#:z‘zvest

He was bound to the land jtom the o&zy oj his bixth
#His woots anchored deep in the fertile earth
WNurtured, sustained, 6y the s0il he grew

And his life, like his furrows, tan straight and true.

In jaitﬁ. each Ipring, he p{mted the seeds

In /nope, to zeap his jmm'fy’s needs

With Jatience, he waited jot the hazvest to come
7o 741'/::2: the jtm'tj oj his labor home.

Ever iamx'nf seasons, the years .s,:ea{ past
7il the j:'nc! harvest came at last
Then claimed anew 6y

beloved sod
He was 751%2220( home to
be with 4’0&

~Larbara W. Weber
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There is a time oé the year
called Halloween,

Tt i5 a time to scare people

and make them scream!

When the old witch on the

broomstick j&'eﬁ across the

Jéy,
she’ll be out oé 5:'9££ in the blink
oj an eye.

Tt is the time when the 7£asf.4 all zomp and )a[ay s
always at night and never in the day.

Ond there is the pumpkin all nice and yellow

made into a jack-o-lantetn — a fJunny looking little
fellow

with a nose and mouth and two big eyes,

there axe 61'7 ones, little ones, and ‘most every size.

Little 906&'/13 and 7)‘04!5 knock on your door and say
“Trick or Treat! ”,

they have come to your house for a gijt of somathing
Jweet.

712,' go to the houses oj the young and the old,

wearing theix seary costumes and a/way:s s0 bold.

It is a foy jot the little ones with /aayﬁtet and 7[e¢zm,
and this (s what Acpperu on the a’ay called Halloween.
Thomas #. Gilliland



