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November

 


 


Bright and sunny; cheerful pain

Dark and desolate; November rain

If once there was but never there is
again

The pleasure held, a forgotten friend

 


The moon is a dark face to shine light

The sun a burning star

The wings of a dove like a child

Playful, caring, unaware

 


The greatest once untouchable

But untimely removed

Sadness sorrow and pain

Brought back before a November rain

 


If Life is but a dream, then death is the
adventurer

Impassible and unmoved

The grave remembers

Too often too soon

 



*****************************************************************************

 


 


 


Oh Winter’s tale, I tell no more.

From dusk till dawn, the gated lore.

Where durst the owl sing,

O bird, o wean, o frightful thing!

 


When poets die and dream again,

Till this I sing oh forgotten friend,

When owls doth are in flight,

There may be nothing sweeter in the
night.

 


That it comes to pass every man his day,

And when singing has become astray,

That in this time of merciful things,

Arises something not certain to bring.

 


To hear his cry in a fading sand,

We have come about to no man’s land.

When the voice that cries can be heard no
more,

We associate its presence with the moor.

 


Quickly smiling, passing down,

We come alert, this faded clown.

When poets die and dream again,

This is what you see oh forgotten friend.

 



******************************************************************************

 


 


 


And thereunto we come again

A long lost love not so distant now

Of where we’ve been and are going to

To the depths of earth, I sing this hymn

 


Of hazel green and golden brown

And skin ever so fair, and yet tan

If beauty ever beheld itself, I am
looking

To life ever more priceless and eternal

 


The eyes that behold me, melts me
evermore

The touch of fingertips, the hugs were

Of but nothing of the best, how I wish I
was

With you right now

 


From the last embrace is where I’ll

See you now. Until that very moment

Of love reunited, stay true my friend

We have but yesterday to remember and
tomorrow to mend

 


 


 


To look is not to touch

To smell is to feel,

And with this and every

Passing day, we will but abide

 


That in each man’s heart

We will look further

In at this we will merge

To see, touch with knowing

 


Every passing glance is

But a touch of soul

For every look is to feel

We are but one eternally

 


For if love is the

Endless stranger foretold,

Its depths ever surmounting,

A well is filled forever.

 


A ray of hope, sunshine, everlasting

Whenceforth we come into a

World of endless emotions. To see

To feel to touch are one with another

 


 


 


 


A Forgotten Memory

 


 


When I wake up you’re all I long to hear

I search to surrender but I cannot feel

A presence in my arms, well

I dream of freedom from this hell.

Torture, pain, sorrow, love’s long lost
lust

An inner ambition of life where I must

Bring back the lost soul of a man
deadened

Down and out seems to be all I can

Once soaring high on a mountain’s top
overlook

Now only shadows fill me at the brook

Tonight I die only to be reborn

I’m crumbling from within

These tight walls are crushing me from
within

 



******************************************************************************

 


 


 


In dark places you found me

While I was no longer awake,

I had lost the way I was going,

You came almost too late.

 


Of better days we dreamed ahead

Not knowing of what roads we would take,

Better paths were enlightened,

A city shining in gold.

 


To each our own country we would stay,

Not knowing what tomorrow’s will would
bring,

Alas for me I crept out of hiding,

Dreaming to give you of only the finer
things.

 


Hopes for a short while held asunder,

Had triumphantly risen again,

Though I beat for the morrow,

I came only to yesterday’s end.

 


So it is and I hope it should not be,

For days on yet again,

To have you finally driven from me,

And to only call you friend.

 



******************************************************************************

 


 


 


La Botella

 


 


La botella es muy bonita,

It’s sides sparkle an emerald white,

Of all the things I have since passed,

I return, running to that night.

 


Through fairer days and planted dreams

Where uncertain shadows could befall,

La botella spins round y round

And stops to hear my call.

 


Of things to come, I do not know

My past is not a’light,

Our future course who will but know,

Day’s shadows move into the night.

 


My soul returns to me once more

In an hour I expect the least,

My bones rejoice with renewed strength;

Beauty and the Beast.

 


Through conquered time of many days

And fortitude of two lovers’ hearts,

We come together once again on this day,

And pray we never part.

 


Uncertainty was but a mystery,

It’s time we did not keep,

I pledge all to you Jessica,

For it has always been you that I seek.

 


La botella es muy bonita,

It’s sides sparkle an emerald white,

Of all the things that could have passed,

I thank God always for that night.

 



******************************************************************************

 


 


 


The Long Awaited Path

 


 


My long awaited past reborn,

Yesterday’s fears forgotten,

Of life started anew

For this once lonely hearted.

 


Many paths I’ve taken down this road,

My feet stumbling off the lot,

If ever I was scared of you,

My heart is now forever caught.

 


The best is my all to give,

And you will be the heir,

Life matters again strongly once more,

In your life, I will always be there.

 


For if two worlds can forge as one,

One broken, the other divided,

And form God’s perfect world,

Two hearts united.

 


Then yesterday’s fear can remain
forgotten,

Tomorrow’s memories we will share,

Forever the consummate path

Of two lovers now aware.

 



******************************************************************************

 


 


 


Mi Amore

 


 


Summer sets on an evening speed

To the rising sun may the moon light never
fail



The touch of a kiss forever lingers

The end has begun-all is not well.

 


Of beautiful darkened hair,

Of eyes of piercing green,

With lips so full as the bud of a rose,

This wanderer’s eyes never seen.

 


A beauty so perfect words are at a loss,

The smile of a friend never forgotten

All is well where it should be,

Two broken hearts begotten.

 


For if love is patient

If love is kind,

It breeches one’s soul,

It encounters one’s mind.

 


Of everything I’ll ever have,

With more than I’ll ever be,

I pledge to you my life, my love,

For all eternity.

 


Our path has not been a bed of roses,

More thorns than I care to share,

But I will lay this foundation solid,

With every kiss and every hug- I will be
there.

 


Time can never be mended,

Words will always remain,

I take back all I did that hurt you,

For our loss is also our gain.

 


I will embrace you in my arms forever,

Give you everything thou canst desire,

May it be yours, jewels, or the stars
above,

But never a cold hearted liar.

 


This world is no good to me without you,

My life is a broken vase,

To each his own, I understand and know,

Even though we’ve rounded every base.

 


The days have grown shorter,

The night’s air ever bare,

I miss you, my love, with all my heart

To the place where we’ve been, I wish I was
there.

 


I lay down my life for you,

And with everything I can possibly give.

I do this for you, my love,

Because through your heart is where I
live.

 


The sun arises to a new day ahead,

It’s rays shine upon your beautiful
face,

All of life is worth living,

May I have found your grace.

 



******************************************************************************

 


 


 


A Tom Collins Life

 


 


I thought I knew what I wanted,

Although my life never started,

Chasing dreams from cities to towns,

But nothing but emptiness and solitude is
all I’ve found.

 


Love here, love gone, to the beat of
life

This ole boy sings the same song,

I found a bottle once, I thought it would
all end,

But I’m still looking around, searching for
a friend.

 


Luxury is nothing more than another
word,

For pain and friends seem to be not that
much of a gain.

Make me another drink, my friend,

Pour me another-Tom knows where I’ve
been.

 


Searching for more than the life in bars and
pool halls,

Waiting for a love that doesn’t exist,

Love was once gone before ever it was
here.

 


Give me another shot of whiskey, pour me
another beer,

Tom Collins knows where I stand,

He knows where I’ve been.

Searching for a life better than this.

 



******************************************************************************

 


 


 


An Ode to My 1987 MR2-May It Rest in
Pieces

 


 


Oh MR2 where you be,

of your abandoned parts I can see,

"a little of you here,

a little of you there,

a little of you everywhere!"

Break down in Meridian why don't you,

and make me walk til my legs feel like lead,

I can see the smoke clouds rise in my view,

I think you blew a head.

MR2, even your radio is dead.

Windshield wipers are gone, the speedometer is
broke,

from all this exhaust I'm inhaling-I think I'm gonna
choke!

Let me push you around for old time's sake,

oh no, I pushed too hard! I have no brakes!

So long MR2-I can see the 18 wheeler on his way,

I think I'll call
the insurance company and collect my pay!

 



******************************************************************************

 


 


 


Wandered in April

 


 


This Italian wandered in April witha shorta
sota,

Lost without his robe and full of thirst

He came upon a kindly man, he thought,

And taking his robe, he durst,

But after further reflection

The Druit of March pierced his toba roba.

 


Not knowing what to do and full of
despair,

The poor man ran into a nearby bar

And asked for the strongest ale,

But alas the proprietor’s grin stretched
far

And stated, “We don’t serve that kind of
beer

For that would most certainly be rare.”

 


So the tender poured him from the tap

The worst of all beers, and, indeed, the
robeless one

Bothered every man until he switched to
Coors,

Then ran back into the sun

Cursing the inferior Budlight,

But returned and sank like a sack.

 


“Oh what am I to do,?”

The man says in his distaste,

The keep points to the beer, of which there
was two,

After his drinks he attempts to make
haste,

But his eyes see images in four,

And now Johns has the flu.

 



******************************************************************************

 


 


 


Mr. Jim’s Eulogy

 


 


Very few times a person crosses your path
that affects you so deeply. Many people come into our lives a
faceless wanderer never once again remembered and long forgotten.
Jim Powers has never been one of these people. He had an ability to
talk to anyone, friend or not, for what could be hours-for all of
us here, we know an hour, or two, was a light and quick
conversation with Jim Powers. He never had an unkind word or deed
to say or do unto anyone. For those fortunate enough to know Jim
Powers, you knew no friendship could be better. A loyal friend
always, it wasn’t uncommon for him to take in his fellow man in his
time of need. No matter where Mr.

Jim was in life he always made time for his
family and he always made time for his friends.

 


He worked hard in every goal he pursued
throughout his life. His friends at the Mississippi Port Authority,
where he labored for eighteen years, will all speak highly of their
fellow employee and friend and would tell you none was more
dedicated to his job. In fact, his friends at the Mississippi Port
Authority respected and admired him so deeply they chose him to
speak in front of such distinguished guests as his fellow neighbor
from Arkansas, President Bill Clinton and

Vice President Al Gore. Leaving a lasting
impression wherever he went, this was only natural.

 


A brilliant mind ceaselessly working on many
of his great ideas, Mr. Jim came up with a business venture in
which my father became partners with him. Of course the extra cash
was good, but more importantly was the friendship between Mr. Jim
and my dad. Their business, Bounty Hunters, was but one of many
ideas that came from his great and restless mind.

 


Perhaps it does take a village to raise a
child. The friends of Jennifer and James believe this. Mr. Jim and
Mrs. Sue are like parents to all of us as every one of our parents
are to them. William Shirk remembers it was Mr. Jim who taught him
and James how to drive at the young age of 12. William,
James-you’ve been driving badly ever since.

 


When my family moved from Broadmoor into
Bayou View and I found myself on my new best friend, James’, team,
Mr. Jim helped bridge that large gap and spent many afternoons
throwing the baseball with his son and me just like my father did.
From the moment he first met any of us and throughout our lives, he
was always there for us. No matter what accomplishments any of us
achieved, he always took great pride in this for he knew he also
played a part. Every one of us

can give a story of a great man we all loved
and admired.

 


To assemble the right words to eulogize a man
we all so deeply thought of is not possible, but yet I can’t help
but think of what Mr. Jim would say at a moment like this. With a
Divine wisdom he would remind us we are here only for a short
time-everyone of us. He would remind us that Jesus said, “Come unto
me, all ye that labor and are heavy laden, and I will give you
rest. Take my yoke upon you, and learn from me; for I am meek and
lowly in heart and ye shall find rest unto your souls. For my yoke
is easy, and my burden is light.” Mr. Jim would also tell us that
the Lord “…is the bread of life: he that believeth in Him shall
never hunger and he that believeth in Him shall never thirst. All
that the Father giveth unto Jesus shall come to Jesus; and him that
cometh to Christ He will in no way cast out. For the Lord said He
came down from Heaven, not to do His will, but the will of God,
that of all which He has given Jesus, He shall lose nothing. That
everyone that seeth the Son, and believeth on Him, may have
everlasting life: And He will raise

him up at the last day.”

 


For my friends James and Jennifer I can’t
imagine what pain you feel right now. Nor can I understand the
grief of his wife Mrs. Elaine, or the mother of his children, Mrs.
Sue, nor that of his two brothers Mike and David and his sister
Cathy who have temporarily lost a sibling. I have lost people very
close to me. As a grandchild of three who are not physically with
me today may I say unto his grandchildren, when you think of the
good man your grandfather exemplified, do not remember today
necessarily, but remember the joy and the good times you had with
him. Think of the many pleasant memories you shared with him-I know
they will always be close to your heart. As for the rest of us may
we do the same.

 


To always walk in the light of the Lord is
the hardest task mankind has ever known for, “…straight is the
gate, and narrow is the way, which leadeth unto life…” Though, like
all of us have done and will do, he may have stumbled off the
narrow path at times, his faith always brought him back to God. Mr.
Jim’s life is a great example of the love of Jehovah. No matter
what hard times befell Jim Powers, he never lost his faith and he
was always willing to help his fellow man.

 


You see, a strong soul like Jim Powers can
never die because he has become a part of the many people he
touched and we will always carry the same vibrant spirit of Mr. Jim
that was so full of life in all of us.

 


Mr. Jim talked often of Paradise, a Heavenly
palace with no worries. The Lord calls us all when the things we
were sent to accomplish have come to pass. There is no such thing
as death-there is only another beginning. We can all rejoice in the
honored walk Mr. Jim performed here while on

earth for he now lives in Paradise.

 


 


 


Matthew 11:28-30

John 6:35-40

Matthew 7:14
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Amanda’s Eulogy

 


In the endless path of life we’re blessed
with the people whose paths we cross. And in some instances, some
people become a part of our very lives. They become a part of
ourselves, of our souls, and, in turn, we become something greater
than what we once were. For everyone of us here, and for everyone
she ever met, we are all blessed to have simply known Amanda
Teel.

 


A gentle soul, compassionate and full of
love, she befriended all of whom she came in contact.

 


One of the most enduring traits of mankind is
honesty. No one could ever confuse what Amanda Teel was ever
thinking for there never existed a more true or genuine person. If
she liked you-you knew no better friendship. If she didn’t like
you, well, you would know that too because she would tell you.
Although that’s hard to imagine for she only saw what is best in
people.

 


You always want what is best for the people
you love. For any of the mistakes Adam’s friends have made in life,
we all were proud that one of us finally did something right. From
the very first moment any of us met Amanda, we all took great joy
in what we instantly knew to be Adam’s soulmate. No two people
could ever be matched for one another so perfectly.

 


Lane, Chance, I’ve never lost a sibling. I
can’t understand your grief. Mr. Dennis, I can’t fathom the pain
you feel.

 


Adam, you’re more than a best friend. Along
with all of our best friends, we all see each other as brothers. I
can’t say anything to you, Adam, to give you comfort, for comfort
does not come from man, but is, instead, a gift from the Father.
For Christ said, “If you love Me, you will obey what I command. And
I will ask the Father, and He will give you another Comforter to be
with you forever- the Spirit of Truth. The world cannot accept Him,
because it neither sees Him nor knows Him. But you know Him, for He
lives with you and will be in you.” As Christ reminds us, “I will
not leave you as orphans, I will come to you. Because I live, you
also will live. On that day you will realize that I am in My
Father, and you in Me, and I am in you…For the Comforter, the Holy
Spirit, Whom the Father will send in My name will teach you all
things and will remind you of everything I have said to you. Peace
I leave with you. My peace I give you.”

We are only made to be here for a short
while. Though we will continue to mourn Amanda for time to come,
and later, for the loss of one another, take solace that we also,
in our own time, will experience the joy in which Amanda is now
experiencing for there is no such thing as death, there is only
another beginning and we will all continue to carry the same spirit
of Amanda that was so full of life in every one of us.

 


There will be tough times ahead, and in these
times remember as Jesus commands, “Therefore I tell you, do not
worry about your life, what you will eat or what you will drink; or
about your body, what you will wear. Is not life more important
than food, and the body more important than clothes? Look at the
birds of the air; they do not sow or reap or store away in barns,
and yet your Heavenly Father feeds them. Are you not much more
valuable than they? Who of you by worrying can add one single hour
to his life?...So do not worry saying, ‘What shall we eat? Or “What
shall we drink?’ or “What shall we wear?”…But seek ye first the
Kingdom of God and His righteousness, and all these things shall be
added unto you. Therefore do not worry about tomorrow, for tomorrow
will worry about itself.” But instead do as Christ commands and as
Amanda exemplified, “Love one another as [He] has loved [us.]”

 


 


 


John 14:15-20; 26-27

Matthew 6:25-34

John 13:34
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Grandma’s Eulogy

 


These things are never easy. King Solomon
tells us, “A good reputation is more valuable than costly perfume
and the day you die is better than the day you are born.” The Bible
tells us today is a celebration for my Grandma, and it is, but
these things are never easy nor will they ever be. It’s human
nature to think this for we are selfish and always want more
time.

 


My Grandma is the last of a great line of
women. Most of us here are either a son, or a daughter, or a
grandchild of one of these great women. And we all should be very
proud of that and of their history. Grandma was.

 


She was very proud to be Indian and, so
naturally, I too, am proud to be Indian. The only problems I have
is when I tell people this they laugh at me and say no one so white
could possibly have any Indian in them. I face the same problem my
sister Adrienne has in that our sister Amy stole all the Indian
away from us. I got pretty mad no one ever believed me, so I talked
to Grandma about that one day and, in her infinite wisdom and her
merciful compassion, she told me, “Honey, that’s ok. You are a
white Indian.” So I thought if Grandma says I’m a white Indian, a
white Indian I am and that’s ok with me.

 


Never in life did Grandma not greet me with a
smile and a kiss and a happiness to see me. There never was such a
thing as a quick conversation with Grandma, and even if we had
managed to talk for three days straight, when it was time to leave
she would always ask, “What’s the rush, honey?”

 


Grandma was tough. When faced with a problem
in which most people may not have been able to manage, I remember
her saying, “This tough ole Indian is gonna pull through.” And she
would pull through, because she was tough. Grandma’s relentless
determination speaks well of her very strong character. She was
also very kind, very sweet, very wise, and very caring. She always
made me laugh and was always quick to laugh herself. She helped
teach me that although things in life were serious not to take life
too serious for there are more important things in life to worry
about; other than God, the most important of these things is your
family.

 


She was very proud of her sons and her
daughters and her grandchildren and great-grandchildren. I don’t
know how she was for my Dad, my Uncle Rubert, or my Aunts Sheila,
Tonja, Charnyse, Nyla, or Renee in growing up, but I can’t imagine
her any different than she was with my sisters, my cousins, or
myself in growing up. No matter what we did, we could never do any
wrong.

 


Somewhere down the line, Grandma would call
herself Graceful Lorraine at which point she said she would prance
around. She said it would make my Grandpa Buddy so mad. Which, of
course, is why she did it.

 


I once heard a rumor Grandma could have been
mischievous and even mean. Even though Grandma herself admitted
that, I still don’t believe it. Not my Grandma. They must have been
talking about another Loraine Stewart. The Loraine Stewart I know
of us was always very kind and always very sweet. But mischievous,
yeah, I think I can see that; after all, it is a known trait of my
family. And it reminds me of one of my favorite stories relating to
Grandma.

 


One day, around eleven years ago or so, I
went to see Grandma and Aunt Eva was there. We were talking for a
while and, out of the blue, Grandma starts laughing. Aunt Eva and I
looked at each other, and, not knowing what to do, we started
laughing ourselves. Then Grandma points at Keisha, her fearless
poodle that most of the family was extremely afraid of, and she
said. “You see Keisha over there. Keisha is eleven today, which
means she’s older than you, and she’s older than me,” and here
Grandma really starts laughing, then looks over at Aunt Eva and
continues, “but she’s not quite as old as your Aunt Eva.”

 


Grandma was very close with her sisters.
Perhaps it does take a village to raise a child. Being that Grandma
was the youngest of the greatest line of women, my Aunt Eva took it
upon herself to be a second momma to Grandma. Indeed, for all of
her life, wherever Grandma was, so was my Aunt Eva as was her other
sisters. I always enjoyed seeing my great aunts. In them was a lot
of wisdom and a lot of compassion.

 


If I could remind my family of anything, it
is this: the Lord has dominion over all of us. Though all of us are
only here for a short while, Jesus is forever. Because He is
forever, we too, are forever, and so there is no such thing as
death. There is only another beginning. And the same graceful
Spirit that was known as Loraine Stewart awaits us as surely as
when Christ says,” Let not your hearts be troubled , you believe in
God, believe also in Me. In My Father’s House there are many
mansions: if it were not so, I would have told you. I go to prepare
a place for you, I will come again, and receive you unto Myself:
that where I am, there you may be also. And where I go, you know,
and the way you know.”

 


I like to think Grandma will be greeted in
Heaven by

my Aunt Eva, who will also be greeted by Aunt
Viola, who will also be greeted by Aunt Lula, who will also be
greeted by Aunt Bill, who will also be greeted by Aunt Deena, who
will also be greeted by the baby Gertrude; and where she is, I know
Graceful Loraine is prancing around with my Grandpa Buddy.
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