
 

 

  



Home By The Range

 

  



Good Good Morning 

 

  



Good Night 

 

  



Have A Blast 

 

  



Happily We Go Along 

 

  



I’m a Stickin’ With You 

 

  



My O My o My 

 

  



My Soul 

 

  



Song for Peace 

 

  



Sunshine 

 

  



Please 

 

  



Valentine’s 

 

  



You You You 

 

  



Song Long 

 

  



What a Blast! 

 

 I’m now age 81.  I look back on my life and think, 

 “What a blast!” 

 Did I make mistakes?  Sure, I did.  But they were my mistakes, no one elses.  In 

other words, I did what I felt I wanted for myself, not what some one else said I should 

do. 

 Well, that’s true, sort of.  I wasn’t sure about going to college but my parents 

insisted I go.  So, I went and loved it.  Then my parents, after a year of college, pulled 

me out.  They didn’t like my boyfriend.   

 They didn’t believe me when I said it was over between us.  But they finally did a 

year later he came over my house to introduce me to his pregnant wife. 

 But that was long ago, 1962, and my ex is now dead.  And there were many exes 

after him, including a late husband.  Yes, my late husband, Billy the Belligerent. 

 We met at a dance.  He was a perfect gentleman.  We then went out for drinks 

and had a wonderful evening.  When he drove me home, he found out my father was an 

MD because of the sign in front of my house.  I know he saw it because he said 

something about it.  Would he have he asked me out again if he hadn’t seen the sign?  I 

never thought of that then.  To me Billy was the “M-WORDS”—MR. MARVELOUS.  We 

soon were MARRIED, but it was a different M-WORD he was interested in—MONEY. 



 Billy soon found out I was not a favorite in the family and the MONEY turned out 

to be MISSING.  Billy was no longer MR. MARVELOUS, but MR. MONSTER.  He was 

constantly punching me and complaining that I MISTREATED him. 

 At one point MR. MONSTER tried getting some MONEY from my mother by 

asking her to lend him $30,000.00.  And she did.  But she charged him interest.        

MR. MONSTER did not like that. 

 The stress of living with MR. MONSTER was unbearable.  He was constantly 

punching me and yelling at me.  When he yelled at me, I yelled back.  But that wasn’t 

allowed and I got punched.  MR. MONSTER decided that I was MENTALLY ILL.  I could 

have been.  He was driving me crazy. 

 Then something happened to MR. MARVELOUS MONSTER.  I went to the 

doctor with him.  After the doctor examined him, the doctor called me into his office. 

 Billy had hardening of the arteries.  He was very sick.  At the same time my mom 

was very sick.  My dad had passed away not too long ago and Billy and my mom soon 

followed. 

 What was I to do?  Nothing seemed to be working out.  I decided to pay a visit to 

my accountant.  We talked and talked. 

 Bottom line, I’m now MS MONEYBAGS. 



A Small Child’s Question 

 

When I was in my younger years 

My mom was teaching me 

Of our wonderful USA 

The land of the brave and the free 

 

All of us have freedom of speech 

And freedom of the press 

And also, freedom of assembly 

With all these things we’re blessed 

 

But when we passed my grammar school 

There was a sign on the door 

I was too young to read the sign 

So, I asked my mom what’s it for 

 

 



She said it said—No Loitering 

And I asked her what was that 

She said when people just hang around 

And I asked her what was wrong with that 

 

Well, they could be up to no good 

That’s just what she said to me 

And I thought of our freedoms 

Of speech, press and assembly 

 

No Loitering.  No Loitering 

I couldn’t understand 

Yet, freedom of assembly 

Makes our country grand 


