February 15, 1977 Poem 12
At my Great Aunt Pearl's

When the Young and Q1d Meet!

When the very young meet the old -
There's excitement in the air!

A11 five children in a row -
Shyly, standing there to stare!

My 1ittle boy named Sam came forth
With something in his hands, a gift.
And as he watched her joyuously -
I knew he'd given more - a 1ift!

She jumped up and quickly said,

"I also have a gift for you,
I sewad this turtie with my hands,
And surely hope that it will do!"

And as the children watched her -
A beauty glowed upon her face.

A special tie was binding them -
That nothing can replace!

By S.K.S.



