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Sidney The Sweep
By Jean Slesinger

I am a chimney sweep. I start my day
ar black clothing is so that the soot
a hard jJjob because first I have to ge
an it against the first house | am sup
ry early in the morning and try not to
carry a basket on one arm with my <cl e
ainst the house and climb the | adder s
dge I poke my brush up and down the
ound the fireplace to catch the fallin
dder and move on.
The next house is dark red brick and g
l eep so | c¢climb up to their chimney an:t
y is thick with terrible black soot. I
sh | am coughing and sneezing from the
ntinue to work and after about an hour
ean. Exhausted I climb back down the |
my relief this next house iIs oh so Vv«
i ndows and pink shutters. There are chi
aying with a flute and a violin. I wo n
e side of the house and enjoy <cleani ng¢
easant this time. Well almost time for
sket near the truck and sit in the truc
ed tea. I | ean my head back against t he
After my break | continue my wor k. I
day. The first one is plain 't has a ¢
or and four wi ndows wi 't empai ns.
The chi mney is c¢cl ean. t hat t he
S not been going becau *ouse 1S
e | ast house | have to s attr
white stucco steeple a i ron
e chimney iIs c¢clean wit hour
scend to the tr-apé&t lmaenrd iy
rk done!
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| sat down by a warm fireplace
And remembered a story that | have often been told.
They say that my gregiandfather was full of grace
He was tall and handsome and very bold
And he was willing to f a8
To be reunited with the woman he loved. R

A ferocious arctic wind came down from the north "
It toppled trees and blew away anything that got in its way.
Flocks of birds, had already flown south

And six feet of snow, had fallen before the end of the day.

For a week, the snow kept falling with no end in sight
As if nature was angry with man for not living right.
Blowing snow, made visibility zero and the roads were
Treacherous, especially at night.

But my greagrandfather was willing to be a hero

He put on his sneshoes and his thick winter coat

And got food and provisions from his ruined fishing boat.

Then, he began the ehendred mile journey through the forbidden winter land.
Even though a snow blizzard was blowing and it was thirty degrees below zero.

Mile after mile, he trudged through the kiesp snow
Whether or not he would see her again, he did not know.
He walked through the bitter cold until he began to tire
And at nighttime, he slept by a glowing fire.

Finally, on the fourth day, he saw her cabin in sight

His hands and feet were frozen and he could barely see
But he ran to the cabin and was filled with delight.

She opened the door and gave him a warm embrace
Before he fell on the floor and died at her feet.

| placed another log on the dying embers of my fireplace

And remembered the ultimate sacrifice that he made for love.
Mygreagr andf at her, was willing to 0The
To be reunited with the woman he loved. PAGE &




He said that, ol dll be
Whenever you have problems or love goes wrong.
He told us to oObeat itdé to avoid
And to |l ook at oOothe man in the

He Lived Like a King
By Morgan Kitchens

He looked like a prince and he lived like a king
And millions of people, loved to hear him sing.
Happiness and joy are what he would bring
And love and peace, were his main things.

And try to treat people right.

When he danced to o0The thrillero

It was awesome, it was wonderful and it filled us with fright.
We were shocked and we were stunned by the marvelous sight

Of ghouls and zombies that were gone by first light. @

He singed

could mean.

He had fame and fortune like we have never

seen

And entertained many people, including the

gueen.

But the one thing about him that we remem-

ber most is that

He looked like a prince and lived like a king.
Now, he is gone and we miss him so much
Because he was a great entertainer who had

a special touch.

This poem, is in honor

Of Michael Jackson.

about a | ady na
And told us about the things that her life

on

thered to

a fight
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