaginative, a thinker rather than a tinkerer, and a prophet instead of 
a performer. 



TOMATOES 
 

When we were kids  
We borrowed a saltshaker  
From the kitchen table  
Then raided our neighbor's  
Tomato patch.  
 

One bite and then we sucked  
The juicy nectar from  
The soft, inviting vessel.  
After which we enjoyed 
The tender meat of Its tasty shell 
Sprinkled with salt. 
 

Now, the doctor  
Forbids salt.  
The kitchen table  
Is now an island.  
The neighbors  
Raise brats.  
And tomatoes are GMO.  
 

Getting old  
And progress  
Suck. 

TOMATOES  

The poem, TOMATOES is a story of truth.  
 
When I was a kid, my friends and I often raided our neighbor’s 
vegetable gardens on hot summer evenings and truly, truly enjoyed 
eating tomatoes. 
 
Today, tomatoes look good but don't taste as good as when I was a 
kid.  
 
This poem, then, is about the inevitability of change. 



  

Attitudes and tastes in salt have changed.  
 
The kitchen is no longer the center of family culture, parents have lost 
the respect of their kids, and telephones no longer have umbilical 
chords.  
 
The last line reveals my attitude about growing old. 



THE CHALICE 

Oh muse, oh muse, invoke the gods 
To witness what I say 
That every word that I have penned 
Had happened on a day 

The world has been and long since gone. 
And those that loved their God lived on 
 
But in a day that knew the lord 
When Jesus walked and was adored 
Disciples spread his word to all 
Repent, lest ye be doomed to fall 
 
But on the day he was betrayed 
A man named Judas with him prayed 
Disciples and the lord broke bread 
When he announced to them with dread 
That one of them would lose his soul 
And for this Christ's blood was the toll 

Christ raised the bread and then the wine 
A symbol that he was divine 
And asked them in His Father's name 
Traverse the earth and do the same 

A chalice Judas raised that night 
His words preached love; his heart felt fright. 
He praised the lord, but in his heart 
The guilt of sin, tore him apart 
 
With trembling hands he raised the cup 
He could not make his eyes look up 
No one but Christ discerned his fear 
But both men knew the end was near 
He sold Christ's life, then took his own 



  

So that his guilt to all be known 
He could not face to live with sin. 
He could not keep the shame within. 
His greatest sin, thus, was despair. 
His Masters faith, he did not share. 

The chalice that the traitor used 
Found future owners’ lives abused. 
With tragic deaths each one was pained 
Not knowing that a curse remained 

THE CHALICE 

In high school, we studied a type of poem called an epic poem or an 
epic. 
 
An epic is a long poem that follows a hero from one point in time, 
through many challenges and dangers and evils until the hero 
overcomes everything to win. 
 
Many religions treasure items and artifacts that remain from earlier 
times as relics. 
 
For example, the chalice that Christ drank from at the Last Supper, 
would be considered a priceless relic. 
 
I often wondered, when I was in parochial school, what ever 
happened to the chalice that Judas drank from. 
 
Thus, when we studied epics in high school, I decided to write an epic 
poem with Judas's chalice as the "hero." 
 
I would detail how successive owners of that chalice suffered horrible 
deaths, not knowing a curse remained on anyone who owned the 
chalice. 
 



That was a grand idea at the time, but, obviously, I never completed 
it. 
 
So, I challenge you, the practical plagiarist, to take up my challenge 
and complete the poem. 
 
Please use the opening I created and begin your journey through 
history. 



  

THE RACE FOR THE DUCKS 

I grew up poor; our family car  
had rubber soles and heels. 
I knew some day that I would own 
A fancy set of wheels. 
But mines and mills could only get me  
Rusted pick up trucks, 
So I left home and entered in  
The Race for the Ducks. 
 
I started out with hopes and dreams  
But found that didn't pay. 
I changed to sweat and calluses  
For twenty bucks a day. 
But pulling meat and pushing racks 
I found out really sucks. 
So I switched gears to move up to  
The Race for the Ducks. 
 
The Race For The Ducks  
Runs life's fast track. 
The Race For the Ducks  
Can lead you to a heart attack. 
Look for those Ducks,  
Front, side, and back. 
You'll find those Ducks  
On the emblem of a Cadillac. 
 
I learned the moves; I watched the rich  
At how they worked and played. 
I saw that climbing to the top  
Meant certain dues were paid. 
 
I got those ducks and even more;  
A name, a house, a boat. 



But as I built these castle walls,  
My climb became my moat. 
 
They closed me off from all those things  
That can't be bought by bucks. 
I lost because I finally won 
The Race For The Ducks. 

THE RACE FOR THE DUCKS 

On past Cadillac cars, the logo or emblem featured six ducks. 
 
At least most people thought they were ducks. Actually, Cadillac 
insists they were merlettes. 
 
Initially, the ducks or merlettes symbolized purity and wisdom. 
 
Now, Cadillac executives reject that idea and have therefore decided 
to remove the ducks from their logo. 
 
The ducks were on the Cadillac logo when I was in high school. 
 
High school was a time of preparing for college or one's future. 
 
I had many lofty dreams in school and all of them had one goal in 
mind –  to own a Cadillac. 
 
While most of my peers wanted T-Birds or Corvettes (a few reached 
higher for a Rolls Royce or a Ferrari,) I was more interested in 
comfort, not speed. 
 
I knew owning a Cadillac would mean hard work and maybe a little 
luck. So I began my "race" to get my ducks. 
 
In a literal sense, the following is what this poem really says. 
 



  

When I was growing up, our family did not own a car. But I knew 
someday I would drive a really nice automobile. 
 
.I soon realized working in the coalmines, cigar mills, shoe or dress 
factories did not pay well enough to allow me to buy a good car. 
 
That's when I decided to leave my hometown and get a better job so 
that I could afford a Cadillac. 
But, the meat processing jobs in Chicago or garment district jobs in 
New York City didn't work either. 
 
So, I started studying the jobs and careers and lifestyles of people 
who could afford Cadillacs.  
 
I found that was tough as well. 
 
But I was determined to do what it takes to own that Cadillac. 
 
In the end, I decided I spent too much time and effort and probably 
would have been much happier in life with a Chevy or Ford. 
 
Maturity, for some, brings the realization that money and materialistic 
treasures do not always bring peace of mind and happiness. 



PARADOX 

They say that dreams are only dreams 
That come and go and last not long, 
But last so long when are retained 
And are not real but seem so real. 

A thought, a thought retained 
From the screen of passing thoughts, 
But oh it lasts. 
One thinks of it 
And wonders about 
The reality of this unreality. 

But then is love, true love, 
A reality or a dream 
Or is a dream unreal? 
I once dreamed love 
And that it came but it wasn’t real. 

PARADOX 

WARNING!!!           WARNING!!!           WARNING!!! 
 
THE PRECEDING POEM IS DESIGNED FOR THE INTERMEDIATE 
AND ADVANCED PLAGIARISTS ONLY. BEGINNING PLAGIARISTS 
PROCEED AT OWN RISK AND SPEED, OR IGNORE TOTALLY 
AND PROCEED DIRECTLY TO THE NEXT POEM. 
 
PARADOX is a free verse poem that contrasts two subjects that are 
often the subjects of poetry - dreams and love. 
 
Dreams have fascinated scholars, scientists, philosophers, and just 
about everyone for centuries. 
 
Scientists and psychologists claim we dream every time we sleep, 
yet, many of us can never remember our dreams. 



  

On the other hand, many dreams seem so real that it is often difficult 
to remember whether what was dreamed did, in fact, happen or not. 
 
Many are the instances where what one person has dreamed, did 
happen shortly thereafter. 
 
The first two lines of the poem set up the conflict or contrast between 
the reality and unreality of dreams. 
 
It says that dreams are only dreams. 
  
The third and fourth lines counter by stating that some dreams create 
such a strong picture for such a long time that it cannot possibly be 
imagination. 
 
The fifth and sixth and seventh lines contrast the reality of conscious 
thought with dreams. 
 
Thinking and dreaming are similar because they both draw on the 
mind, memory, and past experiences. 
 
Because they originate from the same source, it is often difficult to 
separate them. 
 
If you have followed and understood the poem and its explanation 
thus far, you, indeed, are at least, an intermediate plagiarist. 
 
If not, proceed directly to the next chapter, and completely ignore this 
poem and its explanation. 



PENCILS 

The pencil sharpener’s cutters turn 
Until we finally get the point. 
From that time on 
The pencil is moved from above. 

It says “Hellos” and writes “Goodbyes” 
It relates news and alibis, 
And many of them are yellow. 

They make money 
And create debts. 
They start wars, 
And they also draw a line. 

They’re gently pressed next to our hearts, 
But sometimes they fall to the ground, 
And they’re always pushed around. 

At the end 
They have been known 
To erase a good job they have done. 

PENCILS 

The dual meanings derived from PENCILS capture your audience 
with the depth of your imagination and the scope of your imagery. 
 
The literal meaning details the conventional job descriptions of the 
mute voice of the mind or more commonly referred to as a pencil. 
 
The figurative meaning replaces the image of a pencil with the actions 
and attitudes of people. 
 
When was the last time you remember Shakespeare, Chaucer, or 

Poe compare a person to a pencil? Hell, even Bob Dylan never tried 

that. 



  

PEOPLE COUNT 

Perspiration once marked a man’s worth. 
Energy was derived from pride. 
Orders were called directions. 
Profit followed ideas tried. 
Loss meant the idea died; 
Everyone still stood by your side. 

Courtesy was major product. 
Opportunity meant a word of thanks. 
Understanding corrected most mistakes. 
Newcomers were welcomed into the ranks. 
Time was an enemy in the flanks. 

PEOPLE COUNT 

Sooner or later, the occasion will arise (or arise again) where your job 
has finally gotten to you. 
 
Your boss will be on your back; a nitwit will get the promotion you 
deserved; a suggestion you offered will be laughed at and the 
personnel office will send you a letter addressed “Dear 734-4332-
4669." 
 
When all these little “pleasures of life’ add up to a reservation at the 
Padded Walls Motel, send this poem to your boss or the president of 
the company to remind him that PEOPLE COUNT. 
 
I hope you understand why the title of this poem is PEOPLE COUNT. 
 
If not, enjoy your stay at the Padded Walls Motel. 



JUSTICE 

No peace on earth have we achieved, 
Yet for the stars we reach 
With no regard for those on earth 
Whom we have failed to teach. 

Yes, there are people here on earth 
Who cannot read or write,  
Who have not heard the word of God,  
Who don’t know wrong from right. 

Should we not help these special groups 
Before we leave this earth? 
Should we not try to prove to God 
We realize their worth? 

Let’s help those who are close to home, 
Who suffer poverty -- 
The sick, the poor, the weak, the old 
Need more than sympathy. 

JUSTICE 

JUSTICE is yet another way of asking the world’s political and 
religious leaders why we insist on spending billions of dollars to get to 
the stars. 
  
These billions of dollars could be spent here on earth to help create 
jobs to alleviate poverty, sickness, ignorance, and fear. 
 
Granted the billions that were spent on the space program brought 
tremendous scientific achievement and great fame to the United 
States as a country. 
 



  

This money could have been spent more practically to help the poor, 
the sick, the dying, and the aged lead a better life now, rather than 
planning for centuries later in space. 
 
This poem almost fits in the next chapter as an occasional poem. 
 
The occasion may some day arise when you are in the presence of a 
group of people who are extolling the benefits of our space program. 
 
If you happen to be in a hell raising mood, recite this poem to them 
and prepare to be attacked. 



TASK 

Work on my brain; relieve me not 
Although the task is hard, 
For at the end the form you wrought 
Will not for waste be marred. 

Sweat on my brow; take not a leave 
For we shall soon succeed: 
The end is near and I believe 
A push is all we need. 

A boon, a boon, I ask the world 
The strength to persevere; 
Allow my brain to work uncurled; 
Insanity is near. 

My brain, my brow, the work is done 
We’ve conquered all our strife. 
We went the course, we three as one; 
We’ve won the game of life. 

TASK 

TASK also employs the ballad form in concepts and draws on 
vocabulary that suggests the poem had been written in an ancient 
period of English literature. 
 
Phrases like “wrought,” for “waste.” “take not a leave” and “a boon” 
are all reminiscent of old English literature. 
 
So that you do not have to refer to a dictionary, “wrought” means 
“made” and a “boon” is a favor. 
 
TASK records the heroic deeds of three heroes who engage in the 
great battle of life.   
The three heroes represent the three elements of man’s existence. 



  

The speaker is man’s Spirit, (the inner soul) that leads the Brain (the 
intellectual part of man) to guide the Brow, or the physical 
representation of man. 
 
Heavy stuff, huh? 



TODAY 

It’s a blacktop, mop top, stay on top world. 
It’s a topless, cop-less, can’t stop this world. 
It’s a be mean, stay teen, quite obscene world. 
It’s a big lie, get high, hope to die world 

It’s a get shot, Red hot, feed on pot world. 
It’s a big joke, so broke, enjoy coke world. 
It’s a hot rod, dead God, dress all mod world. 
It’s a don’t wait, preach hate, stay out late world. 

People aren’t fair, don’t care, won’t do their share. 
People pray less, say less, work a day less. 
It’s a stay-young, eat-dung, swap among world. 
It’s a no hope, take dope, drop the Pope world. 

TODAY 

I wrote this poem to show off my rhyming skills. 
 
So, trying to explain what it meant became a challenge for me. 
 
After re-reading my original explanation of this poem, I realized that 
the explanation was more complex than the poem itself. 
 
As an experiment, I asked my three teenagers to read the poem and 
to explain it to me the way they understood it. 
 
To my horror, they told me more about the poem than I actually wrote 
into it. 
 
If you are a teenage plagiarist, please take the time and patience to 
explain this one to your elders. 
 
If you are a parent plagiarist, ask your kids what this one means. 
(Make believe you’re testing their poetic insight!) 



  

WHY ARE YOU HERE? 
 

Why Are You Here? 
Why did you stay  
when all of your type  
have gone?  
Winter is here, you silly fly.  
Your family has gone to  
the natural limbo for a 
winter respite 

Before returning to plague our 
summer meals and disturb  
our summer sleep and force us  
to expand useless energy  
on your Kamikaze tactics. 

Why did you stay?  
You know damn well  
the nature of your  
existence on earth.  
You were to be here for 
a short period of time and then depart.  
 
Your breath on this pluralistic universe  
                    was useless.  
You did nothing but pester 
an already perturbed populace 
and then 
give your filthy shell to 
another useless creature, 
The spider. 
 
You are still here!  
Damn you!  
Why are you here?  
You must have known!  
What other reason could there be? 



You should have fulfilled the  
Divine plan of nature weeks ago.  

But there you are 
Flying around my cup of coffee.  
A cup of coffee  
that was taken not 
for the sake of coffee 
but  
to sit and think 
and wonder in disbelief  
not of why you are here  
but why he isn't! 

He was not useless.  
He was to be here for  
a short period of time 
and then depart. 
but, 
his time,                so god damn short of a time 
was spent for humanity.  
He was personified justice, 
honor, truth, and humility. 
 
Is this why you are here?  
Is this why you stayed?  
Are you happy to see 
the tears, the sighs of grief,  
the looks of disbelief? 
 
Do you find joy  
in the void left in human hearts? 
 

Can you feel the empty loneliness  
or the outer clutch of deep, painful loss? 
 

Did you stay around so long just  
to follow that 
stately, awesome caisson and  
contaminate the purity of that draped cloth  



  

waiting for one of those  
white chargers to excrete the matter  
for which only you are worthy? 
 

Can you not feel the disgust,  
the misery, the futility, the shock 
of that heinous act? 
 

Have you no sympathy,  
no remorse, no feeling of intimacy 
with those brave and dignified survivors? 
 

Could you have known the hysteria,  
the madness, the awesomeness,  
the rude, muffled proclamation 
of what we refused to believe  
was true? 
 

I could unite your ugly frame  
with the rest of the useless, lifeless scum 
of this Earth. 
 
But what sense would there be 
in this useful act  
when the minds and hearts are saddened 
by a useless, ignominious  
murder. 
 
WHY ARE YOU HERE? 
 
I still remember where I was when I heard the news. 
 

I was standing near my mailbox at King’s College in Wilkes Barre, 
Pennsylvania. 
 

The nation was stunned. 
 

Nobody could believe what had just happened. 
 



That night I sat in our kitchen, fumbling with a cup of coffee I wasn’t 
sure I wanted to drink. 
 

And there it was. A fly still hanging around on November 22, my 
sister’s birthday. 
 

I was so stunned by someone assassinating John F. Kennedy in 
Dallas that I started talking to the damn fly. 
 

What I said to the fly appears on the left side of the page. 
 

How I felt appears on the right side of the page. 
 

Some might consider this work poetry. 
 

Some might consider it the ramblings on a confused mind. 
 

You decide. 



  

THE PROOF IS IN THE “PUTTING” 
 

Are you going to put your money  
where your mouth is? 
Or are you going to put  
your foot in your mouth? 
 

Are you going to put some  
of these ideas to work for you?  
Or are you going to put them  
on the back burner? 
 

Are you going to put your foot down  
on fear and procrastination? 
Or are you going to put your feet up  
and let success come to you? 
 

And are you going to put your best foot forward? 
Or are you just putting on the Ritz? 
 

Are you going to try to put your finger on it?  
Or are you going to put your whole heart into it? 
 

Are you going to put all your ducks in a row  
and all you eggs in one basket 
before you put it all together? 
 

Are you going to put off until tomorrow  
what you should be putting into action today? 
 

Are you putting fourth your best effort or  
putting first your best effort? 
 

The Proof is in the Putting  
And the Putting is up to you. 
Success in not in wishing 
It’s found in what you do. 
 
THE PROOF IS IN THE “PUTTING” 
 



Let me put this into perspective.  
 
In this poem, the word “putting” has nothing to do with golf. 
 
As you can see from this poem, people use the verb “put” to describe 
a number of actions or attitudes. 
 
I wrote this poem as a mental activity. 
 
One day, I heard one of these phrases and realized none of these 
phrases mean anything. 
 
Reread the words and phrases again and see how many of these 
actions ever actually happen. 
 



  

MOST PECULIAR TIME 
 

I'm picking up the pieces 
Of a puzzle called my life. 
I'm setting down new roots here 
With three kids and a new wife. 
 

Now I’m singing for our supper 
And sweeping up for lunch. 
I have to skip breakfast 
So the kids have Captain Crunch 
 

I've got a criminal record 
With a lifetime of shame to hide. 
But trying to find a decent job 
Is like swimming against the tide. 
 

We're living now on welfare 
'Cause I cannot find a job. 
Folks still think I'm looking for 
A gas station to rob. 
 

My wife works at the factory 
For the minimum wage. 
Yes, we're living in a most peculiar age. 
 

They won't let us ever forget 
I committed a crime 
Yes, we're living in a most peculiar time. 
 

MOST PECULIAR TIME  
 

Unfortunately, this poem mirrors life for a certain segment of society. 
 
My heart breaks when I think of how the circumstances described in 
the poem bring hardship to family members. 
 
I thank God that I have never been or plan to be in any of these 
situations. 



 
But, I can sympathize and empathize with any one in these situations. 
 
I have no idea if, or when, or how, or why you would plagiarize this 
poem. 
 
I wrote this poem to make people think and feel and maybe even help 
anyone they know described in the poem. 



  

 VOLUME 6 HAIKU POEMS TO CLAIM YOU WROTE 

 

When I was an English teacher, I introduced my students to Haiku 
poetry as a different way of thinking and writing. 
 
Good writing needs to be clear, concise, correct, complete, and 
conversational. 
 
The same is true of Haiku. 
 
Although the traditions and forms of Haiku vary by definition and 
cultures, I began with the simplest and easiest form to learn and use. 
 
I taught the students to use the traditional English form that consisted 
of 17 syllables. 
 
The first line contained five syllables, the second had seven syllables, 
and the third had five. 
 
To allow the students a broader base of topics, I skipped any 
requirement of a focus on nature. 
 
This taught them to be clear with their writing. To be effective, they 
needed to create a picture using words. 
 
It taught them to be concise. They only had 17 syllables to express 
their ideas. 
 
They learned the meaning of being correct. They had to follow the 5, 
7, 5 pattern. 
 
They needed to check every aspect of their creation to make sure it 
was complete. 
 



The task required the poem to allow readers to see a picture, a 
moment in time, or an idea in the constraint of a specific pattern of no 
more than 17 syllables. 
 
Because of the constraints on syllables, they developed a more 
conversational tone. 
  
It forced them to write, "use" rather than "utilize" and "model" or 
"pattern“ rather than "paradigm.“ 
 
One of the more imaginative and creative qualities of Haiku rests in 
the interpretation of the verse. 
 
The picture or emotion or message the author intends in writing the 
poem does not have to match what the readers experience.  
 
The poet’s interpretation can be something completely different or 
foreign to the readers. 
 
For this reason, I will explain only a few of the Haiku poems in the 
following series.  
 
I do this because I feel that what I was thinking or feeling when I 
wrote the poem might enrich your understanding and appreciation of 
the process and purpose for writing Haiku. 
 
Plagiarizing the remaining poems will allow you to do the same. 
 
You can reveal your interpretations to your audience or you can invite 
them to experience their own feelings about your words. 



  

THE SOUND OF SILENCE 

The sound of silence 
In a coalmine two miles down 
Is beyond belief 

THE SOUND OF SILENCE 

I worked my way through college working for the Glen Alden Coal 
Corporation. 
 
No, I was not a coal miner. I was a laborer working with the electrical 
crew that maintained the electrical systems for the company. 
 
During the second summer working for them, I did spend eight hours 
a day in a coalmine. It was a mine that the electrical crew was 
retrofitting after the mine had been flooded by a hurricane.  
 
The mine was less than 1 mile from the Susquehanna River. 
 
This mine and its chambers descended at least a mile and a half 
under the river. 
 
When I say I spent eight hours a day in the mine, I truly meant eight 
hours a day.  
 
Because we were working on the generator room, which was about a 
mile down the slope, we had to take our lunch breaks in the mine.  
 
We were not about to walk up a mile just to eat and then walk a mile 
back. 
 
Eventually, my fear of being in that mine gave way to the awesome 
wonder of to details of the mine. 
 
The first was how dark “dark” really is. 



After I had eaten my lunch, I would walk about 30 yards up from the 
generator room, place my gloves on the cold steel coal car tracks, 
then sit there with my lantern turned off. 
 
You don't know what dark is until you shut off the light, deep inside a 
coalmine. 
 
You also have no idea of how deafening the sound of silence can be. 
 
The absence of any sound whatsoever is an experience I will never 
forget. 
 
That memory prompted this Haiku verse. 



  

YOUR FIRST HAIKU 

 

If you can't say it  
In seventeen syllables,  
You should try again 

YOUR FIRST HAIKU 
 
I call this, Your First Haiku, as a way to encourage you to try writing 
Haiku poetry as a form of practice for all types of writing.  
 
In the previous section, you discovered that all writing should be 
clear, concise, correct, and complete.  
 
Writing Haiku poems allows you to practice the discipline and rules of 
creating this form of writing.  
 
Sports figures, music legends, scientists, teachers, politicians, all 
earn their status with determination, practice, and experience. 
 
Writing Haiku verses to practice your writing skills will not be an easy 
task at first. Few people can play a piano well the first time they lay 
their hands on the keys.  
 
If you are right handed, try writing your name with your left hand or 
vice versa. 



THE AMERICAN WAY 
 

Presumed innocent 
Until a jury of peers 
Proves someone guilty 

 
THE AMERICAN WAY 

 
I wrote this Haiku verse to prove two points. 
 
First, you can find topics and inspiration all around you. 
 
I’m sure you’ve heard these words hundreds of times. 
 
All I did was fashion them into 17 syllables. 
 
You can do the same. 
 
Listen when people talk. 
 
Observe what you read. 
 
The world provides you a treasure chest full of ideas for expression. 
 
Second, take advantage of these opportunities to write. They provide 
you a chance to exercise your mind to improve your overall writing 
skills. 
 
They allow you to shape your ideas and words into a 17-syllable 
poem that delivers a message. 
 
This exercise helps you train your brain to become clear and concise 
no matter what you write. 
 



  

If you take a positive attitude towards writing Haiku verses, you can 
challenge yourself to enjoy the writing process and the satisfaction of 
a job well done and, you can have fun with words and ideas. 



THE MOON 

Can you imagine  
The thrill of being the first 
To walk on the moon? 

THE MOON 

Let's talk about how you can have fun, or use your imagination, or 
even show off. Let's make believe your English teacher gave the 
class an assignment. 
 
That assignment said, "Write a poem about the moon." 
 
Think of all the possible ways you could have approached that 
assignment. 
 
You could think about how the moon affects the tides. 
 
You might write about how the moon is the subject of popular songs. 
 
You might even bring in the idea of the moon being made of cheese. 
 
And let's not forget the Man in the Moon. 
 
The key to writing this poem is to follow the 5 - 7 - 5 pattern of a 
Haiku verse. 
 
However, you could also create a rhyming version as in the nursery 
rhyme, "Hey Diddle Diddle." 
 
Here's a clue about how much writing a poem can be. 
 
Does this poem talk about the thrill someone might experience or is 
the writer saying these words in a sarcastic, satirical way? 
 
The key is the possibility of the poem having a double meaning. 



  

THE WIND 

The leaves and branches 
Dance as the tree blows the wind 
Softly on my face. 

THE WIND 

Remember my quote, “Poetry is a method of saying something in a 
way that no one else has ever said it.” 
 
Poetry might also capture an idea or vision in a way no one else 
might have ever seen it. 
 
Most people believe that the wind blows through the trees causing the 
leaves and branches to move. 
 
This Haiku verse suggests that the tree blows the leaves and 
branches, causing them to move. 



LEAVE THE TREES 

 

"Leave the trees," he said. 
"Let's challenge all the golfers 
Who miss the fairways." 

LEAVE THE TREES 
 
The Myrtle Beach condo I once rented featured a lanai that 
overlooked the 15th green of a Greg Norman golf course. 
 
While sitting on the lanai one morning, my attention was drawn to a 
group of trees across the fairway. 
 
As I focused on this particular group of trees, my eyes drifted to the 
trees closer to the condo. 
 
I imagined what the golf course architect was thinking as he walked 
down the fairway to the green in front of the condo. 
 
My mind then recalled many of the other golf courses I had golfed 
and the challenges that tree-lined fairways posed to my golf game. 
 
The object of one's golf swing is to keep the golf ball in the fairway 
that is lined with trees and other hazards. 
 
Unfortunately, my golf balls seem to like playing in the trees. 



  

MOSEY 

Mosey is a word 
That has a double meaning. 
It means fast and slow. 

MOSEY 

I loved Hank Williams’ version of the song, “Just Waitin’.” 
 
I loved the rhythm of the melody and words. 
 
I pictured a man slowly walking somewhere aimlessly telling his story 
and getting his message across. 
 
He was just moseying along giving voice to his inner thoughts. 
 
Every time I heard the song, I wanted to get up and move or walk to 
the rhythm and feeling the song created for me. 
 
Mosey means to walk slowly in a relaxed manner or to stroll or 
wander around leisurely. 
 
Interestingly enough, it also means to leave quickly with purpose. 
 
“You’d better mosey along before the sheriff gets here.” 



BIG NUMBER SEVEN 

 

Big Number Seven 
Launches missiles on target 
Bringing victory. 

BIG NUMBER SEVEN 

If you are an avid sports fan, you might relate to this poem.  
 
If you are not a sports fan, you probably can create a better 
interpretation of this poem than a sports fan can.  
 
If you are a Pittsburgh Steelers fan, you immediately think of Ben 
Roethlisberger.  
 
However, if you're a Denver Broncos fan, you think of John Elway.  
 
Cincinnati Bengal fans will insist this describes Boomer Esaison.  
 
In Washington, they remember Joe Theismann; 
Buffalo recalls Doug Flutie.  
 
Wait! Hockey fans will tell you Big Number Seven was Phil Esposito's 
number or Paul Coffey's number in Edmonton. 
 
If you're a gaming fan, you might have tried to destroy Silo 7. 

 
To me, Big Number Seven can only mean Mickey Mantle. 
 



  

ELECTED REPRESENTATIVE 
 

He rides the bus home 
To listen to the people 
Before he will vote 
 
ELECTED REPRESENTATIVE 
 

This poem is an example of something I heard on TV and then turned 
into a Haiku. 
 
I found this brief news item very interesting. 
 
The reporter, indeed, talked about a Senator or Congressman who 
chose to take a bus back to his home district rather than take a plane 
or drive.  
 
He used this time on the bus to listen to what people were actually 
talking about and feeling. 
 
He discovered that people not involved in politics thought about their 
world as being much more related to their lives and not about the 
political agenda Washington insiders and the news media droned on 
about each day. 
 
They were more concerned about jobs, health care, the economy, 
safety and not the hot buttons politicians and reporters pushed each 
night. 
 
I wish that I had caught the name of this person who decided to listen 
rather than campaign for the next election. 



TAKE A BREAK 

 
You deserve a break. 
Relax and enjoy some coke. 
Either one or both. 

 
TAKE A BREAK 
 
This Haiku verse could possibly fall into the FUN SECTION, the 
IMAGINATION, or even the OCASSIONAL SECTION. 
 
That’s how you present it to your audience. 
 
You relate a story of how an idea came to you and you wanted to 
capture it in a poem. 
 
The way you heard it in your head and the way it sounded when you 
put the words on paper jumped out as a possible Haiku. 
 
But then, you thought, “I might be able to have some fun with this.” 
So you played with it for a while and decided that adding to it would 
blur the original thought. 
 
And then you thought, “This might be something I could use on a 
special occasion.” 
 
When you see someone stresses out or overworked, say, “Hey, I 
recently wrote a poem you might find helpful.” 



  

FIVE WORDS 

 

To prove you care say 
The five most important words 
I love you – I do 
 
FIVE WORDS 
 
The meaning of this poem lies more in the reader’s interpretation than 
the author’s. 
 
Is this poem about romantic love where lovers passionately love each 
other? 
 
Do these words refer to feelings that friends often say to each other to 
show they really appreciate the others friendship? 
 
Do the words, “I do” refer to a wedding vow or and expression of 
understanding? 
 
Mmm.  
 
What do you think? 
 
Do you have an even better interpretation? 



OTHER HAIKU VERSES 
 

Happiness is yours  
When you fill your life with joy  
Find someone to love 
 

A weekly Haiku  
Fills the heart and soul with thoughts  
Of inspiration 
 

The road to success  
Runs past a stranger's front door  
Stop and feel the love 
 

Communication  
Is your most important skill  
When you do it right 
 

Having a bad day?  
Help is just a friend away.  
Find someone to hug. 
 

Children need your love  
When they deserve it the least  
That's what parents do 
 

A relationship  
That can last you a lifetime  
Starts with a warm smile 
 
Puppies, flowers, smiles  
All have one thing in common  
They all bring you love 
 

Real education  
Joins the minds and the hearts with  
Imagination 
 

 
 



  

I look in your eyes  
I prove to you that I care  
You and I connect 
 
Banks are robbing us 
With fees to hold our money  
While they get richer 
 

We have a problem  
E-mail has consumed the world  
Nobody reads it 
 
Get rid of stage fright  
Your mind goes blank when you think 
Skip the fear and dread 
 

To really listen  
You must surrender yourself  
Others know your heart 
 

Get rid of needless  
Prepositions that add length  
But do not add strength 
 

You know how to write 
But you somehow miss the prize  
To get it, edit. 
 

Customer Service  
Starts with a good attitude  
And ends with a friend 
 

Do you really care?  
Customers can see through you  
If you ignore them 



VOLUME 7 LYRICS TO CLAIM YOU WROTE  

Lyrics That Will Bring Your Melody to Life 
 

A good songwriter can hear the sound of a snowflake crashing to the 
ground, see a blade of grass grow after a morning shower, and feel 
the joy of an eagle’s first flight. 
 
A good songwriter can measure the amount of pain in a tear, the 
awkwardness of a first kiss, and the comfort of a daydream. 
 
Does your melody talk to one special person or address the truths, 
emotions, and stories of many? 
 
Does you melody make folks want to dance or think or remember? 
 
Does your melody fill hearts with joy and laughter or make the sad 
enough to cry? 
 
Whatever emotion, story, or memory your melodies evoke, you will 
find words that match your purpose and audience. 
 
Don’t wait. Let’s collaborate. 
 
Naturally, I’d love to have Brad Paisley or Dolly or Adele fall in love 
with my lyrics. 
 
But, if you just jam with a garage band, play the Moose or American 
Legion on weekends, or actually make a living playing cover songs, 
you will find lyrics in this book that might bring that tune that’s been 
running around in your head to life. 
 
You may find that your audiences might like it. You might even put it 
one YouTube or other social media sites. You might be a playwright 
looking for songs to wrap your story around. 
 



  

Or you might be looking for a story expressed in my lyrics. 



Country Lyrics 



  

You Feel So Good In My Arms 
 

You're my best friend,  
you're the one I tell my secrets to. 
You're the one who whose advise I often seek. 
We say "hello" and "good bye" 
With a hug and a kiss on the cheek. 
 

But lately those kisses  
land more often on your lips 
Our embraces last much longer than before. 
I've kept these feelings deep inside of me, 
But I just can't hide them any more. 
 

'cause You feel so good in my arms. 
There's only one thing I long to do. 
You feel so good in my arms. 
I want to get closer to you. 
 

I'm not sure, but I think you feel the same way. 
And that's why I'm hoping that I hear you say 
 

You feel so good in my arms. 
There's only one thing I long to do. 
You feel so good in my arms. 
I want to get closer to you. 



What Key Do You Dream In? 
 

I've been pickin' my guitar  
all day and half the night, 
Tryin' to get the music  
and the words to come out right. 
While I'm playin' my wife's sayin'  
"You're a good for nothing bum,  
'Cause instead of looking for a job, 
all you do is sit and strum." 
 
This damn song will drive me crazy;  
it had better be a hit. 
If I don't make some money soon,  
my wife will throw a fit. 
I keep writin', we keep fightin',  
but in bed it's plain to see  
That my mind is working overtime  
when my wife asks me 
 
"What key do you dream in, 
is it sharp or is it flat?  
You keep moving while you're sleeping,  
like a fidgety ole cat. 
First you're humming, then you're snoring,  
keeping time with your feet.  
What key do you dream in? 
'cause you sleep to a rock and roll beat." 
 
In the middle of the night,  
as a song runs through my head, 
I've got to write it down,  
so I jump up out of bed.  
My wife's screamin' 'cause I'm streamin'  
through the bedroom in the dark  



  

Lookin' for a pen and paper  
while my wife and dog both bark. 
 
This damn song will drive me crazy,  
it had better be a hit. 
If I don't make some money soon,  
my wife will throw a fit. 
I keep writin', we keep fightin',  
but in bed it's plain to see  
That my mind is workin' overtime  
when my wife asks me 
 
"What key do you dream in, 
is it sharp or is it flat?  
You keep moving while you're sleeping,  
like a fidgety ole cat. 
First you're humming, then you're snoring,  
keeping time with your feet.  
What key do you dream in? 
'cause you sleep to a rock and roll beat." 



You 
 

The thought of you  
 Releases me 
 Refreshes me 
 Remains with me 
 
All I want to do is 
 Stay with you 
 Play with you 

Lay with you 
 
Only you can make me 
 Want to dance 
 Take a chance 
 Think romance 
 
The sight of you can make me 
 Want to sing 
 Give love a fling 
 Buy a diamond ring 
  
When I look into your eyes 
 My knees get weak 
 I can hardly speak 
 I find what I seek 



  

Marylou 
 

The beauty of an angel 
Perfection of style 
The sweet things of heaven 
Are found in your smile  
Marylou, Marylou 
These are my mem'ries of you. 
 
The touch of your fingers  
Burns right through my skin 
Your voice makes me tingle. 
I glow deep within. 
Marylou, Marylou 
These are my mem'ries of you. 
 
I know that you love me 
You prove it each day. 
I need all your strength  
You show me the way. 
You're what I've needed 
Throughout all my life. 
And that's why I'm proud 
That you are my wife. 
 
The fact that you love me 
Fills me with joy. 
The trust that we live by 
No one can destroy. 
Marylou, Marylou 
These are my mem'ries of you. 



I Have To Write The Saddest Song 
 

I have to write the saddest song 
A juke box (Ipod - cell phone) ever played. 
I have to make the words cut deep 
Just like the sharpest blade. 
I have to write a melody 
That sends chills deep inside. 
I have to let the people know 
Why I broke down and cried. 
 

And when they hear this song, 
on a juke box “(I pod – Cell Phone) or radio, 
They'll know that I was shattered  
by just one crushing blow. 
They'll know the pain I suffered;  
how it ruined my life. 
I have to write the saddest song  
of the death of my lovely wife. 

 
Our friends have left us for tonight, 
We're here alone again. 
But they'll be back tomorrow for 
The funeral Mass at ten. 
Although my hands are trembling, 
'Cause yours are as cold as steel, 
I have to write down all the words 
To show just how I feel. 
 

I have to write the saddest song; 
That's something I must do. 
I have to write the saddest song 
As my farewell to you. 

 
And when they hear this song, 
on a juke box (I pod – Cell Phone) or radio, 



  

They'll know that I was shattered  
by just one crushing blow. 
They'll know the pain I suffered;  
how it ruined my life. 

I have to write the saddest song  
of the death of my lovely wife 
 
Good bye, Darling. I love you. 



I Need A Hug 
 

The bank foreclosed on my house today 
I lost my job so I can’t pay 
Nobody listens to what I say. 
I need a hug. 
 
My brother-in-law wrecked my pick up truck 
My son got hit by a flying puck 
I’m so way down on my luck 
I need a hug. 
 
I really do hate to complain 
It’s really not my style 
I’m normally a happy guy 
I usually wear a smile. 
 
But lately things took a turn for the worse 
I’m in a hole that I ain’t dug 
My wife tells me she’s leavin’ me 
I need a hug. 
 
The dog ate my homework 
And I lost my excuse 
My smart phone turned dumb 
I can’t take this abuse 
 
But one of these days I’ll be a happy man 
I’ll put all my troubles in a garbage can. 
And throw them away as fast as I can 
I won’t need that hug. 
 
Narrative part 
 
Are you crazy man?  
You’ll always need a hug. 



  

Hugs make the world go around. 
Hugs are important. 
 
Singing part  
 
I guess you’re right. 
I’m a stupid lug. 
I’m too up tight. 
I need a hug. 



I’m Gonna Ride That Big Black Train To Dixie 
 

I’m gonna ride that big black train to Dixie 
I’m gonna ride that big black train to Dixie 
I’m gonna ride that big black train to Dixie 
 I grew up on southern food 
 It put me in a real good mood 
I’m gonna ride that big black train to Dixie 
 
I’m gonna ride that big black train to Memphis 
I’m gonna ride that big black train to Memphis 
I’m gonna ride that big black train to Memphis 
 In this life, I’ve paid my dues 
 I’ve earned the right to sing the blues 
I’m gonna ride that big black train to Memphis 
 
I’m gonna ride that big black train to Richmond 
I’m gonna ride that big black train to Richmond 
I’m gonna ride that big black train to Richmond 

I just gotta get out of this town 
Just being here sure drags me down 

I’m gonna ride that big black train to Richmond 
 
I’m gonna ride that big black train to Texas. 
I’m gonna ride that big black train to Texas. 
I’m gonna ride that big black train to Texas. 

I’ve got to ease this nagging pain 
So I’m gonna ride that big black train 

I’m gonna ride that big black train to Texas. 
 
 I’ve got a big load on my back 
 My pain is eased by railroad track 
 I can’t stay there on a bet 
 Riding rails helps me forget 
 I’m gonna ride that big black train to Dixie 
 



  

I’m gonna ride that big black train to Georgia 
I’m gonna ride that big black train to Georgia 
I’m gonna ride that big black train to Georgia 
 I had to leave my family 

They don’t give a damn about me 
I’m gonna ride that big black train to Georgia 
 
I’m gonna ride that big black train to Dixie 
I’m gonna ride that big black train to Dixie 
I’m gonna ride that big black train to Dixie 
 I grew up on southern food 
 It put me in a real good mood 
I’m gonna ride that big black train to Dixie 



I want to say, "I Love You." 
 

I want to say, “I love you.” 
Those words just seem to fit. 
I want to make you happy 
With love that just won’t quit. 
I want to give you all of me 
‘Cause that’s what true love means. 
I want to elevate my thoughts  
Beyond some secret dreams. 
 

I want to say, “I love you.” 
And mean just what I say. 
I want to say, “I love you.” 
But truth gets in the way. 
I want to say, “I love you.” 
And sow the seeds we plant 
I want to say, “I love you.” 
But I can’t. 
 

I cannot be there close you 
Those times it seems to count. 
I cannot promise to be near 
When troubles start to mount. 
I am afraid of what I know 
I’ve too much now to lose. 
You’re luckier than I because 
You’re free to pick and choose. 
 

So when you’re feeling lonely 
Or when you’re feeling blue 
When you need someone to hold 
Or tell your troubles to 
Remember someone loves you 
And if you need to talk 
Let’s have a cup of memories 
Or take a smiling walk. 
I want to say, “I love you.” 



  

I need to every day. 
I want to say, “I love you.” 
But what a price to pay! 
I want to say, “I love you.” 
I know it’s wrong but still 
I want to say, “I love you.” 
So I will. 



I Don't Know 
 

I don't know why I say the things I say 
I don't know why I do the things I do 
I don't know what's come over me 
But I do know I love you 
 
I don't know where I lost my way 
I don't know when I came unglued 
I don't know who led me astray 
But I do know I love you 
 
I don't know all of the answers to 
All the questions in my heart 
But I do know that it was you 
Who gave my happiness its start 
 
I don't know why I should go on 
I don't know what I'm thinking of 
I pretend that you still love me 
But you don't return my love 



  

Down at the 5th Street Mall 
 

Down at the 5th Street Mall 
They were having a ball 
In the union hall 
With a woman six-foot tall 
Who was a real doll 
And talked with a drawl. 
 
They finally hit the wall 
When she fell into a stall 
And began to bawl. 
 
And so they had to call 
Her younger brother Paul 
 
As she began to crawl. 
He covered her with a shawl 
And to avoid a brawl 
He walked her down the hall 
So she couldn't fall.  
  
That's all y'all. 



Momma Put A Smile On My Face Last Night 
 

Momma put a smile on my face last night. 
She sure knows what to do,  
and she sure does it right. 
She knows she drives me crazy  
when we turn out the lights. 
'Cause momma put a smile on my face last night. 

 

Runnin' this old farm means  
lots of chores to do 
Milkin' all the cows and mendin' fences too. 
Then long and lonely hours  
up on my old John Deere 
And choppin' and stackin' wood  
for when cold weather's here. 
 

Although the work is hard,  
when the day is done 
Momma sure can cook  
in more ways than one. 
After a great meal, comes time  
for kids and prayers; 
We spend some family bible time  
then hustle them up stairs. 
 

Momma put a smile on my face last night. 
She sure knows what to do,  
and she sure does it right. 
She knows she drives me crazy  
when we turn out the lights. 
'Cause momma put a smile on my face last night. 

 
 

A farmer's life is hard  
but I wouldn't change it if I could. 
Especially when I share it  
with a man that is so good. 



  

. 
 

Momma put a smile on my face last night. 
She sure knows what to do,  
and she sure does it right. 
She knows she drives me crazy  
when we turn out the lights. 
'Cause momma put a smile on my face last night. 



Poppa Put A Smile On My Face Last Night 
 

Poppa put a smile on my face last night. 
He sure knows what to do,  
and He sure does it right. 
He knows she drives me crazy  
when we turn out the lights. 
'Cause Poppa put a smile on my face last night. 

 
Runnin' this old farm means 
lots of chores to do 
Milkin' all the cows and mendin' fences too. 
Then long and lonely hours  
up on his old John Deere 
And choppin' and stackin' wood  
for when cold weather's here. 
 
Although the work is hard,  
when the day is done 
Poppa sure can cook  
in more ways than one. 
After a great meal, comes time  
for kids and prayers; 
We spend some family bible time  
then hustle them up stairs. 
 

Poppa put a smile on my face last night. 
He sure knows what to do,  
and He sure does it right. 
He knows she drives me crazy  
when we turn out the lights. 
'Cause Poppa put a smile on my face last night. 

 
A farmer's life is hard  
but I wouldn't change it if I could. 



  

Especially when I share it  
with a man that is so good. 

 
Poppa put a smile on my face last night. 
He sure knows what  to do,  
and he sure does it right. 
He knows he drives me crazy  
when we turn out the lights. 
'Cause Poppa put a smile on my face last night. 



Pack Up Your Bags 
 

Pack up your bags and just leave. 
Don't stop to straighten things out. 
You made a mess of my heart and my mind. 
Now I'm throwing you out. 
 
I'm not crazy; I don't have to take anymore. 
You made a fool of me; now you're history. 
It's time to even the score. 
I'm so lucky; I found out what you really are; 
You're no damn good, and you've gone too far. 
 
Pack up your bags and just leave. 
Don't stop to straighten things out. 
You made a mess of my heart and my mind. 
Now I'm throwing you out.  
 
                        SOLO 
 
   Get lost baby, I found out what you're really like. 
   You're a no good snake, so go on, take a hike. 
 
I'm not stupid; I don't have to take all this grief. 
You treated me like dirt; now you're the one who'll hurt. 
Revenge will be so sweet. 
I'm so happy; I'm rid of your schemes and your lies. 
You blew your chance, so it's no surprise. 
 
 
Pack up your bags and just leave. 
Don't stop to straighten things out. 
You made a mess of my heart and my mind. 
Now I'm throwing you out.  
 
Pack up your bags; I mean it this time. 



  

Pack up your bags; I won't change my mind. 
Pack up your bags; the message is clear 
Pack up your bags  and get out of here. 
 
Pack up your bags; take all of your clothes and your lies. 
Pack up your bags; take all of your slick alibis. 
Pack up your bags; your putdowns and live it up life. 
Pack up your bags; move them on out of here,  
Out of my sight and my life. 



Time Out! 
 

For Fifteen years our marriage has  
withstood the test of time.  
To Get a little on the side,  
would take just one thin dime. 
Yes, I resisted all of that 
because of a wedding vow. 
But look were the hell it's got me now. 
 
Time out! (Time out!)  
That's what she's askin' for. 
Time out! (Time out!) 
Away from household chores. 
Time out! (Time out!)  
To see a friend without a name. 
Time out! (Time out!)  
She's changin' all the rules of the game. 
 
Time out! (Time out!)  
That's what she's askin' for. 
Time out! (Time out!)   
She don't think I know the score. 
Time out! (Time out!)   
To see ole "What's his name."  
Time out! “(Time out!)   
She's changin' all the rules of the game. 
 
     I'm callin' time out, 
     'cause some overtime's been played. 
     I'm haulin' on out, 
     'cause there's rumors of a trade. 
     She's been playin' with my mind, 
     Things around here ain't the same 
     I'm not stayin' this time, 
     She's changed all the rules of the game. 



  

Time out! (Time out!)   
She thought I was a bore. 
Time out! (Time out!)   
She was rotten to the core. 
Time out! (Time out!)   
Tell the sheriff I'm to blame. 
Lights out! (“Lights out?)  
I just called an end to her game. 



You Hurt Me 
 

"I love you" . . .  
are three simple little words. 
But their power and their meaning  
are quite clear. 
"I love you"  . . .  
are three simple little words. 
They show a smile deep inside  
me when you're near. 
 
"I hate you"  . . .  
are three simple little words. 
But they crush all the feelings  
deep in my soul 
"I hate you"  . . . are three words 
that echo so loud 
And leave my heart  
with a huge, gaping hole. 
 
"You hurt me"  . . .  
are three simple little words. 
But their meaning and their feeling  
don't come through. 
"You hurt me"  . . .  
are such shallow, empty words. 
They don't describe  
what a broken man goes through. 
 

"You hurt me"  
doesn't show all the good times, 
Doesn't wipe out  
all those sweet memories. 
How I wish I could explain 
In a word stronger than "pain" 



  

What I mean when I say,  
"You hurt me." 

 
"You hurt me"  
doesn't show all the good times, 
Doesn't wipe out  
all those sweet memories. 
How I wish I could explain 
In a word stronger than "pain" 
What I mean when I say,  
"You hurt me." 



I Guess That I Don't Love You Anymore 
 

I thought I'd cry when you left me. 
I never thought I'd set you free. 
I thought I'd stop you at the door. 
I guess that I don't love you anymore. 
 

You ran around with my best friend, 
But all I did was just pretend 
That I was mad and acted sore. 
I guess that I don't love you anymore. 
 

Now that you're gone, I am so proud. 
My head's no longer in a cloud. 
I set you free to see the light. 
A love like yours just wasn't right. 
 

I am so glad you said good-bye. 
I heard you dumped another guy. 
I’m no longer sad or sore. 
I guess that I don't love you anymore. 
 

SOLO 
 

Some day I'll find a love that's true. 
And won’t regret that we are through. 
I'll find the love I'm looking for. 
I guess that I don't love you anymore. 
 

BRIDGE 
 

      I missed you so much that it hurt. 
      I thought of forgiving you. 
      But reality reminded me 
      That you could never be true. 
 

Some day I'll find a love that's true. 
And won’t regret that we are through. 
I'll find the love I'm looking for. 
I guess that I don't love you anymore 
I know that I don't love you anymore. 



  

You'll Be Here The Rest Of My Life 
 

I never thought I could get near you. 
I never thought I’d stand a chance. 
But then you smiled and surprised me 
When you whispered, “Can I have this dance?” 
 
We danced and I knew I was captured 
By your soft skin, your hair, your perfume. 
I never thought one dance could lead us 
From the dance floor to the door of my room. 
 

I never thought love could happen this way. 
But now that you're here 
I want you to stay. 

 
  You tell me that you've always loved me. 
  You're making me feel good tonight. 
  I know if you're here in the morning 
  You'll be here the rest of my life. 

 
In all of the years I have known you 
We've seldom shared more than a glance. 
But two secrets collided this evening 
When you smiled and asked me to dance. 
 
 

I never thought love could happen this way. 
But now that you're here 
I want you to stay. 

 
  You tell me that you've always loved me. 
  You're making me feel good tonight. 
  I know if you're here in the morning 
  You'll be here the rest of my life. 



Don’t Do No Anticipatin’ 
 

Don’t do no anticipatin’,  
when it comes to love. 
You just keep your heart awaitin’,  
don’t give love a shove. 
Someday someone will steal your love  
and make your poor heart burn. 
Don’t do no anticipatin’, 
just you wait your turn. 
 

Now listen to me fellows.   
Don’t rush up to that aisle. 
To find the one you really want  
will take a little while. 
Be careful who you choose  
to be your lovin’ wife, 
Or you’ll eat T.V. dinners  
for the rest of your life. 
 

Now girls hear what I tell you,  
beware of that new man, 
He’ll wine and dine and treat you right,  
bring presents now and then. 
But when he’s got you hooked,  
he’ll turn into a grouch 
And you’ll do all the hard work while  
he sleeps on the couch. 
 

Be sure of what you’re doing’,  
look good before you leap. 
Learn all you can about your mate  
before you sink too deep. 
Don’t let those good looks fool you.   
True love comes from within. 
When beauty’s only skin deep,  
it gets under your skin. 



  

I May Be Falling In Love  
 

I may be falling in love  
Or maybe I’m not 
I may be spending cash 
That I ain’t got. 
 
I may be countin’ chickens 
On a farm I don’t own. 
I may givin’ away 
Some stuff I have on loan. 
 
I’m all mixed up 
And you’re the reason why 
You’ve turned my life upside down 
With just that twinkle in your eye 
 
I may be havin’ a dream 
Or maybe it is real 
I may be tellin’ you things 
I know just ain’t real 
 
I may be seein’ things 
But my eyes are closed 
I may be getting a good deal 
But I feel I’ve been hosed 
 
  You made such an impression on me 
  I’m feeling feelings I don’t feel usually 
 
I’m all mixed up 
And you’re the reason why 
You’ve turned my life upside down 
With just that twinkle in your eye 
 
 



I’m building up courage 
To ask you for a date 
I can’t find the words yet 
But I know I just can’t wait. 
 
  You made such an impression on me 
  I’m feeling feelings I don’t feel usually 
 
I’m all mixed up 
And you’re the reason why 
You’ve turned my life upside down 
With just that twinkle in your eye 



  

I Call my Honey, “Bunny” 
 

I call my honey, “Bunny” 
ACause she energizes me. 
I call my honey, “Bunny” 
ACause she energizes me. 
I call my honey, “Bunny” 
She charges up my battery 
 

I call my honey, “Bunny” 
She’s so cute and cuddly. 
I call my honey, “Bunny” 
She=s so cute and cuddly.   
I call my honey, “Bunny” 
I love to hold her close to me. 
 

My honey, Bunny, is so soft and warm and lovable. 
And my honey, Bunny, is really very smart. 
My honey, Bunny, makes me feel so special 
That’s why my honey, Bunny, owns my heart. 

 

I call my honey, “Bunny” 
‘Cause she energizes me. 
I call my honey, “Bunny” 
ACause she energizes me. 
I call my honey, “Bunny” 
She charges up my battery 



Polka Lyrics 



  

I Love To Polka With You 
 

I love to Polka with you.  
Csardas and oberek too.  
I could dance the whole night through  
‘Cause I love to Polka with you. 
 

Polka music is for lovers. 
This I know is true. 
You can feel it when the couples dance.  
Yes, we drink beer and have fun  
But Polkas are filled with true romance. 
 

I love to Polka with you.  
Csardas and oberek too.  
I could dance the whole night through  
‘Cause I love to Polka with you. 
 

When the music starts to slow down 
And we waltz across the floor  
Our friends could tell the way we smile.  
This is just practice for us now.  
‘Cause some day we'll Polka down the aisle. 
 

I love to Polka with you.  
Csardas and oberek too.  
I could dance the whole night through  
‘Cause I love to Polka with you. 



Rock and Roll Lyrics 



  

Move Over, Dylan 
 

I’d like to sing you a song 
If you would be willin’ 
To listen to someone 
Who sings worse than Dylan 
 
I’m not a performer 
So I just might stumble 
My voice isn’t soothing 
But at least I don’t mumble 
 
Move over, Dylan 
This is my debut 
I hope I don’t murder 
A song the way you do. 
 
I never sing in public 
So I’m taking quite a flyer 
Since I was quickly uninvited 
To join my eighth grade choir 
 
But if Dylan can make it 
With his gravely voice 
Though I will sound lousy 
He leaves me no choice 
 
Move over, Dylan 
This is my debut 
I hope I don’t murder 
A song the way you do. 
 
My voice would clearly make 
A deaf man shriek with pain 
It would be great for silent movies 
And drive Sinatra insane. 



We’re Gonna Rock Tonight 
 

We’re gonna rock tonight 
We’re gonna roll tonight 
We’re gonna rock away our blues 
We’re gonna hop tonight 
We’re gonna bop tonight 
Wear the leather off our shoes. 
 
We’re gonna rip it up 
We’re gonna kick it up 
We’re gonna dance until we drop 
We’re gonna make new friends 
And when the music ends 
We still won’t want to stop. 
 
The workday is done 
So It’s time for fun 
It’s time to sing and dance all night 
And when the morning sun 
Tells us it’s time to run 
We’ll know we partied right. 
 
Now that the dancing’s through 
I’ll be alone with you 
We’ll take a stroll down in the park 
And when the clock strikes two 
I’ll be kissing you 
As we walk home in the dark. 



  

King Of Rock And Roll 
 

Well, I’m the king of rock and roll. 
You should see me bop and stroll. 
I rock right through the night 
Until the broad day light, 
And when I sing -- I swing, 
And that’s an important thing, 
‘Cause I’m the king of rock and roll. 
 
Well, when the records start to blast 
They play it cool and fast 
The girls all gather ‘round 
‘Cause I’m the coolest cat in town, 
And when I bop -- I hop. 
I never want to stop 
‘Cause I’m the king of rock and roll. 
 
The girls all dig my hair. 
They love my real cool smile. 
The guys all dig my clothes. 
They try to copy my cool style. 
 
Well, if you think that I like to boast 
When I call myself “The Most” 
It’s just a dream of mine 
To occupy my time, 
So please don’t think I’m square; 
It’s just a dream that all boys share 
That they’re the kings of rock and roll. 



Merry Mary Ann 
 

Merry, merry Mary Ann, 
Come and let me hold your hand. 
Tell me I’m your lover man, 
Merry, Mary Ann. 
 

Long blonde hair and eyes of blue, 
Oh how my heart longs for you. 
Say your love is ever true, 
Merry, Mary Ann. 
 

Come and kiss me tenderly. 
Say your love belongs to me 
Forever and eternity, 
Merry, Mary Ann. 
 

Run your fingers through my hair. 
Say that you will always care, 
Eternal love we two will share, 
Merry, Mary Ann. 
 

Years may come and years may go. 
One thing I want you to know -  
I will always love you so, 
Merry, Mary Ann. 



  

My Buddy 
 

I talk to my buddy, all the way home 
From the moment I leave your door; 
I tell him I love you oh so much 
I must be such a bore. 
 

I tell him the secrets we both share 
‘Cause he’ll never say a thing. 
I tell him the joy of love like ours 
With the happiness it brings. 
 

I tell him your lips were oh so warm, 
Your arms held me so tight. 
I tell him the thrill of that last kiss 
When you kissed me good night. 
 

Well, you must wonder ‘bout this buddy of mine 
Is he man or dwarf or elf? 
The wind is my buddy when I leave you 
‘Cause I’m talking to myself. 
 

I talk to my buddy all the way home; 
There’s nothing else to do. 
‘Cause I’m in love with a wonderful girl 
And that wonderful girl is you. 



The Race For The Ducks 
 

I grew up poor; our family car  
had rubber soles and heels. 
I knew some day that I would own  
a fancy set of wheels. 
But mines and mills could only get me  
rusted pick up trucks, 
So I left home and entered in  
The Race for the Ducks. 
 

I started out with hopes and dreams  
but found that didn't pay. 
I changed to sweat and calluses  
for twenty bucks a day. 
But pulling meat and pushing racks  
I found out really sucks 
So I switched gears to move up to 
The Race for the Ducks. 
 

The Race For The Ducks  
runs life's fast track. 

 The Race For the Ducks  
can lead you to a heart attack. 
Look for those Ducks, 
front, side and back. 
You'll find those Ducks  
on the emblem of a Cadillac. 

 

I learned the moves; I watched the rich  
at how they worked and played. 
I saw that climbing to the top 
meant certain dues were paid. 
I got those ducks and even more;  
a name, a house, a boat. 
But as I built these castle walls,  
my climb became my moat. 
They closed me off from all those things 



  

that can't be bought by bucks. 
I lost because I finally won  
The Race for the Ducks. 



I Got Out Of My Box 
 

I got out of my box, broke it, and threw it away. 
I got out of my box, broke it, and threw it away. 
I got out of my box, found nothing inside. 
But I found new freedom so I can say with pride 
I got out of my box, broke it, and threw it away. 
 

I was in a rut, I just couldn’t get things done. 
My new ideas numbered less than one. 
I was going nowhere and getting there fast 
‘cause I was headed in reverse 
I was under stress, I had to make a change  
before things got much worse. 
 

If you’re looking for a new way,  
just play the “what if” game. 
If you’re playing with a straight deck,  
the cards all look the same. 
What if you dealt a brand new hand  
or threw the deck away? 
You might find some peace  
and then you can also say. 
 

 

I got out of my box, broke it and threw it away. 
I got out of my box, broke it and threw it away. 
I got out of my box, found nothing inside. 
I found a new freedom so I can say with pride 
I got out of my box, broke it and threw it away. 



  

The Push Away 
 

Pizza And Beer 
Are Choices To Fear 
Do The Push Away 
Push; Push; Push; Push 
Push; Push; Push; Push 
 
Pretzels, Chips, and Dips 
Go Right To Your Hips 
Do The Push Away 
Push; Push; Push; Push 
Push; Push; Push; Push 
 
Those Cookies And Pies 
Drop Down To Your Thighs 
Do The Push Away 
Push; Push; Push; Push 
Push; Push; Push; Push 
 
Peanut Butter And Jelly 
Expand Your Belly 
Do The Push Away 
Push; Push; Push; Push 
 
 Let the college girls sing 
 
 Those Fatty Foods And Sugary Drinks 
 Become A Habit That Stinks 
 When You're Overweight 
 Watch What's On Your Plate 
 And Do The Push Away 
 
Watch Your Calories 
Stop The Wine And Cheese 
Do The Push Away 



Push; Push; Push; Push 
Push; Push; Push; Push 
 
Check Your Portion Size  
And Ignore The Fries 
Do The Push Away 
Push; Push; Push; Push 
Push; Push; Push; Push 
 
Eating Healthy Food 
Will Improve Your Mood 
Do The Push Away 
Push; Push; Push; Push 
Push; Push; Push; Push 
 

Cigarettes and Chew 
Mean the Death of You 
Do The Push Away 
Push; Push; Push; Push 
Push; Push; Push; Push 
 
 Let me hear you sing, girls 
 
 Those Fatty Foods And Sugary Drinks 
 Become A Habit That Stinks 
 When You're Overweight 
 Watch What's On Your Plate 
 And Do The Push Away 
 Push; Push; Push; Push 
 
With those Drugs and Booze 
You can only Lose 
Do The Push Away 
Push; Push; Push; Push 
Push; Push; Push; Push 
 
Those Lattes and Shakes 



  

Oh for Goodness Sakes! 
Do The Push Away 
Push; Push; Push; Push 
Push; Push; Push; Push 
 
When You Exercise 
You Can Drop A Size 
Do The Push Away 
Push; Push; Push; Push 
Push; Push; Push; Push 
 
Outro 
 
Do The Push Away 
Choose the Healthy Way 
 Push Away; Push Away; Push Away 
 
Do The Push Away 
Choose the Healthy Way 
 Push Away; Push Away; Push Away 
 
Do The Push Away 
Choose the Healthy Way 
 Push Away; Push Away; Push Away 
Go Healthy 



I Had To Get Out Of That Town 
 

The suit that I’ve got on my back 
Is all that I had left to pack. 
I had to leave the fastest way; 
I knew that night would see no day. 
 

So I got on the nearest bus; 
It’s now just me, no longer us. 
The hypnotism of the road 
I hope will ease my painful load. 
 

The people thought they were so good 
To sell that house of kindling wood, 
The one far from their neighborhood 
So all of us knew where we stood. 
 

I had to get out of that town 
No reason now to hang around. 
We couldn’t lead a normal life, 
A white man and his colored wife. 
 

I hope they’re all condemned to hell; 
A decent home they wouldn’t sell. 
My heart learned Hate that night of shame 
When house and wife went up in flame. 
 

I’ve got to move, I can’t sit still. 
If I don’t go I just might kill. 
The pain won’t stop inside my head. 
A bus stop chair is now my bed. 



  

I’ve Got To Know 
 

I know I could spend the night 
Running my fingers through your hair 
To me that is a gift beyond compare 
 
I know I could spend the night 
Gazing into your hypnotic eyes 
They take me to a place no airline flies 
 
I know I could spend the night 
Enjoying the softness of your breasts 
A world of pleasure exist where my hand now rests 
 
But I’ve got to know before we go too far 
Is your kiss as beautiful as you are? 
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