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louis rams(09/13/1943)

i was born of hispanic heritage.

my mother was from puerto rico, and my father from spain.i had started writing
poetry at an early age.

but! it was not manly to write poetry, so i gave it up for many i was brought
back to writing again when i got out of the army and met one of my fellow
servicemens father in illinois.

he was a poet to be reckoned with.!

i had misplaced my poems when i moved to florida

(about 100 of them) so i started a new collection.

everything that i write is what i call poetic stories

that most anyone can relate to.

POEMS ARE TO THE MIND, AS LOVE IS TO THE SOUL
SIT AND READ, AND LIFE UNFOLDS.

the words and stories were given to me so that i could
write them down-for all the world to see.

my personal quotes and beliefs are listed below

1) 'poetry in motion with spiritual devotion'

2) 'happy is he who has not any, but in his heart he
has plenty'

3) 'with the light of day, the night is taken away

and with the rise of dawn, a new day is born'

4) two hearts that beat as one will always overcome
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"I Am ' Sky #4 Series

"iam 'sky
my colors are my moods
"iam' light blue when i'm at peace
"iam ' dark blue when i'm troubled
"iam ' dark clouds when i cry for justice
"iam 'light clouds when i'm in thought
the stars are my teeth in a smile
with the universe.
the lightning bolts is my anger in full fury.
the heavy rains are my tears.

the light rains is my contentment
of a new birth.
the rainbows is my heart at rest.

"iam' SKY.

louis rams
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(in The News) Human Trafficking And Slavery

something that should have gone out
with the dark ages 'still rages'.

human trafficking and slavery for the almighty dollar
and no one to hear the screams and hollers.

young children being forced into prostitution
and not one country with a solution.

parents selling their children to get out of debt
just to make ends meet

a problem which they can not defeat.

yet we classify ourselves as humane?
now that's a crying shame.

if your mother or father was sold as a slave
is that the road that you would pave?

they steal the most precious things
from these boys and girls.

their innocence and their childhood
and turn around and say it's good!

these people say that it's too late
and of no use, to try to stop this
worldwide abuse.

maybe it's time for noahs ark
to reappear, and instill in their hearts
the almightys fear.

but the LORD had done this once before
and we had found another door.

so i guess the solution is not

just for the LORD to decide.

but for all of humanity to see
that this destruction has exceeded their realities.
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the LORD has to soften our hearts
and weaken our minds

in the hopes that we will find

all the values we left behind.

'SEEK AND YE SHALL FIND'

louis rams
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(to All Poets) Head In The Clouds

My head was up in the clouds

No daylight to be found.

White and gray clouds covered my sight
I could not see for my mind was in flight.
I looked all around and all I could see
Was the clouds covering me.

I felt like I was in a plane
And all the passengers seeing the same.

So I know I'm not the only one
Who feels this way

Millions of people go through this
From day to day.

It doesn’t matter to you what

The others are going through

Just that it’s happening to you.

You don't like this feeling

of being up in the air

And with others your thoughts

You can not share.

Is this a sign of dementia or Alzheimer’s
Disease, And can I set myself free.
They say " the mind is a terrible thing to lose”
It is not something that we choose.

Will T forget my loved ones

And everything that’s around

Will I stumble and fall to the ground.

Right now we still have our faculties

But for how long will that be?

So let us continue to write while we can
For tomorrow we can not plan.

Write everything that you think

See and feel, for in the future

Your mind may reel.

Head up in the clouds? Who is to say.
Until the medical fields find a better way.
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louis rams
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(women) The Other Side Of Laughter

w. m. d. “s does not mean weapons of mass destruction
But! Women! Men s destruction.

They attract you with their looks and charms

And bodies that will put you in * self destruct”.

But to them that’s not enough.

They want to control your mind from
Now till the end of time.

Like a hamster in a play pen

With a beginning but no end.

You climb on that “spinning wheel of life”
And run like hell

While they watch and laugh

And ring that bell.

They are truly men s destruction!
And I think that’s the way it will always be.

(Ha-ha enjoy it women of the world)

louis rams
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i was laying beneath a big pine tree

the birds were whistling cheerfully.

the cool gentle breeze blowing thru my hair
and i knew right there, i had not one care.

i saw a squirrel stop and look

it did'nt look like any you'd see in a book.

he was completly black and his eyes were red
that's when i realized that i was dead.

i had no form, no shape, no sound

i was above myself looking down.

louis rams
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why? is man or woman chosen to be
or do we create our own destiny?
if man sits idley by
and does not even get up to try.
will he be the chosen one
or will he be the earths scum.

why? is the question that we must ask
or will we be put to a task.

if @ person is born blind. why?
are they and not i?

we must all be put to a test

to try to create or do our best.

and if we do not try.

the question will always come up- why?

why? should be the key
for it may hold our destiny.
now you may understand what i am saying

and 'why? ' so many people are praying

and asking the LORD up above
'why? ' can't we understand love.

louis rams
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Rkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk*kchildrens
Pain**Xk*%%kX*kk*k*k**k**10979

to look upon your childs face

to hold your child in a warm embrace

to be able to soothe their aches and pains
and kiss away the falling rain.

to taste the salt from the teardrops

which never seem to want to stop.

to be able to comfort him/her when in trouble
and make it seem, like a small bubble.

to pop it within their face

and let them know it's no disgrace.

for all mankind makes mistakes.

in this world of struggle and strife

the child learns to stand and fight.

they look towards you in their hours of need.
and knows that you are a friend indeed.

give them all the love you can
for later on in life, you may need their hand.

louis rams
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********************engraved

Fee"ngs************** 1979

sitting in my mothers chair
pain is etched everywhere
feeling the aches and pains
that she must go through
living in her solitude.

a house is not a home

if no one picks up the phone.

a telephone call is all she asks
it's not much of a task.

staring at the pictures of her

grand childrens faces.

recalling when she was younger

with no lines or traces.

that old age would soon appear.

it was something that she did not fear.

now her medical problems have gotten worse

she is more or less an invalid, and needs a nurse.
this is something that she always feared

the burden upon her children, far and near.

yet there is something that she does not realize.
that all her children love her

and will always be close by.

louis rams
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Kkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk)kXkg Womans

i felt a slight twinge in my heart
that deep down burning feeling tearing me apart.
i thought that it would go away
but now i know it's here to stay.

that feeling of when i look at my childs
picture at night.

and i go to her room to make

sure she's allright.

to see that smile upon her face

and i know she's dreaming of satin and lace.

i go back to bed, and all i could see
my little girls eyes burning thru me.
telling me of things that she will need
when she reaches puberty.

then she will reach that stage in life
when she herself will become a wife.

this is the part of life that a parent must bear
this is the part that they have to share.

to give their little girl to another

and wait for her to become a mother.

to see her go through the same stages in life
to have to go thru those struggles and strife.

now when she looks into her little childs eyes
she'll get that same feeling by and by.

and she'll know it was passed down the line.

louis rams
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*******************ﬁght For

as sure as there is a rising sun

and a descending night.

some day little black children and

little white children will no longer fight.

the irish and the british will

someday see eye to eye

for it is irelands dream

and they must continue to try and try.

dreams are made by small men and women
with a perserverance that won't give up
and if their dreams were to shatter
someone else will pick up the slack.

a man once said 'he dreamt of a machine that
would one day fly'

well!l that dream has come true

but he's not around to try.

so don't even give up on your dreams
for a lot of them become realities.

we may not get the things we want
and we may struggle all our lives
and even if we do fail

our children will contain the light.

louis rams
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******************empty Sea

i asked the LORD up above

to protect the woman that i love.
but as he would have it be

he took that woman away from me.

he left me feeling empty and shallow
as a sea shell upon a shore.
with the hopes of 'being once more'.

and as the tide came up on the beach.
there my love was within my reach.
the sand pulling out from under me
as i longed to be set free.

i rolled myself upon my back
never giving up hope

never giving up slack.

i finally reached that watery shore
to return to my love forever more.

louis rams
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Kk 3k 3k Kk 3k Kk %k kK k kKR kKK other %k %k 3k kK %k 3k 3k %k %k 3k k %k 3k >k k %k

*%*1979

who brought you into this world

showing you love, joy, affection.

who is your days, and who is your nights
and for her you would proudly fight.

she is not like any other, for she is your mother.

who will tend to you when you're hurt?
who will wipe away your tears
when you're down and out?

you guessed it right
she's really out of sight
your mother.

who gives you the right advice

when everything else has failed?

who is the one that used to wipe your tail
who is the one who used to clean your face.

who is the one that can't be replaced
your mother
who explained love and ecstacy

who would give her life for me.

who do you ask 'is it
no other than your mother.

louis rams
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Kk KKKk kKRkkkKRkkKkk)kqgr Prayer**********6/25/06

6/25/06 sun.

Our prayer to the lord up above

For protecting us and the ones we love.
For giving us peace within our hearts
And for being a very big part

Of our lives and the ones we touch
Without you- we don’t have much.

So this is our prayer to you, our father up above
For you have showed us how to love.

You are about to come into our lives

To teach us to deal with struggle and strife.

We must have faith in all that we do

So that we can get closer to you.

Just as the apostles had lost their faith
While crossing the river while you slept
And you had awakened to their call

And calmed the waters and the winds

And you gave them the faith that they need
So that they could carry out your

Thoughts and your deeds.

You had showed them how to pray

And the words they had to say.

You had given them a belief beyond compare
To teach all others how to share

The words of the father

Which was passed down to you

And that is what all of us must do.

louis rams
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Love* ¥ %k %%k k¥ Kk kk 10/4/79

love is looking into their eyes
and seeing the joy of your little
girl and boy.

these are the children of love
'pure and clean' just like a dove.

they fly above their elders lives

touching all the husbands and wives.

for most of them are the parents

of these children of love.

they are the guardians of these white doves.

‘children of love' young and carefree
teaching all of us what life is meant to be.

showing us joy when we are sad
explaining happiness when they are glad.
expressing to us

what we choose to hide

life and love is one of a kind.

children of love is what they are
always near, never far.

they listen to us and what

we have to teach.

but we are the ones

who stretch out and reach.
trying to touch love

'from these little white doves'.

louis rams
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*****************falth, Hope,
Love¥****kkX*kkXk*kxxkk*k*%*%{Q979

the LORD said that he has given us three things
FAITH, HOPE, LOVE

with LOVE being the strongest of the three

he gave these strengths to you and me

with FAITH- you could move mountains
with HOPE- you never despair

with LOVE- you conquer all things

that takes away your cares.

if mankind could hold each others hand

with love in their hearts

there would never be a weak link

that could break this chain in two.

because of the love we have, is made for me and you.

so open up your mind, and let the light fill up your heart
for the beginning of a brand new start.

louis rams
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i was feeling pretty low.

everything went wrong, no matter
which way i'd go.

i felt really down and out

and i had an argument with my spouse.

she could never seem to tell me
when something seems to go wrong.
she starts to scream and holler

and i feel i don't belong.

it seems that she goes through the agonies
and i through the ecstacies.

but yet it seems that it was

a love meant to be.

this is what i call 'stupidity"’.

louis rams
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kkkkkkkxkkkkkkkk*keclown With A

Frown*****%x%6/19/69

6/19/69

While sitting in the park one day

A man happened to pass my way.

He was dressed up like a clown

With a large and pitiful frown.

As he stopped and turned towards me
I asked myself * what can it be”

That he continues to stare at me.

He gave a little sigh and sat down by my side
And as he turned towards me

I knew it was something dreadfully.

He said that he lost everything in his life

His home, his children, and his wife.

He lost everything while in his prime

And he thought everything was going just fine.

He had met this woman where he worked
Where she considered all men jerks.

It seemed that she had taken to me.

But that was part of her plan

To get everything she can.

She started going with me to lunch

I never suspected or had a hunch

That it was all part of an elaborate plan
To prove that all men were dumb

That she could use any man just for fun.

So in I fell like a spider in a web

She got me where she wanted me

In a bed.

She had pictures taken while making love

She passed it around the office for

Every one to see, just how she had gotten me.
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She sent copies to my boss and wife
While knowing it would be the end for me.
she didn’t care about losing her job too.
She was always in solitude.

So this was the story as it was told to me
And why he would always wear a frown
And by a woman never be put down.

As he got up and left me on the bench
He turned and smiled and said these words.

When you feel life is letting you down
And you're in despair, - remember me
And what I went through

And soon you’ll climb out of that solitude.

louis rams
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XKkkkkkkkkkkk*kkkkghe's A

Woman¥**k*kkXkxxkkk*kkk*k*k**k*x1978

she's a woman, and she's taken all she can take
she's a woman and she knows it's not too late.
to change her life style

and the way she was brought up to think.

she's a woman, and to her it's everything.

so all you men 'watch out and beware'
she's a woman that can get under your hair.

let it be known that she's out to get revenge
she's a woman and won't stop till the end.

she's a danger to men all around
and you will find broken hearts laying on the ground.

louis rams
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RkkkkRkkkkkkkk*)kKkmistress

AnswerX*kXXxxxkxkxxxkxkxkxx*x*x*x{1978

the lover is the backbone of his mistress
he is her hopes, her dreams, her fantasies.

he keeps her on a string, but to him she is everything.

through her he sees all his failures and mistakes
whereas he sits and contemplates.

she in turn looks to him for strength
and guideness in her hours of despair.
and knows when she needs him

he'll always be near.

she lives in her realm of fantasies

and depends upon him for his 'realities’
she is what she wants to be

living in hpocrisy.

louis rams
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*kkkkkkkkkkk*k*k3nother Chance
ok kKKK KKK KKK KKK KKKG/14/06

6/14/06

I thank the stars up above for another chance
With the one I love.

I know the hurt will take time to go away

But for now you're here to stay.

We was finally able to sit and talk

We didn't fight and didn’t balk.

We talked like two young lovers
Holding on to one another.

You only know of your loved ones life
From the time you met.

A time that you’ll never forget.

But before that time

Of their hopes and dreams

Joys and sorrows and fantasies.

We broke down that unknown barrier

So we could really find one another.

The touching of our minds began to entwine
And now I know you’ll always be mine.

So my wife- my precious sweet
There is no love that can compete
To what we found in " life s hall of fame”

And the experience we had to gain.

louis rams
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**************lonely
Fantasy**************9/8/79

as i lay in bed, with my pillow propped under my head
i did as most others would do
i started to fantasize with you.

i fantasized of how it would be
making love to you endlessly.

i saw myself as a king on his throne
and you as my queen.

but i was all alone.

alone in my fantasy

alone in my dream

knowing that it would never be.

for loneliness is my company.

louis rams
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Xkkkkkkkkkkkkkgweet

Sorrows* X xkkxxxkxkx*xkx*x*x*10978

we met many years ago
in a time which we forgot.
i had really loved you

but you had loved me not.

you had taken me for granted
and turned my love aside.

you said you could'nt love me
and turned and said goodbye.

the years have come and gone
since that heartbreak night.
now we meet again in a
swinging dicoteque with lights.

you see me doing the hustle
with all the girls in sight.

my back is turned towards you
as you walk out to the floor.

you walk right up to me
as i had done before.

the thoughts flash through your mind
as i laugh and say 'goodbye'.

louis rams
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XKkkkkRkkkkkkXkkkthe
Touch***k*kkXkxkkk*kkkk*kkk*k*k*k*k*1979Q

i looked up into the deep blue sky
little white clouds were floating by
i looked upon this young girls face
she held it down in disgrace.

i looked upon her cheeks so fair

she looked up to me to see if i care

i looked at her with content

and she knew right there it was heaven sent.

she smiled at me, and our eyes then touched
we knew then, it was much to much.

our hearts entwined and her lips met mine
we felt right there it was a love divine.

louis rams
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*kskkkkkkokkkkkkwhat A Woman Can
Do* ¥k Xk kk*k*k*k*k*%1979Q

when a woman can bring beauty into the heart of man
she knows that she is on the right track.

for man will always try to hide the feelings

he has locked up inside.

it is an emotion he will try to deny.

but when he looks upon your face

he will know it's no disgrace

to let his feelings all unwind

and want to be with you til the end of time.

for a woman can bring out the feelings that he never knew
she can take away the sadness and heartaches

he may have gone through.

to make him feel he can confide in you.

'this is what a woman can do'.

louis rams
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kkkkkkkkkkkkclown With A
Frown*X*¥xx*xx*g/19/69

6/19/69

While sitting in the park one day

A man happened to pass my way.

He was dressed up like a clown

With a large and pitiful frown.

As he stopped and turned towards me
I asked myself * what can it be”

That he continues to stare at me.

He gave a little sigh and sat down by my side
And as he turned towards me

I knew it was something dreadfully.

He said that he lost everything in his life

His home, his children, and his wife.

He lost everything while in his prime

And he thought everything was going just fine.

He had met this woman where he worked
Where she considered all men jerks.

It seemed that she had taken to me.

But that was part of her plan

To get everything she can.

She started going with me to lunch

I never suspected or had a hunch

That it was all part of an elaborate plan
To prove that all men were dumb

That she could use any man just for fun.

So in I fell like a spider in a web

She got me where she wanted me

In a bed.

She had pictures taken while making love

She passed it around the office for

Every one to see, just how she had gotten me.
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She sent copies to my boss and wife
While knowing it would be the end for me.
she didn’t care about losing her job too.
She was always in solitude.

So this was the story as it was told to me
And why he would always wear a frown
And by a woman never be put down.

As he got up and left me on the bench
He turned and smiled and said these words.

When you feel life is letting you down
And you're in despair, - remember me
And what I went through

And soon you’ll climb out of that solitude.

louis rams
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i thought of you all day
and time just seemed to slip away.

i wanted to pick up the phone and call
for next to you is where i belong.

if given the time i would surely be
making love to you endlessly.

making you forget all your troubles and woes
that life has built up for you to hold.

although i may not have much to offer you
when it comes to monetary things

there is one thing that i will always bring.

my sincerity and my feelings for you
is as infinite as the sky is blue.

louis rams
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*kAkkkkkkkthe Glutton
MistreSS****************1978

glutton for punishment is the name of the game
living in that kind of hell, is quite a shame.
never knowing from one day to another

if he'll leave you as a mother.

so you go right back with your head held high
nose in the air touching the sky.

untill his feelings finally die.

then and only then, will you finally realize
a glutton mistress can not compromise.

louis rams
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*Ek*k*k*k**kunicef**united Nations Interest For Children
Of Every Faith***

look around, and what do you see

children of all races and creeds

white, yellow, black, olive complexioned too.
don't you realize that they all need you?

look at pictures and read the news
children all over the world
starving and without parents and love.

must they pay for the elders mistakes
must they be the victims of our ignorance.
let us give them what we had as kids.

love, food, affection is all they ask.
look at their faces and think

of your own children and if they would
survive, if they were in their places.

no matter what our beliefs.
we are children of GOD
so let us all do our part.

let us help and love one another

let us all become sister and brother.

don't let our little sisters and brothers starve
open up your minds and your hearts.

give a part of yourself that you
have yet to give

and let these poor children live.

louis rams
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***the Ultimate Christmas****

12/01/10 new

Children around the world waiting for Christmas day
So many letters to Santa, with so many things to say.
Asking for every toy ever known to man

And all his little elves giving a helping hand.

It is no longer dolls, wooden soldiers, and rubber balls
That they ask for today.

It is computers and computer games, Nintendo’s and wii”s
That on TVs. you could see virtual reality.

Cell phones and kindles to read your books.

The touch of a finger is all it took.

Even with all the technology today
Children are taught to kneel and pray.
Christmas isn’t just a day of gift giving
For without CHRIST life isn’t worth living.

So don’t take CHRIST out of CHRIST- MAS
Let him forever stay, for in our lives
He will lead the way.

SCROOGE who had the coldest heart in town
On this day CHRIST he found.

He learned the joys of love and giving

And his life was now worth living.

All his wealth he started to share

And his love was beyond compare.

Because of his help and love- TINY TIM survived

For without the operation he would surely have died.
TINY TIM grew up and became as successful as can be
And taught and raised his own family.

Leaving CHRIST in CHRIST-MAS was the key
That helped to pull him out of poverty.

So why do we need ghosts in our lives to appear?
It doesn’t cost anything for love to share.
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A Childs Cry

laying in bed looking up at the ceiling

my eyes got blurry, and my head started reeling.

i saw a vision start to take form
of a child who was unborn.

this child was in the womb of its mother
being fed by the tube to give it life.

he turned and looked straight at me
and its eyes were as big as can be.

he raised his small little hand
and signaled me to look inside.
it was something that he could not hide.

the vision came closer to me
just so that i could see.

i saw the pain that this child was in
because his mother was

thinking to abort

and for the last two months he had fought.

all the features that GOD was creating
was thought by the mother
of becoming belated.

this young mother was under peer pressure
to take this childs life
and it did not matter if it was wrong or right.

this young child was screaming at me
'how could they let this be'

i am life given by the lord

why would she want to abort.

tell her to give me a chance
so that i could live in the warmth
of her arms, and fill her heart with joy.
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it would matter not, if i'm a girl or a boy.

can't she feel me, and see me
in her dreams at night

and that i'm in a perilous fight.
i want to live just like she

there is nothing wrong with me.

the vision started to fade away
and in my heart, i started to pray
let this child live another day

and from this woman the pain to go away.

LIFE IS SACRED, DON'T THROW IT AWAY
IF YOUR MOTHER THOUGHT LIKE YOU
YOU WOULD'NT BE HERE TODAY.

louis rams
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A Childs Sadness

A child s sadness (10/12/11)

Why do I feel this sadness deep inside

Is it mistakes that I try to hide?

Like a drowning victim gasping for air

Your chest becomes tight and your hearts in despair.

Like a wind blown feather landing on the ground
You want to scream, but you don’t make a sound.
Hundreds of people all around

Yet this sadness gets you down.

You don’t know how or why you get this way

You just want to hide - or run away.

Some get sad for menial things

But this is what sadness brings.

So this thought I will inflict

" you have to get over it really quick”.

Sadness can pull you down, especially

When there’s no help around.

TAKE YOUR LIPS AND SPREAD THEM WIDE

AND PULL OUT THAT LAUGHTER FROM DEEP INSIDE.

Did you feel the difference that it brought
This is what I was taught.

SMILE! )

louis rams
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A Dad

any man can be a father
but! not every man can be a dad.
(which is sad)

they help to bring you into a life unknown

.then at your mother, he throws stones.
he did not think of the ripple

effects this would have.

he thought just of his lust
and she of him-' put her trust.'

they say a rolling stone gathers no moss
i guess with him-it's just a loss.

it's easy to shrug the responsibilities
as you can plainly see.

but a father/dad is there at the dropp of a hat
to pick up any slack.
he is there to change your diapers
and to clean up your mess,
this is part of dads test.

he is there when you are sick,
and have your first tooth.
always there to play games with you
after a hard days work.

and listen to all that you have to say
this is 'a true dads way'.

a dad is there to wipe away your tears
and take away all your fears.

a dad is there at school plays,
baseball games, graduations for his child.
for he knows that it is worth while.

he is there every step of the way
until you are old and gray.
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so to this ' i will say'
i'll love you my child
for always.

louis rams
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A Fathers Daughter

She is the apple in my eye

She is the sun that radiates from the sky
She is the moon and the stars up above
She is my daughter- she is my love.

She brightens up the darkest night
She is my guiding light.

From the second she was born

My life turned completely around

I had purpose, and a love profound.

The smile on her face, and those piercing eyes
" this was life” - I can’t deny.

When she grabs your finger and

Squeezes it with all her might

It becomes a most beautiful sight.

The time goes by quickly as she starts to grow
And you take her Christmas shopping

Or her first picture show.

When she first starts realizing

What boys are all about

And with her friends, she giggles and shouts.

Then as a father you know, it's getting
Close to that time

when she will no longer be mine.

She will no longer be daddy s little girl

She has become a gem, a diamond. A pearl.

She is now the treasure that men are seeking
And it’s a thought that I am keeping.

Will they value this treasure the same as me
Because if not-"they better set her free.”

She knows that when she is hurt and in despair
I will never turn my back- I'll always be there.
She is my life, my blood, my soul

She is the one that keeps me whole.
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I will give up everything that I've
Gained in this life.
For her I will make the ultimate sacrifice.

louis rams
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A Fathers Torment

We hide in the shadows in obscurity

We are the fathers of the children that you see

Women are the life line, that we all know.

Since the beginning of conception and

Throughout our lives, we have to thank them

For becoming our mothers and our wives.

Men plant the seed, but on the woman’s

tube the children do feed.

Without the female there is no life

So as men we have to think twice.

At times though, we feel empty and forgotten

For all that we do in a child’s life.

When we play games with them, teach them

And give them moral support

It is something that is given, not something that is bought.

We will go back into the shadows when our hearts

Are about to burst, and this is what makes the pain so much worse.
They say that a man is not supposed to cry

But you and I know that’s an old fashioned lie.

We bleed, we cry, we feel heartache too

We are human, this is what we do.

Any man can be a father, but every man can not be a dad.

And I look upon that, and it makes me very sad.

This child has our blood and we helped to give it life

But there is no credit given to the husband, ” just the wife".
We may be just the father, but we share in their lives too.
All we ask is recognition of the things that we do.

I recall at your birth, when I walked into the delivery room
Your eyes called me, like a mystical, magical tune.

Your eyes searched me out like a rooster for the rising sun

And looking in your eyes, I knew you was the one.

This is a fathers torment that I guess we all go through.

But without your love and dependence, what am I going to do.
I love you more than you'll ever know

Look in my eyes, and there it will show.

And to your mother she must know:

The key number in this world is TWO, without me there is no you.
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A Gift

(5/25/12)

So many different things that we don't understand
So many different things that are in gods plan

A touch, a look, a place, a face, a sound, a word
All of these things we have seen or heard.

What I treasure most are those moments that I spend with you
Cause I know exactly what you want me to do.

when I hold you in my arms, I feel your heart begin to race

It beats so fast that I can't join the pace.

I feel you quiver to my every touch
And I know I need you twice as much.
Falling in love with you was no surprise
I knew it when I looked in your eyes.

My heart was taken and molded into you
To a point I didn't know what to do.

You used my heart like molding clay
And with you is where I want to stay.

This was a gift that GOD sent to me
And in your arms I will always be.
Holding you, caressing you

making love to you

my whole life through.

A gift of love is more precious than

any diamonds or pearls, or emeralds and rings.
A value amount can not be put on love

For it is given from GOD above.

Love and life go hand in hand

This is something we must understand.

If there is no love, than no one would care
If we lived or died and not one shed tear
Would any one cry.

there would only be negativity and hate
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And never feel or know about religious faith.

We would then be called the living dead
That is something that I dread.

So this gift which was given to me
I'll treasure the rest of my days

For there is no better way.

louis rams
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A Girls Dream

When you think of love what comes to your mind?

Feelings and emotions you've yet to find.

You search for that soul mate who will make your heart sing

And together you’ll do everything.

A walk in the park, a slow dance in the dark

The phone calls day and night to make sure everything is alright.
You find gifts galore waiting for you at your door.

Two dozen roses and a teddy bear treat all laying at your feet.
One who doesn’t have to be a macho man who can get sentimental
With you cause he understands.

At that time of month when you have your mood swings

And the feelings that it brings.

The one who wants to be with you day and night

Even when you argue, fuss and fight.

This is ™ a girls dream ™ of the man who’s yet to be seen.

© L. RAMS 100215
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A House Is Not A Home

a house is not a home- but just a place to rest your head

a house is not a home- when your heart and soul feels dead.
you go to that empty house with no one to greet you at the door
and with all the riches that you have-' you still feel poor'.

riches don't buy happiness or fills that empty heart

it just makes you feel worse as it tears you apart.

you look around at the people who have so much less than you
but they have their loved ones and they know just what to do.

so you walk thru your empty house and you go from room to room

and in each one -all you feel is gloom.

you know that you have a heart-otherwise you would not feel what you do
and you know that you'll have to search for a love that will be true.

you sit on your chair and the tears flood your eyes

you're trying to be a man- you're trying not to cry.

but heartache has no preference as to who it will come to.
heartache is there to leave you sad and blue.

a house is not a home - you found that to be true

now the search begins -for someone to share their life with you.

louis rams

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

48



A Little Comedy - The Runs

If you see me lying in the street, with a bottle of whiskey at my feet
And you hear me mumbling under my breathe

It is because my pants are wet.

I had a case of the runs, and you know that is no fun.

It is such a disgrace when you are covered from feet to waist.
Therefore, I will lay here on the ground until by the police I am found.
It is easier to say it happened when I was drunk

Rather than hear all their junk.

When I got home, I was surprised to see that there was a bath waiting for me.

I took off my clothes and into the garbage it went
As I sprayed it with "HEAVEN SENT .
I climbed into the water and let out a scream - there was
Something burning in between.
My wife came running in when she heard my cry.
Then I heard her say to my surprise
OH MY GOODNESS, OH MY SOUL, I NEVER SAW A BUTT
WITH A RED A—HOLE.
(Ha ha - we need comedy in our lives)

louis rams
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A Little Rose

I give you this little rose in remembrance of me
And how our love will always be.

Like a red rose so vibrant and true

And how our love - day to day grew.

The aroma of our love floating in the air

Letting everyone know how much I care.

The color of the rose like the blood in my veins
Will forever remain the same.

Your love was all it took - to keep that rose
Alive in your diary book.

You had put a caption on that page

That your love would remain the same.

It's amazing how a little flower

Can have so much “loving power”!

But like the flower that was nurtured by mother earth
You have taken it for all its worth.

You don’t see the flower as wilted and dead

It's alive in your head.

You see every petal that holds it together

And makes your love so much better.

A little thing called a rose, has so much to behold.
Now when it is my time and GOD takes me away
My love in that rose will forever stay.

louis rams
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A Mere Man

i am nothing but a mere man, with mere thoughts
but with a love and song so deep in my heart

that it touches every part, every part of my total being.

this is what my friends and family are seeing.

i look at you, and every feature of you face
stays in my mind.
the sparkle in your eyes, the tenderness of your lips
your soft brown hair, and cute little nose
shows the beauty of a perfect pose.

i am but a mere man, and you as my companion
we'll walk hand in hand.

absorbing all of the LORDS wonders.

the blue skies, the stars at night

the clouds, the grass, the trees

and the tiny honeybees.

the oceans, rivers, and the streams

all of which can be seen.

billions of wonders on this earth

the most important one is-'giving birth'.
it does not matter if it's human

animal, plant or fowl,

its beauty is world reknown.

a mere man am i
but the LORDS beauties will never die.
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A Mothers Prayer On Mothers Day

i found myself searching this mothers day.

of things that i wanted to say.

there was so many faces that i saw in my house of worship
that radiated such a glow.

that the thoughts in me started to flow.

what must they be thinking on this glorious day
and their children in their minds as
they started to pray.

are they praying like MOTHER MARY who s son
was put on the cross.

that their suffering will

be short, and not a complete loss.

what will my child do in this world

of trouble and turmoil?

will they play follow the leader
although he is bad!

or will they stretch out a helping hand?

will they practise their faith as it was shown
or will they turn their backs

and choose to be alone.

so many questions that they must ask

for this is part of a mothers task.

so MOTHER MARY we pray to you, that you

will always tell us what we must do.

the faith that we have in you
shows on this MOTHERS DAY.

and our belief will not stray.

louis rams
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A Parents Love

If you're not a parent then you don’t know
The aches and pains that do not show.
When we see our child sick in bed

And so many thoughts go through your head.

When your child is in the hospital with 103
And by their side is where you want to be.

Recalling the first time that they ride a bike
And they fall and scrape their knee
And it seems they cry endlessly.

When you play with their imaginary friends
And it seems like it will never end.

then they go to pre-k

and for hours They have to stay.

Then they go to kindergarten and they
Meet children their same age

And it becomes fun and games.

Soon they’re out of elementary

And go to junior high

And then the aches and pains

Really begin to fly.

They already experienced their

First kiss, and possibly a sexual

Affair, and with you they will not share.
Soon it’s high school and college to follow
And you don't see them for quite a while.
Then you get a call that they’re engaged
And you know your life has changed.
Then comes a marriage and a family

And a grandparent you will be.

But as a parent our love will never

Grow old, and this is something

That you are now told.

We are your parents and we will

Always be, we’ll love you now

And thru eternity.
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A Parents Pain

Have you thought about the pain that a parent goes through
When they find out that their child has been kidnapped and abused.
(this is just a story)

She was coming home from school that day
When her life was taken away.

A child predator on the prowl

Waiting to take someone down.

She lived only a block away

When she became the predators prey.

He grabbed her so fast -she could not scream
And since that day she hadn’t been seen.

The search began block to block

The publics outrage would not stop.
They found her body in an alleyway

By some children who went out to play.

The parents screams filled the air

As their eyes began to tear.

The hatred of what this man had done
Filled the hearts of everyone.

As their daughter was put in the ground

This child predator the police had found.

But there is nothing that could take away the pain
For their lives would forever change.

The photographs and memories of when she was growing.
These are the things that this man had stolen.
No more pictures that they could take

For it was now, much too late.

The pains of the parents have got to be heard
And it's time to spread the word.

louis rams
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A Shepherd Boys Story

oh little shepherd boys, the animals are in your keep
oh little shepherd boys, why do you weep?

you saw the star and the angels on high

with a choir behind them, filling the sky.

you saw baby JESUS laying in the manger
surrounded by three kings, who were total strangers.
you saw mother MARY with her face all aglow

you was in the presence of our savior,

of which you did know.

the kings had given HIM gifts of gold
frank incense and myrrh.

but you had none of these things which you could share.

so you picked up your flute and you started to play.
and to this tune, the angels did sway.

they danced in the sky, with such joy in their hearts
and of this 'you was a big part'.

so do not weep, but give thanks to GOD

for you was there from the start.

that glorious day you had become shepherds of men
and your will, they could not bend.

you was the last two apostles of which

they did not know.

you spoke to all that would listen of that beautiful night
of when you witnessed JESUS in his infancy of might.
you brought men to seek the apostles

for the story of CHRIST

and listening to them, their hearts would enlight.

you and your flute are in GODS kingdom now
and they dance to your heavenly sound.

praise to you little shepherd boys.
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A Short Verse

stillborn
reborn

wife dying
child crying

faith is all this world has left
so let us put it to the test

escape from the flaming hell

mother and child are doing well.

louis rams
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A Soldier S Prayer

It's a battlefield CHRISTMAS where soldiers stand guard
Not being with loved ones is so very hard.

But you had made a decision to defend the human rights
And if it must be -then you will stand and fight.
The day is calm and in the foxhole you lay

And in your mind- you begin to pray.

“"DEAR GOD “this is the day of your birth

And so many families are feeling the hurt.

They are praying where ever they can

And all we ask is for your helping hand.

Let there be peace and not one shot fired
Because as soldiers we are so very tired.

We have seen death and destruction every where
And it seems like no one cares.

Why has the human heart become so cold?

When once before their families they would hold.!
There once was flairs bursting in air

Now its bombs - and destruction they bare.

Just for this one day - all heads should bow

And give thanks for what we may have now.

So "DEAR GOD”- this is my soldier’s prayer

And with the world, your love I will share.

louis rams
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A Soldiers Family

Today we lost another soldier, I do not know
His/her name.

Today we lost a soldier, I don’t know

From whence he/she came.

This was a soldier fighting in a war

As so many other soldiers had done this before.

It matters not what country the soldier is from.

For they no longer fight for country, but for each other.
All beliefs, religions, and honors are blown in the wind.
For war is not a joy, it is but a sin.

Once the soldier is gone, the family must live to carry on.
Wondering if it’s all been in vain

And if there was anything to gain.

The pains and the memories the families must bear

And with each other these they share.

A smile, a joke, a laughter, or two

These were the things they shared with you.

A love story or a relationship gone bad

These were the things that made them happy or sad.

A mother who inwardly cries

For it is so hard to say good-bye.

Nine months in her stomach, then tending

And caring for them and watching the child grow
This is what every mother knows.

A soldiers life is lost, but it's not just any soldier you see
For this is the one that came from the father and me.

Yes! My child was a soldier and on the battle front they died
Trying to protect the freedom for you and I.

But let us mourn for all soldiers, for they are comrades
Who fought side by side, until the moment that they died.
It matters not if they are classified as the enemy

Death on all sides, there are so many.

They cry for their children, the same as we
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And their hearts they do bleed.
If we as parents and family would be united as one

We would have these governments” under our gun”.
Until that day- we will always be " a soldiers family”.
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A Soldiers Love

He found out that his division was being shipped away
To a war zone where he would stay.

He did not want her to go thru the agony

Of whether he would come home or not.

This was the thought that he had got.

So he told her that he did not love her any more.
But she saw that his voice said one thing

and his eyes said another.

So here she sat at her window with tears in her eyes
Wondering how could he have lied.

She found out though that I was being shipped overseas
And said that she would wait for me.

I closed my eyes and all that I could see

Was the beauty of her company.

Every moment that was given to me was heaven sent
It was time which was lent

Borrowed time so that I could see

Just how much she meant to me.

Words could not express the feelings that arose
As she touched my heart, my mind, my inner soul.
She set my wandering spirit free

So true love I could see.

To feel and find love, no matter how short it may be

Is to live in ecstasy

and with you is where I want to be.

You have given me the strength to face each

And every day, and to deal with everything, come what may.

This here is a soldiers love, which will live forever
Like the stars above.
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Abducted

She recalled the day she was abducted on the street

One held her hands, the other held her feet.

Thrown in the minivan and no help in sight

As she fought with all her might.

Her begging and pleading was not heard

As they tied her up without a word.

Blindfolded and gagged and threatened with a knife

Till she had no will left to fight.

She had heard and read about the slavery market

And how people did this to line up their pockets.

Beaten and drugged into submission and used as a sex toy
Threats of violence were their ploy.

Abducted at twelve years old, now this story must be told.
Human bondage and slavery is worldwide, and has been
Going on since the beginning of time.

They will take your children, sister and brother

And any other that they think that they can use

For their clients from which to choose.

She had to work the streets- otherwise she would not eat
This is the bondage in which she lived and had to endure
And to try to escape she wasn't sure.

After escaping from her captors after ten years

Her story she wanted to share.

Never walk alone, stay in a group, and over your
Shoulder you should look.

Beware the predators - they are all around

Many more victims will be found.

© L. RAMS
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Above Myself

(3/30/12)

Sitting at home watching t. v.
When something took control of me
I felt as if I was floating on air

I had no worries, I had no cares.

I saw myself staring down at me

And asking myself: how can this be?

Then I heard a strange voice over my head saying
&quot; you're alive - you're not dead&quot;

There is a place that you must go
This is a place that I must show.
He took my hand and up we went
I felt as if it was heaven sent.

He showed me a country ravaged by war
And bodies were strewn all over the floor.
He showed me families living in shacks
Under terrorists attacks

He showed me children walking the streets
Looking for water and something to eat.

He showed me women being raped
And a terrorist putting it on tape.

He said: this is the point that this world has come to
And there is something that I must ask of you
&quot; we need these voices to be heard

We need you to spread the word&quot;

Then he took me back to where I began
For this was all part of GODS plan.
He wants all of us to do what's right

This should be our only fight.

&qguot;Now I see and understand that we must do all we can.&quot;
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Abusive Hot Line

he Was an abusive man and led her by the hand

Took her to a room and beat her till she was black and blue

In fear she didn’t know what to do, so she called the

ABUSIVE HOTT LINE - they told her to come in and she’d be fine.

With this group there was no hesitation
They filled out the reports and took her to the police station.
A restraining order was filed to protect her and her child.

He had done this many times before and they let him walk out the door.

No others had filed charges against him and he’d walk out with a grin.
But with her he could not be within fifty yards
Otherwise he’d be charged.

The ABUSIVE LINE is open to everyone

Don’t wait till they have a gun.

The abuser wants to be in control of your mind, body and soul.
To them it’s the greatest power to control your every hour.

And put fear in your mind and keep you meek so you stay in line
No matter where you live you will find an ABUSIVE HOT LINE..
Reach out while you can and get yourself a helping hand.

© L. RAMS 041415
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Acceptance

She is short and round, but not loved by the pound

She has no waistline or protruding butt

She even has a hanging gut.

Yet! Not every package that glitters is made of gold

Look inside for life to unfold.

The greatest two gifts that GOD had given to man

And this you must understand, is the creation of women

And the glory of birth, and then he spread this throughout the earth.
Do not look at her to criticize, but be thankful that she is alive.

She can give life to another being, no matter what others are seeing.
She can warm a man on cold wintery nights and she can get angry and even
fight.

But she is what keeps us alive, and on this we can't deny.

Many may not like a person who is heavy or thin? So how do you win!
Acceptance is the key! Accept that person who is short and round
Because no one likes to be put down.

A man's heart is 10-12 ounces and a women's is 8-10

And can hold a love that will never end.
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Addiction

Young men and women who thought they had it all
One by one I watched them fall

The sampling of a drug - the taste of booze

They thought their will power they could not lose
Soon they would find themselves withering in pain
And the devil right there to stake his claim.

Alcohol and drugs do not mix - it is just a temporary fix

There is not a pill that you can pop, that will help make you stop.
The stage of self denial that you go through

Is something that will not help you.

Day to day you grow weak, when professional

Help is what you seek.

Addiction has no age or gender
&quot; be strong. Do not surrender &quot;.

L. RAMS 090816
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Addicts Confession

Addicts Confession

Here I am staring at the wall wondering how I lost it all

I had a job, a family - two children, or was it three?

I started off smoking weed and on my head it did feed.

Then I started with crack and smack, and that was the end of that
Now I lost all control as it took over my body and soul

I started to cheat, steal and lie, just to get that ultimate high
Everything I worked for all my life and all my dreams and sacrifice
Disappeared in a blink of an eye, just because I wanted to get high.
You may control it at first start - but with time it will tear you apart.

Listen to me and take my advice - think about it before it becomes your life.

© L. RAMS 04232017

louis rams

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

69



Adopted

i was adopted at my birth, they paid my mother
what they thought it was worth. (medical bills)
she said that she could not care for me

she was too young and wanted to be free.

i was raised by two adoptive parents

who had loved me from the start.

and swore they would never break my heart.
they gave me all that i could want or desire
and their love grew like a flaming fire.

they were always honest with me
and they told me about my mothers plight
and with her parents, she did fight.

in her mind:
she knew that her mother had to give her away
but in her heart, she did pray.

mother! why did'nt you fight to keep me?
everyone is struggling in this economy.

you left without a sign or trace
and i want so much to see your face.

my loving adoptive parents told me from the start
that you had left, but with a broken heart.

every night i have a vision of you in my mind
and you're crying and asking why.

i've gotten permission to finally meet you
i'm so scared, i don't know what to do.
how will i react? what will i say?

so to the LORD i will pray.

when we finally met, we both broke down.
but they were tears of joy and happiness
that a mother and daughter share.

she kissed me and wiped away my tear.
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she told me that it was the smartest move she made
for your adoptive parents, love you
more than words can say.

now i have two mothers with whom
i could share my love, and it was given

to me from the LORD up above.
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Adopted (Story)

There’s a tale that I must tell

Of a heart that I knew quite well.
This heart dwelled within her chest
And had given its very best.

Love and compassion had filled this heart
But it was taken advantage of from the start.
This love and compassion was given

Freely to children in pain

But to the adoption agencies

It was just a game.

" sell the child to the highest bidder”

You work for us - we have no quitters!
Take them for all the money that you can
This is part of the company plan.

And promise them what you must

For in us they put their trust.

If they want a particular type of child
Then they will have to wait a while.
We can give them what they want

If the price is right.

But it will not be overnight.

If they just want a child, and there
Is no preference to how it must be.
We will fill the contract gladly.

We have black children, white children
Oriental too.
We'll do what we must - to satisfy you.

Now her heart was overflowing
And she knew where she was going.
She went to the D C S where her

case she would rest.

The Department of Children s Services was
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Already building a case, because

Of so many civilian complaints.

Now with the case pending

Where to place them, the judge was rendering.

“ I will take them if I can, for I have more
Than enough land.

I have a ranch with more than enough rooms
Give them to me it's not too soon.

Do a background check, which I know you must
For in the system I put my trust.

One month later, they was living under their roof
For the courts had gotten the proof.
She raised the children like her own

And to the courts it was shown.

Now she can share her heart, and the children
Can have a brand new start.

LOVE AND COMPASSION RULE!
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Adoption

(01/11/12)

So many children are waiting in the wings
For being adopted is their thing.

Afraid to make plans for they don’t know
What lies ahead - their future is something
That they do dread.

Some move from home to home and never
Finding where they belong.
Many were abandoned and left on the street

With just their clothes on their backs and no food to eat.

Some were newborns left at police stations
Fire stations, and at church doors
Never to see their parents any more.

They have dreams like so many others
But they would prefer to have parents
And a sister or brother.

A person that they could say that- this is my mom
And this is my dad and I'm proud and awfully glad.
That I have parents as so many other children do
And knowing what it is to be loved like you.

We are all adoptable if given a chance
Look in our hearts and you’ll understand.
We don’t know why we was abandoned
Or what we had done wrong, but with
Parents is where we belong.

I'll wipe away my tears so that you could see
The love and pain that’s inside of me.

If you can’t have children or have a kind heart
Then adoption is where you can start.

ADOPT
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Afraid Of Getting Old?

(6/1/13)

We are all getting old it doesn’t

Matter what you’ve been told

You go from your childhood to your teen years
But you’re young and you have no fears.[]
Now that the teen years have come and gone
And to your teen years, you're trying hold on.

What will happen when you’ve gotten older?
And your thoughts have gotten colder, and

Your movements have slowed down

As you turn and look around.

When your hair may turn grey or it starts to thin
Then you realize that you can’t win.

Age is coming up mighty fast. As you kick
Yourself in the ass.

Your youth like the weather tends to change
And you are never the same.

You started off like a cool gentle breeze

So refreshing to feel, and with

Your spirit you could heal.

Now you’ve become like the torrential rains

That comes from the skies.

Your tears are the raindrops that sink into the ground
But without ever making a sound.

Because you get older does not mean
That your spirit on fire no longer burns
It has just become amber of light
Waiting to ignite.

Just blow on that ember and watch the flame start to rise
As it shoots up and touches the sky.
That flame is the same that you had in your youth

And when you feel it that's the proof.

ENJOY LIFE
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After Christmas

After Christmas (12/31/11)

Christmas is over and my heart is full of gloom

It came very fast, and ended much to soon.

I saw the hearts of people who struggled to bring good cheer
But the only thing they was feeling

Was doubts and lots of fears.

This bad economy has spread worldwide

And it shows in peoples eyes.

But as parents- we'll use the plastic if we must
For in us “ our children have put their trust”.

We can not dampen their spirits
Or have them give up hope
So with this economy, we'll just have to learn to cope.

The Christmas tree and decorations
will soon be coming down

And the smiles on their faces

Will soon become a frown.

But they have been taught that we're
Celebrating the birth of Christ
And to honor our savior is the thing that is right.

As the kings gave this newborn child gifts
Then so must we, for this was something
That GOD did see.

Christ -mas was born because of him.

Every birth is a miracle- as you see It in the mothers eyes
Love and affection is something they can not hide.

Although these Christmas holidays
Are coming to an end

To my family and friends

His love I will send.
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After Election Thoughts

history was made today-in every sense of the way.

they say he did not have the experience of his republican incumbent.

but! to the people a message he had sent.

that it was time for us to take a stand

and that he needs a helping hand.

so as americans we must all roll up our sleeves.

forget the discrimination-and forget the monetary greed.

if our country is to be all that it can-it does need a helping hand.
so let us give the support that president obama needs

for he has planted a seed.

this seed will continue to grow and for the world it will show.

all the possibilities-that it created for you and me.

whether we are white, yellow, -or black-we cannot give up the slack
so let us move forward with pride and determination

that we may save this great nation.
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Ageless Love

Age is just a number repeated by everyone.

But when I look in your eyes I see the setting sun.
The clouds seem to surround you, and they dissipate
With your smile, and I know with you

It will stay for quite a while.

Your hair may be changing its color

And you may be finding it hard to walk.

But even with your age, men will still stop and gawk.
For your inner beauty shines like the sun in the sky

But I know they can’t get you, for your heart is still mine.

It's not the age that makes us old

It's when we lose the love, that we become cold.
Let that love shine in you as the rising sun

And it will spread throughout the world

Until your days are done.

So fear not your age, for your beauty

Is still locked up in a cage.

And I have come to see as we get older

Our love grows stronger and even more bolder.
That you no longer care to hide it from the world
But to share it, with every young boy and girl.
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Alive

throughout their lives they lied to all around.
there was no truth to be found.
they cheated every chance that they could
and with family, it mattered not if they should.
then one day it came to pass
that they was confronted by an angel from above
and they expected compassion and love.
the angel told them: to look around
at all the destruction that was found.
you have put all these people through
a living hell, and with each one you rang a bell.

a bell that you claimed was to all your successes
of cheating and conniving people out of the wordly goods
and that you did'nt even need a hood.

now you are at deaths door
and it's time to settle the score.
you are going to be given a chance to make things right
otherwise you won't live the night.

there are many here on earth
who have lived in filth and dirt.
they have struggled all their lives
and belittled by their fellow man
and now is their time to take a stand.
you must show them that with faith, all is achieved
and this will be one of your good deeds.
then you will build a house in the name of the lord
and you will not charge them room or board.
you will show them how to live
and to share, and to give
all that you have given to them
and how to become a friend.

now the angel showed them, that on that night
they lied, then they died from that old life

and they became alive in the power

and the glory of the greatest story.

THEY WERE REBORN!
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All Alone

I sit at home with nothing to do, I ‘m all alone and feeling blue
Where did the time go? That it went so fast!

I was looking at the future and now it's my past.
I chose to ighore love because I felt I had time.
Why oh why? Was I so blind!

Now I'm all alone with my heart in my hand
With no one beside me who could understand.
No one really wants to be on their own

And in their face it is shown!

I look ahead to what the future may bring

But all I see is pain and misery.

No one to share the comfort of my bed

This is something that I now dread.

No one to converse with, or to share a meal

No one can see what I feel.

I'm getting older and the walls are closing in
Living this life is a downright sin.

I prop the pillow under my head

And wonder if in the morning they’ll find me dead?
I'm in no position to criticize or throw stones
When I'm in this house all alone.

It gets harder as I get older

telling some woman I want to hold her!

Now I have to search for someone who will care
And with me their life they’ll share.

So don’t do what I had done

Being alone isn’t any fun

louis rams
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All Kinds Of Lovers

Before we become a lover, we must become a friend
It is a process that never ends.

A lover of life, lover of care

Lover of religion, lover of despair.

We must choose the life of the lover

That we expect to be, for the road

You follow, may be your destiny.

If you receive good, give it in return

If you receive bad, there are lessons to be learned.
This world needs lovers of every kind

That will follow their beliefs, and their minds.
Imagine how this world would be

If as lovers we did not follow our destinies.

So many animals would have been extinct

Or on the endangered list, if there wasn't

Anyone to fight for their rights.

And this battle rages day and night.

what if we didn’t fight for our religious beliefs

We would be persecuted to the end

And not knowing which was our enemy

And which one was our friend.

We can be lovers of many different things

For the joy in our hearts is what these loves bring.

BECOME A LOVER!

louis rams
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All That I Am

All that I am, all that I can be

Is because you came into me

I felt a sensation, a shiver, and a chill

I lost control, I lost my will.

So many words rushing through my mind

It was like T was out in space, and out of this time.

The words flowed like a brook into the river

Gathering everything in its path to a final destination

Giving me peace, giving me gratification.

Words, so many words with different meanings

Different stories, all waiting to be heard in their

Own time and place, and each one with a different face.

Love, hath, joy, sadness, peace, and sorrow -and none wanting to wait for
tomorrow.

I am but a vessel for all of them- for that is “all that I am”

I am but their instrument, their pen, to use me as they see fit
Like a “show and tell” in a classroom.

All that I am - all that I can be, is an instrument

To write poetry.
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All That I Have

tenderly i sleep
gently i weep

softly i cry
tears i try to hide

pains in my heart
searching for a start

living a lie
love seems to die

don't seem to care
love i have to share

given a break
plans i must make

got to get back
put my life on track

all that i have
and all that i be
is what the lord

has given to me.

So i wipe away my tears
and put away the pain

thru love- i have so much to gain.
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Alone And Lonely

Surrounded by people laughing and joking
But I stand alone, my heart is broken.
Why is it that the lonely get so depressed
And their emotions put to a test.

Why is it that we stand alone

And in our hearts no light is shone.

Why do the lonely feel so out of place
And their feelings show on their face.
Why is it that we stand alone?

We all have feelings, that is known.

Alone on a crowded street
and the pitter patter Of every ones feet.

On a bus or on a train, you still feel the same.

Alone amongst family and friends

I felt that I was at my wits end.

No one to turn to, no one to call my own
I was feeling down and all alone.

Now I'm going to do like so many others
And hide my face behind a mask

And cheat and lie to all around

And throw the sorrows to the ground.

GOD had given me a smile to use
And I will use it when I choose.

You will no longer see the lonely me
For my GOD has set me free.
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Alzheimer S Has Your Mind And I Have You

When you ask me: &quot; who am I? &quot;

My heart breaks and I begin to cry

Alzheimer's has taken over your mind

But I will be with you till the end of our time.

I will wash your face and comb your hair

Cook and clean - &quot;I don't care &quot;.

We had made a vow for better and worse

So I'll take care of you and won't hire a nurse.

I may have to remind you every day

Of memories that may have slipped away.

I know that if the tables were turned, every border you would burn
Just to keep our love alive, and keep me by your side.

This sickness may affect your mind, but I'll open the doors every time.
I will remind you of the good times and the bad times

The happy times and the sad times.

I will be your television screen and show you everything in between
Although you may have that faraway look and your eyes may be glazed
When you do remember I stay amazed.

Because you have a smile from ear to ear

And you look at me and say: &quot;I love you dear &quot;.

© L. RAMS 11115
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Amazing Grace

amazing grace as the song implies

has been with us for a long, long, time
taking the soul of one who has been lost
and relieved of all their fears

is something that i cheer.

i found that this amazing grace
has put me in a better place.
with faith and love i could see
that beautiful song inside of me.

there is nothing that can compare
when you have lost all your fear.
that fear that we all have inside
fears that we have tried to hide.

amazing grace has come to me
amazing grace-i now can see.

all the love inside of me.
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America In Turmoil

this country has gotten out of hand-its time for americans to take
a stand.-we let petroleum prices rule our lives.

and change the way we live.-now its time for the politicians to give.
the same way that the north and south joined forces

to become a nation.

it is time for democrats and republicans to become one.

and help the people get out from under the gun.

unity is what we need right now-but its nowheres to be found.
president bush took the oath-and made this country

his escape goat.

he took ameica to a war that was in civil strife

and had americans lose their lives.

now! he is pulling out the large profitering companies

from a hole that they created.

and used the publics money for their own personal greed.

and then says they're in need.

get rid of the ones who created this mess-let obama take the test.
if this country is in poverty-it is time to be set free.
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America S Strength (Series)

During 9/11 they thought that we would run and hide

Instead we became more united, and stood side by side.

They thought that we would panic and run and hide in fear.
This just strengthened us more, and we wiped away our tears.

Freedom is not just given to us, we must stand and fight.
But this is GODS gift to us, and this is our birth right.

It is true that you destroyed two world icons

And you've taken many a life, but this just made us stronger
And we've just begun the fight.

It's been nine years and we are still searching for you
We will not give up- for we are the RED, WHITE, AND BLUE.
These colors stand for freedom, known through out the world

We are here to protect every living creature, and every boy and girl.

The children of the world now see

That we will fight for all peoples liberty.

You can not destroy HOPE, FAITH, AND LOVE

For that is imbedded in our souls, and protecting it is our goal.

Your own children are tired of what they see

They will turn their backs on you, and that’s the reality.

It is you who is running and hiding, and living underground
But sooner or later, you know that you’ll be found.

So yes! Remember 9/11 and gloat at what you’ve done
For this day forward, you’ll never see the sun.
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America S Strength (Series #2)

As a youngster I began to wonder * how this great nation came to be”.
People from all over the world looking for a new life to escape tyranny.

This became AMERICAS history.

Then we had our civil war and we fought as state to state.

We all became UNITED and that made this nation great.

So we put the two together and the UNITED STATES was formed.
Little did we know- that this would be the * norm”.

Look around you, and you will see

Every ethnic group, that’s how we came to be.
AMERICA is not just a country, but a land
Where the bell of freedom rings

And from every country, its people it will bring.

AMERICA is a dream- a vision, a quest- if you must
But in this great nation we put all our trust.

So give us your humble, your poor, your weak

If freedom is what they seek.

This is what made this nation, and gave dreams to all mankind
For we will fight for this country, our lives we’ll put on the line.
We will get stronger, and you will weaken and die

For you can not break our spirit, no matter how you try.

" now many will say I'm a dreamer”
But that’s how this world came to be
Every small dream has become a reality.

We wanted to hide the pictures and videos
From our children of what you had done.
Because we had felt that they was much to young.

Now we’ve decided to teach and show them about
This cowardly act, and to give them knowledge

And show them all the facts.
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American Bald Eagle

American bald eagle

The American eagle took to flight

Soared into the valley, with its wings of might.
An endangered species it became in 1973

To protect the heritage of you and me.

On our currency and in our hearts

Of the united states it has become a big part.

With a wing span of 79 to 90

And a body length of 35 to 37

And a neck and tail as white as snow
This is something that many don’t know.
The beauty of this bird so rare

Is something that we're proud to share.

They have been here even before
The birth of the united states

And this is what makes them great
For they survived from the
Destruction of man

And taught us how to take a stand.

So to the American eagle we honor you
In everything that we say and do.
Keep us standing tall and proud

For throughout this world

You do get around.
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American Soldiers

They stand in their uniforms straight and tall,

They are family members one and all.

They put on the uniforms, not for money, fame, or glory

But for the untold story.

The story of wanting to be free to raise their families.

A story of love, emotion, and religious devotion.

They are willing to take the stand, and become the sacrificial lamb.
They are the AMERICAN soldiers who believe in liberty

To be able to express yourself no matter what it may be.

They come from the farmlands, the mountains, the big cities

And the small towns, where every soldier imaginable can be found.
Just read the story of Sergeant ALVIN YORK who in the

First World War he had fought.

He was a conscientious objector who came from the upper

Farmlands of TENNESSEE - didn’t believe in war but wanted to be free.
They told him about the founding of AMERICA and what they had gone thru
And to make a decision of what he wanted to do.

He sat on the mountaintop staring across the land

Knowing he had to make a decision - he had to take a stand.

With the thought of the bible s verse “thou shall not kill *

And the other thought saying “freedom is not free”

This has been going on throughout history.

He and nine others captured more prisoners than they dared to count
This is what AMERICA is all about.
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Angel Of Love

I took her heart and repaired it new, and showed

Her what real love can do.

The tears she had hid behind her disguise

Would no longer fall from her eyes,

In addition, the happiness she had known can once again be shown,
Then with her hair up in bows and lace

Will now show her beautiful face.

Her heart had been abused and torn apart

Yet I will give her a brand new start.

For I am the angel of love, and I come on the wings of a snow-white dove.
Fools rush in with blindness and despair

Just to find that love is not there.

Many will search for me, but it is not yet their time

Because the love they need, is one of a kind.

Love can be like food in a crock-pot, and it must simmer slowly

For you to get the full taste, otherwise it is just a waste.

You see love is food and water and we need it to live

The more we thirst for it, the more we give.

When you find your throat parched and dry, then your soul will come alive.
The thirst is now at its peak and the love is there that you seek.
This is the time to follow your heart, for I have given you the start.

louis rams

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

97



Angels

angels are all around, at times they are on the ground

to them there are no barriers for they are the lords carriers.
just like mail carriers here on earth.

they carry the lords words to the priests, kings and the poor.
the lord is word-forever more.

they touch even the coldest of hearts then they could get a new start.

they sometimes walk the earth, just as we.
touch us with their hearts, and change our destinies.
at times we feel; their presence all around-and yet.
we do not hear a sound.
we know that god has given all of us guardian angels
they watch us, and guide us, and strengthen us
in our hours of weakness.
when a person walks away from a crash
it is because they were there in a flash.
we must give thanks to the angels up above
for their presence and their love.
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Angels Tears

(5/15/12)

The angels are crying from what they see

The destruction of GODS creations by humanity.
The raindrops that come down to cleanse the earth
Are the angels teardrops releasing their hurt.

If you was to taste the rain and find
that salty taste, it was because it
just ran down their face.

This is the bitter sweet times in life
When we don't make any sacrifice.

Yet when you see a sun shower - it is

their happy tears that bring out the flowers.
Their tears of joy when everything is going right
And humanity is making a sacrifice.

They're opening their eyes to what technology
Is doing to the rain forests and the destruction
Of the trees and streams, it is all now being seen.

Groups of people are being formed all around the earth

And their cries are giving birth.

&quot;Save all that GOD has given, this is what makes life worth living.&quot;
The angels now hear their battle cries

As the tears flow from their eyes

Maybe there is hope and salvation

For all of GODS creations.

© RAMS
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Angels Vs. Demons

there is a battle raging within me
that i can't control.
of angels VS demons for my earthly soul.

i found that the demon can enter your mind
and at times control your thoughts

and try to get you to do things

you normally don't do..

if you are depressed

that's when he's at his best.

he fuels up the anger that

has built up inside

and gets you to believe all his lies.

he wants you to believe that
everything in life, is owed to you.
and tells you that

'this is what you have to do'.

take everything that you want in life

and no one will put up a fight.

for angels and humanity are weak as can be.
and he's here to set you free.

these are just a few of the lies
he will tell to you
to get you to do what he wants you to do.

then i have the angel with all its might
telling me that
'everything is going to be alright’

to believe and feel all that's in your heart
for that's how mankind got its start.
for the heart is the center of your soul

and is something the demon can't control.

so follow your heart like you do your deams
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and don't let the demon get in between.
so in reality, i can say to you
the LORD gave you the power

to your heart be true.
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Angels With You

There is an angel next to you

he was sent down just for you

we all have an angel by our side

or flying above us in the sky

when you are feeling as if there is

no end to the bad in sight

he clears your mind, so that you can fight
all the negativity that is all around

and does it without a sound.
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Angels: Do You Believe

(10/3/14)

It was the first thing put on GODS list

So why do we question if angels exist?

They are his soldiers the guardians of earth

They have been here since humanities birth,

And since the world began giving GOD a helping hand.
Like everything in life it is a chain of command

That all of us should understand.

Not all who perish get their wings

You had to accomplish certain things

Trying to keep the commandments of GOD

No matter how difficult, no matter how hard.

Then there are the earthly angels who are always by your side
These are your teachers, they are your guides.

You've heard the expression &quot;an angel was watching over you &quot;
That is so very true.

They are with you until when the LORD decides

This is the last moment of your time.

If you still don't believe in angels then that's a shame
Because in their book they have your name!

Just like SANTA with his naughty and nice

This is the one who will take you to paradise.

Maybe we'll meet on the other side

And you will tell me how you changed your mind.
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Animal Abusers

I had sensed the presence of someone near

I looked around and there was no one there

Then the feeling got stronger by the minute

As I frantically looked around- then looked to the ground.
There at my feet was the presence that I felt

Of a puppy with cuts and welts.

I could see the abuse as the tears rolled down my eyes
As I started to scream and cry.

“"Who can abuse an animal this way?

The one who did this by the law must pay!

I gently picked him up and said: it'll be alright!

As his tail wagged in delight.

I put him in my car and took him to the nearest vet

He also had a broken leg which the doctor did set.

With antibiotics and pills for pain, yet some of those
Scars will still remain.

I bought from the vet what I would need

Food and medicines on which he would feed.

When I got home, he was fed- then I laid him in his bed.
So he could rest his weary head.

Then he looked up at me with his big brown eyes. And let out a quiet sigh.

With time he started to heal, and his leg he could feel.

The police said they used puppies to train pit bulls to fight

As they were told by the dog fighting ring they busted one night.
I named him survivor because of everything he went through
“Now tell me this: what would you do? ”
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Another Homeless Man

On the corner another homeless man looking for a helping hand

No one knows what I've gone thru, if it happened to me

It can happen to you.

I felt invincible and nothing can put me down

Now I find myself sleeping on the ground.

The sky is my roof and the ground is my bed

A pile of leaves to rest my head.

My clothes are torn and dirty as well as my feet

My stomach growling, hoping for something to eat.

I've forgotten what it is to be loved and have a family

And that's the way my life used to be.

Not all the homeless are alcoholics as you may think

We are not all looking for a drink.

When you put down on a job application that you

Are living in a shelter, a red flag goes up - and

You'll be having a drink in your coffee cup.

The only ones that will take a chance with you

Are the ones who know what you're going through.

The ones that were given a chance to start a new life

Who now have a home and a wife.

Don't judge us because of what you see

We once had a job, a family and possibly a degree.
JUDGE NOT LEST YOU BE JUDGED

© L, RAMS 052416
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Another Place

another place, another time, another dream left behind
another mountain i must climb.
i'll move the earth to make you mine.

i'll take the stars from the sky

and place them before your very eyes.
i'll part the waters if i must

just so i can gain your trust.

all these things i will do for you

if to my heart you'll be true

how easily you captured my heart
took it-then tore it apart.

so i stand with heart in hand
just so that you'll understand
that my heart is given to you
it's a heart that will always be true.

you tore up my heart because you
was afraid to see.
how easy it was for you to capture me.

now that you know my love is true

and my heart belongs to only you

i want you to release those feelings that
you have locked up inside

and take the vow to be by my side.
from now until the day we die.
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Another Soul

Another soul has joined the angels up above
Someone we cherished, treasured and loved
Family members came down from the heavens
And gathered around her bed, but they did not
Gather around, because she was dead.

But because they was taking her to another world

Far beyond compare, and with her family

Their love she would share.

We will feel the hurt and the absence now that she is gone
But in our hearts her love will linger on.

The same way she took care of our spiritual needs

While here on this earth, she will continue to do so

Seeing us through our worth.

We will always see something to remind us that she's around

Or hear a whisper, or a familiar sound.

For five years she held her own, to show us
That she was strong.

now we must do the same
And gain our strength in her name.

© L. RAMS JUNE 2016
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Answered Prayer

i said a love prayer, but no one was there to hear
so i climbed into my bed

just so that i could rest my aching head.

i fell asleep right away

and flashes of love in my mind did play.

i saw a figure floating down to me

my eyes strained hard so that i could see.
the most beautiful sight i had ever saw
was knocking at my hearts door.

she said: you have asked for love in prayer
and you will get it- this i swear.

this love that you seek

you will see in a week.

i responded: are you an angel?

she smiled and said: how did you know!
she touched her back and

out sprouted her wings.

my eyes began to flutter

my heart began to sing.

for i had finally found

the perfect everything.

i awoke that morning wide eyed and refreshed.
and feeling at my very best.
it was sunday so to church i would go.

the church bell rang and we started inside
when i felt someone bump me on my side.
as i turned- there she was

the angel that came from above.

'i'm sorry' she said and gave me a smile.

now you can guess how this story ends.

she became my lover, confidant, wife and friend.
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Arab Uprisings And The World

The Arab nations are falling one by one

Some protestors may not see the setting sun.
Civil unrest is becoming world wide

It's time for all nations to open their eyes.

The middle east and Europe where many religions began
People are questioning their nations and taking a stand.
New minds will rise from this destruction and pain

For this world has so much to gain.

A fresh pair of eyes can see what’s ahead
While an old pair of eyes should be put to bed.
We have corporate C.E.O.’s forty and under.
Doesn’t that make you wonder?

Each generation has a time and era in which they live
And during those times they have so much to give.
Watch the world and listen to the news

It is the people who must choose.

The uprisings are starting and we’re seeing it day to day
The lord has been giving us signs
But we just turned away.

Now the uprisings have started in the middle east
And they are realizing that all they want is peace.
Men, women, and children are now joining as one
They will no longer live under the terrorist gun.

Protesters are gathering and marching down the streets

But men are still dying as the women begin to weep.
Women are tired of seeing their children and husbands die.
Because with the government they no longer see eye to eye.

Governments are being toppled- they're falling to the ground
The voices of equality and freedom Is now the battle sound.

The voices are now spreading to the countries in the middle east
And it will keep on going- “you know it will not cease.”
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Just a thought instilled in the brain of man
And they will make the changes.
They’ll do all they can.

They are tired of seeing death,
destruction, misery, and poverty.
An LIBYA'S khadaffi is being pushed out of power

It is down to the final hour.
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Arabian Questions That Must Be Asked

They say that the mosque is being built
To promote American/ Arab ties

But you know that’s all a lie.

If you want to heal the American wound
Move it away- it's much too soon.

You are adding insult to injury

That is something I can not see.

You say that the burning of the koran
Is disrespectful to the Arab world.

Well! How do you think that America feels
When our rights you are trying to steal.
We have the right to protect something
That is sacred to us.

So in your decision we'll put GODS trust.

We must both ask ourselves some questions
Before you make that decision.

How can the Arab nations build a mosque
In the area of devastation?

What if Americans did something to your
Mosque in retaliation?

Or is it that you want the u.s. citizens to retaliate
So you can say that it is fate?

What is it that you have planned

That you're determined to take this stand?

Are you going to build the mosque

To blow it up yourselves and blame the u.s.
To get support from other Arab nations?
These are questions that we must ask
Before you start on that task.

“"GOD” no matter what he may be called

Is in us one and all.

Let us all stand up for one another

Let us really become sister and brother.
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Let us stand up to hunger, poverty, and hate
Let us stand up before it’s too late.

Let us stand up for 9/11

So that all the world can see

That this will live throughout history.

Build your mosque if you must

But let us keep the memory

Of where the twin towers used to be.
Put your mosque far enough away
Where Americans can go to pray

And honor the ones who died that day.
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Are They Children Of A Lesser God?

the children of this country should be happy as can be
for they do not have to live in such poverty.
most at least have clothes on their backs
a bed in which to sleep, and food
even if it's only once a day.
and they're taught how to pray.

we are much better off than other countries
around the world.
but try to tell that to the hungry boy or girl.

we are a nation from all walks of life
and have fought so that freedom can ring
and to our national anthem sing.

our children dream of things that they could be
because in this land, dreams can come true.
so let us now see what we can do

to help our brothers' me and you'.

the other child dreams of a warm bed

and a roof over their head.

a bath to wash off the dirt of the day away

a family member with whom they could stay.

clean clothes, clean socks, something which

they have not got.

food set on a table, and someone to help

them if their not able.

to be able to go to school, and learn the golden rule.
to be able to play in the streets

instead of digging in cans for something to eat.

to be able to see a doctor when they're not well
instead of being 'sent to hell'.
to be able to see love in an adults face

and not have to hide in fear and disgrace.

because they were abused by someone who did
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not care, whether they lived or died.
and always told the same old lies.

are they children of a lessr GOD?

no! ! for GOD gave us all those rights
and we as adults have to stand up and fight.

stop the abuse in third world nations
let them see GODS creations.
stop the wars, stop the abuse
put the drugs we've got, to good use.
help the elderly, the young, the lame
for we are all the same.

we must practise what we preach it is

the only way that we could reach

all the children who were given to us from above
if they're shown kindness and love.

we won't be here to help them grow
so let's help them today

that much i know.

they are our future, can't you see
for tomorrow we'll be history.
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Are We Reaching The End Of The Journey

we are close to the end of the journey
that we've been put to travel.

every opportunity we've been given
so that we can continue to be living.

but we choose to ignore the signs

and it's getting close to the end of time.
we're being shown the possibilities

of destruction, without interruption.

tsunami's, fires, hurricanes, earthquakes
land and mud slides, droughts, floods
economies failing, children dying

women crying, and hunger.

this list will never end
of all that is coming our way
it is time for us to kneel and pray.

pray to GOD, no matter who
you may classify him to be.
it is time 'for us' to set ourselves free.

he has given us all the tools
but we choose to break the rules.
we think only of ourselves
and the all mighty dollar.
it's time to stop and to 'shout and holler'

we have had enough of what we created
and it's time to turn things around
otherwise we are hell bound.

let's take care of mother earth
she has been with us, since her birth.
the food above, and below the ground

and the oceans with fish abound.

all these things, she has given to us
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and in her we put our trust.
let us stop this journey short
and our ways we must abort.

let us choose the path that the LORD has given
so that we can continue living.
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Army Of Angels

I heard a loud rumble coming from the sky

I saw an army of angels right before my eyes
They were all singing that the king is on his way
To fight the evils that plague us every day.

The angels in their armor and their wings a beautiful white
This is where the strength lies to take on the fight.

The sounds of their wings flapping in the sky

That is the rumble that will protect you and I.

The sound like thousands of cattle running across the plains
And as their wings Touched one another

Not one opening could be seen

like a wall in a dream.

The lord was tired of seeing children s lives being torn apart
And all hope- being taken from their hearts.

Tired of seeing predators using children for their own needs
To satisfy- their own personal greed.

These are his cherubs, his little angels

that he has sent To help mankind

and of this they will not be denied.

The children will rise like storks of corn in a field
And peoples hearts will begin to heal.

They are the future and will bring peace to the world
For they will teach their sons and daughters

And every boy and girl, that Jesus came here

To show us how to love

That’s the reason the angels were sent from above.

PROTECT THE CHILDREN, PROTECT THE FUTURE
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Ask For His Guidance

When things don't seek to go my way

I get down on my knees and pray

Many times our minds are closed to the
Simplest tasks, and his guidance is all we ask.
There is no problem too small or too large
That he cannot undo - we just have to ask
And he will follow thru.

At times we question why a loved one gets sick
Or has to die. - maybe it's because another angel
Is needed to fill a void up in the sky.

Eternal life is in Gods kingdom in heaven

Not here on earth.

This is just a temporary stop from our birth.

Most people know what I say is true

It all depends upon you.

Can you put your faith and belief in his hands

Just so that you could understand that he

Gives us many doors - ' when he closes that one door'
Doors close so you don't go through aches and pains
Because your life may forever change.

ask for his guidance as I had done
for he is Gods only son.

(C) L. RAMS 040516
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At Deaths Door

When they have a short time to live

And you've given all you can give.

When there s nothing more you can do.
Then you make the last days of their lives
Seem like it's been paradise.

Show all the love that you've had locked up inside
This is something that you should not hide.

Bring up happy memories of times

gone by, and of moments shared.

These are things in their mind that last.

Make their lives as comfortable as can be

For this is the last thing that they will see.

For some it is not easy to pass to the other side
Because fear makes them blind.

But it is a place of love and light

They will not see the darkness of night.

Don’t show your love when they are dead

Show your love while they’re lying in that bed.
They need to be loved while they’re here on earth
This is what we crave from our birth.

If the brain still functions on its own

Then so does the heart.

And from you they do not wish to part.

They are thinking the same as you

When they’re gone, what are you going to do.

Any bills that may be left behind

On your shoulders they will climb.

these same thoughts may race through

Your head, and it's something that you both do dread.

But these are the first thoughts that

Should be put into that grave

Give them happy memories that they can save.
Let them go to the other side comfortably
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And on their face- that smile you’ll see.
We'll all be going to that other side

And will need someone to welcome us there
And the love that you showed on earth

Will now be shared.

louis rams

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 121



Autumn

(10/13/11)

The autumn leaves falling on the ground

The autumn leaves of yellow, orange and brown
The trees like a rainbow of colors

Such as this there is no other.

My friends would climb up the smallest trees
And shake the leaves down to me.

then the leaves are raked up and placed in a large pile
Children diving in and laughing all the while.

The crispy crunch that you hear

Sends the chills through your ears.

The autumn leaves reminding us
That Halloween was very near
Where we could dress up and create some fear.

But for now we would have our fun
Chasing each other with our water guns
Diving into leaves of gold and brown
Hoping that we wouldn’t be found.

The park keeper was as happy as can be
From raking the leaves he was free.

He would pick them up and putting

Them into the metal cans- and the smell
Of burning leaves would fill the air

Letting people know that autumn was here.

(memories are made of this- like the song)
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Avenue Of Love

(9/24/12)

Love is an avenue of which to explore
Go to any shop and open the door
Shops for every feeling known to man
Walk in to understand.

Shops for pain, sorrow, bitterness and heartbreak
Shop around - it's not to late.

Shops for joy, happiness, contentment, devotion
Shops for every emotion.

Stop in - look around - feel every emotion
That can be found.

Shop around ahead of time

To find out what awaits down the line.

But do not be fearful of pains

That may await

Take the chance - don't hesitate.

You can search every shop that's on this street
But there is nothing that can compete

To the love that you have deep inside

A love so beautiful that you can not hide

All these shops are in your soul
Open the doors and life unfolds.

© L. RAMS
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Band Of Angels

i saw a band of angels coming down from the sky
a band of angels to save you and i.

they covered the sky as far as the eyes could see
the sight so beautiful
that it hypnotized me.

they were like the angels that they talk about in books
wings so wide and white
showing all their strength and might.

the angels came to do battle for all mankind
and they did not come with weapons of any kind

they came with the words of peace and love
sent down from GOD above.

for they know that the devil comes
with lies and deceit,
in hopes that your faith, they will defeat.

they will offer us riches of diamonds and pearls
and even offer us, control of the world.

they know that mankind is full of greed

since the beginning of time

it has been seen.

the band of angels know that this

battle will be won

for they will fight from dawn to setting sun.
they know that the human mind is full of greed

but the love in their hearts, can not be seen.

now the confrontation is finally here
and the battle is about to begin.
which is stronger

love or sin?

this is when you must search your heart
and decide what you want to do.
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are you going to let the devil
make a fool out of you?

we must join this band of angels
who fight for our rights.

so darkness will not
win this perilous plight.
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Battered Wife

when they met, she could'nt know

that later on, his true colors would show.
he beat on women all his life

then he made her ' his wife'.

just so that he could have a puching bag
and that part of life ' is very sad'.

in his life he saw abuse

and decided to put it to use

he thought that it would keep a woman in line
and to them ' it was just fine'.

he did not think, nor did he care
if to his wife, it was fair.
he broke her nose
and fractured her ribs
because she refused to give
the sex that he so desired
just to satisfy his inner fire.

he thought that she was something
that he could use, as he felt fit.
til the day that she opened up her mind
and decided that it was time
to stop this physical abuse
for crying, was of no use.

so when he came home after

drinking that night, and started his routine fight
she was prepared for his attack

and she was ready to fight back.

when he raised his hand to strike
she then showed a 12 inch knife.

'touch me again and you will see
that you'll be part of history.'
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he lowered his hand in dismay
she knew then-she could not stay.

the following day she packed her things
and on the dresser, left her ring.

(leave him after the first time
for there is no dividing line.

he will continue his attacks

then there'll be no turning back)
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Beatnik To Vietnam To Hippie Stand

(10/13/12)

At the beginning of &quot;64&quot; - I packed up my uniform
And walked out the door- it was the beginning of

The Vietnam war.

By August of that same year

President Johnson started the draft

Under protests and jeers.

Then he made it a full scale war

And sent our soldiers to Vietham shores.
The Beatniks in Greenwich village

With their long hair, beards, and

Flip flop sandals - wrote their poetry
About this undeclared war, and why
Our men were going to those shores.

This created a new generation called ‘HIPPIES&quot;
The hippie generation was groups of protesters
Against everything that they found wrong

The draft, the war, pollution

And loved to stay high with pot, hashish

Coke and acid (Isd) which kept them blasted.

This also created the &quot; flower children&quot;
Who like the hippies loved to be high

And on certain flowers they would fly.

But they spoke of loving one another

And gave out flowers as a sign of peace

Which to the president was a relief.

They all started painting this &quot;53 Chevy impala&quot;
With the words &quot; flower power&quot;.

Now the &quot; flower children and hippie movement

Was in full swing, and everyone was doing their own thing.

They had Greenwich village under their control

And not one coffee shop would ever be sold.
Every coffee shop had a poetry night

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 128



And going there was such a delight.

Then in AUGUST of &quot;69&quot;

The WOODSTOCK festival was on the rise

Over half a million people drove to that farmland
And set up tents, hammocks, sleeping bags and such
And the police found it was much to much

So they had no choice but to see it through

Because there was nothing else that they could do.

The WOODSTOCK festival had become world wide
And to this day it still thrives.

© L. RAMS
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Beauties And Laughter

I have no wealth, I have no fame, and I have nothing for you to gain

I am not young, I am not even handsome, and I have

Become a lousy dancer.

So many mistakes that I have made, that the Guinness book

I put to shame.

What I do have is a young heart and mind and I will

Carry that until the end of my time.

I see beauty where there is hate. I see love and I see faith

I see hope where there is despair, and I see others that show they care.

I see the earth in all its glory and all the untold stories.

The sun, the moon, the stars above - the mountains

The oceans, the rivers, the streams- all of this I have seen.

All living creatures that walk, crawl, and fly in the air is something we all share.

People always say: “out with the old and in with the new”

But with AGE - "it is out with the new and in with the old "

For there are stories to be told.

YES! I have gotten older! Yet look at all the beauties to be found

Open your eyes and look around.

The two most beautiful things on this earth is a female giving birth

And the love that a mother shares, is far beyond compare.

Now that you have seen all the beauties, that GOD has given

Let us have some of his comedy, which makes life truly worth living.

“Can't see, can’t pee, can't chew, can’t screw, the golden years

Have come at last, the golden years can kiss my ass "HA HA

Now that you have a smile on your face and I seem to have lost my place

And to end this poem with a note- "I just found a hole in this damn boat "
Swim M.F. swim (M.F. = my friend) HA HA
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Beauties You Have Given

LORD you hold my heart in your hand

of my life you're in command.

you've been with me from my birth
teaching and guiding me so that i can see
all the beauties that you have given me.

i turn and look all around

of beauties lost and beauties found.

the beauty of the sunrise in the early hours
the openings of all the flowers.

the smells of the grass ever so green

and everything else in between.

the oceans, the rivers, the mountaintops too
all of this was made by you.

the animals, the plants, and crops galore
is everything that we've been searching for.

we have food to eat and water to drink.
we even have a bathroom sink.

we have roofs over our heads to keep us dry
if off our butts we get up to try.

we see new life spring up every day

in every form and every way.

watching the reflections of the sun upon the waters
and the sands upon the beach

and boys and girls jumping into it

finding a bit of relief

these are just a few of the beauties that i see
and i'm sure that you have seen
just as much as me.

enjoy all the beauties that surround our lives

and if your with the one you love
then it's twice as nice.
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Beautiful Bird

You say that I am beautiful, but you have

Me locked up in this cage, every time I sing

My voice is full of rage.

If you truly loved me you would let me go

But you keep me locked up for all your friends to show.

I am not a show bird for you to put on display

I am a free spirit, and I have to go my way.

how can you keep me, when I don’t want to stay.
Open up this door and let me fly away.

You also are a beautiful bird and that I can see

So why don’t you join me and we both will be free.
Two free spirits flying high in the sky

singing songs of love as we go flying by.

Let the world see us soaring like eagles
High above the ground

We are so much in love that

you can not hear our sounds.

We are the beautiful birds that
Touch the human soul
We are the wonders that forever

You want to hold.
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Beautiful Star

This is my special day
And from my sight you’ve been taken away.
But! In my heart you will always stay.

What I saw in you when we first met
Is a day I'll never forget.

In you I saw a flower ready to bloom
Which would come out very soon.

You have the beauty which will
Capture the heart of any man.
A bigger fool he would be
If he was to set you free.

From within you I see a star

Rising from the sky.

Reaching as far as the eye could see
It is called infinity.

Keep your goals within your sight
And never giving up that perilous fight.
Learn to love- “but please beware”

Find someone who really cares.

louis rams
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Beautiful Treacherous Sea

the beautiful treacherous sea has been
here since the beginning of time.

prehistoric animals and cavemen alike
joined the sea, in all its might.

birds of a feather died together
as they tried to fight the weather

continents taken, grounds were shaken
the tallest mountain on dry land
became victims to the sand.

boats, ships of all sizes
taken to the watery grave
and not one life to be saved.

the sea is the largest graveyard in the world
and does not show favor

it takes everybody and everything

that rests upon its head.

and pulls it all the way down

to its watery bed.

and all the secrets that the sea holds
is starting to unfold.

yet with all its treachery

its as beautiful as can be.
the calmness of the ocean
puts your mind at ease

as you feel the sun

and the warm gentle breeze.

and as you look across the horizon
at times you could see

dolphins jumping up, to greet you and me.

the height and color of the whales
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in all of its splendor
shows you the beauty, that it can render.

when you see schools of fish
skimming across the top

and a larger predator chasing them
his determination will not stop.

the ocean is the final frontier
in which the strong will always rule
and if you think you could win

'my friend you are a fool'.

so enjoy the beauty of the sea
for it belongs to you and me
to give us food and nourish us

in the hours of our need.

louis rams
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Bed Of Flowers

i found myself in a bed of flowers
looking up towards the sky

i laid there inhaling the sweet
fragrances of the flowers

and thinking of you and i.

the fragrances tickled my nostrils
and the memories flooded back in
thinking of all the joys we had
and all the things we did.

every feature of your face

the color of your eyes

the way your hair fell upon your shoulders
and how you could hypnotize.

i felt your arms around me

the tenderness of your embrace
your soft tender kisses

kissing my neck

kissing my face

taking me back to another world,
another time

another place.

you had captured my heart with all that i saw
and in my heart live there
now and forever more.

i smell the fragrance of your body
and it fills me with delight.

i feel your presence near me
although you're not in sight.

all my five senses are reaching out to you
but you're not there

and i don't know what to do.

so i'll lie in this bed of flowers
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until you finally arrive
and in my heart i know
that our hearts will both entwine.

louis rams
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Bells In My Heart

I heard church bells ringing- ringing quite clear

I heard the church bells ringing- deafening my ears.
I looked all around and yet I could not see

Any places of worship even close to me.

That was when I realized that the ringing
Was coming from my heart.

Because it was you who captured it
Right from the start.

You entered my life like the earth enters

the day- and forever you would stay.

The bells are ringing with every passing

Thought of you, and it tells me all that I must do.
And to keep this love- to you I must be true.

I sometimes ask myself how can this be?

The bells toll louder every time you look at me.

Is this the way that love is really meant to be

That my heart is racing fast, and I feel wild and free.

We've all envisioned love and how it should be
But love is something you can not foresee.
Everyone sees love in a different way

And with your heart, love will play.

And love like a guitar that’s out of tune

You will lose it pretty soon.

So find the faults while you can

Tune that love and take your stand.
Now as I look at you I ask:

“Is this happening to only me

Or is our hearts singing in harmony”?

louis rams
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Beloved Eagle Of Freedom

She rode the wind like most birds in flight

Spreading her wings to show her might.

She is the American eagle of freedom and is seen everywhere

And wherever freedom rings - she will be there!

You will see her with the statue of liberty in the harbor of New York
Where all nations gather to sit and talk.

You will see her on our currency- her majestic wings spread so wide
She stands for freedom, on that we cannot deny.

She sat on the heads of four great presidents, and gazed

Across the beautiful view of MT RUSHMORE in all its glory

Telling of freedoms magnificent story.

She has sat on treetops and mountaintops all across the nation
And seen beauty and devastation.

Yet she still stands as proud as can be

For she is our history.

© L. RAMS
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Best Of The Best

(2/9/12)

Even the best of the best tend to fall
When they lose their faith
They lose it all.

Not many of us will see that guiding light

That sends our hearts into flight.

They say that some are born to preach

And the word of god is easy to teach.

While there are so many others who search in vain
To help relieve the inner pain.

Many think they are better than others
Yet they call us their sisters and brothers.
Which one has the furthest to fall?

This is when Isaac Newton s theory comes into play.
If they both weigh the same, and are dropped from the same height
They will both reach the ground at the same time.

That being the case - why would they think
That they are better than us?

&quot; When in god &quot; we all put our trust..
Whether we are the best of the best

And the cream of the crop

A base is needed to reach the top.

louis rams
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Billie Boy With Downs

Shocked with what the doctors had found
That their child was born with downs.

I recall when I was young, that

our neighbor had a son.

He was always different from me

But there was something that I could not see.
He was born with downs

But always laughing and joking around.

He had the strength of 2 or 3

Which was amazing to me.

We would always play “ Johnny on the pony”.
There was never anything about him that was phony.
All of us kids wanted him on our team
Because he would not fall and scream.

He could not run as fast as us

But in us he put his trust.

His brother Nicky told us that

He was born that way, and was always
Wanting to joke and play.

He was called BILLIE BOY

And he was our fun and joy.

Billie Boy got sick one day

And no longer had the will to play.
Then to be closer to the hospitals
" they moved away”.

Now I am much older and I understand

That GOD put him in front of me

Because he had a plan.

That extra chromosome that they have called “21”
Makes them different from you and I.

But they’ll love you till the day they die.

Children with downs can do almost anything
That others can do, just at a slower pace.
But they are not in a hurry or in a race.

But this will have them love you longer
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And in them your faith grows stronger.

So Billy Boy where ever you may be
You will always be in my memories.

louis rams
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Billy Skyeyes (Short Story)

(1/7/13)

his name was billy skyeyes and he had taken a military hop from LACKLAND
a.f.b. SAN ANTONIO TX. to ELLSWORTH a.f.b. ten miles from rapid city south
dakota. there he rented a car to drive home to see his family after being away
for four years in the marine corps, and also served two tours of duty in VIETNAM
with his two friends who went in under the 'BUDDY-BUDDY' SYSTEM. he was an
american native indian from the Lakota tribe in the Dakotas and was taught the
language and customs of the tribe. his grandfather and father had served in the
marines and were known as walkers which was a language unknown to the
enemies and was able to communicate with each other giving the enemies
positions, - but they were also medicine men in their tribe. the Lakotas were
known for their spiritual teachings and beliefs and believed in only one god
'Wankan Tanka'. billy was anxious to get back home to see his parents, when he
came to a roadblock which would delay him from getting home on time, and
noticed that he was low on gas also. so seeing a sign that said ' detour' he took
the road and followed it till he saw another sign saying ' town of no hope'. he
got an eerie feeling about that sign, but he needed gas. as he drove thru the
center of town, he got another feeling of darkness and doom overcoming him,
unlike the ones he got in vietnam. he pulled up into the gas station which said:
Jeb Altoona gas station. there were three men sitting on a bench in front of the
station, as one got up and started walking towards the car asking ' may i help
you'l billy responded: ' yes! i need gas'! jeb responded with ' well i won't have
the gas truck here for another two to three hours if you don't mind waiting! billy
looked at his gas gauge and it was reading empty, so he told him that he would
have to wait and if there was a diner where he could get something to eat.
apparantly he was the station ownwe named ' jeb' and told him how to get to the
diner. as he was walking to the diner he turned and looked back and what he
saw was a black mist covering the three of them. when he opened up the diner
door he saw all the customers staring out the window towards the gas station
with fear in their faces. one of the customers turned and looked at billy saying '
you don't want to be here mister'! and billy responded ' why not? an elderly man
with pure white hair walked over to him and started explaining. this here town
was called ' new hope' up till five years ago when they arrived. jeb and his two
sons are warlocks and his wife died three years ago - when he felt that the town
was to blame for her death. since then he has controlled us with his magic and
fear. two years ago one of our neighbors lionel and his wife tried to escape thru
the woods to tell what was going on. they were found hanging upside down from
a tree, their throats slashed and a dead black cat laying on the ground below
them. there is always one awake while the other two sleep- then at noon time all
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three sit on that bench watching all of us. with their powers they are able to
make all visitors forget what they see or hear. a powerful feeling came over billy
as he saw visions of his ancestors and their powers flash before him. the
townspeople looked at him as he started to shake uncontrolably and his eyes
turned white, as a voice spoke - 'but not his own' for centuries we have been
fighting these black demons who try to control mankind and keep them in
darkness, but we always show them the light! ask billy to call upon us to help
you with these demons of darkness. billy then fell to the floor unconscious and
when he awoke, the old man told him what had happened and what was said:
billy then explained to the people what he had to do to get to the spiritual level
needed to fight these forces. he looked around the diner for what he would
need. each table had a glass candle to give a sense of relaxing atmosphere, so
he told them to gather them all up and to clear the center of the floor, and put all
the lighted candles together to create a campfire. then he asked the waitress if
they had a bottle of rubbing alcohol normally found in a first aid kit. they found
the alcohol and brought it over to him as he took off his shirt and took out a
bandana from his pocket and doused it with the alcohol and tied the bandana
around his forehead, thn asked for a knife or razor blade from anyone- a razor
blade was found in the first aid kit. taking the razor he slashed a finger and
poured the alcohol over both hands and put them above the flames till his hands
caught fire, then started to wave his arms up in the air chanting a language they
did not understand. they saw his eyes roll to the back of his head and his body
started to change shape. his arms grew feathers on them just like the wings of a
bird, and his feet changed to claws. they all stepped back in shock and fear as
the transformation continued- his face now changing to the face of an eagle and
his clawed talons became bigger. HE WAS NOW AN EAGLE OF PREY. they
opened up the front door and he flew out so gracefully. when the warlocks saw
this they themselves changed into black crows and started flying towards him,
but eagles have always been known to fly high above the rain clouds so as not to
get wet, and the crows could not do this. the eagle shot out from the clouds and
grabbed one of the crows with his talons and and with his powerful beak tore its
throat out and let it drop from the sky. the other two crows now fearful was
searching the skies when he came down again and grabbed the second crow-
doing the same thing to it. the last crow which apparantly was 'jeb' headed down
to earth when the eagle grabbed him in his talons and flew back up to the rain
clouds. down below in the town they could hear the cries of jeb as he fell
towards the earth with his throat also ripped away. the townspeople had been
watching all of this taking place, and then saw the mighty eagle come out of the
rain clouds soaring on the air waves as the clouds started to disappear and the
sun started to shine ever so brightly. the eagle soared right back into the diner
and landed at the candled bonfire, then fell on its back and the transformation
started again, but changing back to human form. the people had gathered inside

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 145



and out as this was happening and saw this transformation back to billy. as billy
was awakening a light mist seemed to rise from his body, and the face of an
indian chief took form with a smile on its face then disappeared. once again evil
had been overcome and the people were taken from the darkness to the light.
billy got up and the people had told him what had happened and that their town
was once again free. 'thanks to him'- and the sign would be changed back to '
new hope' instead of ' no hope'.

billy gassed up and continued the drive to the reservation to see his family and
tribesmen to record this story into the indian scribes.

(C) L.RAMS
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 146



Bipolar

The word bipolar can put fear in your heart

Because you'll never know when it will start.

Also known as manic depression and it can become
A lifelong obsession.

Wondering when the next bout of fear will enter you
And if you know just what to do.

It is like the devil trying to take your soul

And it becomes a battle of control.

Most times in order for you to live

You must take the meds that they give.

If your child is bipolar or autistic, will you love them any less?
I don't think so is my guess!

The LORD puts a child where he / she belongs

With a person he knows is strong.

The strength of the parents helps them to cope
With the problems old and new, and that is
Something that they do.

Let us be a little realistic, not many crimes

Are committed by bipolar or autistic

So how can they use words like crazy, retarted or handicapped
When against us the cards are stacked,

When this becomes a challenge close to home
Remember that you're not alone.

louis rams
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Bitterness And Hate

do not let bitterness and hate consume you.
no one knows what your going thru.

no one can see the pain you're in

and what you feel is a crying sin.

the same way that there is bitterness in your heart.
stop! and give love a start.

love can rule all that we go through

it's all up to the inner you.

so look around you at the people who are
consumed with this hate.

make a change before it's too late.

louis rams
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Black Days Of History

(10/25/12)

The black days of history that many do not know
And many refuse to accept - of how the black man
Helped AMERICA to be the greatest country yet.

They was brought here as slaves because the
Color of their skin!

But their minds was never searched to see
What lied within.

Every ethnic group that came to the states

Had many a hardship that they had to face.

Every race that came was given a derogatory name
Which they had to accept and had felt the shame.

But they all contributed to this great nation of ours
Which is now known as the greatest power.

These are just a few facts of what the blacks

Had given to this nation, and many of these
Became part of our salvation.

FACTS :) 1) john love- invented the pencil sharpener in 1897
2) Joseph lee -invented a bread making machine that mixed
The ingredients and kneaded the dough in 1895

3) Thomas | Jennings was the first African American to receive
A patent in 1821 which was for a dry cleaning process.

He used the money earned from his patent to purchase
Relatives out of slavery and support abolitionist causes.

4) madam c.j. walker (1867-1919) daughter of a former slave
Who suffered hair loss in her twenties and created hair care
Products, and allowed her to open a factory and school to

Train hundreds of black women to be economically self sufficient
And become one of the first female millionaires in U.S. history.

There is still something that burns in my heart
And when I think of it -it tears me apart

Of all the people in this great nation

That have been put to the ground

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 149



There lies one race that still lives
Way below the poverty line and
The government says there doing fine.

The &quot;AMERICAN INDIAN&quot; who had
Most all treaties broken and of this the
Government hasn't spoken.

Many families of five and more
Living in a shack without a door
Just a blanket to stop the wind
To me this is a crying sin.

The Indian charities having to buy

fifty five gallon drums for water

And many of them on &quot;back order&quot;.

I know that I started writing this poem for the blacks
But on the Indian nations - I can't turn my back.

We have to help one another, for we're all

Sister and brother.

GOD BLESS US ALL

© L. RAMS
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Black Female Warrior

(2/7/13)

She was my black female warrior and she stood proud and tall
And upon her shoulders her silk hair did fall

A spear in one hand and an axe in the other

No one would mess with her, not even her brother.

The strength of a lion searching for prey

She would not let anything stand in her way.

She knew where she lived - it was a jungle out there
But she was strong in spirit and did not care.

She is the black warrior and as strong as can be

You will find her in the annexes of history.

Just like the movie of &quot;BETTY AND CORETTA&quot;
Who showed what they can do- when they stood

Up against the politicians of the RED, WHITE and BLUE.

We are still being monitored by the land, air and sea

But we'll continue the fight so that we could be free.

These two women are the black warriors who walk

Hand in hand with all oppressed people who are willing to take a stand.

I am Hispanic and we've been denied many rights

Just like any other nationality we're all willing to fight.

It does not matter our color, religion or

Sexual preference that we may have

&quot;ONE NATION UNDER GOD WITH LIBERTY AND JUSTICE FOR ALL&quot;
That is FREEDOMS CALL.

© L. RAMS
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Bless The Waters

Bless the waters that I need to set my heart and soul free
As you blessed the water which turned to wine
Bless this water and make it divine.
Bless the rains that come from the skies
Bless these waters with your hand divine.
Let us feel your cleansing as we stand in the rain
Releasing all our aches and pains.
GOD you are the only one that can lift us up out of this misery
And pain, and you are the only one that can keep us sane.
We was baptized with water at our birth, to take away
The mortal sins from this earth.
Oh how easy it is that we get swayed and follow the devils way
We may not become murderers, rapist, or thieves in the night
But the temptations become harder to fight.
Fighting the devil is hard to do and that's no lie
But I don't fear him cause you're by my side.
You are our water!
© L. RAMS 021316
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Blind Faith

(09/19/11)

I was always taught that JESUS CHRIST was a Jew.
Then there is a question that I must ask of you.

If he was a Jew- did he have a bar-mitzvah?

Or was he just put on this earth

So Christianity could give birth?

At the age of twelve he sat down
with rabbi’s and teachers
For this was the way that he would reach us.

His cousin JOHN THE BAPTIST

Was baptizing people with water.

Was this the first step of GODS orders?
Questions such as these will always arise
But I know he’s always by my side.
Christianity was born on blind faith

Most get it early - while others get it late.

This blind faith is passed down from
Generation to generation
This has become our salvation.

Unlike scientist who only believe in what

Can be seen and what can be proven, they ask
How can blind faith keep one moving.

Now JESUS is but one man

Yet his face is in every land.

There is not one person in any religion

Known more than CHRIST.

It makes you think - not once but twice.

This is how fast Christianity has spread
That he is known world wide

And on blind faith we do rely.

As for GOD there is only one
And he gave us his only son.
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Blind Leading The Blind

Blind leading the blind

I tried to explain colors to a person who could not see
But I found it was too hard for me.

Then a thought came into my mind

To put their feelings into color and rhyme.

The first question I asked is:
WHAT DO YOU FEEL ABOUT “LOVE"?

“I feel like I'm flying high above the sky”
Then I will call that GREEN
For high above the earth, that color is seen.
WHAT DO YOU THINK ABOUT
WHEN YOU'RE FEELING “DOWN"?

It's when I have no one to talk to and no one around.

Then I will call that BROWN.
WHAT ABOUT “SADNESS"?

That is when I lost something that cannot be replaced.
Then I will call that "GREY” for that
Is something which in your heart will stay.
WHAT ABOUT “LAUGHTER"?

That is when my stomach shakes like Jell-0O.

Then I will call that emotion “YELLOW"”
Then the final question I must ask
WHAT ABOUT GOD?

That is when I am lifted high above

All that I think and feel.
Since GOD is pure, I will call it white
Because he puts your heart and soul into flight.
“ we have enough colors for different emotions
Just like the raindrops that fall into the ocean.
Now the colors no longer have a barrier, because now
It has an emotional carrier.
Emotions and colors go hand in hand, just like the joining
In a wedding band.

louis rams
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Blindfold

this is the time in my life
when all i see is you.

a time in my life, when

i don't know what to do.

you touched my life like no one could
and my life turned from light to dark blue.

what will it take for you to love me?
there is so much more to me
than the human eye can see.

my love for you is like the light
yellow moon, rising in the east
and like the bright orange sun
going down in the west.

24 hours in all its glory

this is my love, this is my story.

if you was to take off the blindfold

so that you could see

you would surely fall in love with me.
for my love is so deep and so wide

that it covers the entire sky.

when i go to bed at night

there you are in plain sight.

and when i wake in the morning
and open up my eyes

i see you standing by my side.

you are with me 24/7, and makes me
feel like i'm in heaven.

so all i ask is that you take

a chance with me.
and i will set your heart free.
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Body Is A Temple

They say your body is a temple, and I found
This to be true, for in my temple I found you.
I felt your soul surround me like a mist

On a foggy day, and right then I knew

That in my heart forever you would stay.

My body is a temple and
You are the foundation
you control my heart
And every sensation.

Now this temple had become a temple of two
For it belonged to me and you.

We built this temple for all the world to see
That thru love this is the way it should be.

When you've shared the most precious
Moments that GOD did provide

When not on all topics did we see eye to eye
When in sickness you was the comforting stone
And you know that you’re not alone.

When that temple seems to be falling apart

And you've lost all hope in your heart.

When it seems like you have no other place to go
And your thoughts are moving slow

That is when you turn to the lord above

To show you how to rekindle that love.

The body is a temple and in it I found you
And with your strength I know what I have to do.
I will rebuild this temple with the love of my life

For you are my partner, my lover, my wife.
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Breaking Up

breaking up is so very hard to do
especially when it's me and you

we have tried to keep our love alive
but! apparantly it has died.

love and respect go hand in hand

and that is something you don't understand
if respect you had given me

this love would have lasted eternally.

when we first got together
life seemed so much better
then with time you started to change
and with any problem-i was to blame.

i tried to give you the world

and into our life came a little girl

with this little girl i thought that things would get better
instead you became a control fanatic

and any little word it became static.

i know that everything in life is two sided
right-wrong-up-down-so i listened to your complaints
about everything including me

and i made changes drastically.

but the changes were to no avail

for you did not see that you still tried to control me
and everyone around.

and if they did'nt agree you'd put them to the ground

love is not who is in control

love grows from the inner soul

and if this did not happen to you

that your knees are weak, your heart skips a beat
and everything in life seems happy and gay

and your mind starts to stray.

then i think that what it is-is that i never entered your heart

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 159



deep enough to make those feelings rise
instead you chose to live a lie

so with this we must part

in hopes that we'll both find a new start.

this is the part of breaking up that we must bear
this is the part of breaking up that we both share

louis rams
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Breath Of Fresh Air

(2/26/12)

You are my breath of fresh air

you came into my life when I was in despair
I felt god had made you just for me
Because in my heart you will always be.

It seems I searched all my life for someone like you
Went all the wrong ways and didn't know what to do.
Then you walked into my life like a breath of fresh air
And all my heartaches and pains disappeared.

Your smile radiated every room you walked into
And all the men s heads turned and looked at you
Your voice as gentle as the pitter patter of the rain
Soothing and cleansing and relieving all my pain.

Like dew drops that cling to everything on the ground
This is your love- which in you I found
Like the rising and setting of the sun

You are my love, my only one.

You are the breath of fresh air which I need to survive
And our love will live thru the ends of time.

louis rams
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Brightest Light

It is a light which is brighter than the sun in the sky
Brighter than the moon that shines at night
Brighter than all the stars in the skies, And it belongs to you and I.

It has the power to turn your life around and to make you smile once again
It can make you see possibilities that you've never seen before

And open up many a door.

It can move mountains and melt the coldest of hearts

And give them a brand new start.

Have you figured out what it can be? It is GODS love naturally!
It burns in the hearts of all mankind and will be with us
Till the ends of time.

© L. RAMS 011716
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Broken Home

she came from a broken home
where the parents at each other
would throw stones.

every day they would argue, bicker
and fight, all the way til the night.
not realizing their childs plight.

the child to them in turn would scream

but in the battle she was not seen.
from her father she had sexual abuse

fighting with him, was of no use.

he forced himself upon her at a very young age
from there on, her life would never be the same.

living in fear of what he would do
and who she could turn to.

where could she go

the judicial system moves very slow.

when she had told her mother.
her mother said it could never be
why would he go with you

when he has me?

she knew then, that she would have to leave

and with her being gone, no one would grieve.
she would pack her bags, with everything

she owned, and on the road she would go.

with tears in her eyes, she walked out
the door, to return never more.

and as she got to the swinging gate
her mother screamed to her

but it was too late.

on her dresser bureau, her mother found this note.
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you gave birth to me, and brought me
into this world, and you had always said
that i was your little girl.

but when i told you what had happened to me
you laughed and turned your back on me.

SO now i am leaving, because i can not
continue this abuse,
don't look for me, it will be of no use.

i love you mom, for you are my mother
just watch out for my little brother.
i am a child from a broken home

and i know that i'm not alone.

louis rams
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But One Life

i have but one life to live

and for my LORD- this life i will give.

he has led me through the darkness of night
and showed my soul how to fight.

he was there when i was in despair

where people turned their backs and did not care.

he showed me the true strength that we all have within
to fight the demons that lie in wait

if in him we keep our faith.

he is the water that quenches our thirst

he is the food that we eat first

he is the sun/son that gives us the light
and the one who gives us the stars at night.
he is the one who showed us to forgive

and in my heart will forever live.

he has given us 'free will ' to choose
and it's up to us, if we win or loose.
so with all that he has given us
in him we should put our trust.

all the problems will begin to unravel
because of the road- which i chose to travel.
so my life i give to him

to continue to take away my mortal sins.
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Butterfly

butterfly

I stopped to look at a butterfly-then it flew away.

Yet! -left me with an impression.

With me it will always stay.

Its wings were a beautiful brown-with polka dots you see.

I had wanted to grab it-but I knew it had to be free.

They only have a short life span
But in their life -they live an eternity.

They have no worries or cares-but in their life they share
All the joys of yesteryear...

If man could be as a butterfly-and enjoy and share life.
we would not have to go through, all our struggles and strife.

louis rams
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Call For Freedom

Free at last- Free at last - thank GOD almighty we are free at last

we've fought for so long that we've become big and strong

We now have voices that can be heard in every field in our society

And that’s the way it was meant to be.

Now we must raise our voices once more so it can be heard from shore to shore.
There is still slavery going on where people are still being bought and sold

More for sexual purposes we are told.

We must raise our voices higher than ever before

So slavery will exist no more.

Women and girls are being raped in the middle east

And young girls being sold as brides - this is something they cannot hide.

They must raise their voices or create unrest to put their politicians to the test. -
the voice of the people they cannot drown out

This is what your freedom is all about.

If they can not raise their voices because of fear or reprisals

Then we must create that " shot that is heard around the world

To protect every woman, boy or girl.

We are born with the right to be free and no one can take

That away from you and me.

People are being bought and sold on the black market every day

And as long as there is a demand - others will reach out with their greedy hands.
Let MARTIN LUTHER KING S words spread throughout every land

So that freedom they’ll understand.

© L. RAMS 100215.
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Called To Soon

this is dedicated to leslies nephew- our prayers are with him

we saw the smile upon your face when

you felt the LORDS tender embrace.

when he told you it was time for you to depart
but that you'd always be in our hearts.

you went with our LORD, for you knew
that we would be sad 'it's true.'

but there is a better place in time

that we would all meet.

while HE sat on his heavenly seat.

judging all that came this way
which ones would go and which would stay.

but he knew that in our hearts

you became a very big part.

so through these gates we will pass
to gaze upon your face once again.
for here, you found many a friend.

your smile will light up our face once more
and the flame will reignite in our hearts,
and you will hear the words that

we all wanted to say

and to the LORD, we did pray.

we prayed that you would be our shining light
and through our prayers, we'd feel the LORDS might.

'you are our shining star'
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Can We

Can we write of centuries past of things
That we do not know, and can we recall
Things we read which puts our hearts aglow.

Can we feel Romeos words as he called to Juliet.
And can we feel Juliet s heart as she looked down
From her balcony.

when she felt her heart bursting

Wanting to be free.

Can we see Sampson and Delilah as
She cut off his hair.

Did she do it out of spite

Or did she really care.

Can we see Helen of troy s reaction
When they climbed out of the wooden horse
Did she truly love him, and did she feel remorse.

Can we feel MARY S pain as she had
To give up her begotten son

And did others feel the pain

Or was she the only one.

Can we imagine being nailed to that cross.
And the clothes that the soldiers did not keep
to the ground it would be tossed.

Can we imagine if we did not have

Hope, love, and faith

This is something I care not to contemplate.

Can we live without love-how would we survive
“CAN WE" ?

louis rams
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Can You Imagine

Can you imagine - a world without love

Can you imagine- no stars up above

Can you imagine- no animals to be found

And the ones you see are dead on the ground.

Can you imagine- not a bird in the sky

Now the toughest thing is “asking yourself why *.
Look around you and what do you see

Wars, sickness, and poverty.

It's gotten to a point that war is the only answer
But this war will be against sickness and poverty.
We must create health, and give back a little wealth.
We are the only ones that can make the change
Otherwise life will stay the same.

Can you imagine- seeing your child in torn clothes or dirty rags
And people dying in the streets

Because of a health bill they cannot meet.

We have child slavery and child porn

Was this the reason our kids were born?

“Now” can you imagine-this most beautiful sight

If the world’s population stood up to fight.
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Can You Picture Jesus

(09/19/11)

Can you picture the blood of JESUS lying on the ground
While laying on this cross being nailed and bound

The pain that was etched on his face

As he prayed for the lords grace.

The nails being driven through his hands and feet
Knowing soon that god he would meet.

Yet he was forgiving his fellow man

For they could not understand.

That he was being sent by god above

To show his compassion and his love.

As they picked up his cross and placed it in the ground
The screams of * crucify him” simmered down.

Many fell to their knees and cried

While others were joyous and satisfied.

Now picture JESUS looking down at the crowd
Searching for his mother and seeing her on her knees
And with god she did plea.

You could hear in her mind saying

" let thy will be done, for you had blessed me with your son”.

And as the skies turned completely black

And his face fell to his chest

The crowd felt the fear and the unrest.

The thoughts entering their minds

" is this truly the son of god that we crucified? ”
And we believed the rabbi s and all their lies.

Now that you visualized this in your mind
As I had done so many times.
Now picture the face of JESUS looking

Down at you and saying

“ I forgive you”.
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Cancer

he went to the doctor because of

a pain in his chest.

they gave him a physical and ran every test.
the doctor told him:

the results will come back within one week

then we'll sit and we'll speak.

the results came back, just like he said

and with it bad news, of which he had dread.

CANCER! how can that be, i am only thirty three.
what will happen, what can i do.

i have a family just like you.

what will happen to my children

and my lovely wife, how will she

survive in this uncertain life?

two kids to raise and her husband not there.
what is GOD thinking, does'nt he care.

i'll accept death, be it as may.

but i always dreamt with my children i'd play.

now with the bad news he had to face the family.
should he tell them the truth, or tell them a lie.
but sooner or later he would die.

that night with tears in his eyes
he told his family he was going to die.
the time i have left on this earth only GOD can tell.
and if i'll go to heaven, or if i'll go to hell.

so while i am here, i want to share my entire life

with my family, because with you is where i want to be.
we're going to do all the things that we've

never done before, like take a trip to the shore.

all the sports that we wanted to do
fishing, boating, hunting, hiking

and just some quality time all alone.

for i don't know when i'll be coming home.
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i want you all to remember this:
this is not words of good-bye
for we'll see each other on the other side.

CANCER: THINK ABOUT IT BEFORE YOU TAKE THAT DRAG
FOR IT MAY BE YOUR VERY LAST.

louis rams
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Cannot Live By Bread Alone

Cannot live by bread alone

Man cannot live by bread alone, he needs

A woman of flesh and bone.

So GOD took the rib which was the closest to the

Heart of man to create his perfect plan. Women!

How can man not love what's a part of him

That's why women laugh and grin.

He created the woman to be soft, gentle, loving

And caring and all her feelings and thoughts

With men they are sharing.

They was given a valve to let out their frustrations and fears
And they called it a woman's tears.

They was given another valve for man to enjoy

The fruits of his labor, with new lives that they could favor.
Now when his work was complete, was when the woman convinced the man
The fruit to eat.
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Carpenter By Trade

His future had been laid- for he was a carpenter by trade.
Just as a carpenter can mold anything out of wood
He could mold mans hearts and souls into good.

He would mold mans hearts with accurate precision
For this was his fathers decision.

He came to mold all the hearts of mankind

And open the eyes of the blind.

The world would come to know him as the king of kings
And see all the love that he would bring.

Throughout the centuries it will be told

He is the master craftsman of the heart and soul.

Now when we feel a tingle of sensation
And a wanting to get more of inspiration
Look for the craftsman who could mold
The hearts and souls of man

To give you a helping hand.

when he made the heart of man

He left a corner deep within

Where the love for him can forever grow
And his love you could show.

Let all who know you - know this carpenter man
Who from evil he took his stand.
He has entered in you to mold you from the inside out

So you would know what loves about.
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Casey Anthony / Cay Lee

She had been acquitted by a jury of her peers
Amongst anger, hatred, bitterness and fear.
95% of the public know in their hearts

That this child s life was torn apart.
Circumstantial evidence and hearsay

Helped this woman to get away.

Where is the justice for her little girl

A gem, a diamond, a beautiful pearl.

Claims that her daughter drowned in the pool
Making the jurors the biggest fools.

A search for chloroform on the internet
And it gets better yet.

Chloroform residue and duct tape
Found in the car- the same that was
found on little Cay lee.

2 plus 2 -that the jury could not see
Leaves this case a mystery.

So many questions and doubts in my mind
But she got away with it- she did fine.

CAY LEE

So these words are for the spirit of cay lee
May she finally find peace, love and harmony.

Cay lee is our child although short lived
But this world has a love for you
More than your mother could ever give.

You have captured the hearts of this nation
Amongst the bickering and devastation.

Lies have been told- and stories have been changed
While you laid in a cold covered grave.

Your beautiful face and beautiful smile
Will be with us for quite a while.
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But you are one of GODS cherubs

No more living in fear or gloom.

You have such beautiful wings

For this is the first thing that the angels did bring.
You can fly above the ground- and see all

The love as you look down.

Every heart has a place for you
And we will miss you - this much is true.
But you are now with GOD above

And you will have overflowing love.
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Catacombs Of My Mind

i feel you tip toeing through
the catacombs of my heart.
which is where you had gotten your start.

now you walk through

the catacombs of my mind

of every waking moment

and every sleepless night.

no matter how i try to forget you
or keep you from my sight.

you continue the walk in my mind
searching for anything left behind.

and picking up the pieces

that you find, of the love i left behind.
what is a heart and mind supposed to do
when 'it is so in love with you'.

the softness of your lips

the gentleness of your touch
the look in your eyes

all of this makes me realize.

that you are the only one in my life
that makes me complete

and of that, no one can compete.

so continue to walk through

the catacombs of my mind

for i will love you till the ends of time.
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Changing My Direction

(3/18/13)

I'm changing my direction, I don't need perfection

All I need is &quot;you&quot; to have all my dreams come true
You are my heart, my inspiration

And I will give you my dedication.

Everything in my life I had put in order

But since meeting you - I can walk on the border
A place for everything and everything in its place
This was my weakness that I had to face.

Well! T am here now with my heart in my hands
You have shown me how to understand.
Everything in life does have a price

But with your heart you shouldn't think twice

Cause love is the greatest gift of all

Money can't buy it; your heart can't hide it

And you can't define it.

You have shown me how to love, and have given
Me this gift from above.
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Chanukah And Christmas

(footnote)

2100 years ago a band of Jews defeated the Greek army

And drove them off their land, reclaiming the holy temple

In Jerusalem and rededicating it to the service of god.

when they sought to light the temples menorah

They found only a single cruse of olive oil that

escaped contamination by the Greeks.

Miraculously the one day supply lasted eight days.

The sages instituted the festival of Chanukah

To publicize these miracles.

The Dreidel which is a four sided top with a

Hebrew letter on each side which means

“ a great miracle happened here”

was used later on in the years to give thanks to god

Without the enemy knowing that they were praying.

Chanukah, the Jewish festival of rededication, also known as the festival of lights,
is an eight day festival beginning on the 25th day of the Jewish month of Kislev.
Chanukah is probably one of the best known Jewish holidays, not because of any
great religious significance, but because of its proximity to Christmas. Many non-
Jews (and even many assimilated Jews!) think of this holiday as the Jewish
Christmas, adopting many of the Christmas customs, such as elaborate gift-
giving and decoration. It is bitterly ironic that this holiday, which has its roots in
a revolution against assimilation and suppression of Jewish religion, has become
the most assimilated, secular holiday on our calendar.

Christmas and Chanukah are known world wide
But these two faiths do not collide.

They walk hand in hand

For they came out of the promised land.

You see: the son of god was born a Jew
The Romans felt this was taboo.

No other religion could exist

This was controlled by the Romans fist.

JESUS preached in synagogues throughout the lands

Something that the Romans did withstand.
His own people wanted his death
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But little did they know
That with this- a new faith would grow.

The cross on which he died became a symbol
Of Christianity, and that’s the way
God meant it to be.

Chanukah is eight days of giving while the Christian
Holiday is just one day, but during these
holidays we all kneel and pray.

We give GOD thanks for all the beauties of the earth
And for family and friends, and it is something

That will never end.

As long as man holds a belief in their hearts

And faith, -then all will be overcome and

Let GODS will be done.

louis rams
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Check To Check

They claimed they overpaid us a debt that we must pay.
Then they turn around, and our checks they take away.
We now exceed our income like so many people do.
How do we live? What can we do?

Workers as well as retirees live from check to check
And they say it will get better yet.

About 70% of the country live this way

And people dying every day.

We have to decide between food and health

So we tighten up our belts.

You don't take food out of your children s mouths

To feed others, although they may be sisters and brothers.
You share all that you could possibly give

If that's all there is.

The government has to do as Joseph told
the pharaoh to do: take 1/5 of all the goods
And stockpile it up as we should.

All our monies, our grains of wheat

For later on it'll be a treat.

And whatever we have left- then help

The other nations, or do our best.

They spend millions of dollars to find out how
A loggerhead turtle lives and survives.

Then they turn around and tell us all these lies.
It's easy for the well to do- to talk the talk

But let’s see if they can walk OUR walk.
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Cherubs

the children that the lord takes away

are the cherubs that you see in stores every day.
although it creates an empty feeling in our hearts

and we will question as to' why'.

these children have a job to do just like you and i.

the purpose or reason is beyond our control or understanding.
cherubs are child angels which god chose for a task.
their life here on earth is short and unfortunatly will not last.

although our hearts will be empty and we will be sad
they're chosen to help others, on that you should be glad.

in gods infinate wisdom he has a plan for this child.
but the lord let the child stay with you

even if it was a short while, just so that you could
feel the love that a child could bring

and to soften up your heart to many other things.

the lord wants you to picture your beautiful child
as a cherub with beautiful wings and a halo above his head

this is the reason that he was laid to rest.

at times he may take a child who is healthy
to help a child who is sick.

to lead the way to the heavenly throne
just so he won't be alone.

they are also put here on earth to protect others giving birth.
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Child Called Jesus

(2/11/13)

Blood, sweat, and tears he would shed

On the path that lied ahead.

Imagine a child preaching the word of GOD
When even the adults had found it hard.

Can you picture him walking into town?

And his followers sitting on the ground
Listening to what he had to say

Their hands clasped together as they prayed.

Can you picture him in your mind?

Telling his mother that he is fine

And not to worry, not to bother

That he is not alone but with his father.

He was just a child, but he was the son of GOD
And preaching for him did not come hard.

From his birth she knew that to his father he would be true
For she was told ahead of time, what GOD had on his mind.
That he would be the leader of men and nations

And stop many of the devastations.

His childhood was about as normal as can be
But there was so many things that only he could hear and see
He knew that he was different from the others around

For they could not see the visions or hear the sounds.

This was the child called JESUS that we've all come to know
Two thousand years later and he is still loved so.
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Child Predators

whats going on in this world today.
another child taken
peoples lives are shaken.

blood of children spilled
this is not GODS will.

we are living in a society where children
can't be free, to run and play.

as they did before.

to return to their home nevermore.

we are adults, and it's our responsibility
to make sure that our children can see
that they're living in a democracy.

we must take away their fears that
are locked up inside.

when they see a stranger they
must run and hide.

look in their eyes and see their trust
is that asking for too much?

caylee, haleigh are just two.
change the laws is what we
have to do.

predators should not be on the streets
where children play and love to meet.

they should be in jails or asylums
and treated for the sickness within.
children should not have to pay

for their evil thoughts and sins.
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Child Predators Aftermath

his sexual desires and fantasies he could not control
this is what the police were told.

castration! is what we should do

but it's not up to me or you.

the law must pass a resolution

it is just one solution.

it will stop them from getting an erection
but it is not of perfection.

they say that castration is inhumane
and their minds will always be the same.

so treat the mind and the body will follow
leaving the shell empty and hollow.

even if the castation is done

the images will always enter their minds
and he will become the sexual observer
instead of the predator server.

what the law has to do- is zap that part of the brain
where he'll never think the same.
cut it out like the cancer it is

and wipe away the predator sin.
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Childless Couples Gift

the childless couple pray every day
that a child will come their way.
they tried everything to conceive
and at night, she sits and bereaves.

they go to doctors and clinics
and do all sorts of tests

they do everything they're told
and give it their best.

they showed people what they
expected them to see.
but! their pain is the harsh reality.

hiding the pain that was embedded so deep

but! it was a pain they could not defeat.
they knew they had a couple of options left

either a surrogate mother, or to adopt.

although they knew that the final
decision would be theirs.

they spoke about it hours on end
spoke with family and their friends.

they decided to take a trip to ' boys town'

and speak with others who had been turned down.
speaking with children who were still

looking to be part of a family

and ' how they would search the adoption history'

they asked: do most people looking to adopt

seem to be put on a spot?

a young boy of about twelve, decided to speak.

he said: most adopting parents seek a young child
because they think that an older one

is not worth their while.

they think that there must be a reason
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that the older child was not taken.
but! they don't know how much they're mistaken.

we older children have learned right from wrong
and have gone through heartbreak the same as you.
so! ' what are we supposed to do.'
to hide our heads in the ground
never to be found?
we can love and be loved the same as you
and in your hearts 'you know it's true.'

so if you are coming with that thought in mind
there are hundreds here that you will find.

his tears started rolling down his eyes
as he was walking away.

when he heard the mans voice say
' wait a minute my son, for you are the one.
you are what we've been seeking

and our love you'll be keeping.

just give us a chance to prove you're right
for you are GODS gift- this very night.
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Children Of Jamaica

We are the children of Jamaica created by the almighty maker.

For centuries we have been around, and pirate s treasures have been found.
But the most beautiful treasure you will find- is the gleam in our eyes.
We are happy people with songs in our hearts and souls

It is truly a wonder to behold.

Tourist come here to vacation and sit a spell, and they all wish us well.
Many come into our classrooms and they see, we are happy as can be.
Some of us may have clothes that are torn and tattered

But in our spirits it doesn’t matter.

We get our education and we learn about CHRIST

And how he made the ultimate sacrifice.

He showed his love for the world to see

When he died on the cross at Calvary.

© 082015
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Children Of The Street

Children of the streets

If I could put into words what I think and feel

It would be a never ending story, and I would not heal.
So I will write just what’s on my mind today.

For that won't take too much away.

I'm thinking of all the children of the world
Who don’t have a roof above their head
Not even a soft tender bed.

Their beds are just papers thrown on the ground
They cry to themselves without making a sound.
The pain in their hearts no one can feel

They survive in the streets and learn how to steal.

Abandoned by the ones who brought them into this world
Is this the life for any boy or girl.

No food for them to eat, a candy bar is a treat.

No clean water for which to bathe

Now that is a crying shame.

These abandoned children, create abandoned children
for they know no other way.

And for their safety to the LORD I do pray
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Children Of War

I see babies crying, and children dying, and parents

Trying to protect their young, as they are told that

They must carry a gun.

Taken from their families and always living in fear

And that every one is the enemy- except the ones here.

(Then why do they hide their faces?)

Is it because they are ashamed that they are the ones to blame!

They are given food and possibly a roof over their heads

And told that their families are dead.

That they were taken away from their families to save their lives
And that their parents had to make the ultimate sacrifice.

Brain washed and hungry and living in fear and told

To wipe away their tears and to take this rifle for this is your friend
It must be with you till the end.

Becoming a soldier at such a young age, not having a childhood
&quot;These terrorists are to blame.&quot;

Many are drugged so they have no control

Except to do what they are told.

Then they claim to be soldiers of war?

using children is piss poor!
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Childrens Christmas Story

12/05/10

Santa s workshop is as busy as can be

All the elves working frantically.

Christmas day is almost here, and the toys
Must be ready for the Christmas cheer.

The elves have but one thing in mind
And that’s to get the toys made in time.
All year long they are making these toys
And they play like all girls and boys.

For every 500 toys they make

They could swim in the indoor lake.
They have picnics and outdoor games
And no two are ever the same.

Have you ever played hide and seek in the snow?
Where you're dressed all in white and they don’t know.
Or ridden on a caribou

and so many Other things that you can do.

Or playing with polar bears, walruses and seals.
Imagine how that would feel.

Or putting on the tails and tie

And wobbling with the penguins side by side.

There are so many games that the elves do play
And that’s one of the reasons that they stay.
Everyone is family, and that’s the way

It was meant to be.

They only know of love and joy
And they apply it to every toy.
So when you think of Santa and the north pole

This is the thought that you must hold.
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Childs Plea

You wanted to satisfy your sexual need
And in my mother you planted your seed
And because of this I was conceived.
You both said that it was a mistake

Nine months later is much too late.

For each action there is a counter action
A price that must be paid.

But both of you are walking away.

Your ten minutes of lust created me
Which is something I can not see.

If you used protection from the start
You would not have to break my heart.
Now I must pay the price

And for a child that’s not nice.

So turn and walk away you two

For I don't want anything to do with you.
You don’t know what it is for me

To be rejected by my family.

My tears I know will dry

But I am dead inside.
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Chistmas Is Upon Us

Christmas is upon us and the snows are starting to fall
We see Christmas decorations in every shop and mall
Helpers dressed like Santa s ringing their Christmas bells
Helping the families who aren't doing too well.

Decorated Christmas trees in every shop and mall

And choirs on the corners singing of the greatest gift of all.
The birth of our savior on this grand and glorious day

And how we give thanks to him in this special way.

Christmas is upon us and you can feel it in the air
As people greet each other with Good will and good cheer.

This is the time of year that people try to forget
all the bitterness, greed, and hate
And replace it with a lot of love and faith.

Christmas is upon us - just look around

At all the joyous faces that can be found
Smiles on most faces and very few hum bugs
What they are showing is tenderness and love.

Christmas is upon us as we give praise
And thanks to the lord up above

For giving us all- his tenderness and love.

louis rams
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Christ - The Last Roundup

He was on his last roundup; all his followers were brought in
About to be crucified to wipe away man s sins

They laid him on a cross with a thorn crown upon his head
Then he was nailed to it, and would be left until he was dead.
His cries would echo out from on top of that hill

Even the ROMAN guards had sensed a chill.

As the skies became as dark as night, and the son of GOD
Would lose this fight.

The thunder and lightning was heard and seen

As he let out his final scream.

The strongest of men would pass out from the pain

That he would endure as the ROMAN said:

“He truly was the son of GOD "!

And from this world, he would depart.

He was taken down from the cross and the nails

Taken out from his hands and feet and his

Body cleansed for his LORD to meet.

The rabbi's feared that his body may be removed

They put guards at his tomb.

On the third day when the early morning came

The stone had been moved away.

The roman guards in total awe could not believe what they saw.
How was the stone moved without sight or sound?

As the guards stood all around.

His reappearing to his followers would be the

Last miracle they would see!

The rest you know is history.
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Christ Mas

the word christmas holds a special

meaning for me.

it is something that many people don't see.

the first part of the word christmas is christ

and the second part mas means more in spanish.

so christmas to me is' more of christ'

it is something that would make you think twice.
he tells us that it is better to give than to receive.
and there is nothing in between.

give of your heart, as he did with his
to wipe away all mortal sin.

he knew his time was short

and would soon come to an end.

and from his path he would not bend.

he took the road which was destined for him.
with the help of his father from above

who showed and gave him strength and love..

the only time he would stumble and fall
was when he carried this worlds cross.

and did it without remorse.
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Christmas Angel

The Christmas angel comes each year
To fill our hearts with joy and cheer
He gives us all a Christmas gift-which is on CHRIST S list

To create miracles on this special day

And to give us comfort and to lead the way.

When we feel down and out and everything

Seems to go astray - that is when we begin to pray.

We feel his strength -we feel his power

The angel is blessing us at this hour.

All the thoughts and depression is taken away that we feel
And that is when we begin to heal.

There enters a sensation deep in your chest
And spreads throughout your body and soul
A sensation which you cannot control.

You then know that it is the Christmas angel
Who has blessed you on this beautiful day?
And all your problems have slipped away.
These are little miracles that cannot be seen
By the naked eye - yet we feel it deep inside.
© 11215
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Christmas Bed Of Jesus

(11/23/12)

All the elves had gathered around

For the bed of JESUS had been found.

It was a mere fruit basket in which Mary had put some hay
And for this bed and shelter -Mary and Joseph had prayed.

The elves stood around in amazement and awe

As Santa heard the commotion and opened up his door.
AT LAST Santa s search was through

And the three kings had told him what to do.

From the workshop rafters came a sound
And whence it came - it could not be found.
Then an angel soon appeared
With a voice so beautiful and clear.

(she sang)

&quot; This is the bed where our lord did lie
As the armies of angels above him did cry
He was sent to the world from God above
To show this world compassion and love.

He's come to save all those who believe
That with their simple thoughts and deeds
Their lives can be changed anew

And they'll know just what to do.

So on this glorious Christmas day
Get down on your knees and pray
And thank him for all that he has given
And made your lives worth living.

Give praise to the living God
Give praise to the living God

For he has captured every heart.&quot;

Now Santa had to spread the word
Of how this angels voice was heard
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And under each Christmas tree
JESUS bed you will see.

© L. RAMS

louis rams

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 200



Christmas Belief

the christmas holidays are finally here.

something i look forward to every year.

where people greet each other in a friendly way

and always have nice things to say.

christmas is supposed to be a holiday of joy and cheer.
why can't we have that feeling throughout The year.
why can't christmas be in our hearts every day

it would take away the sadness and the pain.
christmas is the day to celebrate the birth of our king
it is the time that throughout the world all church bells ring.
and the voices of people who now sing.

what will it take for this world to see
that christ died for you and me.
he did not celebrate the gift that god gave just one day in his life.
he celebrated it every day and showed
this to humanity in every way.
he gave sight to the blind who could not see
so that they could praise god for all they have and
all the gifts that come with sight
and in this they felt his might.
the crippled he let them walk
the sick he cured
the deaf to hear
now would'nt that give you reason to cheer.
praise the lord up above
for he showed us how to love.

christmas is not just a day for giving

it is a day for living.

for thanking god- who gave up his only begotten son

to show us he is the only one -to lead us out of all pain.

and with him we have so much to gain.

so whether you believe in christ, alla or any other given name
our god is still the same.

that is why we praise his name.

to show others that there is a belief beyond our control
a belief we learn to hold.
this is what christmas is to me
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this is what the world should see.

BELIEVE!
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Christmas Birth

Houses are being decorated for the Christmas season

For the birth of CHRIST is the reason.

Born in a manger in BETHLEHEM

Where a star shone bright as day

And three kings knelt to pray.

Where a shepherd boy watched his flock

Saw the star and made him stop.

Took out his flute and started to play

On this grand and glorious day.

MARY and JOSEPH looking at their newborn son

Not knowing how he would affect everyone.

Unknowing that he would be the world’s salvation

And become the king of all nations.

They both knew that he was GODS begotten son

And there were so many things that would be done.

Yet never realizing that he would get the blind to see

The crippled to walk, and the mute to talk.

That one day he would walk on water and calm a raging sea
As the apostles watched helplessly.

How he would feed a multitude of people with just a few fish
With enough food for every dish.

Where he would turn water into wine

And have the bridal party have a good time.

These are just a few things that we recall on this beautiful day
As we wipe our tears away.

Let us all thank GOD above, for he taught us all to love.

LOUIS RAMS 12/16/13
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Christmas Child

(12/22/12)

It was Christmas eve and last minute
Shoppers were running frantically

As I walked out my front door

What to my astonishment and surprise
A little boy sitting with a puppy in his lap
Looking up to the sky.

I asked: are you 0.k.? he replied: no! not really!
Every year I find a spot to sit Down and look around
Of how free will can be put to the ground.

Why does man thrive on pain, suffering and war
When they have another door!

A door of peace, happiness and love

Sent to them from my father above.

I know since my birth it has gotten better

And people are finding their faiths once again

And love is filling many hearts and souls

But true happiness and peace should be their goal.

I see so many children abandoned and left in
the streets with out food or drink.

In the middle east and Asia- little girls lives
Are being taken and destroyed

Over the birth of a little boy.

Without the females this world would cease to exist
I would not be here if not for my mother
And like her there is no other.

Why would man want to take a life at birth

This is the most precious thing on this earth.

The children are so happy when they celebrate my birth
And receive gifts as I had done before

When the three kings opened up that gift giving door.
Yet! I sit here reflecting on centuries gone by
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With tears in my eyes.
But also with joy and fulfillment in my heart
Knowing this is the season for a brand new start.

Look into the eyes of every child that passes by

And you will see that gleam in their eyes

And love in their hearts, if they are led in the right direction
Mankind will be closer to perfection.

I could not believe what I was hearing and asked:
Who are you? He turned and smiled and said:

I am your father my son, and I've come

To help everyone.

Everyone who seeks my father

I will respond in his name.

&quot;Then he faded from my sight&quot;
And I prayed for peace and love that same night.

WHO WAS HE?
© L. RAMS
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Christmas Child 2

Christmas is all about love sent with a child from the heavens above

A child who was born as a carpenter's son who came to bless every one
He wasn't born wealthy or lived in a castle or on a mountain high

But he was praised and honored from all the angels in the sky.

Because of his birth three kings followed a star and traveled from afar
When they arrived to where the star shone that is where this child was born
In a manger with cattle and sheep sitting on the hay, as they all knelt to pray.
They came with gifts to honor a king with gold, frankincense

And myrrh they did bring.

There is not diamonds, gold, silver, pearls or riches of any kind

That could compare to what he has left behind.

It is the power of love and the love that he shared with every one

And as they say: his will be done.

You hear of him in religious books, storybooks. And word of mouth

And how his words came about.

There is no story greater than his birth and life, not Sampson and Delilah
Hercules, Joan of arc, Moses, or Noah and his arc, and so many

Others on which I won't embark.

One man who created a new religion called Christianity

And if you take the first part of that word, it is CHRIST.

Then you also have Christmas so don't take CHRIST out of Christmas.
What more can I say! I believe and love him in every way.

© L RAMS121114

louis rams

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 206



Christmas Holiday Guest

This holiday guest has so many names he uses

And I begin to wonder why

And yet everyone says he's a wonderful guy

He brings presents to most children

And occasionally an adult or two

And if you ask him why

He says it's something that he must do.

He receives letters from all over the world

Thanking him for all he's done.

But! He lets them all know, that he's not the only one.
Now! We are adults and parents, and we also were children
A long time ago.

We would jump and dance and frolic in the snow.

We always had to wait for this holiday guest to arrive

But we had to be in bed before a certain time.

He was a short fat man with a beard as white as snow
Which made his cheeks red and created such a glow.

He always wore red pajamas with a red cap to match

And a wide black belt with a large buckle latch.

He always searched for milk and cookies

To have before he left'

For this was the one thing that suited his stomach best.
The world has used all his names, but the one he likes the most
Is the one that was given to him by the FATHER, SON AND HOLY GHOST?
Now who do you think this holiday guest can be?

For he is always dressed in red and you never see him
Because you're sent to bed! 2?22?22722727?

© 121513
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Christmas Holiday Thanks

Christmas holidays are fast approaching
Many people with mixed emotions

This economy has hurt so many

That the people are not too friendly'

Money is very tight- many can't see the light
Many children see and they understand
And they try to give a helping hand.

Some even offer their piggy banks

The parents smile and give them thanks.

How many of us can deny this holiday

We always make it - we find the way.

Yes! Christmas is a day of giving

But CHRIST has made this life worth living.

I found comfort when I took my children in my arms
And knew I protected them from all harm

The holidays do mean a lot to me

But without my family where would I be?
This is the year that we must vow

With GODS help we'll make it somehow.

The economy will not dampen my spirits or put me down
I will laugh and joke and play around.

I will smile as I pass people by, greet them and just say
HI, MERRY CHRISTMAS AND A HAPPY NEW YEAR

GOOD WILL AND GOOD CHEER!

My children and I will walk hand in hand

The birth of CHRIST is what we understand

He gave his life so that we can be free

So to hell with this economy.

Enjoy your family for they are worth more than gold
It is something that you can forever hold.
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Christmas Kings

Christmas is upon us and friends and family are near

Helping to share the joys each and every year.

This is the time that children look forward to

Where they get Christmas presents and spend time with you
Sharing moments and memories that have gone by

As they look at their parents as tears form in their eyes.
Christmas is not just for gift giving, but a celebration of life

Of when CHRIST was born and made the ultimate sacrifice.

The gift giving started with the Three Kings

And with The gifts that they would bring.

The gold was to honor a king; the frankincense was for the gods
And the myrrh was used to anoint the dead, never realizing

The path that he would thread.

They was foretold of his birth, and he would be the king of kings
And of the love that he would bring.

I honor them on this special day for they were

The first to give thanks and praise.

© 112214
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Christmas Manger

it is said that this night was the most beautiful night.
every star in the sky was shining very bright
there was not a cloud in the sky as far as the eye could see.

yet! it was foretold to kings of three different nations.
that a woman was about to give birth
to a child which would save this earth.

they packed up everything that they would need
and traveled on this beautiful night
to see this most glorious sight.

when they saw this child with eyes so blue
they knew that this was true.

for this child had such piercing eyes

that it saw through them and touched the sky.
his eyes gave the kings such tranquility

and a flaming desire in their souls

that this child they wanted to hold.

as they passed him from one to another

they looked upon the blessed mary and joseph
kneeling in the hay.

that they all began to pray.

they blessed this child with more than gold

for throughout the world this story would be told.

and even till this very day

we thank god in every way, for this beautiful

child who was born that night.

to give all of mankind a belief greater than they

and to wash away-the sins that we are born with at birth.

they say that the location of the manger was never found
that with time it was torn to the ground.
yet! people come from all over the world
in search of that sacred place.
so that they may feel his grace.
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they feel his presence and know he's there
to erase all their fears.

yet the search should not be on the ground
but thru his love found all around.

give of yourself all that you can

and he will give you the helping hand.
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Christmas Ornaments

10/23/10

There is a Christmas ornament that can not be seen

It is a hidden Christmas ornament between you and me.
It is not an ornament that you can hang from a tree
This ornament lives in our hearts

And like a crystal it can be torn apart.

It is as soft and as beautiful as any you’d see on a tree
But the difference is, it's between you and me.

This ornament is a symbol of our love

And it is not man made, but it is something

That we could take to our graves.

This ornament has more colors than a rainbow
And it's worth much more than gold.

It is something that we feel

Not something that we hold.

I join my hands together and stretch them
Out towards you, there is nothing laying there
That can be seen by the naked eye

But if you look deep- my heart you will find.

So to all people- let this be the gift that we share
For all the world to see.

The beauties “that are within you and me".

it is something that you can not mold or bend
For it is heaven sent.
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Christmas Presents

I looked into a window and what did I see

Bags of presents underneath a Christmas tree.

A boy unwrapping presents and jumping with joy

As he played with all his toys.

Mom and dad sitting down-with gift wrap paper all around.

Now! Grandpa and grandma will be here soon

Bringing more presents to fill the room.

I'm standing outside with my clothes torn and tattered

The wind and snow blowing- I feel worn out and battered.

My parents had told me that they care, but with me

They had nothing to share.

As I turn to walk away I hear a voice say: come on in and stay

We have more than enough on this day.

Mom and dad saw you standing there, and we have enough

Dinner that we can share.

We are about the same height - I have some clothing that will fit just right.
I even have some extra shoes and a coat that I no longer wear

You can have them, mom and dad don't care.

I washed up and put on my new shoes and clothes and sat down to eat
&qguot;Man oh man&quot; what a treat, and after I ate I started to rise
&quot;Oh my God&quot; what a surprise.

There's two shopping bags at the door, one with food and so much more.

I don't know what to say! For you have blessed me on this Christmas day.
I don't even know your names!

This is my mother Martha and my father Nick, and I am Nick junior!

The tears started rolling down my eyes, my hopes had risen, and I felt alive.
I picked up the bags and I thanked them once more as I walked out the door.
As I was walking away they was waving me good-bye when something
Caught the corner of my eye- there was nothing there but an empty lot!
THEN WHO GAVE ME THOSE PRESENTS THAT I GOT?

© 120114
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Christmas Red Suit

The town was completely covered with snow
And the children's hearts were all aglow.
Christmas day would soon be here

With Santa and his reindeer.

His magical bag would be full of toys

For all the little girls and boys.

Many would try to stay awake that night

In hopes of seeing a red sleigh in sight.

Although this may be a small little town

The Christmas spirit is all around.

The town center Christmas tree with its decorations
Tinsels and lights, leaves the town cheerful and bright.

All the shops with Christmas greetings

Welcoming in the new season and the department store
Windows with all the animated toys

Attracting all the girls and boys.

Yet! Let's not forget the child that was born

To give us this holiday, and to him we all must pray.
He gave us a man all dressed in red, who is now
In our hearts and in our heads.

He is here to remind us every year to spread

Gods good will and good cheer.

The children know him as Santa with the red suit
His beard white as snow, leaving gifts and

His HO- HO- HO.

The red suit is the symbol of the blood that he shed
The white is the purity on top of his head.

© L. RAMS 111016
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Christmas Spirit

christmas spirit

this is one of my favs that i've written (11/4/12)

I hear the birds up in the tree tops sing

I hear the bells in the church steeples ring
I see the squirrels run around with delight
OH MY GOD! What a beautiful sight.

I see the first snow starting to cover the ground
I hear the old familiar sounds

I see the clouds a silver grey

I see the sun trying to shine its rays.

The rabbits, the chipmunks, the possums too
Under the foliage hiding from you.

They're all getting ready for the seasonal treat
That GOD has bestowed upon them to eat.

The fish in the ponds, the frogs on the ground
Know that this is the time that CHRIST is around.

Why is it that every living creature knows

Of this time of year

When the kindness of humans fill the air.

All of GODS creatures, no matter who

Or what they may be - are joining together as families.

The Christmas spirit spreading throughout the
Land, air, and sea

And voices singing in harmony.

Let's open our eyes and ears to the sounds
For GODS love is all around.

The cries of a new born child seeing the light

For the very first time, and hearing sounds

They never heard before- &quot; as GOD opens up the doors&quot;.
Let us be thankful for all that GOD has given

And make our lives all worth living.
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He gave us his son on this glorious day

And to him we all must pray.

He's shown us what love is all about

And from every mountain top we should shout

&quot;Thank you JESUS for all that you've done
For you are GODS begotten son.&quot;

You've shown us the way our lives

Should really be- even when we're living in misery.
You've given us the greatest gift around

LOVE

Which in our hearts can be found.

© L. RAMS
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Christmas Star Of Bethlehem

(12/13/12)

Underneath the moonless sky, the Christmas
Star caught my eye.

Every year it comes into plain sight

At the stroke of midnight.

To remind us of the birth of his son

The one and only one.

He was sent to earth to take away the sins of man
For humanity needed a helping hand.

He was born in a manger in Bethlehem
When the star first shone then.

It lit up the sky so clear and bright

And stayed that way throughout the night.

The choir of angels began to sing
As they praised the new born king.
The kings had traveled very far
Following this Christmas star.

When they arrived - there he laid

In a manger which was covered with hay.
Joseph and Mary kneeling by his side

As his eyes opened wide.

Acknowledging the three kings

And the gifts they did bring.

Since then we celebrate the birth of Christ
As gifts are given out that night.

© L. RAMS
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Christmas Story 'Believe'

she was awoken with a loud thunderous sound
she jumped up and looked around.

it can't be santa claus? it just can't be.
mommy did'nt even have money to buy a tree.

she heard the sound one more time
and upon her roof they did climb.

the little pitter patter of hooves
above her head
made her turn and jump out of bed.

she ran to the window and
looked to the roof

she wanted to tell her mother
she did have the proof.

she saw something red
moving to the chimney
then she knew it had to be.
that santa claus is not only
in our hearts and minds
and will live throughout all time.

all children are supposed

to be asleep.

but through half closed eyes
they would peak.

she then heard the sounds in

the room below.

as she opened the door very slow.
to her surprise there was a tree
decorated 'oh so beautifully'.

and there under the tree

there was gifts galore
who would think - that they were poor.
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as she started to look around
at the fireplace he was found.
he was having the milk and cookies
that were left that night.
' oh my gosh what a beautiful sight'.

he then put his finger to his nose
and just like the book
up the chimney he rose.

she went back to her room, and climbed
back into her bed, said her prayers

and laid down her head.

she awoke the next morning

thinking it was a dream.

when she heard her mother scream.

how is this possible? how can it be?
'all these presents, and with a tree.
as she ran to her mothers side

the tears started to fill her eyes.

i don't know who did this? i have no clue
and i don't know what i should do.
she then told her what she heard
and saw the night before
when she opened up her bedroom door.

as we opened up the first package

from under the tree

we saw a metal frame with one word.
BELIEVE

now we put this question to you.

do you believe? is this story true?
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 219



Christmas Teachings

Making out my list while sitting in my room

Thanksgiving is almost here and Christmas will follow soon.
Thinking about the decorations that I plan on putting out
Because decorating for Christmas is what I'm all about.

I love to see the children s smiles and hear their comments too
Of what they're wishing for Christmas and what they plan to do.
Most are dreaming of bicycles and toys of every kind

While the parents are keeping track and watching every dime.
We were once those same children who waited patiently

To see what Santa would put underneath our Christmas tree.
To children - Christmas is of toys and being out of school

Yet they're not being taught how Christmas came to be

Of how a child called JESUS CHRIST set mankind free.

If they was to take CHRIST out of Christmas

There would be no holiday and children would have no gifts

Or toys with which to play.

The birth of CHRIST is the reason we celebrate this day

The reason children get toys and the grownups kneel to pray.
He was born in a manger in a bed made of hay when the three kings came
They all knelt down to pray.

He was born the king of kings of that there is no doubt

He showed the world Love and Peace and that's

What Christmas is about?

Love one another and share the Christmas joy

This is what we were taught by this little boy.

© LRAMS
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Christmas Tear

a christmas visitor came to see me today
and he had so much to say

strange as you may think it to be

he sat and talked with me.

he told me that his heart was down.
there was no kindness to be found.
people running to and fro

and yet! no wheres to go.

humanity has lost the values of life

and put dollar signs on the front of everything you see.
everyone searching for monetary gains

and their lives will never be the same.

what has happened to family joining to decorate the tree?

sitting down at dinnertime and talking about hopes and dreams and fantasies.-
none of this do i see

kindness and sharing is the key

to save all of humanity.

children used to play with one another
not caring about ones color.

elders used to help each other

and call one another sister and brother.

now all i see is hypocrisy and everyone satisfying
their own needs.

putting me in your hearts just once a year
will not give you salvation.
it is with the sharing and caring of one another
that will set you free.
so that in my kingdom you will be with me.

for i have made all that you have

and all that you see.
this is the creation which i have given to thee.
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open your hearts before it's too late
for saint peter will not meet you at the gate.

these were the words given to me on christmas day
and with tears in his eyes he went away.

louis rams
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Christmas Tiny Feet

don't you hear that beat of little tiny feet

tiny feet running across the floor

tiny feet at your door

to hear the pitter patter of those feet on christmas morn

and the twinkle in their eyes

seeing that expression of surprise

as they open up all their gifts that they put on their christmas list
this is one of the few things that make all the heartaches worth while
when you see their beautiful smile.

christmas is a day to rejoice the birth of our king

who has given us all these things.

so as we share this day with our children

let us remember who gave us this day

and thank him in every way.

rejoice in the birth of our new born king

for he is everything.

he has given us the pitter patter of tiny feet

and has made our lives complete.
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 223



Christmas Wish List

parents running around frantic for a tree

waiting for the last moment so that their children do not see
decorating the tree when their children have been put to sleep

putting the lights, garland and icicles upon the tree.

and hoping that the children will not sneak down to see.

wrapping the presents and toasting a glass of wine

and thanking god for this quiet time.

hoping that the children are having pleasant dreams

of things seen and unseen.

and in their dreams they thank the lord up above

for their family and their love.

and when they open up their eyes on christmas day

and rush to see the tree decorated from bottom to the top
for a split second their hearts will stop.

the presents wrapped in ribbons and bows

to be torn apart by little fingers anxious to see.

what was left under the tree.

the hearts beating in a rapid pace

and big smiles upon their face.

asking each other 'what did you get'.

and in their faces there are no regrets.

they stop and gather around, and thank god for all they found.

for so many children are without

but they thank god for another day and in their hearts the lord will stay.
christmas is not just for gift giving but for living.

and feeling the joy of christ.

and if you have an extra gift, put it on a poor persons list.

for what you do today- will come back to you in another way.

show your children all you can

teach them to give a helping hand.

this is my christmas wish, which i put on my list.
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Circle Of Love

The circle of love as you well know

Started off very slow.

It all started with the creation of man

For all this was in GODS plan.

Man instinctively protected his mate

From any and all dooming faiths.

And the women learned how to clothe and feed their man
So that they could protect and feed off the land.

This was the beginning of the circle of love
And has lasted throughout the ages

And is noted in histories pages.

Now that circle has gotten to you and I

And we can’t change it, no matter how we try.

It started off at our birth, with the love from
Our mother and father, and nowadays

It's gotten much harder.

Unlike the days of the cave mans life

Where they protected their children and wives.

Everything has to do with money

And that’s not very funny.

For now they put the dollar

Above all that we see in life

And to feed our families it becomes a sacrifice.

But this circle of love will continue to strive
For it is built in most of mankind.
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Circle Of Love 2

(6/27/12)

We had created a circle of love and
What goes around comes around.
A perfect love I had found.

It is as strong as a golden ring

For in our love we put every thing.
Our hearts and souls entwined like
The strands of string in a rope
Giving me strength, giving me hope.

Our hearts were afloat like rose petals
Upon a river stream
And where ever you looked our love could be seen.

This bond between us will never be broken
Of this ' we had spoken'.

My life I would gladly give

Because of your love - I do live.

Now you may think that this love
Is between a woman and a man
But there is something that you don't understand.

This love and devotion is between my LORD and me
For he is the one that has set me free.
He freed my heart and gave strength to my soul

And this love I will forever hold.

Join me in this circle of love
And in GOD you should put your trust.

©
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City Christmas

City Christmas

It's a city Christmas with decorations everywhere
Children waiting to see Santa and his reindeer
The stores and malls are lit up with lights

It's a * childs delight .

The red kettles where you make donations

Is a poor mans salvation.

People in the malls are searching around

For the best presents to be found.

It’s Christmas time and birds are singing

Children laughing and church bells ringing

A blanket of snow is on the ground

As the children hear that familiar sound

Of other children on the street building a fort

For a snowball fight - ™ boy oh boy ™ what a sight.
The building complexes look like a garland retreat
With mats in the entrances to wipe their feet.

No signhs of the snow stopping in sight

This is the city childs delight.

The girls are all indoor bound playing with the
Barbie and ken dolls they found.

Sleds are being taken out from underneath their beds
And to the park the children will head.

They know where the tallest hill can be found

As the snow continues to fall on the ground.
Come and visit our city malls and have

Yourself a city Christmas ball.

© L, RAMS 120215
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City Of Angels

(5/8/12)

There's a city of angels where all angels dwell
A city of angels I can tell.

They wait for their assignments from

The saints up above

To watch over GODS children that he loves.

The city of angels where there is no such thing as sleep
The city of angels where the LORDS words they keep.
This is where they sing and rejoice and give praise

For their destinies have been laid.

This is a world of spirituality - something that
We as humans do not see.

A world where there is no sickness or pain
And all the angels are the same.

There is no such thing as color or religious barriers

For they are all the LORDS carriers.

Many get their wings in the transition

From life to death, and many have not gotten theirs yet.

When they get their wings it is a great feeling
Which gets their souls reeling.

It is like a bright star that enters you

And his love just radiates through.

The city of angels where true happiness lies

That is what you will find.

Your loved ones that have gone before you

Are there to see you thru, and to help you

At every turn, the same way that they had learned.

They see their subjects on a large monitor screen

And what that person is going thru, then the answers
Are left for you.

Like a multiple choice you must pick the one that's right
To get them from the darkness to light.
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But not to worry for there are no mistakes

In GODS heaven that can be made

For their destinies have also been laid.

You are there to strengthen them in their hours of need
And on your strength they do feed.

To all in the city of angels - I raise my head
And stand with pride, that one day soon
I'll be by your side.

(angels above - angels below)
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 229



Cleanse Me

you are the glory and you engulf me in your love

i feel your presence around me and also up above.

you put me back on my feet and give me strength when i am weak

i see your smile in the sun, and in the moon when the day is done.

i hear people praise you in the churches and in the chapels

and even on the streets, and they sense your presence in every heart beat.
you touch the souls of all around and where ever i look your love is found.
LORD baptize me with your holy water and cleanse this tortured

soul of mine- which will make me a better person, but will take a little time.
(C) L. RAMS 042415
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Clouds And Moods

Puffs of clouds covered the sky
Like my thoughts of you and I.
At times I could see and think clearly
But my mind would get weary.

Those puffs of clouds would take control
And my heart it would hold.

It's amazing how it could be

That the clouds are like you and me.

When the clouds get dark and grey
We become defensive in every way
And the fights come into play.

And when clouds are a misty white
I want to make love to you day and night.
And when the clouds look like ripples in the sand

I want to squeeze you and hold your hand.

And when the clouds completely cover the sky
I thank god you're by my side.
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Colors

nature

So many different shades of green, that these

Weary eyes have seen.

All those greens blending in with one another

Creating a picture like no other.

Palms, oaks, maple woods blending in like it should

With its tree trunks embedded in the ground

With different greens all around.

Dark green bushes, light green grass creating a picture
That will forever last.

Now! Let's not forget the blues of the skies, with shades

Of white floating by, and the dark blues with the rising sun
Creating a picture for everyone, then it turns to a light blue
As the sun starts peeking through.

Now! Look up at the greens of the trees and the blue of the sky
This is the picture that GOD provides.

Then you have the blues of the ocean and the blues of the sky
And other colors that he provides.

The browns, the charcoal greys, the beiges, the whites

Are all DYNAMITE.

The reds, the oranges, the purples too

All of this was given to me and you.
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Come To Me I Pray

(8/17/12)

Sitting in the darkest corner of the room
Hoping that this love would come real soon
So come to me I pray, and that with

Me you will forever stay.

Love may only come once in a lifetime to some
And many loves to others

But to me you are my lifetime love

Sent to me from up above.

You fill the skies with your light

And turn my darkest night bright.

Your love like the ocean beating up

Against the shore, holding me forever more.

So I will tell you of my love the best I can

So that you will understand.
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I am but a small little tree in a large forest

Looking for a ray of light, that will make me

Sing with delight.

A small fish in a pond-where all the other fish have gone.
A little sparrow in the sky- where hawks dare to fly.
The tip of a rainbow with all its colors

Which no one ever seems to find

cause they're Looking way too high.

I am all this rolled into one

And these things I have become.

I am the beautiful rainbow way up high

I am the sparrow - with eagles I fly

I am the fish who has become the whale

And for your love I will not fail.

I am the little tree with the largest roots below the ground
I have grown without a sound.

I am your love -can't you see

A greater love there'll never be.
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Common Ground

(8/30/12)

Here we both stand on common ground

Fighting for recognition when there's none to be found
Two hearts that have become as one

And has fought every obstacle and has won.

Why don't people see the love that we share
And if it doesn't hurt them
Why should they care.

But the love for each other is not the
only thing we have on common ground
We have everything that GOD has put down.

The trees, the grass, the butterflies, the bees
This is just part of what is seen.

The stars, the sky, the moon above

All of this is what we love.

The seas, the rivers, the mountains too

All of these things have been given to you.

These petty jealousies can tear them apart
Why don't they search in their heart.
They can find the love the same as us

For it's given from above.

If our two hearts are stronger than one
Imagine millions with GODS son.

©
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Congress Woman Gabrielle Gifford

1/15/11

Congress woman Gifford shot in the head

By all rights she should have been dead.

But apparently god has plans for her to do

So he laid his hand on her and pulled her through.

With her husband by her side, and in her
sub conscience she heard him cry.

She heard the prayers of a nation when
They heard of this devastation.

She moved a finger, then a hand
Gave a peace sign, and a thumbs up too
It seems she knew exactly what to do.

Now wouldn’t you say this is the work of god
Who is giving her a brand new start?

A lone gunmen with a gun

Shot her And most everyone.
Then a retired military man
Jumped up and grabbed his hand.
Another man grabbed him too.

At that moment he was subdued.

A little girl who was born on that

Fretful day(9/11) took a bullet and passed away.
Christina Taylor green was her name

She died so young, which is a crying shame.

So many lives have been affected that day

And through out the world, people still pray.
They pray for all the survivors and for

The ones who passed away

And there’s not much more that anyone can say.

They say that guns don’t kill
That it is man.
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Then it's time that we take a stand.

Guns can be bought in every city or town
Any where you go, it can be found.

Stop the gun dealers on the streets

And put more cops on the beat.

Teen age gangs are on the rise
We've got to do something

We've got to try.

louis rams
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Controversial 60's

It was the early 60’s where rock and roll was
Taking over the land, and ELVIS was on tour with his band.
Where rock and roll was stories being told

And the teen life was starting to unfold.

We had race riots in the southern states

And black rights were up for debate.

An era of KENNEDY and KING where peaceful
Solutions they would try to bring.

Both assassinated at a young age

Because they tried to bring some change.

An Era where gas was cheap and wages low

And it cost fifty cents to see a show.

A time of the CUBAN missile crisis and VIETNAM
And protesters were taking a stand.

Then this country was taken by storm

And draft dodging became the norm.

Although some of the 60’s was a living hell

It gave me fond memories as well.

Drive in theatres — not many to be found

But one or two are still around.

We’'d be able to back in to the drive in theatre
With a little luck- in our 53 pickup truck.

The speakers attached to the window of the door
The volume turned down very low

And the windows were rolled up so no one would know
Or- we would lie in the back of the truck

With a blanket or two

Depending on what we wanted to do.

This was the 60’s that I recall where most
Everyone had a ball.

louis rams
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Could/Would You Change Places With Jesus

I looked upon the picture of CHRIST
And I felt so ashamed.

He died for us! Was it all in vain?
Every whiplash opening up his flesh
Would you be able to take it?

Could you pass this test?

What about the crown of thorns

Piercing deep into his head

Would you have changed places with him?
Would you be there instead?

Would you have been able to carry your

Own cross up the mountain top?

And then get beat every time that you stopped.
Would you have been able to stay conscious

As the nails pierced your hands and feet?

Or would you have just fainted

Because your constitution is much too weak.

Can you imagine your mother crying out your name
People throwing rocks and mocking you

While your mothers heart in pain.

Is your faith so strong, that you

Would do what he had done?

Or would you turn your back and just begin to run.
Would you have been able to utter:

* forgive them LORD, for they know not what they do.
Or would you have cursed them

Until your life on earth was through.

Would any of us have had that strength

To take all that pain? - I think not!

And that’s a crying shame.

But he doesn’t expect us to suffer as he had done.

For he came to save this world.
“THIS WAS GODS SON"!
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Counting My Blessings

I count my blessings every day, and so many prayers that I must say
I sense your presence all around, for so many people your life they’ve found
They've read your life and heard the praise

And their lives have surely changed.

It is not gigantic miracles that we see, but the little ones

That you give to me.

A beautiful day, a smile from a stranger, a song which is sung

A church bell that is rung, a child which found its seeking you out
What more can I say.

A person in the hospital which they say is about to die.

Then believers pray and they cry - then their tears are seen

And their voices heard, and you create your miracle without a word.
You give us hope when we feel all hope is gone

But show us the way to carry on.

I am counting my blessings for all that I have

And the miracles you created for me, and for a loving family.
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Crowded Room

i thought i saw your face in a crowded room
i turned to look, but you disappeared too soon

the vision of you stayed in my mind

as i felt my heart start to sink
my mind began to race faster
as it tried to think.

i thought of all the things we
had done in the past
and wondered why it did not last.

was it something that i said or done?
was i the foolish one?

did i get you to turn your back on me
or was it that you wanted to be free?

so now i search each and every crowded room
in hopes that i'll find you soon.

just to let you know
that in my heart you'll always be

for you have become a part of me.
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Crown Of Thorns 300th

the crown of thorns pierced his skin.
he bled outside and within.

he knew that this was meant to be
so that all mankind could be set free.

although his heart and body
was full of pain

he knew the world

would never be the same.

as they laid him upon the cross
and tied his hands and feet.

he knew that soon

his father he would meet.

he felt the spikes pierce his hands
and his blood fall to the ground.
he had wanted to scream

but did not make a sound.

they then took his feet
and did the same.

but he refused to give in
and took all the pain.

the pain is for the world

that was coming to an end

and he also knew

that he was given up by a friend

and as they picked up the cross
and placed it in the ground.

he heard the screams of the others
asking to go with him

and to ask GOD above to

wipe away their sins.
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the crown of thorns that
they placed upon your head.

is for all the pains

that this world will soon dread.
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D. u. I. (11/8/11)

The judge asked: why was you speeding?
Why was you going so fast?
Why didn’t you ease up on the gas?

Your honor: I was Driving Under The Influence
Of her love.

I felt like a shooting star up above.

She has me intoxicated from head to toe

I don’t know which way to go.

She captured my heart and won't let go

Her love is all I know.

Her love so mellow - so sweet, so fine

I feel like I'm high on wine.

If you are going to convict me for loving her
Then I stand as guilty as can be

For she has become a part of me.

Sentence me to a life of love

For she is the only one I could think of.

She already has my heart in jail
And I refuse to post my bail.
The judge looked at me as I stood in place

You are dismissed * there is no case”.
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Daddy Why Am I So Different

The father watched his daughter looking out the window

Feeling so glum, when she turned and asked him:

Daddy! Why am I so different?

Why can't I jump and run and have some fun?

I know I can't run as fast or jump as high

But I'm willing to give it a try!

Her father looked at her and thought about what he was going to say

You see when God made mankind, everyone gave him thanks and praise
To God, but as time went by people started changing and giving

Less thanks and praise

So God decided that he would make special children who could remind
The world of what they are missing.

These special children saw more dreams than most other children.

A child would dream about riding a big white horse

While the special children could see a big white horse with wings

To take them any where in the world

Other kids dreamed about being kings and queens in far away lands
While special kids saw themselves as kings and queens

Helping others to follow their dreams.

Now the world has opened up their eyes and created &quot; special Olympics
&quot;
He called these children &quot; visionaries with special needs.
Yes my daughter! You are different in so many ways
But the world needs you so they don't go astray.
You see things that others will not, because you have a special gift
That others have not!

GOD gave me the four things I need in this life
Faith, hope, love, and YOU!
© L. RAMS 041816
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Daily Lifesavers

GOD gave us lifesavers of which we do not see
but when we need them, there they will be.
most are the angels sent from above

to protect you and i, and the ones that we love.

the others are people just like you and me
they are from all professions
of that you will see.

the doctors and nurses when

we have an emergency

are there for our aches and pains
and to set our bodies free.

the firefighters who risk their lives every day
and for them dear GOD
our prayers we do say.

we have the law enforcers who protect our streets
from all the dangers that the public just might meet.
the lawyers and judges who protect our rights

and for us, they do fight.

but the biggest lifesavers is the

everyday man (and woman)

who gives each other a helping hand.

the brick layer who builds your house

to protect you, your children, and your spouse.

the electricians, plumbers, carpenters
people from all walks of life

doing every thing that needs to be done right.

these are the lifesavers of which i speak
for they are the people who are unique.

louis rams

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 247



Dancing Moon (Not In Poetic Order)

it was a beautiful starlit night

as the moon danced across the water.
like a ballerina upon a stage.
dazzling, hypnotizing, mesmerizing.
every move a work of art.

the ripples across the water
like her toes touching the stage.
ever so gently, like a butterfly upon a flower.

all of these things is what i saw.
on this beautiful night
'oh what a glorious sight'.

the moon played its tricks upon the water
as each wave came closer to the shore.

it was like thousands of fireflies
scooting across the water

all in perfect order.

the moon was above

the moon was below

'oh what a magnificent show'.

so when you see a full moon on a starlit night
go out and enjoy this sight.
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Death Came Knocking At My Door

Knocking at my door

Death came knocking at my door

HE SAID: my life would be no more.
He was coming to take me away

To a place where I would stay.

I would be there for all eternity

And that my soul was finally free.

It would be a happier place

Where I would see a friendly face.

I SAID: are you not the ™ grim reaper’?
HE SAID: oh no! I was your guardian angel
Here on earth, and your guardian

Till you reach that final sleep.

And when you open your eyes again
You will be with family and friends.

I will help you to earn your wings

For in heaven, that’s the normal thing.
Not every death is with the reaper

A lot of this is so much deeper

You have been watched from your birth
And we know just what you’re worth.
You have helped so many in your life
With your thoughts and deeds

and with that you did exceed.

You will continue to help in death

as you did in life.

This is the final sacrifice
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Death Is My Companion

(4/3/12)

Where do we go from here? When death is very near.
Is there another plateau we must climb
Before we reach the end of the line.

Death is just a resting place - a rest stop if you must!
You will not be afraid if in GOD you put your trust.
Death is my companion - he holds my hand

Death is my companion - he understands.

Known as the angel of death, the grim reaper
Of this temporary life he is the keeper.

In his clutches you'll be for a short spell

Till they decide if you're going to heaven or hell.

This is a rest stop where you take a break
Till they decide what is your fate.

So while I am on this plateau

There is no where that I will go.

Where do we go from here?

Your guess is as good as mine

As long as I'm not here until the ends of time.
This must be purgatory that I hear so much about
Maybe this is where we can turn our lives about.

Death! I know you're my companion

And we have walked hand in hand

But there is something I think you should understand
There are things on this earth that I must do

And until I finish them, my life on earth is not through.

I put my faith in GOD that he will show me the way
And from that road, I know I will not stray.
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Deceits And Lies

Since you have not been a friend

Now it’s time for this relationship to end

I was tired of your deceits and lies

What is it you're trying to hide?

Is it because of pains that you’ve been through?

And you don't know what to do?

With the truth you don't play

The truth goes a long long way.[l

I'm giving it up — can’t take any more

Going to walk right out of that door.

So many lies and deceit- in your world I can’t compete.
To my heart I can’t be untrue

But it is so easy for you.

You use people to no end- it matters not family or friend
You are a user, an abuser, a downright loser

But what goes around, comes around

And all your lies will be found.
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Deceits And Lies- Part Two

Deceits and lies that people tell

I've grown to know them oh so well

They tell you they love you and that they care
When you find in your back a knife sticking there.
While they are with you, they’ll talk and joke
Then with others at you they poke.

Is it that they need to be the center attraction?
When everyone gathers around

Then they abuse the friends they have found.
Unfortunately this prevails in many women I meet
Where they’re good at their lies and deceits.
They'll start off with: “I LOVE YOUR BLOUSE"
And “YOU'RE LOOKING SO GREAT”

But in their minds your blouse they hate.
They’ll criticize you to no endd

Then turn around and say they’re your friend.
Many times we’ll judge people at first glance
But we've got to learn to know them

And give them a chance.

But these are people with insecurities[]

Their own faults they just don't see.

Then they fall in love and say that others

Are out to get their man, and start to create
Their devious plan.

Now the lies and deceits begin

With people like this you just can’t win.

We have to stop them in their tracks
Otherwise they’ll be no turning back.

We must tell them about their hypocracy

Just so they’ll stay away from you and me.

O
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Dedication To Patrick Swayze

an icon and legend passed away
PATRICK SWAYZE was his name

every time he would come on screen
all the women would jump and scream.

the two most memorable roles he played
DIRTY DANCING and GHOST, because of this
he won the hearts of the female race

for he had style and grace.

i've even heard some women say
that he had the looks of a greek god
and in his life, they would love to be a part.

shown by his mother how to dance
and to hold his head up high
he was caught by the talent scouts eyes.

he was listed as the sexiest man alive in 1991
and his life radiated just like the sun.

a lot of misfortunes in his life

he struggled through them

with the help of his wife. (lisa niemi)

just like in 'GHOST' he has gone to the other side
but he will live in our minds.

in your new life you will take the stage
for you have so much to gain.

and in this world that you leave behind
you will live throughout all time.

(thank you for our memories)
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Deepest Love The World Has Known

i've searched the fields the world over
searching for that four leaf clover.
thinking that this could fill my life

of the voids within my heart.

but the biggest void was from you
from the start.

a four leaf clover could never replace
when i fell from your grace.

i have learned from my sins.

and i'm hoping that i could get back in.

back into that beautiful heart

where i could make a brand new start

in your love i was like a fish in the sea
because your beauty 'totally surrounded me'.

in every direction that i swam.

i could always see, that your deep love

became a part of me.

my love has reached the bottom of the ocean floor
rose up and touched every shore.

i have swam the world over, and
never looking over my shoulder.
for my love is deeper and wider than the ocean itself.

it will reach heaven and it will touch hell
and if you were to see it, you could surely tell.

the deepest love the world has known

is the love, that i have shown.

not the height of the universe

or the depth of the ocean

could compare to my infinite love and devotion.

now! you ask me for who can this love be.

IT IS FOR CHRIST, FOR HE HAS SET ME FREE.
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Dejavu

when you see a face or place in your mind
and it takes you back in time.

when you feel that you've been there with
someone with whom to share

the joys and sorrows of yesteryear.

for those few seconds when life stood still
and you seemed to be climbing a hill.
just to see whats on the other side.

and what it could possibly be

that something that's attracting me.

in those few seconds you find a life gone by.
but you can't remember-no matter how you try.
then you think its just dejavu.

but! is it really true?
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Dementia Or Old Age

If I could keep my thoughts together, life would be so much better!
Thoughts must flow like a river or stream
With no obstacles in between.
They say dementia starts very slow, with certain
Patterns that we should know.
However, is it dementia that we go through? That we forget
What we are supposed to do!
Or is it that we close our minds to the things we are afraid to find?
So many questions can stop this flow
And by seeing these obstacles, the decisions we will know.
I feel the flow of thoughts on its way!
(I just forgot what I was going to say) ha ha dementia!
Once the obstacle is found, you either remove it or go around.
Your chain of thought is starting to get momentum
Like a train on its track - now look forward, do not look back!
(Ooops forgot what I was going to say)
Oh, yes! Is it old age ramblings or dementia?
DEMENTIA OR OLD AGE

If I could keep my thoughts together, life would be so much better!
Thoughts must flow like a river or stream

With no obstacles in between.

They say dementia starts very slow, with certain

Patterns that we should know.

However, is it dementia that we go through? That we forget

What we are supposed to do!

Or is it that we close our minds to the things we are afraid to find?
So many questions can stop this flow

And by seeing these obstacles, the decisions we will know.

I feel the flow of thoughts on its way!

(I just forgot what I was going to say) ha ha dementia!

Once the obstacle is found, you either remove it or go around.
Your chain of thought is starting to get momentum

Like a train on its track - now look forward, do not look back!
(Ooops forgot what I was going to say)

Oh, yes! Is it old age ramblings or dementia?

I guess you will have to answer that! I did not look forward - I looked back!
Ha ha - enjoy your mind - because we will lose it with time!
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I guess you will have to answer that! I did not look forward - I looked back!
Ha ha - enjoy your mind - because we will lose it with time!
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Depression

sitting at home in deep thought
medical help i had sought.

a case of depression is what they said
so i went home and went to bed.

i refused to believe that's what it could be
but denial is always first, as was told to me.
how is that possible? how can it be?
i've always been happy and carefree.
he had said:
i keep my anger bottled up inside
it is something which i learned to hide.

no two cases are ever the same

and there's no reason to feel ashamed.
depression is a state of mind

which affects your body all the time.

it will make me sluggish and tired
and wanting to hide.

i won't want to talk to anyone.
that is when depression has begun.

i may sit in a corner all by myself
wondering if i'm living in hell.

i feel as if life has turned its back on me.
but in my heart thats not what i see.

i start to ignore the way i look

and the toll that its took.

then i take a good look in the mirror
'and what do i see'

everything that was told to me.

i see my face completly withdrawn
and the appearance that i formed.
i see all my loved ones that i've hurt
including the wife that's giving birth.
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i realize then that i can not do it alone.
that i must seek the help that i need
to stop this inner bleed.

i fell down to my knees

and asked the LORD to hear my pleas
to give me the strength to do my best
and for him to do the rest.

as i got up from my short prayer
i heard a voice say in my ear.
'help yourself and i will help you'

thats all you have to do.
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Depression Taken Away

Money is scarce, trying to make ends meet
Hoping to get back on my feet.
Food in the fridge is very low- do not know which way to go.
I just lost my cell phone, now the creditors are calling at home.
Late notices are in the mail, threatening to take me to jail.
I was starting to lose hope and faith, and none of these
Creditors are willing to wait.
So down to my knees I did fall, and no more excuses left to stall.
With tears in my eyes, I started to pray, asking my LORD
To show me the way.
Dear LORD! I do not know what to do, so I must depend on you.
I know that I had turned away and that I no longer would kneel to pray.
I need you like before, when I was down you opened the doors
I was a churchgoer, a believer in you, you gave me everything
My family too.
Now I am starting to lose it all - and on you, I must call.
Give me back the strength so that I may move ahead
Help me to get rid of this bed.
Depression will steal your will to live, and I have so much to give.
Family and friends are all around. Yet! I do not hear a sound.
They all say I must find the way to fight this sickness day to day.
Then from the corner of my eye, a flicker of light began to shine.
A light becoming like the blazing sun — with a voice saying
HIS “WILL"” BE DONE
I saw a form starting to take shape, and an angel then appeared
And started to wipe away my fears.
Depression is a state of mind, and the devil will keep you blind
Just search out the light that lies ahead, and the LORD will clear your head.
This is the message he had given to me, and now my mind is set free.
© L. RAMS
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Depression To Faith

I see now that I can no longer cope
I finally reached the end of my rope.
All my life I've been the provider
Now I feel like I'm the outsider.
Looking in To the way life used to be
When I was happy and care free.

Now I am under so much stress
I think it’s time- that I rest.
I've always been the one to talk
About love, hope, and faith
Now I can no longer relate.

What makes us get to a point so low
That you have no where s to go.

When the apostles were crossing the lake

And the winds and rains came and they were sinking
They awoke JESUS saying

Master, master, - we are sinking.

Then JESUS calmed the waters and

the winds, and the rains

They just stood in wonder and felt so ashamed.
As he asked: where is your faith?

Now I stand here - ashamed of all my fears
For he is by my side to wipe away my tears.
My faith has always been my foundation

My heart, my soul, my inspiration.

Now I am growing weak

And the lords strength I do seek.

Without faith - all hope is gone

But the strength of your love lingers on.
So here I apply all that you've given
Because you make life worth living.
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Destruction And Salvation

The buildings were collapsing all around
People screaming then falling down
Than not making a sound.

(I smiled)
The ground started opening up
And people falling in.

(I smiled)
The sea waters overflowed on the land
Bringing destruction, mud, and sand.

(I smiled)
The skies turned completely black
And the sounds of the lightning’s cracked.

(I smiled)

A man stopped me and asked:
Why do you smile when the world
around you is falling down?

I responded: I smile because the lord walks
by my side, and fills my heart and soul.
I grabbed his hands- " and he smiled”
Let me walk with you, for I also felt him too.

We walked hand in hand through this barren land.

Other people stopped and asked the same question.

Then took our hands and joined us too.
The salvation of the world was coming true.
Fait