If-Rudyard Kipling

If you can keep your head when all about you

are losing theirs and blaming it on you;

if you can trust yourself when all men doubt you,

but make allowance for their doubting too;

if you can wait and not be tired by waiting,

or, being lied about, don’t deal in lies,

or, being hated, don’t give way to hating,

and yet don’t look too good, nor talk to wise;

if you can dream – and not make dreams your master;

if you can think – and not make thoughts your aim;

if you can meet with triumph and disaster

and treat those two impostors just the same;

if you can bear to hear the truth you’ve spoken

twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools,

or watch the things you gave your life to broken,

and stoop and build ‘em up with worn-out tools;

if you can make one heap of all your winnings 

and risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss,

and lose, and start again at your beginnings

and never breath a word about your loss;

if you can force your heart and never and sinew

to serve your turn long after they are gone,

and so hold on where there is nothing in you

except the will which says to them: “hold on”;

If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue,

or walk with kings – nor lose the common touch;

if neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you;

if all men count with you, but none too much;

if you can fill the unforgiving minute

with sixty seconds’ worth of distance run –

yours is the Earth and everything that’s in it,

and –which is more – you’ll be a Man my son!

The Father’s Eyes

This teenager lived alone with his father, and the two of them had a very special relationship.

Even though the son was always on the bench during football games, his father was always in the stands cheering.

He never missed a game.

This young man was still the smallest of the class when he entered high school. 

But his father continued to encourage him, but also made it very clear that he did not have to play football if he didn’t want to.

But the young man loved football and decided to hang in there. 

He was determined to try his best at every practice, perhaps he’d get to play when he became a senior.

All through high school he never missed a practice nor a game, but remained a bench warmer all four years. 

His faithful father was always in the stand, always with words of encouragement for him.

When the young man went to college, he decided to try out for the football team as a “walk-on.” 

Everyone was sure he could never make the cut, but he did.

The coach admitted that he kept him on the roster because he always puts his heart and soul into every practice, and at the same time, provided the other members with the spirit and hustle they badly needed.

The news that he had survived the cut thrilled him so much that he rushed to the nearest phone and called his father.

His father shared his excitement and was sent season tickets for all the college games.

This persistent young athlete never missed practice during his four years at college, but he never got to play in a game.

It was the end of his senior football season, and as he trotted onto the practice field shortly before the big play off game, the coach met him with a telegram and he became silent.

Swallowing hard, he mumbled to the coach,” My father died this morning. Is it all right if I miss practice today?”

The coach put his arm gently around his shoulder and said,” Take the rest of the week off, son. And don’t even plan to come back to the game on Saturday.”

Saturday arrived, and the game was not going well.

In the third quarter, when the team was ten points behind, a silent young man slipped into the empty locker room and put on his football gear.

As he ran onto the sidelines, the coach and his players were astounded to see their faithful teammate back so soon.

“Coach, please let me play. I’ve just got to play today,” said the young man.

The coach pretended not to hear hum. There was no way he wanted his worst player in this close playoff game. 

But the young man persisted.

Finally feeling sorry for the kid, the coach gave in.  “ All right,” he said, “ You can go in.”

Before long, the coach, the players and everyone in the stands could not believe their eyes.

This little unknown, who had never played before was doing everything right. 

The opposing team could not stop him.

He ran, he passed, blocked and tackled like a star. His team began to triumph.

The score was soon tied. In the closing seconds of the game, this kid intercepted a pass and ran all the way for the winning touchdown. 

The fans broke loose.

His teammates hoisted him onto their shoulders. Such cheering you’ve never heard.

Finally, after the stands had emptied and the team had showered and left the locker room, the coach noticed that the young man was sitting quietly in the corner all alone.

The coach came to him and said, “Kid, I can’t believe it. You were fantastic! Tell me what got into you? How did you do it?”

He looked at the coach, with tears in his eyes, and said, “Well, you knew my dad died, but did you know that my dad was blind?”

The young man swallowed hard and forced a smile, “Dad came to all my games, but today was the first time he could see me play, and I wanted to show him I could do it!”

I Got Flowers Today

I got flowers today.

It wasn't our anniversary

Or any other special day.

Last night, he threw me into a wall and started to choke me.

It seemed like a nightmare. I couldn’t believe it was real.

I woke up this morning sore and bruised all over.

I know he must be sorry -

Because he sent me flowers today.

I got flowers today and it wasn't Mother's Day

Or any other special day.

Last night, he beat me up again.

And it was much worse than all the other times.

If I leave him, what will I do?

How will I take care of my kids?

What about money?

I'm afraid of him and scared to leave.

But I know he must be sorry -

Because he sent me flowers today.

I got flowers today.

Today was a special day.

It was the day of my funeral.

Last night, he finally killed me.

He beat me to death.

If only I had gathered enough courage and strength to leave him,

I would not have gotten flowers today.

Mommy………….

Johnny brought a gun to school,

He told his friends that it was cool,

And when he pulled the trigger back,

It shot with a great crack.

Mommy, I was a good girl,

I did what I was told,

I went to school, I got straight A’s

I even got the gold.

But Mommy, when I went to school that day,

I never said good-bye,

I’m so sorry Mommy, I had to go,

But Mommy, please don’t cry.

When Johnny shot the gun,

He hit me and another,

And all because Johnny, 

Got the gun from his older brother.

Mommy, please tell daddy:

That I love him very much,

And please tell Chris; my boyfriend;

That it wasn’t just a crush.

And tell my little sister; 

That she is the only one now,

And tell my dear sweet grandmother;

I’ll be waiting for her now,

And tell my wonderful friends;

That they always were the best;

Mommy, I’m not the first,

I’m no better than the rest.

Mommy, tell my teachers;

I won’t show up for class,

And never to forget this,

And please don’t let this pass.

Mommy, why’d it have to be me?

No one deserves this,

Mommy, warn the others,

Mommy I left without a kiss.

And Mommy tell the doctors;

I know they really did try,

I think I even saw a doctor,

Trying not to cry.

Mommy, I’m slowly dying,

With a bullet in my chest,

But Mommy please remember,

I’m in heaven with the rest.

Mommy I ran as fast as I could, 

When I heard that crack,

Mommy, listen to me if you would,

I’m not coming back.

I wanted to go to college,

I wanted to try things that were new,

I guess I’m not going with daddy,

On that trip to the new zoo.

I wanted to get married, ‘

I wanted to have a kid,

I wanted to be an actress,

Mommy, I wanted to live,

But Mommy I must go now, 

The time is getting late,

Mommy, tell my boyfriend,

I’m sorry but I had to cancel the date.

I love you Mommy, I always have,

I know; you know it’s true,

And Mommy all I wanted to say is,

“Mommy I Love You.”

Around the corner I have a friend,

In this great city that has no end,

 Yet the days go by and weeks rush on,

 And before I know it, a year is gone.

And I never see my old friends face,

For life is a swift and terrible race,

He knows I like him just as well,

As in the days when I rang his bell.

And he rang mine if, we were younger then,

 And now we are busy, tired men.

Tired of playing a foolish game,

Tired of trying to make a name.

 "Tommorow" I say "I  will call on Jim"

"Just to show that I'm thinking of him."

 But tommorow comes and tommorow goes,

 And distance between us grows and grows.

 Around the corner!- yet miles away,

 "Here's a telegram sir"  "Jim died today."

 And that's what we get and deserve in the end.

Around the corner, a vanished friend.

My Special List

I have a list of folks I know...

all written in a book,

And every now and then..

I go and take a look.

That is when I realize

these names... they are a part,

not of the book they're written in...

but taken from the heart.

For each Name stands for someone...

who has crossed my path sometime,

and in that meeting they have become...

the reason and the rhyme.

Although it sounds fantastic...

for me to make this claim,

I really am composed...

of each remembered name.

Although you're not aware...

of any special link,

just knowing you, has shaped my life...

more than you could think.

So please don't think my greeting...

as just a mere routine,

your name was not...

forgotten in between.

For when I send a greeting...

that is addressed to you,

it is because you're on the list...

of folks I'm indebted to.

So whether I have known you...

for many days or few,

in some ways you have a part...

in shaping things I do.

I am but a total...

of many folks I've met,

you are a friend I would prefer...

never to forget.

Somewhere between the procrastination

And the homework

And the incessant forwards

And the friendships

And the nasty cafeteria food

And the calls to each other complaining about crushes

Somewhere b e t w e e n the phone calls to old friends

And the "I miss you's"

And the "I love you's"

And the "What are we doing tonight's?"

And somewhere b e t w e e n all of the changing; growing..

Somewhere b e t w e e n the classes

And the skipping classes

And the studying for tests

And the pretending to study for tests

And the downright NOT studying for tests...

I forgot.

I forgot what high school is all about.

I forgot what it meant to cry

I forgot that pretending to be happy doesn't make you happy.

And that pretending to be smart doesn't make you smart.

I forgot that you can't just forget the past in fear of the future.

I forgot that you can't control falling in love

And that you can't make yourself fall in love.

I learned that I can love.

I learned that it's okay to mess up

And it's okay to ask for help

And it's okay to feel like CRAP.

I learned it's okay to complain and whine to all your friends for a whole day

I learned that sometimes the things you want most you just can't have.

I learned that the greatest thing about high school isn't the parties

or the DRiNKiNG or the hook-ups...

It's the friendships, which means taking chances.

I learned that sometimes the things we want to forget are the

things which we most need to talk about.

I learned that letters from friends are the most important thing.

And that sending cards to your friends makes you feel better.

But, basically, I just learned that my friends

Both old and new

Are the most important people to me in the world.

And without them, I wouldn't be who I am today.

So this is a thank you to all of my friends

For always being there and I love you.
He sent me 12 roses one Saturday,

  these roses they took my breath away

  so perfectly red and a wonderful smell

  why he did this i could not tell

  he was always so quiet in classes at school

  he was called a "nerd" by the people called "cool"

  well, they came with a card tied to the box

  it read: open the 23rd at 4 o'clock

  why the 23rd? twelve days from now

i wanted to open it here and now

  i decided to wait and do what he said

  i put them in water and went to bed

  when i saw him the next day standing in the hall

  the guys were pushing him and finally he fell

  they kicked him and hit him, calling him names

but everyone kept walking for this happened everyday

  the week went by and nothing had changed

  he was still harassed, quiet and ashamed

  i tried to talk to him a few times before

  but he never once took his eyes off the floor

  once in awhile he would look my way

  but never a word did i hear him say

  the 11th day was here i could hardly wait

  i wanted to open it before the next day

but i waited because the note specifically said

  that before the 12th day it could not be read

  the next day at school i went to 1st class

  but where he sat was an empty desk

  the teacher walked in and forwardly said

  "class, i'm so sorry, but Jason is dead"

  i soon found out later that day

  he killed himself that morning around 3

  i could not understand i was almost in tears

  although we never talked, i had known him for years

  i got home from school, walked in my room

  to see all the dead roses, except for one still in bloom

  i picked up the note and held it to my heart

  the tears were now pouring

  i tour the envelope apart

  what i read i could'nt believe

  i had to sit down for i could not breath

  the note was short, but touched me so deep

  i read it out loud while i weeped

  it said:

  you don't know me but i know you.

  we met on the playground in 2nd grade,

  you let me have your swing.

  6th grade you let me sit at your lunch table.

  this year you picked up my folder that i dropped.

  nobody has ever loved me but at least you cared.

  i will always remember you, and for you i will leave a rose.

  i wiped my tears and looked at the rose

  i picked it up and held it to my nose

  so perfectly red and a wonderful smell

  it took my breath away i had to smile

  there is not a day i don't think of him

  i just wish i had found the courage

  to be this "nerd's" friend

