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The Hill People
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I

Today I walked

A century,

Met spirits of

Another time,

Slept in the yard of

One long dead,

And heard the field

Bell chime.

––––––––
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I felt the hurts

And sorrows,

I felt the struggles

With life, 

I saw the fruits

Of labor, 

Long since decayed

From sight.

––––––––
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I walked the rooms 

Where once they slept, 

Stepped into a hall 

Where all had wept. 

The spirits rose, 

Filled my mind, 

Occupied my body,

Mingled their lives 

With mine.

––––––––
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On, on, and further 

Still, 

I felt the cry from 

The heart of the hill: 

Know, know how we 

Lived,

Become a part, 

And we live still.

––––––––
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On my horse, 

Just as they, 

We visited the neighbor 

Down the way.

Along the spirits came, 

Through the misting rain. 

We paused by the barn, 

To admire the grand beams, 

And the white frost of morn.

––––––––
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What neighbors!

What friends!

Their spirits joined in:

With sweat we hewed the little beams,

Then pride made us try,

Until we felled the biggest ones,

That you now admire.

––––––––
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Come on down to the

Big house,

Meet the spirit of our kids, 

Come on in and sit 

A spell: 

We’ll go to the smokehouse, 

And fetch a few 

Ribs.

––––––––
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I tied my horse 

To the elm, 

With love for these 

People at the helm, 

I stepped across 

The broken porch, 

And invited, 

Entered the rooms 

Of their life.

––––––––
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II

The spirit of

The kids,

Pure and sweet,

Filled the room,

From the rubble

At my feet.

I moved aside

The fallen roof,

And there in the kitchen,

I found the proof,

Of their love.

––––––––
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December 24, 1880,

From John, Priscilla, 

And Grady,

To Mom, Dad, Uncle Thad,

And Grandpappy:

We want to thank you

For being kind,

For loving us all the time,

When we were bad,

When we were sad,

You always found a

Way to make us glad.

––––––––
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Tonight the 

World will pause,

But we cannot,

Because,

We have no

Gifts to bear,

And for this plight

Our hearts despair.

––––––––
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Please accept what

We have to give,

An ear of corn, our

Sweat, a symbol

By which we live.

A mouse, our friend,

Who eats the corn,

But we forgive.

––––––––

[image: ]


Accept our forgiveness.

For when times were

Hard,

And you whipped us

In the yard,

By the elm,

For little cause,

We knew it only as

A pause,

In the flowing stream

Of care.

––––––––
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Accept the gifts from

Each of us.

Priscilla has a bust,

Of her Christ,

Which doesn’t reach

the Heights, 

Of the picture book, 

But if you look,

You’ll see the

Hours it took,

From her few

Hours of play.

––––––––
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You’ll like this

One, 

From Littlejohn.

His greatest treasure,

And a true measure

Of his love. 

He gives you a

Wing,

All that’s left from

His dove,

Which after falling from

Heights above,

He nursed with his

Love.

––––––––
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When finally all failed,

And life departed

The small body frail,

His tears mingled

With the redness

Of the tiny heart,

And forever made

Him a part,

Of what he

Now gives to you.

––––––––
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From me, Grady,

I give back to you

What you gave to me;

This Poem, the world,

And literacy.

No more X’s will our 

World see,

For as long as I be,

We kids three,

And thee,

Will have a record

Of history.

––––––––
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Grady’s persistence,

And the warmth of their

Existence,

Came along,

Over the next hill,

Down into the valley,

To the graves

By the Lone Oak.

––––––––
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III

The cold slabs formed an “A,“

Sheltering the spirits of the folks

Who had chosen to stay,

They rose to say:

Listen, to old Boswell’s way.

His spirit filled the Valley.

It was like thick essence

In the alley,

Between the mountains.

––––––––
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He came from the grave

To sit a while,

Long graybeard

And wizened smile,

A study in wisdom;

But with the eyes of a child.

He smacked his lips

With every word,

His meanings were understood, 

Before being heard.

––––––––

[image: ]


He told of how

When first he came,

The forest were so thick,

And there was no plain,

Save the river.

With breaking back,

And sweat of blood,

He cleared a track

By the river,

And then the flood.

––––––––
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Two long years he

Toiled, before,

He could send for

Rachel, and more.

He was afraid that

When they saw,

The meager existence

In the frightful

Bear claw,

They would be gone

Before the thaw.

––––––––
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There was no doubt

From the very start,

He knew somewhere in this

Valley, was buried,

His true heart.

Come toil, rain,

Hardships, pain;

This was he, 

And he was this.

His life would

Someday unite with his

Heart, in this mist.

––––––––

[image: ]


IV

I looked out upon

This Valley beautiful,

Could easily see that

Without Boswell

Dutiful,

There would be trees

And vines, shrubs, and

Clubs,

But no Meadows

As they were now,

No peaceful grazing

Of calf and cow.

––––––––
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In their comfort and

Peaceful serenity,

The current occupants

Knew not the entity,

That gave them

What they have.

For by Old Boswell,

Lay Rachel, Eunice, 

And Sam,

And other

Descendents that had

Hallowed the ground,

Together, long ago.

––––––––
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Time had changed

The names,

But the meaning of

The valley was

The same,

There was peace

And freedom for

All who came.

––––––––
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Dyer, Bilbrey, and 

Later, Cain, 

Had plowed 

This Valley in the rain,

And drought,

Long after Boswell

Had fought

The final bout.

What he started,

Many generations reaped.

Now they too rested

Beside him,

By the Lone Oak

On the hill.

––––––––
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The time came,

The horses pranced

And danced,

All left,

But I remained

For a last glance. 

Old Boswell on that

Final day,

At last lay,

Still,

By the Lone Oak on

The hill.

––––––––
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But I saw his last call. 

The casket was small, 

The box wooden.

Tears were in the

Eyes of all.

They wept

For his final day, 

And I knew,

This was Boswell’s way.

With his hands, 

And with his heart,

He carved God’s kingdom,

So that forever

This part of the world

Would be changed.

––––––––
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V

Brother, Sister, cousin,

And Saint,

A few draft horses

And his favorite paint,

All stood still as he,

On the hill

By the Lone Oak.

––––––––
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Casket open,

The breeze softly spoken,

Stroked the long

White beard.

All who knew him

Could hear the faint

Smack off his lips;

All’s well,

This grand old Boswell,

Who even now

Was not really still.

––––––––
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Large black hat

With heavy brim,

Underneath the

Moist eyes of

Parson Jim.

Split coat and

High turned collar,

He tried to swallow,

And choked a word,

Which was unusual,

For him.

––––––––
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The double black-tie,

Split wide apart

On the white vest,

Gave him strength

To start,

To give comfort to

The rest.

Summoning courage,

He spoke,

For his test

Was to follow.

––––––––
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How do I attest

And say,

With words that

Will decay,

What constituted

Old Boswell’s way.

Far beyond my

Knowledge and ken,

My understanding

Of life and sin,

He walked fertile

fields that man

had not watered.

––––––––
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He alone of all

Gathered,

Stood above,

And without

Push or shove,

Moved the whole world,

As we know it.

Forward, and further

still,

He carved out a

Valley,

For a place on this hill,

By the Lone Oak.

––––––––
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Of all God’s creatures

He was unique,

Not because of

Physique,

But because of love

And understanding,

And in wisdom

Always granting,

All that was his

To give,

To others.

––––––––
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His gift is the wind

Which sweeps across

Open plains,

Where trees once stood.

This handful of soil

Mixed with his tears

And toil,

His blood

Does not soil

But consecrate.

––––––––
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Father of us all,

And special advisor

To Old Boswell,

Fare with us well,

For without he,

None could tell

Our destiny.

As he was,

So were we.

––––––––
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Lord, it seems amiss,

To ask that You,

Accept him now.

For as we present, 

His life before Thee, 

We know he was always,

With Thee.

As the vine in the hollow,

He could only follow,

Thy will.

––––––––
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Dust to dust,

Old Boswell, we trust,

As you take him,

Take the better part of us.

Thus it be for eternity,

As long as our eyes

This Valley shall see,

We shall see he.

––––––––
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I mounted a horse

And left a Valley,

I surmounted a feeling

That I would never leave,

For what was he,

was part of me.
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Discourse with Mother
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Mother Earth: Why do you call me Mother?

Son: Because you bear us, nurse us, comfort us, oversee our growth,

mature us and introduce us to most of the beauty we are allowed to see. 

There is no other.

Mother Earth: Will you protect me, so I can continue to nurture you.

––––––––
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Son: I will protect you with all my accumulated knowledge, all that is true.

I will not cover you with a blanket of chemicals so that you overheat.

I will not block the warmth of the sun so the ice age cannot repeat.

I will not suffocate you by contamination of your life molecules, your breath.

I will not add foul matter to your flows so your carrier fluid can provide health.

I will not add parasites to your skin so you can continue your meaningful function.

I will not perturb your balance of nature which you can use to sustain this junction.

––––––––
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No, mother, your past rape for me dictates love, and action of a different course.

I will perfect your blanket with a loving thermostat to always keep a warm source.

I will understand, purify, and produce an abundance of your molecules, and eternally monitor them so you have perfect breath without perspiration.

I will subdivide all matter into its ultimate elemental components, and then recombine, recycle, filter, and purify until your carrier fluid transmits perfectly and diffuses through receptive membranes, for perfect respiration.

I will develop similarity fungi which will retard parasitic proliferation and self- optimize your primary external support organisms.

I will develop catalytic control of your kinetic life mechanisms and provide absolute buffer from external metabolisms.

––––––––
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Could a loving son of a perfect mother do any less?

Your son requests that you open your heart with a bless.

So he can awake with great stress and clean up this mess.

He truly believes that his quest is best, but results may be a guess.
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The Inner Winds
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In the beginning, the winds blew. 

They blew fierce, and arrows pierced,

Through our minds and hearts.

They blew passion and did impart,

A mixture of love and pain,

Across the turbulent inside plain.

The youth they illuminated,

The physical they stimulated,

And as they mingled, 

The fiber of being did tingle.

––––––––
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From the start, there was life,

With it, winds carried strife,

And deep into the night,

All became calm, but fearful.

The winds blew hard, canceled the full,

Knowledge, we knew as good and bad.

Fiercely, hey failed to blow away,

The hurt and pain, which turned to sad.

We lost Sunny Lee one sunny day,

Before our first May.

––––––––
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The winds did blow,

And the dust brought tears,

In the beginning of our years.

Our hearts were near to crumble,

But the wind swept away fears,

And we could laugh, amid our tumble,

And carry on together, amid cheers.

The winds slowed, and blew time to heal,

Scars that would someday seal.

They brought time for souls to congeal.

––––––––
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The wind swept away poor, 

And brought many things newer.

Travel to a new home near, 

The winds blew away hunger,

And carried away despair,

To another layer, far away.

The winds brought new conception,

To replace the old,

They strengthened our reception,

And made us bold.

––––––––
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The winds, blowing hard, were kind,

And they moved us along in time,

Until another arrived in conception.

Unlike Sunny, it became a reception.

Two lives for one lost,

Reminded us of the cost,

Of youth’s vain follies.

To correct life’s defects,

There was God’s rejects,

To allow these two cuties,

And reward our love with beauty.

––––––––
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The winds blew into a hurricane,

They howled about inside,

Till nothing could be denied.

The winds were love,

Blessed from above.

The bonds grew, 

And now four knew,

The world is sunny,

Because of Sunny.
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The Horse by the Streetlight




[image: ]




This was the first Christmas after his grandmother passed away. She was in heaven thinking of her grandson, whom she loved so much.  She inspired me to write this for him. It is in her words.

––––––––
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Long ago when I was a child, I loved beautiful things.

When I grew up, as much as I could, I still loved beautiful things.

I loved horses and carriages especially; for those were the things,

That make a Cinderella life. A Cinderella I never was,

A frog I tried not to be. I saw beauty, and I loved horses,

Although I could not ride.

––––––––
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One day when I was shopping, I saw a golden horse by a golden streetlight.

Flashes of pictures I had seen in a magazine went through my mind. 

A Princess drove by, and the light illuminated a face of beauty,

Much like I wanted mine to be. I must have that horse by the streetlight. 

Nothing else in that window of beautiful things was as wonderful.  

But I could not pay. That night I prayed. The next day I returned, with my sweetheart. 

My love said the light was too small, but it did not matter, my dream was the only real thing.

I must have my dreams, or there will be no light.

––––––––
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The horse by the streetlight sat on my mantle for many a night.

I dreamed many times that I was a princess and this was my time.

Little did I care that I would never be a princess.  I had accepted that long ago. 

But the beauty was still there in my mind, and a girl must have her dreams. 

Little did I know that the horse by the streetlight was ahead of its time? 

Its small light would be the nightlight for a small boy, who could go to sleep,

Feeling safe and maybe remembering a grandmother who loved him.

––––––––
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This horse by the streetlight knew of a time when I would be gone, and its light would shine on another little dream, my miracle, my Rusty. Now I have gone to be with Jesus, but this first Christmas after my departure, I realize just how much my horse by the streetlight was ahead of its time. It will now shine for you, because I left this legacy of love and understanding, which will far outlive me. It will be there to see that the things I loved, will not die, but live on in the ones I have loved. I love you, my miracle. Sleep tight, grandmother will always be with you.
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The Mantle Clock and the Railroad Whistle
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In fields where time was marked by sun and toil,

My grandfather worked the farm’s unyielding soil.

Yet daily he’d tread to the railroad shops’ hum,

The only industry for miles where work would come.

––––––––
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At noon, the whistle sang its piercing tune,

A call to lunch beneath the summer’s swoon.

Ten miles it carried, a beacon so clear,

Guiding folk with no time, year by year.

––––––––
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In grandmother’s home, a mantle clock stood proud,

It’s tick and chime a song, steady and loud.

I, just a boy, would sit and gaze in awe,

Enchanted by its rhythm, its beauty without flaw.

––––––––
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For days she watched me, lost in its spell,

Then smiled, “Billy, it’s old, just a shell.

Bought used, refinished by Blakely’s kind hand”,

But I cried, “It’s the finest clock in the land”!

––––––––
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Right then, the noon whistle wailed through the air,

And the clock chimed with it, a perfect pair.

“Grandmother!” I gasped, my heart all aflutter,

“They set the whistle by your clock’s steady mutter”!

––––––––
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Her laughter rang, a melody sweet and bright,

“Billy, no one loves that clock with such delight”.

At nine years old, my world was small and true,

Bound by the whistle’s call and the clock’s chime too.

––––––––

[image: ]


How bright memories remain. The grandmother died many years later at age 71; the boy was now 26. She left the farm equally divided amongst her children. But in her will, she stated that the clock was to be given to Billy. The boy.....and the old lady never forgot that day. It is still running after over one hundred years, and, yes, to the boy they still set the railroad whistle by it.
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The Search
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Sometimes a wavy thing,

Comes between the two of us.

It goes freely through my space,

But only I can see it.

It reaches deep nerves because,

I know the two, you and me, are only one.

––––––––
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It is a perturbation on an even sea,

Of the ken that is known as me.

It flows along a sine wave, 

And breaks into the thing I crave. 

For in my heart I am a nave, 

And it is I, I want to save.

––––––––
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In these misty caverns brave, 

A willful soul lives in my cave.

The strength of this I only feel

And harbor hope that it is real.
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