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H kMiU - Furw,ij wuat Itvw TjT.i V 1 1 H& wasn't A hoople, spilling A I 7 Sfi ' '" 12 year old. a seventh grad
er at Roosevelt School wrote this
poem for an uncle. Bud Pelosi.OPENER ANO checkers and, r S&SSyi V RWM lL an art ana tngusn reacner 01

Sarcus. Mass., who recently made
his first visit to Klamath Falls.
Mrs. Pelosi, who accompanied
him. is the former Virginia Chin
of Klamath Falls. Kathy is the
daughter of Mr. and Mrs. French-i- e

Richard of 1847 Earle Street.
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THE FLIGHT OF THE BIRDS

By KATHY RICHARD

Sitting on a hill one day.
II spied some little birds at play;
Their flight was light and strong

and fast" i- -, L.'. 'KfflasTM I'feST WORRY FOR KA,I..J..,m,(.-- ,
But one little fellow was a very

tired last;K'iixr; kgMsiTsa- - wsw
He soared, he wavered then fell

to the ground.vrjwfM V's.?? . VoT went j i &J J The hillside was quiet, I heard
not a sound;hzs-,JZ5,-.:i-7- ' a a, accused m rw c vrr Then all of a sudden I heard a' !A A h'r,C.:6 ofsucma m XBI .W right shoeJ faint snap

The next thing I knew he was. I PISM WITHOUT AN )
I ( fj ' ) . It JW . . ' . W

there in my lap;
Shaking and shivering so fright

ened and scared.
When I looked down, 1 kn&v

that I cared.
i-- miM OT imwi Nam Then ever so gently I carried

him home

Knowing that some day this bird
would be grown.

As the days went by, I found inV Jtr.r' if U rRO,,, my heart. r 5 -- . ir.im'jM ptfe.----- 1
) mi . .. iw. vi It was getting harder to part.

Then one day through a window
he flew

Looking up I saw him, a speck
in the blue.

Then I saw them, a flock of
birds.

Nothing could stop them, not
even words;s U 5 zr 2d s ' l o . l.. r tiu uri wn r h?

Now you have heard it, my tale
lull of words

And what do I call it? The
flight of the birds.

Kathy Richard

HOW OUR FLAG CARRIED

THE NEWS

It was a long time ago
When our States were at war,
That the call to arms
Came to everyone's door.

All willingly gave
All those that they could.
For they were patriotic
And felt that they should.

Away marched the boys
Some in blue, some in grey,
Each loyal and true
Whichever was his way.
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In this Illinois country
One home gave its all.
Three sons went to war
To answer the call.

At home their families
Were anxious to know
How their boys were
But news was so slow.

So farmer Hatch felt
That at least he should go
Then to Hie neighbors
The news he should show.
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IFVOJTWO lf Ju MAVBeSOto BETTER So beside his home

High up on the hill
He erected a flag pole
To nil out the bill.

Then twice a week
Ten miles he would go
To the nearest town
The latest news to know.

When home he rode
He raised the flag
That carried to all-- aiwoA,MjLNiasiaT j.nHfA l'3ddn9X3u.oNj jjMaod sw3m3 v. ,OfV3Ml i Tl to wCi ii':i":,.'' W mi r"-.L- nvf tia-- i I I 1.

innaiuiAi ni nmuh IT 'jhhwh KowtiHWH iMrwo hww CI 7 fNnxrmniiMWl 1 n ( :i i;i n liii.. ri te.' J kni I f l . I. News, both good and bad.

The neighbors all watched
This flag to see- .KSSSSZT m r1.fanV"ul- V Don't tell A f.Good qosh no! That's y; Oh.f
What was it doing
What news would it be.
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If the North was victorious
The flag floated free.
If the South it was halfmast
Its message would be.

I know that this story
Of how the stars and the stripes
Carried the news
Of the boys gone to fight.

It was my own grandfather
To his country so true
Who thought of this plan
And carried it through.
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Today it is easy
Old news to be had.

- f Sv. "" THEY'D BEEN BORN 11 A SEARCH WAPRANT. TO t; W T EPST T 5 c- - (2 i'5" " T" 11 n' ('ir1--, ! We sit by our fireside
Listening to good and te bad.

For now we turn a knob
On our radio or TV
The farthest and latest
Right then do we see.

A century has passed
Now our flag floats free.
To our free land let us
Both true and loval be.
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Teresa McComb

EVENING

An artist is painting the sky this
eve.

With the gold of the sun and the
green of the leaves.

Across the sky His great brush
sweeps

Creating beauty grand and deep.
There, a touch of rose.
As the fragrant bloom,
Beauty given and gone too soon.
Beyond the hills a wild bird trills.
The day has ended and all is still.

Neva Walters


