Joseph C. Gunnell Sr., Activist,
Former American Reporter

“oseph C. Gunnell Sr.. a well known
public servant, civic activist
and community leader, died Feb. 20.

He was 77.

Mr. Gunnell was born in St. Louis in
1918.

He graduated from Summner High
School and attended Lincoln University.
After serving in the U.S. Army during
World War II. he carned his undergradu-
ate degree in anthropology and sociology
from Tennessee State University. He
later earned a master’s degree from
Washington University.

A committed and long time volunteer
and activist in St. Louts, Mr. Gunnell was
arcporter and columnist for the St. Louis
American newspaper and the St Louis
Argus. He volunteered his time and
energy to work with youth through the
Bov Scouts. the YMCA and a weekly
radio  show aimed at cncouraging
students to stay in school. .

As a public servant. Mr. Gunnell’s
carcer included: positions as supervisor
for the Missouri Division of Family
Services. deputy juvenile office for the
cityof St. Louis Circuit Court. supervisor
for the St Louis Land Clearance
Authority. housing manager for the
Pruitt-Igoe Housing Development and
director ol the St. Louis Department of
Weltare. He also was a teacher at
Lackland Air Force Basc in Texas and
Scott Atr Foree Base m Illinois.

Mr. Gunnell was an active member of’
Union  Memorial  United  Mecthodist
Church, where he was a choir member
and past member of the church’s board of
{rustees.

He was also a member of the Alpha Phi
Alpha fraternity. and held several
positions within the organization. Mr.
Gunnell also loved to write poetry. and
some of his works can be found at the St.
Louis Public Library and in the library at
Sumner High School.

Mr. Gunnell is survived by his wife,
~
T

Ann P. Gunnell, sister. Anna Gunnell
Wigley: brother, Charles C. Gunnell:
children, Joseph Jr. and George Gunnell
of St. Louis; Charles A Gunnell and
Kathleen Gunnell Saadat of Portland,
Oregon; a nicce, Evelyn Pillars Hines:
grandchildren, Chervl, Iranco. Lawrence
and Jenice; and other rclatves {rom the
Hill and Buck families.

Joseph C. Gunnell
1918 - 1996
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CALM AND THE WAVE

-By

Jo-s';eph Ce Gunnell,. Sre

A Manuscript Of Original Poems
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When Day ‘Is Done

-At twilight, my thoughts

Are homeward bound

My weary feet doth

Drag the dusty ground

My day of distasteful labor
Is now complete

I pause a moment

To rest my tired, burning feet

Evening comes and I

Tread my weary way

Back over the path;
I covered earlier in the day
My body's tired and aching

My eyes weary, béck is breaking

onrn and torn asunder

By exploitation's plunder

Nights I go to Sleep

And pray that I sleep ‘deep
Until the next dreary days
Wheh; to work again

I'11 be on my way

Weary before I begin

Still striving with other men

COPYRIGET - Joseph C. (Joe) Cunnell, Sr.
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Time passes on

Steadily, never stopping;

For one éecond - not a single pause=-
For any cause

This 1ife, filled with misery

And strife for me,

Still goes on unhampered;

Toiling, grinding, endlessly.

Joe Ghnnell

June 13, 1945
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Glimpse Of Hades

' Time draggeth slowly by

I hang my weary head
It seems that it will never fly

I wish that I were dead.

There is no hope of happiness
In this sad and lonely world
Just blindly staggering, feeling along,

In life's med, hurried swirl.

No sim in 1life to spur me on
No source of inspiration
A lovely dream that is now gone

No hope for my salvatione.

I'm like a'poor, lost, drowning soul

Clutching for a straw
Ere the water closes over my head

I see l1life's every flaw.

I see each great mistake I've made,

Now to late.to rectify.
For soon my wretched 1life will snap,

And I'11 be left to die

EOFYRICHT = Toseny -
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Death faces me with cold -and staring eyes

‘Unblinking; without emotion

To come and take my restless soul

‘Hitherto unknown to devotion.

No feeling for God nor fellowman,
This snarling wretched beast
Who in this hour of pending death

Yeafned, with the saints to feast
Joe Gunneli

July 10, 1945
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.It's 1ife could not be revived.

. 5. '77"'

The Cynic

Somewhere deep down inside me,

Some 1little thing had died;

~Though I tried hard, earnestly

For not a spark of this dead thing
Was gleaning from it's tomb
As it 1ay there inert and oulet,

As one unborn within it's mother's womb.

What was this thing so still
That I tried to make live once more?
Still hammering in my memory,

As someone seeking entrance at a doore

Is this. a phase of 1life
Through which everyone mist pass,

or is it something laughing, modking me

.From out the deep, dark past?

What stirs my thoughts to secret things,
That none can fathom in the course of years?
That shows no emotion at sight of pain

And laughs gleefully at others' tears.

. {des) Gannell. Sr.
Ea ﬁﬁf@?&




Flee fast from me o sorrow}

" And keep thyself clear of my pathj

For, I gein confidence on the morrow

To shake free from thy bonds of wrathe
Joe Gunnell

October 1, 1945
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Ode To A Cup Of Wine

Ode to a cup of wine
That sends one's senses reeling,

Leaving only a hulk of a being,

Lying senseléss, and without feelinge.

The cup of wine; whose strength
Weakens and breaks the will
And makes raging maniacs of men,

Or leaves them leying oulet, still.

The cause of a man to stagger
Listlessly along the road of life -
And lose his proud, stately swagger;

And lie inert beside impatient wife.

A cup of savory stimulant,
Creating a condition distracted
Upon those; when sobered

Can tell not, how they have reacted.

.Ah drunkeness, thou creator of evil;

Thoughts, acts and ignoble deeds;

Thy field can yield only disaster,

For it is sown of.evil, unfertile seeds.

ROPYRIGHAT = Joseph €. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr.
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And now I ralse my glass,
To drinkiyour everlasting health
And as the dregs are drained,

So disperses all my earthly wealthe

Now bleary eyes and sunken cheeks,
A broken physical appearance doth displeyy.
Along with shaky hands and wobbly legs,

The price the wine imbiber must paye.
Joe Gunnell

September 15, 1945
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The Return

I snuggled close to you, darling,

With my head upon your breast,
Ahd_spoke not a word of anything:

But lay there just to rest.

I'drtraVGled far and wide, dear;
My Jjourney was hard and long,
And I lay ouletly and rested,

While you softly hummed a songe.

Yes, I was weary, sweetheart,
And I quickly went to sleep..

But you didn't mind my snoring

er my breathing, lebored and deep.

For having me back was enough, you said,
To make up for the time we'd lost.
I'1l try to make you happy now,.

No matter what the trial may coste
Joe Ghnpell

October 1, 1945

EEEERIGAT 8 Veessk G. (Joe) Gunneil
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Tet Me Know A Love

Tet me know a love that moves g man

To the very depths of his soul,

That guides and inspires him to carry on

To reach his ultimate goale

A love that is so tender and warm,
That nelther time mnor space can kill;

Tha t eﬁeh in the cuiet of death,

‘Will go on living still.

A love that flows on endlessly

As. steadily as a streamy

A 1ove that is as real ss 1life

- Yet as sweet as the sweetest dream.

Let me know a love thst makes music

On the strings of my lonely hearte. |
Though I may be many miles away

Will let nothing keep us épiritually aparte
Let me knéw a love as strong as steel;

Yet; as tender as a soft caress

That even in the midst éf sorroﬁ '

Will stimulate happinesse.

COPYRIGET ~ Joseph ( (Joe) G
- unmnell, .
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A love not even great lovers knew
Back in ancient history;
A love that only you can give,

Your undying love for mee.

A love thet has no bounds or end,
More vast than the sky of blue,

The only love I've ever .knowng

My eternal love for youe

‘Joe Gunnell

February 24,

EOrYRIgHT = Joseph @, {Joe
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I sit silently here

\ : 5 Deep in thought of you

TR

- i Wondering whether

——

 I've been worthy of you

My thoughts go back
/ ‘To days at school
Where we'd lie at the edge

Of the brook, clear and cool.

I wander if you think
f me now and then
Wonder if you miss me

“If I'11 return and when.

When I think of the ouiet,
Peaceful evenings at home
— The wanderlust in me

The desire to roamj

—_—

— I wonder if a woman ever
Shares a man's views

On hunting, fishing,

P sl
{
\

Sports, drama and newse

—— e e [COPYRIGET -~ Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell,
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Then .X .£thought again deeply
And wondered why

When women are happy

Instead of laughing - they cry?

And at night in a barracks;
As in a bunk I 1lie,

I wonder if we're both

Watching the same moonlit skye.

I wonder if your thoughts
Travel back thru the years;
If you remember our happy hours

Joys, sorrows and tears.,

I see the stars shining
In the heavens so high;
Then I think of the kids,

Boy, does time fly!

I wonder, next year, at this time,

Where It'11 be,
In some foreign land,

Beck home or at sea?%

[COPYRIGHT = Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr.
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Will 1 come back
To the things I love
Or will my body be lying

In soms far off cove?

Would it really be worth it
If T lost my 1life

In all this struggle

'Filled with suffering and strife?

Will people of the world
Learn to understanq
That a man's a man

Despite his native land?

And through thoughts,
Hopes and mem!'ries that burn
I wnhder if you!'ll be waiting

When and if I return?

Joe Gunnell

Novembgr 15, 1944

COPYRIGHT - Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr
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Search For Happiness

The air was cold, the day was clear
I had no soul, the end was near
For living I had no desire

My mind was hazy, murky as mire

Inspiration, I had not
For what I'd learned I'd paid a lot
The price to me was very dear

I cared not if the end were near

Then out of the darkness came a light
As lightning flashing through the night
My thoughts became strangely awaske

I must go on for someone's sgke

That someone may be just like me
Lost somewhere on life's great sea
Struggling alone, through storm and strife

Fighting courageously to save his 1life

The 1ife, though filled with woe
Wants to witness another tomorrow
Hoping the dawn of another day

Will bring_éome happiness along his way

GOPYRIGHT - Joseph (. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr.
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The old verses "Seek and you shall find"
Has never left his troubled mind

For happiness he's searching still.
He'll find it if it is his will

Happiness 1s not found within one's self

It comes through helping someone else

By doing your bit for your fellowman

-It's found in his smile, in the clasp of his hand

So, as you go out o'er life's way
Doing your tasks from day to day
At home or in some foreign land

Do the best you can for your fellowmane.
Joe Gunnell

January 11, 1945

CUPYalylll - Juscph €. (Joe) Guanell, St
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Release Me

Why bid me return to you

Knowing you will not be true

During tortuous months across the sea
You've shown no love, no sincerity

What words and thoughts were in your heart
Haunting me though we were worlds apart

While troubled thoughts stayed in my brain

And filled my soul with aching pain

Why not release me female wretch

Grasp another fool within your clutch
Someone with whom you'1l laugh and jest
And give him nbt a moments rest

Someone who!ll think your follies éute
And YOur words és music from fhe lute

The same as I did years ago

Until you made my life a flaw

Until the day I lost my trust
And turned from thee, filled with lust

And indulged in games of chance and sin

My mind a roaring restless din

So,. . release me I beg thee please
And put my restless soul at ease
That I may obliterate the blight

And get some peaceful sleep at night.

[ULXEIGHT - Jesoph C. (Joe) Gumnell, Sy, Joe Gunnell
7ith Rights To Jmprove
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Tortured Soul

What morbid torture wrecks my soul at night

When fedes the day's warm sunny, beaming light
What thoughts run through my tired, troubled mind
How can fate be so unfair, so cruel; unkind

To frustrate all my sincere, obsessed aims

Take away the winnings of my gemes

And turn me out even before I'm growing old

Into a world that's bleak and‘cruel and cold
Leaving me no place on earth to try

To prove just what I'm Qorth -- only to dile

Yet death, in all it's calmness and it's still,

Is welcome =- 1life 'no longer holds a fhrill

Only worry, trouﬁle, sin and storm and strife
After all of these are gone, comes the end of 1life
Sweet ﬁeace and rést; sleep undisturbed my thought
I fear not, now, to tread where_ofhers think T ought
So,coﬁe sweet death, enfold me in thy wings

And take me awey where the angel éings

Where I'11 be free from all these '

Stfuggles and strife

To sit and laugh at this dreary thing called life.
Joe Gunnell
July 9, 1945

COPYRIGHT - Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr.
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Reprieved
I felt as is I'd welcome death
'Til you stepped through the door:
Then I desired to live
Forever more
I kept evading love

To live no more

‘Then you came into my heart

To be adored

I had no desire to hear
A song so sweet

End yet your song_did stir
My pulse's beat

I went along not seeing
Cloudless skies

And 1Qst mj heart when
I looked into your eyes
I knew I'd never see
True love again

Yet from my painful heart

You drew that pain

"~ Now I do not know

Just what I think
Except that you're the one

To save me from despair's brink.

Joe Gunnell

MOPYRIGHT = Joseph €. [(Jce) Gunnell, Sr.
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,‘}?éay Don't Push Me

. Prey; don't push me if I stumble

Or kick me if I fall;

For, I am meek and humble,

And for your help I call.'

The fall into the gutter,

Is one no one likes to take

The feeble words I utter,

Is a plea = a friend to make.

It i1s Said by men of learning,

And those smart enough to see;

If you keep me in the gutter

You must stay with me.

~Joe Gunnell

~ August 25, 1945

COPYRIGHT = Joseph €. {Joe) Gunnell, g,
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The Riddle Of Life

- I drank the dregs from the cup of 1life

'Twas bitter, I must confess;
For I'm a disillusioned man,

For whom there 1s no reste.

I believed in something called love

But found to my surprise

"That love is something to be shunned

By men considered wise.

I tried to believe in religion;
And 1t happened to be my fate;

To find the worshippefs of my God

_Full of spite and hate.

Then I trusted many men
Who called themselves my friends;
'Twas true, they were, when things were

But when needed, the friendshipvends.

I'd been taught to trust in God,
And have falth in my fellowmen;

But I have to wonder what the teachings

0f the fellows that called me friend.

COPYRIGHT - Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr.
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Must a man's friendship be based upon

His prosperity, success or his wealth,

Or is a friend the man around;

In poverty, sickness or health?

So I must continue to stumble along

In a world of deciet and strifey

' Trying to justify myself for many faults

Trying to solve this riddle of lifes
Joe Gunnell

September 9, 1945

COPYRIGHT - Joseph C. (Joe) Gumnell, Sr
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-~ ~‘Indispensable Man

To all the men in-fhis wide world

“"Who think themselves indispensable;

It falls my unhappy lot to say, | T

This thought is guite insensible.

For long before the time of man
Tnis world was moving along;
And &fter we're all passed away,

The world will still move ohe

And I've been told, by those who know,
The world is a very large place. |
It would take an exceptional man,

To £il1l up all its space.

Thus, let us not tﬁink_we're so great
Or that we can't be told a thing or two;
For there's many a man who knows the "ropes"

Whose wisdom may help see us through.

So to all_the men in this wide weorld

‘who by themselves seem to stand,

Moét men who've climbed the steps of success

Heve at sometime needed a hand

COPYRIGHT - Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell, Sc.
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Now don't think that you know it'all,
For saune people smarter than yous;
Somewhere along the road of life,

" Had to be told a thing or two..

Though you may be an extraordinary man,.
And considered one of the best;
There!11l still be someone who'!ll "carry on"

Long after you're laid to rest.

So listen my friends to these few words,
Though foolish, they may seem nows;

‘When you have walked your long "last mile;"
The world will get along somehow.

. Joe Gunnell

September 11, 1945

COPYRIGAT - Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr.
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Goulash

Many years sgo, when the world began

The Lord made one woman and just one man

Put them in the Gsrden of Eden, a beautiful place

And, they were the beginning of the human race

They bore children and their children bore more
Until there were many, where there were none before
There was no color to be conscious of, and,

Hate was only because of a loss of love

As the people began to multiply
Somewhere a difference in race came Dby.
Just when, where, or how, I can't say

But those differences in race remain today.

They're a basis of hate, -and oppression, and fear
A platform for politics year after year
Somewhere, somehow, in every place

The main discussion is agbout some race.

Just what the question is, I do not know,
If you're black, you're not allowed where I go,
That man 1s yellow and he must be barred,

From the perty over in his neighbor's yard.

COPYRIGHT = Joseph C. (Joe) Gﬁnnell. Sr.
¥ith Rigbts To Ilmprove
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That man is red;-another 'sgid
Rather than shake his hand, I'd rather be dead
Another, "I can't. stand a wop"

He should go somewhere and "drop"

That "Kike" is just a no good Jew

He helps keep the country in a stew

And a "nigger" should always keep his place

He isn't fit for the human race

The greasy Greek should never leave Greece
While he's over here, we'll never have peace
That Irish cop, who walks this beat

Should be in Ireland et his majesty's feet

Those Limeys" are a helluva lot
With their "cheerio" and all that rot
And those damned old Dutch should all drop dead

They'!'ve nothing in their empty heads

This is a cross section of America
Home of the“brave, land of the free

Where all men have fought for liberty

‘And are still fighting to keep us free

CUEYRIGET = Joseph €. (Joe) Gunnell,
v HAth Rights o Improva
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‘But we can't have peace at home or any place

Until we become the human race

And forget that color does not make the man
Then we will havé‘a strong, unified land
For somewhere back in 1942

A 51ack man was in sone ship's crew

The ship was sunk by an enemy éraft

And he towed his white shipmates to shore on a Pfaft

On a train, -that was running through the South
Some merchant sailors were heading for port
To take supplies across the sea to our men

And the train crew separated the shipmates and friends

Because one of the sailors was black and others white
The conductor said that they had no right -
To ride togéfher in the same railroad car

Not even to help win the bloody war

But the white friends of the colored man
Refused to be éeparated from their friend
And told the conductor that they were "hell bent"

To report him to the government

CUFLAlCHT - Joseph C. (Joej Gunnell, op. -
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It's good to know that some men know
That a man 1s a man wherever you go

tCause someday vou may need some help yourself

" And a man of another color will says "Find someone else

C e

So the world is 1argé enough for all
No place is really too cramped or small
If we'll all remember, if we can.

That it's charecter, not color, that makes a man.
Joe Gunnell

September 17, 1945

COPYRIGHT - Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr.
¥ith Rights To Improve



Leave Me

Leave me now and let my memories be sweet,
Of things we used to do and places we would meet,
Of songs we used to sing or tunes we used to hum,

Of places where you'd wait because you kmew I'd come.

Leave me now without the'least regret,

Of knowing that we've loved since first we met,

Remember that we danced and held each other tight,
And lived through every day to love at night..
Lesve me now without a thought of ever being blue,
Of knowing when I loved, I cherished none but you;
And in your leaving me, have not the slightest pain,
If you should find another to love againe .

Joe Gunnell

November. 1, 1946

COPYRIGHT = Joseph C.. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr.
¥ith Rights To Improve
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Cde To The Mothball

The moth Llits

And flies around

Not knowing when

Hets mothball bound

The mothball merely

Ties in wait

For moth
And when
He f1its

He knows

to eat;
in the heat,
around

not why

The mothbsll causes

Him to die.

COPYRIGHT < Joseph C.

Joe Gunnell

April 1, 1957

(Joe) Guanell, Lo
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Are Your Evenings Long '

Are your evenings long and lonesomeyj
Have your blue skies turned to gray?
Are you happy since you left mey

Did 1t chase your blues away?

I believe you know I love you;
Therefs nothing I wouldn't do,
Just to try and make you happy:

Can't you see I'm in love with you?

Are you glad we're separated;
Are you happy we're apart?
If you're happy, then Ifm sorry,

*Cguse you ses, youfre still in my hearte
Are your evenings long and lonesome;

Just the same as mine are too?

Dear, I just want to make you happys

For I'm so much in love with youe.

Joe Gunnell

December 19, 1956

COPYRIGHT < Joseph C. [Joe) Gunneli, ...
With Rights To Improve
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Come Back

When you went away,
You took my heart with youe.
My blue turned to gray,

The moment I missed you..

Now I'm alcne
My memories taunt me;
I'm still your own,

You will ever haunt me.

I never knew how much I loved you
1711 you went sway from mee.
Now I know I loved and sdored you,

Won't you come back to me?

Won't you come back

To my loving arms, dear

Just where you should be

I'1ll love and cherish you forever,

Darling come back to mel
Joe Gunnell

December 19, 1956

COPYRIGHT = Joseph ©. {Joe) Gunnell Sr
With Rights To Improve ' :



20;- : "35"’

I Need Somesone

I need someone to talk to at night;

When my daily work is through.

Someone whose presence £ills me with delight,

Darling that someone 1s you

I need someone to hold in my arms
ind leove with 211 my might
Someone who knows how much I love hsr

Darling, that someone is youe.

I wanaer around as 1if lost in a fog:
I'm upset and I'm all at sea,
How would you 1ike to be treated

As you are treating me?

I need someone to fill my heart

With a love thatis true

Someone to change my gray skies to bluey
Darling, that someone 1s youe.

Joe Gunnell

December 19, 1956

oseph T. {Joe) Cunnell, Sr.
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The Day I Died

I died the day I was borne

For this world was filled with chaos, strife and mglice.
Though my screams were those of a -newborn babe,

My spirit was deadened to the misery of the poor,

The persecuted; the enslaved, the downtrodden.

Though my eyes were opened;y I percelved not the sun
Shining from the sky as a great ball of fire,

Warming the earth's bosom by its rayss

Yet, not melting the stone cold hearts of my brothsrs.

I died the day I was borne.

(6]

For though I kicked and sguirmed and wriggled,

It was not the spirit of 1life that moved me,.

But the agony that one must encounter throughout lifee.
The pangs of hate, greed, exploitation rendered mec dsad,.

Even before I had the chance to breathe the breath of lifes.

I died the day I was borne

For here, where the Master walked, was not the love

O0f 1life gnd fellowman but desecration of gll the things

That one would hold dearly to his heart and within its depths.
Here in the world was murder, lust, greed, persecution,

And the coﬁplete disrsgard of man for the need of his brothere.
Where I would try to offer friendship, I was hated,

And when I would seek honorasble employment I vas exploitede.

COPYRIGET = Joseph (€. (Joe) Gunnell, sr
¥ith Rights To Improve l
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I died the day that I was borne.

For the piight of one that would inspire the virtures

Is ground under the heel of those that perpetuats the vices
Efter many years of living in death, I now look forward

To the 1light of 1ife, searching for that place where I

May no longer fear to offer friendship, and love to otherse.
Joe Gunnell

January 7, 1958

COPYRIGHT Joseph C. {Joe) Gunnell, sSo.
With Rights To Inprova ‘



=3 G

aV)
N
[}

The Threshold Of Death

Here I stand at the threshold of deathy

Willingly leaving behind a life filled

With heartbréakg dissppointment, remorse,.
Despondency and utter despair.

A 1ife endowed with failure after fallureyg

Where each attémpt at success is met with

Complete defeat and each smile that would

Adorn my face becomes a vale of tesrse

Here I stand at the threshold of deathyg

Awaiting the coming of the dark angel so thsat

I mey be enfolded bensath his wings of protection
Frum o world that's cruel, cold and unresponsive

To g warm smile, a friendly handshaks, or a

Word of encouragement, nor coffering any of thess.
Where a cheery of greeting to one's fellowman
Stimulates a response filled with hatred and derisione.
A world where religion 1s seated in the narrow base
0f Denomingtionalism, rather thsn in the words of God.
At the threshold of death, I look forward to the
Everlasting shining of the sun, the unclouded heavsns
In 211 of God's glory; where peace, contentment and
Rest from the weary cares gnd toils of life may be

Ended and love will reign supreme, throughout eternitye.

COPYRICET - Jomeph C. (Jos) Gumnell, Srz.,
With Bights To Improvae
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Where love is of the spirit and the smile will be

Returned with a smile.

Where the heart is understood and the good within 1it,
Will shine forth with clear meaning stimulating
Everlasting love and affectlion to those loved.

The threshold of death, where motives are meaningful
And pure, not misinterpreted by those who would
Destroy me and my soul for a mers pittance;

Merely for the sake of destructions.

Come Angel of Darkness and carry me across

The threshold of death into the everlasting lighte.
Joe CGunnell

January 7, 1958

o 0. 1Toe) Gunnelly Br
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I Think Of You

Everytime my heart beats, dear

I think of youe.

Whenever I'm not near you, dear

I think of you
Your gmile inspires me
To do so many thingse.

When I sm near you, dear

My heart just sings and sings, and,

When I go to sleep, dear

I dream of youe.

I pray the Lord to keep, dear
Our love so truee.

You're my one and only

Without you Ifm so lonelys

Everything just seems to keep me

Thinking of you dear.

Joe Gunnell

January 185,

COPYRIGHT < Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr.
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Christmas Poem

One night as shepherds wsgtched their flock
A babe was born among the stock
A manger was the place of birth

But the babs's renown tranersed the earth

Men came to this manger from afar
Following the light of a guiding star
They found the place where the baby lay

And knelt in reverence to pray

They offered gifts to the Holy Chiid
Their voices lew, thelr manner miid
With aswe and respect the worshippsd Him

As the star shone with it's bright gleam

Today we still honor that birth
Though strife and chaes cover the earth
Let's hope the time will come agsin

When there'll be peace on earth, goodwill to all mene.
Joe Gunnell

Decenmber 22, 1944

COPYRIGET = Joseph (. (Joe) Gunne1]
With Rights To Improve
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Lovesong '

‘The sun that lights the earth by day;
A smile that steals your heart away;
The moonrise on the leke at night;

Your srms that held me seo very tight,.

The leve that crept inte my heart
I leved you from - the very start
The seng of leve you ussd to sing

You sre my theughts, my everythimge.

I see your image where ever I goy
I hegr your veice so soft and low;
Your memoryfs always kept aglow

With words you whispered long agoe

I wish that I were with you nowy
I think that things would change somehoWe.
Your nearness always seems to bes

A source of inspirstion to me.

In my lonely reverie,

I hope therefs still é chance for mee.
In my dreams this lonely night,

Your love still burns brighte.

Joe Gunnell

COPYRIGHT =~ Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr.

With Rights To Improve December 22, 1944
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I Don®t Know Why

‘T dent't kvnow why I leve you,
But I leve you it'e true.
Just 1ike I lmow the sky is blueg

Thet's how I know I love youe

I can't say why I miss you,

Though It'm lonesoms and bluse.

T sit alone at night and hope

You love me and miss mes (00
Things that never seemed to matter,
Now mean so much Yo mee

I was so blind that I ccoculdn't see

That those things were meant te be.
I keep on heping aend praylng

That you yearn for me stille

I don't know why I love you, but

I love you, I always wille

Joe Gunnell

November 15,

1944



2‘7 3 ‘54;‘2?;’"‘“

g
o
<
@

There's a 1ittle thing called love
That no one understa
Some show their love by kissing

And others by holding hends.

Same couples go for cer rides
Some just walk thrcough the parlk:
Others like to ge to night clubs,

While some %pet" in the dark.

Soms go to see a movie
Some take a long boat ride
Some go to a picnic

Others just sit side by side.

Some love to go out dancing,
While others like to skates
Some watch the stars that twinklse.

While some just stay out latee.

Some like to play a card game
Wome like to windowe=shops
Others are just happy "jitterbugs",

Who like to sing, "mop, mop".

QQ‘OERIU{"E - Joseph C. (Joe) Gumnell, Sr..
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"A11 of these things that lovers do,

Including watching the moon agboveg
I've o 1ittle girl I love a lot,
And we just love to lovee.

Joe Gunnell

Mey 30, 1945

POPYRICHT - Tose -
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In Retrospect .

Tast night as I lay thinking

In my hut on wmy lonely bed

== My mind muddled as a stagnant poole=
Many thoughts ran through my head.

T wondered what "it was all about",

What I would return teg

A home, & girl with a heart full of love,.
Or just & memory of what I once knew?
Would the home, the téwnp and the people
Still look and be the sames

Or would I appesar as a s

With no one remewbering my name?

Would the kids I once plsyed games with,

Seem strange to me and I to them¥

Would the man that I once worked for

Still went me to work for him?

Would ths streets I'd walked so often

Still be so familiar to me?

0r would bare windows stare thru the darkness,
Bringing haunting, vivid memories?

Will the world still bé full of hate,
Intolerence and prejudice too?

Will men understand brotherhood of. man,

And work to build a peace that's true?

sep! r(J?e) Gunnell, gr.
Righte To Improve
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If others have done some thinking

O0f the peace of the years to comsg,
Will earnestly endsavor to bulld the peacs,
Wetll &1l welcome our tims to coms homee.

Jos Gunnell

August 16, 1945

COPYRIGET




a0

29, =4

=4 @9

Mo ther

When T was but a tiny babe
' Twas for me, her all she gave
No sacrifice was too greatb

To her, my problems had no weighte

Tf sickness came she'd not despair
But bring me fround with tender cars
And undying fsith in God above

For her child, undying love.

If T were near the peoint of death
Tt would be Mom who'd lead the rest
Up to the side of my sick beds

And she would rub my fevered heade

T+ filied Mom's heart with untold joy
To show me off as just her Dboye
Now that I'm a man

My 1ife is still in Mom's plan

Though I'm grown, I'm not too wise
For Mother to guide me, and advisee
When I crossed the deep blue sea,

1Twgs Mother's prayers that followed mee.




ér
[N

(God answered Mother's prayers once more

And Jet me safely reach this shores
She's praying for my shipmates too
Tike all Mothers good and truee.

In 211 this world there 1s no other

Like & guy's unselfish, loving mothere

Joe CGunnell

April 27, 1945
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War Nights

Last night I couldn't sleep,
For out of the darkness desp
Ceme thoughts of many things,

And the horrors thot wer bringse.

The men lead rugged lives;
Faithfuis te faithless wivesg
Loving thelr children so dear
They've not seen for many a year.
N

Thoughts of homes torn asunders
Of pilgramages and of plunder,

0f death, sickness and disegse,

And minds that gre 111 at easece

Thoughts of a world cf peace
And hopes for the war to cease;
To return to a homs agailn

And live as stalwart mene.

Not racked with fever snd paine-
To enjoy life once againg
To work and plan and schems,

And roealize their fondest dreame

€
ol
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One day the time will come

And I'1ll return dear one,
End sleep just as I cught
Free from war's horrible thoughte

Joe Gunnell

June 25, 1945
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Tropic Island Bliuesg

I'm sitting here as blue
As anyone can be;

Right in the shade

Of this o0ld cocoanut tree,
Looking up et a sky
That's so blue ébsv&;
Knowing that I hsven'ti

Arivone for me to lovee.
o

I'm way out hers

On this tropic isle,

Like & 1little, lost child
I don't know what in heck
T'em going to doe

A£11 T can tell you is

That Ifm Just so bluee.

Blﬁe becguse you are

So far away from mee

A11 I can do 1s sit

Here underneath this treee
I look up at night and
ﬁatch a yellow moon,

And wish that you could
Hear me hum my lonely tune.

AN T T T 3
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I guess I1'11 keep the blues

Hold you again in my arms
Never more to roame

I don't want to gemble

Or drink sany booze,

I just wsnt to get »id of
J

These tropic island blues.

Joe CGunnell

June 26, 1945

COPYRIGHT - Joseph C.

(Jou) Gunngll, &r
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Words my lips

Cannot impsrt
Undescribable feeling
Deep in my heart
Head goes resling
When I hear your nams
Go around in circles

But I'm not to blame

Open eyvas

That do noct sce

I hear you speak

My knees get weak

I don't know what to do
Is this love?

If so, then I love youe.
Joe Gunnell

June 12, 1945

"
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Ne One Else

There are nc other grms
For me but.yours dear
There'! 1l be no other 1lips
For ever more dear

Your eyes that shine
Your smile devine

Just linger on

()

Your tender kiss
Brings hesvinly bliss

New, darling, since you're gone
There!ll be no cther love

For me but yours, dear

I ask the stars above

To watch over yeou

No matter where you are

My guiding love

Will always be with you

Ever, the angels will keep

Qur love so true.

Joe Gunnell

June 7, 1945

(Jot) Gunnoll
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No Lenger Lonely

No where to go

]

©

Nothing to 4
I stayed by mysell
Forget how to dance
Forgot 1td ever hieard

Thet old word romance

Egch night I'd sit and watch
My lonely star

This world wgs just en empiy place
'P{1 in my heart you filled & space
Now Ifm no longer lonely

Becgsuse I met youe
Joe Gunnell .

June 12, 1945
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One of the best friends
Ifve ever had
Is a gray haired fellow

kWhom I call Dad

I remember him
From years agc
With his soft mellow voice

Pitched so low

It was Dad who toiled
Te pay the bills
Pay the dectory

For the "hkiddies" 1ils

Ded who longed
For the stsble things
Who knew all the answers

To the "1ittle things®

Ever since Itve
Been able to recall
We were Dad's kids

And he loved us 21X
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One swell guy
God bless end keep h
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So here's your heglth Dad
End many years of joy
hnd a whole world of happiness

Is the wish of your boye.

Jos Gunrnell
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The silvery stars

de

Were shining bright

A slight breeze Dblew
To relieve the heat
The zcent of the air

Was deliclously svweet

I couldn't help

-

Thinking of vou

3

tleath the glory

0f the sterry blue

I theought of you
So far from sight
In the stillness of

The tropic night

While mocnbegms played
Down a starry lane
My undying love

Was born agallr
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My love fo

Has been so
It has made

One

you

Tron
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my 1i

continuous song

Through decades of
Trust snd effection
It's an ideal love

Thaet isg real perfectilion
& love that has never
Left my beating hesrt
Derling 1t will never

Let us part.

COPYRLCHTY -
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Let It Last

The world is now at peace

The rosring guns have ceased

est

fd

Let 1t
May men come home to stay

D

And 1

Instesad of lecosing doasth.
On the ecarth's developed breast
From the battle teks a rest

Let it lest

Men no mere will shoot to kill

Let it lest

They'1l go home their soll to till

Let it last

Let the peace that's o'er the earth
éring to us a brand new birth

0f candld peace and the price 1tfs worth

Let 1t last.

iT - Joseph €. (Joe) Gunno1y, JQ© Gunnell
Vith Hights To Improva

September 3, 1945
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Geneva

When sun shines :

On morning dew;

My heart pinesyg

Iim not near you

My every thought is 6f,
And for you, love
Geneve dear!

When night falls,

I think of you.

When love calls,

I'm calling youl

My very soul is filled
With your beingg
Geneva dear!.

And now sleeb descends on me,
I wonder, dear,.

Where you can be;

You are my love, my guidance,
And my inspiration,

Genevé Dear
Joe Gunnell

June 2, 1945
Dedicated to Charles Pearson and his wife

CAPYRIGET - Jossph C. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr.
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Jane

We rode the range in Californis
In the sﬁnshine; in the rain,
And I never noticed the weather,
When I was with you, Jane
- O'er hill and dale we'd ride together;
Hearts beating in unison,. our hands entwined..
Your 1lips, fresh asvmorning’dewlon roses,
Firmiy, yet gently, pressed to minee..
Hours spent with you seem as minutes;
Time has never so swiftly flown;
My heart was open, you came into 1ty
Now I am yours Janej yours alone..
In my .arms I held you closelys !
And then I kissed you tenderly,
Vowlng that I loved you dearlye.
I surrendered to you willingly.
Every moment I've spent with you
Haunts me vividiy, night and dayy
Reminding me just how I miss you,

Darling, since I've been away

TOPYRIGHT = Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr.
With Rights To Improve
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Each tender kiss you've given me;

Every lovely, haunting strsin,
Keeps returning to my mem'ry,

Bringing thoughts of you, dear Jane.

<]

Joe Gunnell
September 9,

For Kenneth Sapp end his girl

TOPYRIGHET ~ Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr.
¥ith Rights To Impreve
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Should I
Snould I let my head rule my heart

Or should I fall in love agsin?

If things should turn out as before,

Woumld it be worth the pain and strain?

Why let my weak mind get my strong
Heart in trouble

Just for some 11ttle'dame that migh?
"Deal double?"

Should I let my heart rule my head,

Just to be a fool once more

Or shoiild I play smart, close up my heart

And put a padlock on love's door?

Joe Gunnell

December 23,. 1945

COPYRIGHT - Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr.
With Rights To Improve
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A Day With A Child

"As I walked down the avenue
One bfight and sunny day,
A 1ittle child smiled at me

And invited me to playe.

She took me by my big, rough hand,
And led me into the yard,.
Where we built air castles

Toc magnificent for words..

I was her prince charming,
A little princess was she.
I saved-her from a .dragom;

Then she married me.

We had a happy kingdom
And then came a mighty ware
So, I had to leave my princess

And go to lands afar.

I crossed the mighty desertland,
I sailed the deep blue sea,
But everywhere I went, I knew

My pripcegs awalted me.

COPYRIGHT - Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr.
With Rights To Improve
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" Then wé grew tiréd of roydity,
And left the days of olds |

We entered the year of '98

To go and search for golde

I was her handsome cowboy

A He-Man of the West,

Who protected kids end widows

A “erackshot" at his beste

Then after we bullt a ranch house
 And bought a thousand cows.
We gave up ranching to go East

To run an eating house.

We started making mudples;
Boy, could that kid cook!
Her mudpies were delicious

She didn't need a book.r

Soon she was tired of playing,
Time cameyfor her nape
She thanked me feor playing with her;

.I think I leoked a "sap"e.

‘COPYRIGHT - Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell Sr
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But if you want a gooé time
Whenever you're feeling blue,

Play a while with a 1ittle child,

- And your troubles will leave you..

It will keep & smile upon your face
And a song within your hearts
It won't take very long, really

A fine friendship to start:

One thing you can't help but find
That children are sincere
There's not a lot of "fogeyism"

Like from grown folks“you will heare.

Thus, if you want a buddy
Who is kind and good and true
Jﬁst find = child who needs a pal

And your day will be far from blue.

Joe Gunnell

February 12, 1945

COPYRIGAY - Joseph C. (Jog) Genne
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Eventide

In the stillness of the evéning,
As T Watc?ed the setting sun,

In a state of relaxation,

For my daily work was‘done,

My thoughts turned back to you.

As I sat there in the dusk

With my old briar pipe and book

And a glass of wine beside me,

"~ In that cozy little nook,,

I drank a toast to you

While I gazed iﬁto the fireplace,
With its coals of gloWing red

While the words, "My dear I love you"
Just kept running through my head

Those words were meant for you.

As the dusk turned into darkness,.
And the day began to fade,

i just couldn't keep from thinking
Of the lovely plans I'd made;

Those plans were all for you.

COPYRIGHT - Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr.
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Ks the night wore(steadiiy ony,
And the sunset passed from view
To mind there csme a song,

That réminded me of youy

I sang that song for youe

Then I climbed the lonely stalr,
Going to my lonely room,.

And i sald a solemn prayer;‘\
There in the lonely gloom,

I prayed that prayer for youe
Joe Gunnell

. March 3, 1945
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‘The Pacific

A vast velvety blanket of blue, covering

‘A vast expansion of space

Where lazy clouds pause to rest on the horizon.
Where aﬁgels meet in its calmness and
Whén its waters are vengeful, the very )
Dévil from hell 1s present to stir them wpe..
Where the vastness itself ;s\beautifur

And nothing comes between sky and ses;

And spasmodically deep blue waves don

Caps of foamy white that rivel the

Beauty of snow capped mountain peakse.

Where sea gulls fly endle%sly in the wake

Of ships and perch upon a wave now and then

To rest their weary wingse.

Where flying fish streak across the waters .
In silvery, magnificent splendory

Where the sun, instead of setting, seems

To cover itself with a blanket of royal
Blue, and the calmness seems to inspire

A peacefulness within,

COPYRIGHT - Joseph (. (Joe)
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Where the sun's reflection, even though
Blinding, holds the eye to witness its

Own firey, silvery, yet beautiful splendore.
Where each‘end of thé rainbow's arc sits
Upon a regal blﬁe pedastal, adding beauty
And color to the arc itself.

Where the begnm of a tropic mooh are v
Cradled and rocked by the gently breaking
Whvés,fand mighty ships are dwarfed by its
Greatnessy and the secrets locked withip
Its depths and watched over by all the
Stars in the heavens, are still a mystery

To mane
qu Gunnell

April 20, 1945 (at ses)
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Tortured Soul = 2°

Oh, tortured soul, dejected gnd déwn trod

Adjust thyself; prepare to meet thy god.
Remit thy debts, you oWe socletys

Shske not thy condemning finger at me

For did not thy Savior verily cry,.

"Stone not"; but take the beam from thine own eye?
For even though for fairnés§ you are knownj

If you're without sin, cast thou the first stonee.
Why conderm me for my fault; which is but one?
When you've not counted any evils you have done.
Forget that I am homely =~ without charm;
Rememper, that I've never done you harme

Think only of love and kindness, i1f you will

Help your neiéhbor to his feety

If he should chance to spili

Prepare dejected, saddened soul down trod,

Lift up thy face to see thy Living Gode.
Joe Gunnell

August 25, 1945

COPYRIGHT - Joserh C. {Joe) Gunnsil, Sr.
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C Delores
(N ‘ o
I want to give you
A brand new car;v
Travel with you
o To a distant starl
“I want to glve you
A ngding ring,.
My dear Delores,
Of thee I sing!l -
I want to hold you
In my eager sIrms
And shelter you
From 1life's great storms
If you'll be my oueen,*®
I'11 be your king,
My sweet Deiores,
. 0f thee I singt
- And when we've both
Become quite o1ld,.
With silver threads,
Mixed with the gold,
The changing times

.WOn't mean a thing

t Cunnell, ST.
. - _ JOSeph C. (Joe] !
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Because, my:love,

~ 0f you I'1l singl
Joe Gunnell
May 31, 1945

Dedicated to my Buddy - Dwight E. Smith,
Y1C, USN for him and his girl

COPYRIGHT - Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr.
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The Glery Of God
The glory of God 1s reflceted
In the light of the stars and the moon,
The bare branches of trees‘in wiﬁter,

The blooming of flowers in June.

The glory of God 1s reflected
In the sight of a cloudless sky,
By the mercy He shows to sinners

To see some good in you and me.

The glory of God is reflected

In the calm of a peaceful sea,

In the song of birds that soar in the alr

By their nests that they bulld in the tree,

The glory of God is reflected

In & breeze so soft and mild,

In a stretch of sandy desert land,

In 2 mother's love for her child

The glory of God 1s reflected
In a rainbow that shows in the sky

In the trees that make & mighty forest

In the wings of a butterfly.

COPYRIGHET - Joseph C {Joe
. ) Gunnell
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The glery of God is reflected

In a temper that's soft and mild

In the song of a happy boy ofvgirI
In the wistfulness of a smilee.

A1l these things reflect God's glory
In earth end syy and sesa.. °

I hope that someday that glory
Might be reflected in mes’ ‘

Joe Gunnell

December 1945
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Vesper Hour
As I sat in the chapel at‘vesperg
Wnile twilight was drawing nigh
The 6rgan music, reminded me .
0f memories of days gone bye.
In the chapel, a beaufiful stillness
Filled mé with reverence and awe
No sound disturbed my meditatlons

As I worshipped my God on high..

The beautiful hymns they sang
Were a source of inspiration
Those sesme hymns heve made weak men strong

And given strength te our nstion

And in that chapei I sgid g prsyer
For men in this world; everywhere,.
Let them turn to God againm

Bless us one and all...Ameni

God help us as we go along
To keep within our hearts a songjy
Keep also in our hearts a prayer

Let us help others, their burdens share.

COPYRIGHT = Joseph C (Joe) @
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God grant that we‘may always be

True to ourselves, country, and Thee

To treast our neighbor as we should

Create in our hearts some good.

An if we should traverse the earth
Help us ss we venture forth
For truth and right to take our stand,

And lend our neighbor a helping hande

Dear God in heaven, hear our prayer

Thet men in this world...everywhere

Will turn to Thee, our God, again

Blessc us one and allee o»o.Amenl- | :‘

Joe Gunnell

February 27, 1945
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| You
You asre my thoughts, my everything;
You are my life the song I sing;
You are my soul, my guiding star;

Whether you are nesr or fare.

You are my sunlight after raing °
You are the balm to ease my pain;
You are the love that warms my heart;

My constant companion though we're apart.

You are my flower that blooms in spring;
You're the beagutiful music of chimes, that ring;
You are my strength, my moral support,

In life's great storm you're my "home port".

You are my beauty, my love, my artt
~-You are the mainstay of my heart.
Through the day you are an inspiration;

At evening you're my relaxatione.

And when I breathe you are my airyg
When I pray at night, you are my prayery
You are my lifeboat on life's ses;

You are this whole wide world to mee.
Joe Gunnell

Februsry 22, 1945
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Time Stopped

Time stopped
When I met you
My heart K

Skipped a beat or two

I looked into your eyes
And my head went reeling
Somewhere inside of me

I had the strangest feeling

Birds sang
When I looked at you
Bells rang

From out of the blue

It a1l happened suddenly

There was nothing I could do

Because time stopped, when

I fell in Jove with youe.
Joe Gunnell
June 7, 1945
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Reverie q
ks I sat staring into space
Into the lonely gloom,

The image of your lovely fsce

Come into my rooms

You did not spesky not ons word,
Just ilooked a® me and smiled
And yet I heard, your tender voice

So soothing, calm and mild.

You held my hand in thet lonely roomg
My spirite sosred on high.
Your eyes were brightly shining,

As stars up in the skye.

Yet even 1in my reverie,
And I sm alone with you,
I know the dream is not the thingy

I must have the real, sweet you.

So wait for me my darling,
Until I shall returns
If the spark of love is there

.Sweetheart, just let it burne.

FEIADVDY QYO - = %
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— So let it burn for me my lovel
As my love burns for ﬁou;°
Then let us face this war torn world

Together, just us two.
. Joe Gunnell

January 29, 1945°
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Moon Watch
I set and watched the moon one nighty
Its brightness filled the skye.
I longed for your arms around me tight,~i

And blinked the mist from my eye.

Then I saw the stars as they appeared, .
Twinkling one by one.
Now I kn ow why lovers prefer

Moonlight in place of sune.

Oh, moon, what magic spell you cast
Over sentimental mel
I cennot help but watch your gleam;

Where ever I may bel

You shine pescefully over waters,
And calmly through the:trees,
Csuse sentiment and emotlion,

And put restless minds at easé.

And as you go across the sky,
Casting your glow from way up high
Reflecting, in waters, your beams so bright,

You shall be guardian of the nighte.

Joe Gunnell

fpn mes Gunnell, e
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Night Song

I watehed the sky one night at dusk
And saw é star appeare
It was a light to gulde our love

That grows stronger year by year.

The beauty of that star did shine
As a diamond reflecting light,
A realizztion came to me

Of the beauty of the nighte

I gaw the moon, round, red snd full
Casting a mellow gleamy
Its reflection in the water below

Added beauty to the stream..

The water rippled endlessly
Over a rocky bede
A sound of music hsunted my earsy

A tune ran through my heade.

The night is filled wl th beauty
0f stars and moon and treese
A fullness lay within my hesrt;

My mind was at peace, at easee.

ICOPYRIGHT = Joseph €. (Joe) Gunnsll, Sr.
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I sat on a leg at the edgg of the stream,
As 2 balmy, soft breeze blew;
And though I triled, I couldn't keep

My thoughts from turning to youe

o
Joe Gunnell

February 18, 1945
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Prayer For Ny Son

My son is just a 1little lad,
But just te hear him say "Hi dad%,
Fills my heart with untold pride,

Ged be ever gt his side.

Let it not become his fate,
To be prejudiced and filled with hate »
Let him be a stalwart man,.

Plsy the gams by Thine own plale

Helpme keep respect and pride
So I can, his footsteps guidse.
Let nhim hold his head up high,

And look the world stralght in the eye.

Keep his hand steady; his heart strongs
Keep his mind active, on his 1lips a songe.
When he should encounter strife,

Give him courasge, guard his lifes

Give him strength, vitality;.youthy
Let him elways speak the truthe
Should trouble come his way,

Give him strength from day toc daye

. ACOEKEIGHT = JOSE‘PL‘ c. {J .
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Let him firmly take his stand,
Face the world and be a mahe
Let him not from trouble run,

Gods please guide snd protect my soni
Joe Gunnell

February 2, 1945

COPYRIGRT ~ Joseph €. (Joe} @

Ty ] 7
' poa b S
Wadlilixen, o7

"Hith gights To Improve



COPYRIGHT - Jaseph {

Fglth

Failthoeoo

Something you feel deep in your soul;
An incentive to work toward your goal,
A comfont where ever you may be,

h lighthouse on life's dark, stormy sea.

Faitheoo

We need it in God and men,:

A foundation on which to stand,.
Needsd in the darkest hours

In God's unfailing powere

Faitheoo

In the land in which we live,
In what meager service we give
In the ones we truly.love

In almighty God above.

Faitheoeoe

An undying faith we need

In the planting of a seed

That the planted seed will grow

Keep faith where ever you goe

Joe Gunnell

Co {Joe) Guamell, =
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Prayer For'My Daughter

Shets just a 1little girl of five,
Mentally alert; physically glive.
She likes to rip and run and play;

She's happy all the livelong daye

I see her hailr way down hser back
She! s busy as a "jumping jack",,
She's busy from sun up %1l night,

Lets nct a move escape her sighte

It makes me feel so very glsd
To hear her says "I love my dad".
Shets just a child and yet "so grown':

I love hery for, she's still my owne

I hope I can help make the worlid
Safer for my baby girlt
So she can live quite free from fears,

Abundantly throughout all her years.

God grant that I may cease to roam,
So that I may make,. for her a home.
Let me live from day to day

To give her guldance on her waye
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Grant me power from above
To be worthy of her loves
No metter where I ehance to be,

God bless my baby girl is my pleal
Jos Gunnell

February 2,
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Will I find happiness
Beyond the horizon of 1life?
Or will I enter ancther world

To encounter more suffering and strife?

What future lies beyond the gravs
What mystery does the future hold?
Is hell and damnation the end

Of life's struggle of the humble soul?

Does conscience prick the wicked,
Vo defv g1l laws of respect and courtesy?
Who crowns the many unselfish souls

<

Contributing much, for the good of humsnity?
g N

If these things are true, as we believe,
What chance have some of us for reprieve?
For in cur hearts we hats, and we oppress;

And biock otheris paths to reach true happinesse

So if we believe in God, then let us fear

To do injury to our fellowmen, we meet

And let us try to trust and understand,

That we can help to gulde his stumbling feet..
Joe Gunnell

COPYRIGET - Joseph C. (Joe) Guansll, Sr.
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Lovers Lane

Qut of the tropic night thers coﬁes,

Tunes from an old refrailn

And you and I stroll arm in arm,

Once more down lovers lanes

Wé kissed there 'neath the ruétling 1@ave;,
My heart filled with sweet pain.

For holding you in my armsawas sweet,

As we paused there in lovers lanee.

Your words, spoken softly and swestly to mey
- I now hear them once again,
our fingers entwine as you hand meets mine,

ind welre strolling down lovers lane.
My dream now fades as night grows still,
The hutts roof is pounded by rain, :
But the memories clear, I hold so dears.
Keep returning to lovers lanee
Joe Gunnell
August 25, 19435
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Quiet nook, the silent waters,
ship in the distance afar

‘sunny day, a child at play,

= e > =

ride in an open care.

A picnic in ‘the park in spring,
The birds flying swiflty by,
The elang=clang of the trolley bell,

An airplane in the skye.

The busy streets in town at day,

=3

‘he theabre crowds at night,
A blind man stumbling aelong his way
& cry from out of sighte.

The school house on the corner;
With a lunchroom close by,

A cop on the beat at evening,

Until the traffic dies..

A phone rings in a building,
A peddler cries aloud,
The sun has ceased to shine,

Tt's hidden by & cloude

CO‘-‘:.;}Y.RIGHT - JOSepb C. (Joe) Gmnellg
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Tt rains and thunders loudly,
Then a rainbow appsars,
A mother comforts her baby,

It smiles at her through tesarse

A dad chgstizes junior,
He eries with g1l his might,
And then all is forgiven;

And trouble has ceased by nighte.

As you go aloﬁg from day to dey;
These are the things yoqfll findy
T.ove, oy, sarrow and baauty,
Theyfre part of your 1life and mine.

o

Joe Gunnell

February 13, 1945

Gunnell, oo,

[



i
o)
i

2
¥

Faithless

There once was a love
That I cherished very deasrly
Somewhere deep inside me

It's voice keeps calling clearlys.

Come hack to me my dearest o o
And I'11 always be truee.
Dontt leave me becausze Ifve erredy

I want no one but youe

Bach day and night I wonder
Juct why I'am so upsete
I pace and walk and blunder

Your voice is calling me yeto.

Itm like avchild once burned,
By soms fire's roaring, blazing hesat,
Thus, venture to a distance safe for warmth

But if the fiames expand, then I retreate

Though I may still want this love
I'm so afraid to make the try
To fan the flame that's so near gone

Yet, hoping reverently it will not die.

COPYRIGHET ~ Joseph C {dJoe} ¢ ]
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Ah, love why do you torture me?
What have I done to you?
I've gaked only one thing of thee:

That thou would ever remain truse.

Thus faith and trust did slow refurn o
And viewpeints changed from old to new
Once mors I'1l maske the search to find

4 love thatis sweebt, strong and truse

c

Joe Gurnnell

COPYRIGHRT - Joseph (.

J .
With Bights To pppe "011s S5,

0. Improve



Bad Day

When you awake in the morning,
¥filth & heppy little SOﬁg;
And before the day is over

It seems forty hour longe..

Vhen the song you sing is off key,
£nd your music is kinda droll,
And §ou get a cup of coffee;

And the "hagshehouse® hasnt't a roll.

When your work time 1s just dragging
And your leisure time fliss by
And your "old lady's" constant nagging,

Makes you. darn near want to crye

When your Tom Collins is too scur,
And there is no good old cheer,
And you order g glass of krew,

ind get a glass of foami not beere

And vou do éll these things in one day,
Trying to work, play and get along,
Itis just one of those darned old days,
That everything just goesAwrongL

Joe Gunnell
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Weigh Anchor

Weigh gnchor from the ses of sorrow,
Cast off your lines of woeg

Set your sall to embark tomorrow,

On a vo&age that may seem s8lowe

For the sea of life is treacherous,
And uncharted with reefs unknown,
But face each day of your voyage,

Unafrsid, for you're not alcnee
Joe Gunnell

September &0,
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Wishing For Statesilde

T've seen pineapples in Hawallyg
Sugar cane and tall palm treesy
And ships out in the harbor;

To supply the "forces" needs.

I'ye-s8een cocoanuts on Guam,
knd figs and bananas too;
Seen the mountains ef the island;

And the tangled jungles tooe.

End all the time Ifve traveled
T*ve 3een the deep blue seas
But o? all these scenic places

o

Home is the place for me.

Yes; home with the 1little children
And all its family ties
Is better than these lonely nights

Boneath the tropic skies

Back home with dear pld Mom and Pop
Tho! o0ld feshioned they may be
Are darned sight better companlons

Than & doggoned cocoanut tree

r
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Back home with‘sistérs and brothers
And old friends of the family

Who never will forget you .

No matter where you may, bee

At home where you know "what's cooking"
Most any time of the day

End you dqn'tlhave to ask a soul

If 1t's okay if you "hit the hay"e
Yes, s home that iIs a long way off
From this desolate, lonely "rock"
End when I reach the U. Se. Ae

T111 bend down and kiss the docke

Joe Gunnelil

July 10, 1945
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The Girls

Sally likes me for my moneys

Susie thinks I'm lots of fung

Mary wantg.someona to play with,

I just happened to be the onée.
Little Maria says I'm funny

I call Betty a "little dove'..
Ellzabeth 1s tops with meg

She's the one I reslly lovee.

But to keep my heart from breaking,
I must not cling to just one girle
For, they play with men's affections,
Keeping masculine minds in a whirle.
Thatfs why I go dancing with Edith,
End snuggle close to Elolsee.

T 1ike to hold. hands with Anna

To keep my restless mind at eases

I leve these girls, one and allg
Theyfre the "salt" of finsst graine
But I refuse to single one out,

1Cause I 1likee '"no pain = no strain."
Joe Gumnell

December 23,
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Fith Bights Io lmprove

1945



64 =103=
. Homeslck
When you're far away from home
And you're burdened with the blues,
And a very funny feelihg
Runs from your head, down to your shoss

C

Then, you're homesick}

When you can't see any beauty

In the earth or sky or sea

And everything's lost its meaning
Where ever you may chance to be

Then,, you're homesickd

When you think about a girl
With a lot of lovely charms
And you spernd your time just wishing
She was laying in your grwms

Boy, youfre really homesickd

When a 1ittle tropic isle
Holds no peace or no appeal,
And you dream of tendef kisses,
Wishing they were really real

Yes, you're homesicki

COEZEIGHTf Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr
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Tho! the days are bright and sunny,
And the breeze that blows is warm
Still the valley in ths distance
Brings you memiries of the farm

You know, you're homesickt

Ohﬁ vou bathe eout in the open
Undernesth the skies above
A&nd the only feeling in you,
Is 2 hungry, unfed love

Youtrs really homesickti

But. I guess I'1ll have to tell you
That there!s nothing I can do

'Cause with g1l this doggone talking
I am homssick too0e.

Yes, I'm really homesickt
Joe Gunnell

July 17, 1945
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Home Sweet Homs

Down in the valley

Sc deep and green

The light from a hut
Through the darkness gleamse
It was that little place
Ivlevf’cs to roam

But I returned to the hut

t0guse itis home swest homee.

In a crowded city

Down in the slums

Stands a tenement house

To which few people comnse

I left this place

The world to roam

But csme back to the tenement

1Cause 1t's home sweet home.

In a southland town,
Near s cotton patch,
Stands a tumbledown shack

tFore a berry patche

‘T left the South

To go north and roam
But came back to the shack

tCguse itts just home sweebt home.

COPYRIGHT = Joseph C. (Joe) Cunnell, Sr.
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In & village

Near the cityts edge

Stands a 1little blue cottage
Midst clo§e ceropped hedgs

I left the village

The bilg city to "erack"y
But the little blue cottage

Is calling me backe

In the residential section

Of & city largs,

Stands a ten room house
Through which I once did barge
But I left the city

The world to sese.

Now that ten room house

Calls back to mse.

In a 1ittle town

Waits e little girl,,
Waiting for me to end
My tour of the world. -
Soon I'1ll return my love

And I%11 no more rosie

COPYRIGHT = Joseph C. {Joe) Gunnell Sr
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Together welll make

Our home sweetl home.

°

Joe Gunnell

June 2, 1945
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Our Flag

Millions of men have fought and died,
Millions of mothers, proud, have cried,
Because their sons so true and brave

Gave théir lives; our flag to save..

Tﬁe flag whose colors, red, white and blus
Means men who arevbraves qnd pure and trusee.
That flies c'er our i1sland and proudly waves

Paying tribute to the soldiers gravese

Who died so gallantly as herces do,.
To keep our flag wsving, protection £or you
In order that our land may be,

The symbol of men, who must stay frece.

Our flsg, that men, though fated for death,
Will hold it high while gasping for breath.
That means so much that men will die

Tc keep "that banner® waving highs

Which stands for freedom from want and fear,
And men leave home year after year
To serve in uniform under that flag,

Called "01d Glory"; a battle scarred "rag".

COPYRIGHT - Joseph C. (Joe) Cunnell, gr
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It's a great symbol of truth and right,
And men will fight with all thelir might

To keep it waving so we can proudly says

Weire real Americans in every waye

%o let us not our flag betraye.

Nor the men who died so far aways

From homes they never returned to seeg,

In order that we might still be free.

And let there be in our great land,
One nationality for which to stand
No matter what the color of s man

Respsct him if he's an hAmericane.

For the fighting in this dayy
Is for the "Geod 014" U. S. A
thse people consist of every race;

Who'tve come from glmost every place;

On the face of this earth, thet's known

And theyfve settled in our native land;

to man

That friend and protecfor of the oppressed,

And takes the persecuted to her breaste.

As the flag bears colors of different hue

Soc does our countryt!s population tooce.
TLet men of America proudly say,.

I'm a citizen of the U. S, A.

COPYRIGHT = Joseph €. (Joe) Gunnell, &p
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And all the men who gave their life

In every struggle so filled with strife
Should know they hed not died in vain

If they could see "01ld Glory! fly again.
And knew thet men wsre equally free,

And shared the same sweet liberty,

And peard the people say zgein and againg

"Tim gan American Citilzen®!
Joe Gunnell

June 23, 1949

SURIEET - Joseph C. (Joe) Gunneli, Sr.
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Try To Smile

Though your heart's abouﬁ to break,
Your all may be at sﬁake,

You're feéling very blue,

Don't know just what to do,

Just try to smile.

Though you're losing everything
Though you try, you Just can't singy
Your 1lips seem to be sealed:

Your spirit can't be healed,

Keep trying to smile.

Even though you have the blues,
And may holes in both your shoes,

And you haven't any luck,

| And feel as if you'll just give upy

Just try to smilee

Though there are patches in your pants,
And all your cans have turned to cant's
And you're wondering j;st who

Could be any worse off than you

Keep trying to smilee.

COPYRIGET = Jogeph €. (Joe) Cunnell, sr.
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Just don't worry; neither frét,
Luck is coming your way yvet,

And youfll wear a smileg not frown
And ruﬁ trouble out of town,

So, Just try to smilee.

Joe Gunnell

July 15, 1945

EORYRIGAT ~ Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr.
Hith Rights To leprove
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Itve Wailted For You

Seems @s if I've waited all of my 1life
Just for you.

Untll we met all my days and my nights
Had been bluce

I've yearned for somecne like you, dear, .
And Ifve been waiting year af%@ﬁ YeaTle
Things all seemed so unrea%y

'Ti1 I met you == youfre my ideale..
Things are now rosy for me, dear,

Sincé you came aldnge |

Instead of sitting and‘sighing5 my life
Is now one happy songs

S0, nowy my darling, hold me tight

End say that everything's all right

End It1i always be glad that I waited

Dear; just for youe.

Joe Gunnell

September 15, 1945

COPYRIGAT - Joserh C. (Joe) Cunnell, .
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Forever

Yeoutre the sweetest girl
Itve ever met,

I love you‘dearly
Without any regrete

I 1ove.youf ;oice,

Your tender smile,

Your touch so light,

Your temper milde.

I crave your kiss,
Your fond caress,
I'm yours, my dear,

I must confesse

And derling, though
Wetre far apert,
You're with me
Right in my hearte.
End when this war
Is finglly through,
I'11 be returning,.

Sweetheart, to you

COPYRIGET - Joseph C. (Joe) Cunnell,
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I'11 hold you tight
And kiss you, tooy
And tell you again,

Of(my love so truee.

I love that's lasted
Through passing years
A love that's been great

Undimmed by tears,

4 love that has
Withstecod the test;
A& love so grest,

It's Irsaven bleste

And so, my 1locve,
I can say no moree..
I'11 cnly leve you

For evermoree..
Joe Gunnell

June 4, 1945

COPYRIGHT - Joseph (. (Joe) Gunneil
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Peace : o

Somewhere there is some peace
And someday this war will ceases
Then, I hope that the world's ideal

Wi1ll be something that is real.

No more mass death or destruction;
Fach man will make his own -Waye.
Without great fear snd oppressicon,

And with heppiness f£illing his daye.

Men will return to homes
From lands that are battle scarred
And try to live & 1life of peace

Unbesmirehed, and unmarred by wWale

Tet peace réign in this world,
And death and destruction cease;
Let the stopping of this war

Endow us with lasting pescee.
Joe Gunnell

July 18, 1945

'COPYRIGHT < Joseph C. (Joe) CGummell, Sr.
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Time

There is a time for everythings

A time to play, a time to sing

A time of ‘night, e time of day

A time to bow our heads and pray

A time for love, a time to smile
There's evenutim@ to rest a while
Time to sell, and time to buy

Time for anger, time to cry

Time to come, and time to go

Time to harvest, time to sow

Time to laugh, and time to slgh
There ccmes a time when we must die
A time to leose, a time to win

Time for beginning and time for an end
No matter where; or in what clime

The things sre governed there by time.
Joe Gunnell

July 24, 1945

COPYRIGHT - Joeeph C. (Joe) CGunnell, &r.
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My Pal Joe

I've got a buddy

Wetve been pals for yearss
Wetve both seen heartachesy;
We've both shed tesars

When we were kids

Long years ago,

We both knew Joys,

That came to goe

We knew the same girlsg
We played thé same games:
We went the same places:
We hed the same namese.
His name was Joe,

So wgs mine,

If he were around,

I wasn't far behinde.

We never quarreledsy
We'd never fight
We're the best of palsy
Really, Joe's all righte.
If I were broke,

_ And needed "“dough',
I'd Just call Joe;

Hetd see me throughe

WOFYRIGET < Joseph €. {Joe} Gunnell, Sr.
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- If I were hungry,
And gway from home;
He was still my pal;
Where ever he'd roame.
As time passed on
And we became men
Thet guy named Joe

Wes still my friende.

If T needed acljvice9
He'd offer hise.

He wes never‘wrong;
He was really a whilz.
I hope that as

The years go by,

This true friendship

Will never die.

For one in this world,
Who would 1live,

Must offer friendship
Must take and give.
So here is to

My buddy Joe

One heck of a guys

But he's my pal, Joe

. (Joe) Cumnell, Sr.
ite Fo Improve
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We're no longer kidsy
We're now both men
I tell by his handclasp,

He is still my friend.
Joe Gunnell

February 12, 1945

El

°

Dedicated to Joe Boyd, a boyhood psl and a manhood friend.
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Lovesick"

There's an emptiness in my heart
That only you can fill;
A pain that's in my soul

Thet tertures; but does not kille

I iost my heart to you
One dreary lonely night,
When 811 my thoughts were restless,

And nothing seemed juat right.

You were temptation for me.
That I couldn't put asidee.
Though you merely pitied me then,

My love doth with you abidee.

Your love did strengthen me
And give me brightest hopee
Your tenderness touched me:

I was bound; but not by rope.

Not beund by rope nor thongs,
To still my restless feet
But to specific romantic songss

My pounding heart did beate

(COPYRIGTE < Joseph C. (Joe) Gummell, Sr,
Yith Bights To Improvs



Songs only you and T
Held, dear, in our memory; that

Seemed as 1f the words were written

Just for you and me.

But ere your love should fles,
Far from my tortured soul,
It8 never more be freeg

For, love wouldst take its telle )
Jos Cumnell

July 10, 1945

Iy T = —
COTYRICHT = Joseph (
Fith Richis

A4

. {Joa) Gunn@ili Sr
tg 7 ;

8 Yo Iszprove



T4 e ‘ =125
My Girl
Just one kiss from you
Is all I need,
On Which‘my starved soul

Would heartily feed

One look into your eyes,
One beaming smils,
Would be paradise,

And maeke 1life worth while

If the sound of your voice
In my ears would ring,
I'd bs clevatcd

From pauper to king.

So kiss me my love,
And speak scoftly to mes
If you would hold my hand gently

Oh, how'happy I'C be.

Then nothing at all
In this whole wide world
Will contredict my beliefg

That you are still my girl.

Joe Gunnell

TOPYRIGAT - Joseph €. {Joe) Gunnell, Sr,
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The “"Roek"

Oh, we left the good old mainland

Thaet we call the U, S Ae

End we're ocut here on th

0f lots of work and 1itt

j
Vi)

le Pl‘aye

strengsland,

Yes, we left our homes and families

And the girls we dearly

We worly, and sweat, and

Wendering, "Where's the

Yes, we know that times

love

cuss like hell,

C1d FPesce

In our homeland fcross the seg

But it's swester over thers

Than way out here, where we be.

Yes, that sugar ration's tough,

And the ges and rubber toos

But I'd drink my coffee

black

If T could see my love so truee.

ot
Dove?.

End I dont't think I'd mind walking

If I hed some place to go,

It's as hot as hell ocut

here

So, I wouldn't mind some SOV




When it rains, 1t rains in sheets.
Yet, the thunder doesn't roar;
But, I'd gledly welcome thunder

Just to reach the old home shore.

Well, wyou talk about the butter,
Saying itts herd as hell to gete
But you still get whiskey there

ol

Boys, out here, "Aln't had none, yebt."

Bverything is topsy turvy
In this dizzy, cragzy worldy
And I1td give my very last dollar

For e kiss from my %old girl%.

Boy, they say that "War is hellW.

And boy, that is only about half;
Itis Just Eeing away from home

That makes it hard to stand the gaffe.

Joe Gunnell

June 2, 1948

r &
L
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Overtime

He awolte from sleep
With reddened eyes

He had to work todays

He bothed and dressed
. ind dined with haste

ind went merrily on his waye

At noon he sgtopped
For o hurried lunch

And a refreshing drink or twWee

Went Tack to his Job
To finish his work

And quit when the whistle blewe

When evening came,
He changed his clothes

And started to leave on time.

But, as tc what hsppenedeees
I'11 bet you know!l

~ He had to work covertime.

Joe Gunnell

Joe) Gunnell, Sr.
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Thoughts COf You o

Egch night I watch g tropic moong
My heart has an empty space
Reserved for you alone, my lovey

No one can teke your plgcee.

No star 1s brighter than your eyese.
Your smile ecan dim the sune
I hear your veice, ring clearly

Each evening, when day fs donee
The worde of love you spoke to nis
Still ring within my esr.

And when my spirits src depresssd,
Those words still bring me cheer..

Joe Gunnell

Mey 31, 1845
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Colerado

With mountain pesks
Cepped with snowg

And gorges deep

Thousands of feet below,

And roclk formations

ael

Of vearious kindss:

b

Deep in her esrth

Her wealthy mines.

Her mounteins so high,

Her valleys so greeng

St

Her men are meng

Strong straight and clesne

Where cattle grazs,
On pegceful slopese.
And blizzards rage;

And cowbeys spin ropes.

Where they have rodeos
For benefit showsg, and
To the best "bronco buster"

The lasurel wreath goese

(Joe) Gunnery,
Lo Iuprove
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Where & horse thief hanged
For his great misdeed.
And a men, from childhood,

Knows a darn good steede.

Thies is Coloradoc,
Nature at her besty
One great,; begutiful state

In Americets Waste

Joe Cunrnell

COPYRIGHT
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Memoriss O0f You
Memorles sweet, of days we lmewg
Your love for ms and mine for you;
The 1ittle welks we used to take
Cut In the country or by the lake.
<
The rides we took in e ricksty cary
The night we vowed by every starg
To love esch other, come whalt mayy

That love grows stronger day by daye

The way you used te hold my hand,
Unspoken words we'd understand;
Your tender kiss, your fond cerecss,.

My head upon your soft warm breasste.

The meonlight strolls just sfter dark,
Across the way in the 1little parke
If youtd feel like walking still

Wetd go and c¢limb our lookout hill.

We'd look down on the town below,
Or enjoy naturec's 1little show,
Of moonlight through the trees at night,

Ignoring the cityis blinking lights.

- Vo Cunne” gr,
Joseph €. (Joe) Gunneld, &¥e

T33P
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No matter whst I gsay or do,
No magtter where I chance to go,
I'11 keep those memories of you

Because, my dear, T love you so.

o

Joe Gunnell

May 18, 1945
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Journey's End

Whatts amiss in your thoughts, my friend?

Are you thinking eof your joé?neyﬁs end?

Are you thinking of the good you've donsg

ks you sit wat@hihg the ssttiﬁg sun?

Are you thinking of evil'yau may have met?
r some hgunted event you cagn't forget?®

Why so pensive my desr friend?

Are you efreld of your journey's end?

The trail hes been rugged, bumpy and hards

Eesier paths to tread; to you were barreds

®
]

But do net whimper snd whine my friend,

For yours should be a pleassant journey's ende

If you travel with felth in your fellowman,

The truth on vour lips and s weaponless handg

Then darkness and ghosts you needn't fear, my friend:
For youtll safoly reach your journey's ende

Though time seems slowly to pass you by,

Keep a clear head and & watchful eye.

You'll find peace and contentment, my friend,

When you shall reach your journey's ende

Joe Gunnell

August 25, 1945
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Raestless’

If sleep would only close my wWeary eyed,

And endow my dreams with likenessesz of Theeg

But welcome pesaceful slumber hesartilye.

If restless; tossing, slumber would only ceass,
And restful, pesceful sleep abound my roomg

My chambsr would not know darl, evil shadows,

And I'd dismiss gll thoughts, so full of gleoom..

If oenly night weuld grant ms @ulet and peace,
And rost without continucus toss and turng
Itd gladly welcome ewening shsdows,

Fres of the memories that so deeply burne

Once more I'11l try to close my burning eyes,
And clegr my mind of vivid thoughts of Thees
Te 1lie g 8till and motionless as death, 1ltself,

Until complete exhgustion overtakes mee.

Then I return sgain to restless dreams;
Dreams full of things that causes one to weepy
Dreanms full of things that happen, not in 1life,

But only in @ man's own troubled slespe.

e , : Jos rnell
COPYRIGHT = Joseph €. (Joe} Gumnell, Sr. Gurne Ll
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&k Peaceful Wish

May peace £111l Thy heart and Thy lifeg

May Thy temples, Thy family and homes

Be endowed end blessed with the pesce and rest,

That only the peaceful have knowne

May peace réign over Thy world;

In time of work and play;

May strife, chsos and desiruction,

lever trgvel the paths of Thy daye
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Thy colleagues and gll of Thy friendsg

And el1l1 through this 1life, no matber what

o

comes,

May Thou be blessed with that peace *til the ende

Joe Gunnell

Bugust 11, 16456

COPYHIGHT - Joméph C. (Joe) Cunnell

LR = %

With Rights To Improve

G
T4



z a @
8&#@ L

A Peaceful Dream

I had a dream ¢f you

And a feeling of peace and contentment

Welled up within mee.

I was aware, only, of your loveliness,

Your intoxicating kisses end your most tender caresse.
And I knew that your love was true:

That it wes & love that man experiences

Only once in a lifetimee..

In that dream I lived once more.

I knew what 1t meant to love someone,

knd to be loved by thet person,

Wholeheartedly, and unsclfizhly.

You kissed me sgain in thet drssm end you
Are the only girl that had ever affected
Me in such @ way by a kiss. |

My head became light, my knees became weal,
My bedy was in a state of suspended animationsg
My very soul drifted on a wave of ecstasye

I had a dream of you,

And yet the dream was as real as 1life to me;
Your touch, the light in your eyes, your kissy

I sew and felt each movement you msdeeo.

I heard each word you whispered tenderiye
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I felt a strengthening of ny weakening

Morale here on this lonely islande

I knew that somewsy, somehow, I had to returm to youe
I knew that no matter where I go,

You wou%d be in my thoughts and in my hesrt;

Thet my every deed weould be inapired Dy youe

You, and you slone, can mske my lovely dream come true.
Jos Gunnell

(o3
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Missing Yon

I miss you more end more each day,

I love you in the same old way,

I wish that I could hold you tightly;
Whlle the tropic moon is shining brightiy.

2

I wish thet you werc hers wlth ms,

4

'Way escross this deep blue sea,

Cr wish that I were there with you;
Wish we were together, just us two.

I guess»my wish is just a dreszu,

We'lre parted by a great, wide "strean",
But I'11 be home some sunwy day,

End love you in the sams old waye.

Yes, I'11l be home some sunny day
To love you in the same old wayy 5
The way I loved you from the start,

I'11 love you 'til death "dc us part.”
Joe Gunnell

May 381, 1945

JOPYRTATM
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Prayer For My Country

America, a country blsest,
With purple mountains to the West,
With citiea large throughout the land,

Long may your mighty buildings stand.

To lead the world in making peace,
May your honest efforts never cease.
God grant that men will come to know,

[¢]

That unity makes one's country grow.

Your rivers deep, your forests tall,
Your vast heguty fills cne with aws.
To keep our country always free,

And look always, eur God, to Thsee.

For comfort, strength, and courage too,
For minds as fresh as morning dew,
For conscience, free as air from guills,

Undying spirit free from silt..

Mey we face a fellow of sany land,
Treat, and respect him as g mang;
So that we may not live to see

Our countrymen suffer Indignitye.

COPYRIGHT - Joseph C. (Jee) Guunell, sp
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Exterminate the crime, lynch;
Keep our lend fres from that stench;
And let our country really be,

Home of the brave, land of the free.

So God of our fathers, I solemnly pray,
Thet men will learn day after days

To 1ive and let live as they go,

So as not to fear harvest of what they sowe

Joe Gunnell

Februray 13, 1945

COPYRIGHT - Joseph C. [J2e} Sunnell. Sr.
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True Friendship

It isn't bought or sold,

It's worth its wélight in gold;
It's reaql and not a dream,

And constant as a stream,
Unaffected by sun or raing )
And stronger tﬁah any chain,
It's found in any clime,

Grows stronger with passing of tine,
It's around today and tomorrow,,
In happiness and sorrow,

It's cherished 1n every land,

True friendshipee.a treasure of mane
Joe Gunnell

April 15,, 1945
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i Mom"

Mom==

My teacher snd my guldey

In times of trouble she's at my side;
Who always knows just what to do,

When trials and hardship confront you.

¥ho loves her children most of allj
She's always at thelr beck and cally
To teach the difference 'tween right and wrong,

End makes our lives a héppy songe.

Who would, her own life gladly give;
So that ner beloved child might 1live,
And everytime she prayss her prayer,

Is thet God will, her children sparee..

Mommn

Whose child runs to her when it cries;

- Who tenderly burshes tears from its eyesy
Who cares for her baby when it's 111,

And when it's grown,Ashe's caring still.

V¥ho loves as only a mother can,
From birth, all through 1ife's long spans
Who, when all others forsake you,

Will come to you and sse you through.

COPYRIGHT - Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr.
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Who's there at the beginning, stays 'til the end;
Mom, who 1s your 1life long friend.

In civilization or the heart of the wild,

It doesn't matter, you're Mom's own childe.
Joe Gunnell

April 27, 1945

COPYRIGET - Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr.
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“ Night At Sea
We left port as darkness fells
Our ship slipped through the nighte.
The gleaming lights from the town ashore,

Were slowly fadlng from sighte.

The sea was calm and still the nights;
The dsrkness enveloped the seae.
I roised my eyes toward tropic skiesy

A million stars looked back to mee

The decks were full of sailor men,
Some talking, some singlng songsy
Some just standing, some looking,

While others thought of homse.

A few thought of wives and childreny
Many thought of the girl they love..
~Some thought of mother and dad back homey

Others, just of the beauty above.

A cloud had formed, shaped like a hand,
Trying to clutch a few starsy
Appearing as a jewel thief,

Stealing preclous gems from g store.

COPYRIGHT - Jose
ph C. (Joe) Gur
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Some guys were playing cards in the hold,
While others lay asleep.
A lonesome kid found a lonely spot,

Sat down and began to weep..

The berthing quarters were stuffy and hot, °
Some fellows could not sleep;

While others snored for all they were worth,
And their breathing was heavy and deepe.

I stayed on deck enjoying the breeze,
1pil We were ordered to go below;

I hated to le ave ﬁhe beautiful scene,
But I kmew that I hed to go.

So, I went below and "hit the sack",
As reluctant as I could be;
For, as beautiful a sight as I've ever seen,

Is a starry night at sea.
Joe Gunnell (At sea)

May 9, 1945
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Contragt

I 1ike to see the sunshine,

I alsollike the nightg

The things you see at daytime;
Look so different by moonlight,.

In the day, & tree's for shadeg

At night it's a begutiful scenery

‘Moonbeams filter through its boughs,

You sit, and gaze and drean..

vBy day the sky may hold no cleuds,

Without the slightest sign of a breeze;
The night may be cool and refreshing,

You may relsx with the greatest of easee.

By day‘you can see the flowers,
See the butterflies, the bees and the birdsjy
But at night you can hear their sweet music,

The most beautiful songs without wordse.

By day time the men are all working,
They toil, they sweat and they groan;
But at night is the time when thsy relax,

In the peace and the culet of home..

" COPYRIGHT - Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell, sr
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So, the day and the night “both hold beauty;
You may pick elther one that you choosee.
Either one offers fune..e.night of stars;

Day the golden sun;
It can help you get rid of the blues..

°

Joe Gunnell

June 5, 1945

(GPYRIGHT - Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell, S
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The Landing

We hit this rock at mid-day,
It was a hot, sultry afternoons;
Came gshore in a craft "like an oven",

©

The heaf almost made us swoon..

We sat in the sun, " just waiting",
For the trucks to bring us to camps
The water we drank was almost hot,

°

Not a spot on the "rock" was damp. °

Well, the trucks finally came and got us,
- Picked us up and our gear;
Took us out to our new living guarters,

That we'd inhabit for over a year.

The scenery consisted of soldiers,
Sailors, Marines, palm trees and the sea:
Tents, quonset huts, rocks and dust,

Not a single girl did we see.

The next day was indocrination,
We were told of the do's and the don'ts;
Heard some of the "facts" of the situation,

We heard some "you wills" and "you won'ts".

COPYRIGHT - Joge
, seph €. (Joe) @
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We were assigned to our ﬁork‘details,
Went to small stores to draw work geary
"Don't mind the appearance of the shoes men,

You'll need them as long as you're here."

That's just about all on the landing,
Of our draft upon this "old rqck";
Except that we're all really working,

Twelve hours by the clocke

The time 1s passing slowly,
I'm down to my last "thin dime'";
But there's no need for me to Worry;

'Cause I'1l be here a long time.

©

But one day 1t'11l all be over
And I'11 sgll back oter the foam,
To forget all this heat and bedlam,

And enjoy my happy homee..
doe . Gunnell

June 5, 1945

COPYRIGHT - Joseph C. (Joe} Gumnoll Sr
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Reason To Live

My dreams

May never come true

My schemses ‘

May be firustrated, too;

Untrue dreams or broken schemes,

I'11 live just for you.

My mind

May nof be great at all
My weslth ’
Mey be ever so0 small

Unsound mind or lsdy luck unkind,

I'11l live just for you.

You are my obsession,
You're treasure I seek;
You are what I hope to find,

When I reach loves highest psake.

My voice

May not be for singins,

Chimes, |

May not be for ringing,

But if I never sing or chimes never ring,

I'11 1live just for youe.

[BOPYRIGHT - Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr.
Pith Rights To Improve Joe Gunnell
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Death And Destruction
The terms of peace were offered\o?r foe,
A chance to surrender or die.
A hope‘to feed her under fed people;c
And of removing eur planes from her skles.
A chance to stop our shells aﬂd guns,

And bombs from destroying their landy

And diminish the rate of inflicted deathy

And those "dying by their own hand."

The terms of peace were offered our foe,
Which would tske our ships from their shore;
With the hope they would never again return,
In a state of war as beforee

The chance of silencing the last gun,

The last bomb being dropped,

Yet, our foe ignored this plan for peace,
Thus, the war has not yet stopped.

In the face of this our allied chiefs,

Made a plan, of careful construction,

To deal our foe a telling blow;

6f death aﬁd destructione

Joe Gunnell

July 31, 1945



93e | «151=

LLasting Peace
Could I but wash my hands of war,
And feturn to home againy
To live peacefully, in a tranquil world,
Respected; a man among men; |
Then would I believe deep in my heart;
That the fighting is not in vein; 3
But if nots I fear this war-weary wbrld,

Will be plunged into war againe.

For &3 long as men &espise and hate,

One man of another race;

And think themselves better than others,

This world wlll be a bitter place.

For to be respscted, a man must raspect,
. Another man's point of view;

Only this kind of living will bring,

A peace that 1s lasting and true.

So iife can be dear and 1life can be sweet,
It depends on the people who live ity
And the peace, sweet peace, we earnestly seek;
Will be grénted to those who give 1it.
So let us keep peace in a war-crazed world,
And have no more of war's paing
So that the men who fought and the men’who died;
Will not have fought and died in vaine
[COPYRIGHT - Jeseph C. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr.
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Romance

What is this thing called romance?
Is 1t a song and a dancej
Or is a fling to forget everything,

Leaving me lost in a trance?

Why do we seek thils romance?
No matter where we gog:
Why will a king risk everything,

To say "I love you so?"
J

Life is so funny,

Things seem so unreal,

I can't see why the look in my»eye,
Caen't tell you the way I feel.

Darling, I'm going craz&,
Knowing I haven't a chanceys
My mind's so doggoned hazy,
Just trying to find romances

Joe Gunnell

September 10, 1945

COPYRIGHT - Joseph C.- (Joe) Gunnell, sr,
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In The Shadows Of The N;ght

Here in the shadows of the night, .
You come(to haunt mes

Here, in the moonbeams! silver light,
Youfre there to taunt ms.

I've tried to forgets

So mény memories,

All I can hear,

Is y;ur 1little pleas.

Out of the memories of the past,
Your face still lingerse

In the visions that stl1ll last,

I kiss your Tingerse

I know my case is hopeiess,

I'm just a sorry plight;

You hgunt me still,

You taunt me still,

Here in the shadows of the night.

Jos Gunnell

September 15, 1945

COPYRIGHT - Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr,
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LLove And Honor
Myself, I could not honor, without honoring Thee.
So, I try to keep my honor cleane.
For when judgement may be passed on mej

For me, from Thee, respect may not be weaned.

I try to live from day to day, o

As Thou would have me 1ive my 1lifes.

Without regrets of acts I have committéd,

That may torment Thee throughout Thy life.

May truth and right become a part of me;

So that I may never bring to shames;

Things that have been a part of your clean 1life;

And have never put a blot upon your name.

- I pray-that I may keep my word,
Thus, keeping my honor ever bright;
Because of loving Thee and Thy Name,

Which I must always honor as Thy right.

Time moves in cycles, fast; now slowy
According'to’the circumstance we're ingy
But may all time move smoothly just for you,

And keep you from the endless pit of sine

COPYRIGHT - Joseph €.

: (Joe) Gunn
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And as I close my weary eyes in sleeps
My 1lips move in a silent prayer,
Of hope that when I reach my journey's ends
I'11 find you walting for me there.

Joe Gunne 1l

October 1, 1945 -

CGPYRIGHT - Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr,
Vith Rights To Improye ‘



AN

97, =156~
Secret Of Life

The secret of life is living,

Sometimes teking, sometimes givingg

Being able to enjoy a sunny day®

Adjusting yourself, =- come wha t mayg

In helping someone bear a load;

To understand and not to gosady

Or shiling’at adverse circumstancee=

In meking your breakse~tgking a chances
Threugh extending courtesies from day to days
Or fighting the wrong that comes your waye
Life is work, play, Jjoy and tears;

And s?crificing through the years.

Your life means to play your part,

In work, wor#hip, leve and artys

In battles won and battles 1§st;

Being a good sport, despite the costi

It's sharing in both, the joy and pairmny
The success, the fallure, loss and gaine
Itt's peace contentment, storm and strife,

A1l play a part in the geme of 1lifel

Joe Gunnell

November 27, 1946

COPYRIGHT - Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr.
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(: Dream'Castle
I looked upon my dream castle,
That once housed gll my dresmnse..
I looked upon my dream castle,
That's now full of broken_schemes;
Things that were once important,
Are now just misty, hazy thingsl
The 1itt1é place that was cozy,
Is now full of ghostly thingse.
I looked upon my dream castle,
So filled with memories’
No one ig in my dream castle,
For me to try to pleéseo'
So, now I see through a hszy veill,
Thet things weren't meant to bee.
Now, my little dream castle,

Is Jjust & memorye.

'Joe Gunnell

January 10,

COPYRIGHT - Joseph. C. (Joe) Gunnell, 3r.
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Thinking Of You

I'11 be thinking of you;

When brides march down the aisle in Junes
Ahd the robin sings his mating tune;

When thé flowers burst into full bloomy

Then, I'11 be thinking of you

1111 be thinking of you,

When dsylight seems to linger 1onge§;

And my love for you will be much stronger;
When my heart sings its gladdest songy

Then, I'11 be thinking of you.

I look back o'er the years of long agoy

Remembering each moment we've known,

I remember each phrase and each little word,

I still hear you call me your owne

I'1] be thinking of you,

When the golden leaves of autumn fallj;
And I hear your voice so gently cally

Calling me back to your arms of love,

Then, I'11l be thinkinf of you.
Joe Gunnell

June 18, 1946

COPYRIGHT - Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr.
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Wretched Wench

Come to my arms you wretched wenche
Let me twine my fingers in your hairg
- And kilss your tender painted lips,

That I may find a bit of solace theree.

Put your soft hand upon my fevered brow;
And rub my throbbing temples soothingly.
- Leave, not even for a secondy

For all my comfort I shall find in theee.

Ah, womanl Betrayer of man's loves
The one thing causing man to die.
You ki1l his soul and his spirit wilfully;

Causing his 1lips to utter baseless liese

Bless ye, man can't live without youy
Nor can he live peacefully with youg
If there & thousand things about ye;

Thy feminine charms are all he'll glways sece

So, come to me you wretched wench;
And let me lgy my head upon your breasts
To close my eyes and slumber pescefully,

And enjoy a fleeting moment's peaceful reste.

Joe Gunnell

'GO},"X:RIGHT - Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr.
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Lonely -

I've been blue since the day youtleft me,

I'm es lonely as can bee

I miss the things we used to do,

And the things you'd say to me.

I miss the wglks we used to take;

The rides on Sunday afternoons

The way we'd sit by the lake in the park,
Arm in arm while Watchingzthe moone

I miss the dances on week=-end nights,

The cafe; the parties,othe shows

And all the other things we'd do,

"And the places we would goOe.

Please hurry and return to me,
Thet I might live again,
For gll my efforts since you've been gone,

Are waéted and made in vaintl
Joe Gunnell

February 4, 1947

COPYRIGHT - Joseph C. (Joe) Gumnell, Sr.
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Hope Eternal

Sometimes your legs get wearys

And your arms get so tireds;

That they;make your whole day drearys

And yoﬁr spirit 511 but diesy

Your back may ache from labory e
And your muscles throb from strainy

Your friends will tease and mock youy

For they cannot feel your paing

Your body's sore and wearyy

And your soul feels gall but losty . ‘
Just keep plodding buddyy

And you'll wind despite the cost.

For it's darkest just before dawn,

And the clouds wili'roll aways

And the joy that jou've been seeking,

Will be sure to ceme your waye.
Joe Gunnell

February 5, 1947

COPYRIGHT - Josepb C. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr.
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Knowlng You

Each tree that overlooks a brooky

"Each blade of grass growing in a nook;

Each leaf that falls off some tree,
Brings back the fondest memoriss-=-

Of youe.

‘Each book that does a story tells

Each.npte upon the organ's swelly

- Bach ripple in some tiny stream,

Intensifies my wildest dream=-

0f youe

Each prayer that passes thru my lips;

Each feeling in my finger tips,,

'~ _Each flicker of my batting eye,.

Declares s love; 'til I shall die-=-

For you..

Each death bellts kmell that rends the airy
Each brow that'!s wrinkled with grief and care,
Each panting, labored, fleeting breath,

Each voice that's stilled in death,

Would sing your praises if they=bute-

Knew youe.

Joe Gunnell

COPYRIGHT = Joseph C. {Joe) Gunnell, Sr.
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Pipe And Thoughts

At evening

When I sit and smoke my pipes:

The smoke rings,

Climbing lazily thru the airy
Melting=-

Into the ceiling without efforts
Relaxed,

At ease, and without a cerey

My dreamsgsy )

Crystallize and form a perfect plcture,
O0f things I do and try so hard to bee
I'1T strive,

To conquer all (obstacles and obstructions)..

So that

My dreams may become a reglitye.
Joe Gunnell

July 22, 1948

CUPYHIGHT = Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr.
¥ith Rights To Improve
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Born Black

To be borng '

On the brink of the City's slums,

And haﬁe a barren outlook

On whatever happens to come yoyrbwayr
To be kicked sbout,

From childhood to manhood,

~Te know that your fellowman doesn't carey

. To know the peain,

0f toils, expleitation, suppression,

To be cursed by the Gods of fortune,

To learn

And be denied the rights of honest efforty
To»becrespectful, |

And net have Fhat sgme respect in return,

To be helpful,

Then be spurned when you're in adverse circumstancey
Te support the building of freedom,

And be denled the very freedom for which you've
given your alle

To love and cherilsh,

Then be hated, despised and disfranchised,

The t's what it means to be borne-

A blgck manliil

Joe Gunnell

y Sv. :
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Noe More Tears

No more tears,

No more worry over JouUe.
No .more gray,

My skies have turned to blue.

No more clouds up in the sky,

The sun is shining brighte.

No more teérs en my pillow,

Way into the nighte.

Now my heart,

Has stopped aching day and night.
Life }s now,

Always sunny, always bright.

My heart is light,

My 1lips can sing,

And all my skies are blues
{Cause there are no more tears,

No more worry over yOU:sees.
Joe Gunnell

November 2,

COPYRIGHT - Joeeph C. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr.
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I'm Free

I'm free of romance

YNeath a sky of blue;

O0f the scent of roses, fresh

- With morning dew;

Free of gll the‘sentimentél tunes we knew;
But most of all I'm free from memories of° youe
I'm free of the flowers that bloom in springg
of the song the robin constantly sings;

Free of stars up in a sky of blue;

Sc gled to be free of memories of youe.

The shady nook, the rippling brook,

A1Y used to mean so much to mey

But now you're gone and I can carry ong
fCause my mind and heart are froe.

I'm free of outings that we used to take;

of méonlit boat rides on & peaceful lgs key
Free of all the hours.that I spend with you;
But, most of all I'm free,

From memories of youe.
Joe Gunnell

September 30, 1953

COPYRIGHT = Joseph (. {Joe) Tuny
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Christmas Wish

My son, I wish to bring to you;
A.happy w}Sh that's good and trues

A Wish‘that comes right from my heart;
Though you and I are far apart. .

Though you're far away from me;

~You linger in my memory,
- This idega, to jou, I must convey,

& happy, happy, Christmas day.}

Joe Gunnell

December 20,

COPYRIGHT - Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr.
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Merry Xmas Son

To you, my son, my baby boy,% . .
I Qish you loads of boundless Joye.

I Wish you eﬁery happiness,

And hope your Xmas will be blesseds
With»laughter and a merry hearts
Though we are miles and milesﬁapart.
Just beliéve these words, I say,

To yeu a happy Xmas daye

Joe'Gunnell

December 20, 1956

COPYRIGHT - Joseph C. (Jo-' Gunnell, Sr,
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K Broken Heart For Xmap

I got a broken heart for Xmasj;
For,jou(had gone away from me.
No stars or lights or tinsel,

Were shining on my Xmas tree..

Your love, smiles, hugs and kleses,
Are now just a memorye
‘You took my joys and presents,

From ground my Xmas treee..

I wanted you more than anything elses
You msent more than life to me.
There was nothing in this wide world,

Th=t meant even half as much tC mee

Now Santa's gone, also Xmas;
Itve taken down the treee
The broken heart I got for Xmas,

Will stay "til you come back to mee
Joe Gunnell

December 8, 1956

COPYRIGHT - Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell, gp
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To Kathy

My,darli;g daughter, on this dayy

Mai untold blessings come your ways
May your Xmas held much joy and cheery
Noﬁ only now, but thru all the year.
Méy kindest faete cguse to transpire;

Whatever your heart may desire.

" This is just my sincere way to say,

A veryhappy Xmas daye

° Joe Gunnell

December 20, 1966

CCPYRIGHT - Joseph C. (Joe) Gurnnell, Sr.
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Te Joe, Jre

Son, may your heart be filled with cheery
This happy season of the year; |

For you I'm wishing happiness;

May your Xmas day be blessedsy

May each Xmas day for you,

Find happiness bursting through.

My son, I simply want to éay;

A verry Merry Xmasses Daye.

o

Joe Gunnell

December 20, 1956

0
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Come To Me

Come, let me run my fingers through your“hair}
Kiss me.and breathe a song into my hearts
Hold me a;d whigper sweetly 1n my ear,.

My prayer is that we'll never, never parte,
Youllevely imp, I freely give to you,

A heart that's now, and always will be trué;

A mind that dwells on thoughts of you glone;

Thoughts that, both, the heavens and esrth condone. -

Though days be filled with darkness and despair,
Your nearness turns the cloudy day to falrg

So cling to me so that I may impart,

To you, the words that fill and dwell,. within my

heartg'

Joe Gunnell

July 20, 1956

COPYRIGHT - Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr,
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Love Ybu
To see you filled with sorrow,
Makes me’ sad and blue,
For I ﬁould share your sorrow
And all your traables, toos
I know when you have heértache,
My heart is aching tooe

Whenever you are lonely,

I feel alene and blue..

I leng to touch your hand,

And look into your eyeé;

Your touch, so warm, so tender,,
Takes me to parsdise.

My spirlt soars whenever,

I'm conscious of your leve,

And I'm convinced that it must be
Well blessedy from up aboveg |
And when you're glad, I'm happy,
As anyone can ever be,

For I'm the one who loves you,

T hope it's plain to see.

Joe Gunnell

- December 14,

COPYRIGHT - Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell, Sr,
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"Roving Heart °

I wags a guy with a roving heartj:

I'd wander everywhere, from Mexico to Nomey

But you're the glrl who came into my life,
Because .of you, dear, I'd come home «.
Those distant hill would call to me, »
And I would geﬁ the wildest urgé to roam;°
Bdt, I met you, and my leve was trué;
Because of you, dear, I'd come home.
Those far away lands way ‘cross the ses,
Held for me the greétest fgscination,

But when I'd yearn, those places to be,
You becare my faétor of stabilizatione
Itve always wented to see London town,
Paris, Madrid,. Berlin-and Rome,,

But you're the girl who came Into my life,
And made me want ﬁo come homee.

You made me want to come homes.
Joe Gunnell

May 9, 1957

COPYRIGHT - Joseph C. (Joe) Gurnell, Sr.
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Ode To A Blank Form

The form can very often be,

The reason for perplexityy

It has (many blanks here and there;
And almost makes you tear your hair;
One line's too short for an sddress,.
And somé, in plain words gre & messe
Most forms dont't bother to explain,u
The "info" that they would obtaing
And, form designers you may>thank,

For spaces on forms, that you leave blanke

Joe Gunnell

April 1, 19857

- Joseph C. (Joe) Gunnell, Sri
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Angei

Angel, when did you drop from heaven?

You are the one that I could adore eternallye.
Your oyes; are as bsautiful as sapphiresy

Your cheeks could make the rosé blush shamefully¢
Your smile is like that of a madonnay

You send a peaceful feeling

Into my restless souly

I've never seen a girl like you.

- If you loved me with a love that's truse,

I'd bless the day of my birth
Engel, when did you drop from heaven?
You are the one that I could adore eternally.

Jos Gunnell

February, 1957

COPYuliudl - Joseph C (Joe-) G
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Queen Jean o

I know a Queen named Jeagn;

She! s cﬁick and petite, and oh, so sweetl
I know g Queen named Jeans K

She can sweep a fellow riéht off his feetsg:
She's not the glamorous or fabuious type, °
Whe keeps youf_head in a whirl;

She's plain and sweet, loving kind;

Just a wonderful old fashioned girle

I know a Queen named Jean;

Who talks soft and low and makes a fellow's heart glowy
And the thought of the Queen named Jean

Will follow wherever I goe

Joe Gunnell

February 1957

COPYRIGHT - Joseph C. (Joe) Gurmell, Sr.
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'Twas Heavenly

You took me up to heaven,,

Last night, when you made love tqlmeﬁ
I know now if you leave me;

That my mind will be all at sea..

The kisses that you gave me; 0

Made chills run up and down my spiﬁe.
You're all I have to 1ive°for,
Darling, you're the sweetest valentine..
Those words of love yoﬁbwhispered;

So soft and swsetly in my saryg

Mede me your slave for ever and evers;
There's nothing that you have to fear.
You took me up to heaven,

Last night when you made love to me;.
This I know, my darling;

I'11l love you dear eternsllye.

Joe Gunnell

August 15,. 1957

COPYRIGHT - Josoph C. (Joe) Gumnnell, Sr.
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You Alone

It's you alone, I truly loves

I vow by earth and stars above.

My leve for you willlbe,
| For you{aléne throughout eternity..
Whence cometh gll my dreams; M

Ere they inspired by you alone?

My every thohght is of you dear,

Making me a kimg upon a thronseg

For your encouraging smile, o
Keeps me stariving to succeeds;:

Your temder touch, jyour vbice;

Dispels my fears, fulfills my every neede
I have no doubts when you are nearsg

For you revert my sorrow into cheer.

When frowns my forehead would asdornyg
Your smile and hgppiness, like morn,

Will cover me and I will feel so blesty
For love, for two, had reached 1ts crest.
When tears of disaeppointment dim my eyesy
When all around, abounds cruel, baseless lies;
Then, I look into your smiling face;

Then the world becomes a better placey
Because of your love that 1s so true,

I dedicate my heart and sbul to yous

For what I seek is not just for myself;

But happiness, as well, for someone else.

COPYRIGHET - Joseph C. (Joe) Cunnell
. ¢ Or,
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Tears

There are tears of sorrow,
Tears of joy;

Tears of a girl for her,
Lover boys

Tears of disappointﬁent,
Tears of hates

Tears when the heart's
’About to.break;

Tears when one fails,

To reach é goal,

Tears that seem to
Cleanse the soul;
But tge tears my memory,
Doth imbue, |
Are the tears that I

Shed over youe.

Joe Gunnell

February, 1957

COPYRIGHT - Joseph (.
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Tribute To An Instructor

His work is never really through;

': He's always finding things to do,’

Or trying in a hundred ways;

Students fears and doubts to allayy

In learning hpﬁ to use thelr texts, °
And think of what is coming nexty

To "tie in" everything that's learned,

And make them realize grades ars earnede..
For students he wili find some way,

Te have some spare time every dayy

To help them learn the things they shouldy
To try, always, to do some good.

He often foregoes storm and strife,

But these things happen throughout lifes:
Seo, anAinstructor's g person, you may sSgy==
Who keeps busy each and every dayys

For he's thinking or doing and will not shirk;

For he likes his students and his worke.
Joe Gunnell

April 1, 1957

COPYRIGHT - Joseph (.
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The Life Of The Poet
The 1life of the poet is lonelys

For he is full of dreams;

0f truth and love and happinessy

And helpfui, ¥alid schemesy

0f helping otheré gain successy

To reach a striv'n for goal;

The 11fe of a poet is lonely;

It reaches into his soule.

The soul of a poet is lonelyy .
It searches near and far;

To write words of encouragements

It tries to touch a stare

The leve of & poet is lonelyys

‘For ne one seems to see,

The depth of love within his heart,
His deep sinceritye..

The poet aspires to write the wordsy
That soothe the ear and heart;

To bring together lovers,

Who may be far apart;

To spark some inspiration,

To someone who's in neéd;

And help make someone happy,

Though his heart's about to bleed.

He thinks not of himself alohe;

- But ether poeple who,

May find themselves without a friend
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Whose mood 1is sad(and blue.
He tells of 1life and loveg
Of peace and real success;
And to'his neighbor always bring,
Some song of happinesse. ‘
- He longs to tell of things unknown;
And those things true to 1life;
He longs for a world filied with peace,
‘Instéad of war and strife.b
He leves to hear the sweetest songsy
And turn grey skies to blueg
Though lonely is the poet--=hs wants,

Te bring happiness to you.

o

Joe Gunnell

January 4, 1958
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Great Is Thva;Iame

Great 1s Thy name,

| Lord,God of Hostsy
Throughout the universey
We prai;e and magnify Thees:
We bow our heads before Theej
We worship and adore Thesy
For Thou srt our God and Kingy
And we will Thy praises sings
Thy banner we'll unfurl;
Throughout the entire worldtl
Great is Thy name,
Lerd, God of Hosts,
Throughout the sarth and skys
Mey a song of praise stay in our hearts,

Until the day we dietl

Joe Gunnell

November 1, 1958
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Blessed Love

Not everyéne who wglks up to thy side,

Is worthy;enough that thou shouldst be his bridse..
Nor caﬁ he swear by earth, neither stars above,
That you're the sole object of his lave; -

But this 1s ‘one vow that I bring to you,

Thet my‘l©ve was, 1s, énd ever shall be true;
Should I lose you, just remember:thisg

I've hungered for no other's love nor kiss.

I craved for you alone; for your touch,

Cared for ho other because I loved you s¢ muche.
Where 1s the bliss and tenderness I kmew?

What happened to the love that was so true?®

How can T believe‘in true love;‘that it's rightsg
If love can't last with lovers out of sighte.

I ask only a leve in my heart's place,

That's true, transcending time and space;

A love that's blessed from up gbove,

Becguse it is g true and blessed lovee
Joe Gunnell

October 30, 1958
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The Pesce I've Known

I've known the peamce that comes into the soul while watching
a cloudless éky, as I lay beside a rippling stream. The peacé
that -comes with contentment and rest as I dreamed dreams of the

future and reminisced about the past..

I've known the peace that seeps into the mind when I relaxed
in an easy chairyg reading a good boolk; as soothing music ascends

into the ears, wending its way into the thoughts and hearte

I've known the peace that flooded my being after a harrowing
experience, as & prayer eof Thanksgiving was breathed becauss

anxiety and worty was relieved.

I've known the peace that comes to me as I witness the raging
stormg with the iightning flashing, the thunder rolling and:
the rain falling in torrents; The peasce that makes mé‘realize
that desplite the tempsst, God's hand controls and the hand

of God sustains in the storm as well as during the calme

The peace which assures me thst despite trials, tribulations
and adversity; this, too, will pass awaye The peace that even
though I'm in abject poverty, gives a richness to the spirit,
helping me to realize that despite my own circumstances I can
-help my fellowman by a ¥ind word or deed, or Jjust a pat on

the back or a friendly handclaspe |
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The peace that enters my heart when'I kneel at the altar and
placé my problems in the hands of God, realizing that there

is a power in praver and that falth can and will sustain me.

There's a peace Itve experienced at the bler of a loved one,,

when I reslized thet God is a God of mercy and will wipe away

‘811 tears and comfort me, for I believe in his healing powere.

His, 1is & peace that relieves physical and mental suffering

when I place myself in His handse

Itve khown the peace of a religioh that creates within me
a lovse for my fellowmang the spirit of forgivensss when
wronged by others gnd the essing of the conscience when fore

given by those whom I've wronged..

I've known the peace of sleeping with a clear conscience when
I felt at peace and in harmony with God and my fellowmane
The peace that floods me when I attempt to live the Golden

Rulee

I've known peace upon a calm sea as I stood suspended between
ocean gnd hesven and my spirit soared as I realized how minute
I was in comparison to earth, sea, sky and the vastness of

the universe and the elements.

I've known the peaceful feeling that comes when the horrors

of war have ceased and the dream of harmonious existence of
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the nations of the world invaded my thoughtse.
I've known the peace of mind and spirit when the realization

came that someone careds as I sat before the fireplace,

looking into the faces of loved ones. The peéce that dwells

‘within, when you know that you are leved in return for the

affection you give, knawing that family and friends are truee

These are the types ef peace that come from living and be=

" Tieving; of giving and receiving; of desire and fulfillmente.

The peaces thet sustains me in sickness, health,, j@ys SOrTrows,,
sucbess end edversity. The peace that comes to me throughout
1life and comforts me in the time of the death of loved o¢nese.

The peace of knowing and believing in a living Gode

Joe Gunnell

February 13,1958
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Feith And Hope

I shall not less,
My faith and trust in Thee,
0' God who rules,

Throughout eternity.

I'11 keep my hope,

Anew each living hour;

For I am conscious,

0f Thy saving powere

And may I never stray,

. I ask of Thes,

From paths in 1life,
That Thou has set for me.

May I be ever mindful,
0f Thy gracs;

knd live; so I may see;

- Thy Holy Face..

Joe Gunnell
October 31, 1958
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The Storm

I saw the lightning wildly flashings;

Heard the roar of the thunderys

As if a herd of angry beasts,

Were running wildly across the heavens.
The clouds were low and laboribusly
Giving birth to the torrential rainse.

Fear welled up deep within me,

And I wondered what was to happen,

In the midst of this destructive
Horror frem the heavense

I looked towards the skiesy

- Laden with pregnant;,; black clouds;

Spawn%ng devastating winds, end-
Spasmodically hurling forth the lightnings;
Illuminating fhe esrth for short periods of
Within an instant the lightning became

As a holy illumingting arc,

And I saw the face of Gode..

Above the roar of the thunder,

A soft whiéper saids "Fear not,

For I am the same God that sends

The sun and the gentle rains..

I will sustain thee wherever thou shalt go.:

timee.

If you believe in Me then you need fear nothings;

For I will walk by your side.
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For I will comfort you in tiﬁe of sorrow;
And keep you in time of joy."
The 1igh}ning is the lighting effectsg
For the scenes in the drsma of lifey
Depicting His powere. ‘
The thunder is the ovation in recognition
Of His perfect performance.

Then the storm subsided and I no longer felt afraid,

¢

- For God had sposken to me through the storme.

Joe Gunnell

September 23, 1959
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In Thee I Trust

In Thee I truét todays

To gulde me on my Christian way,

1913 Thee, dear Lord, to whom I prays
God give me strength to walk Thy way.
Lord help ms, my life to 1lives

Not dwell on getting, but to gfver

To encourage someone every day,

And inspire someone to knesl and praye
varaj for faith to do Thy willy

Thy blessed promise to Tulfille.
Lofd,‘hear this prayer I pray to Theey
Your humble servant I may be;

And ever raise Thy banner high,

Let me be Thine until I diee

In Thee I trust todays

To guide me 6'er Thy steadfast wayy

'Tiﬁ Thee to whom I pray and sings

In gratitude for everythings

For keeping me from any harmj

For fuel that keeps the home so warmj
For food ﬁhét gives me nourishmentsy

For an hour of service that's well spents;
For the sun; making the day so bright;

For the moon and stars that shine at nights
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"For food and shelter, clothes and wealthj;

I thank Thee, too, for strength and heglth.
Dear God, I kneel this night and prays
That Thou wilt gulde me in Thy way.

~In Thee I trust today; i ¢

To guide me along a peaceful way;

To walk,ﬁith me o'er life's dark path;
To bear the world's scorn and its wgathe
Lofd, glve me strength to go alcng;
Lifef's highway with g sacred songs

To sing Thy praise from day to dsyg
Lord, help me show someone the waye,.
Lord, let me learn to live for Thee;
Your faithful servant let me be;:

Help me, o' Lord, to light the road;

Help me- to bear my neighbor's load;

Let me not from Thy teachings fleey

Lord, help me live my life for Thee..

Joe Gunnell

1958

ZURYRIGHT - Joseph C. {Joe) Gunnell, Sr.
: Fith Rights To lmprove



130, ‘ =194~

¢ o

My Wish

I wished upon a stary
Way up in a sky of blue;
And I wished that you

Woﬁld fall in love with me.

I wished upon the moon;
“Way up in the sky above;
ind I wished your love,

Was mine 'til1 time shall end

My wish is not an idle dream;
Because my love is so reals;

My mind is filled wlth many schemes,
To let you know how I feele.

I wish with all my heart,,
That my love reaches youy
And pray'it remains true,,

And you fall in love with mee.

Joe Gunnell
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A Situation

I can't seem to make you belleve,
Thet ny love 1s truey
My love is not a state of mind;

It's just a state of heart.

I haven't tried to change you dear,
I'm not playing a part;
This feeling's not a state of mindy

It's just a state of heart.

Minutes seem like hours to me,
When we're aparts
Nothing can replasce you;

You'll stay here, in my heart.

I know.you've never felt this way,
This way I'm telling you;
I know it's not & state of mind,

It's just a state of heart.
Joe Gunnell
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A Heart Has To Break

Sometimes 1t's death,

Or disappointment; ( °
That turns your sky te gréy from blue;
A heart has té break about somethings

Mine had to break over youe

Just ‘to remember,.

’The words you told mes

“Darling I'11 always be true".

A heart has to break gbout something;
Mine hed to break over youe

You 1;vsd me then you left mey

" You made me feel good from the startg
When you left me, you know, my darling,

That you tere my heart aparte.

Sometimes 1t's trouble,

Or apprenhension,

Thatmakes you wonder what to dog

A heart has to break about somethings

Mine had to break over youe

Joe Gunnell
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The Sea

The moon was coming up before usjg:

The sun‘was setting, dead asterny

A ball of fire was dropping into a bed

O0f deep blue seay |

To cool itself; from the day's°1ohg constant burng
To rest peaoefully, 'neath the waters: blue and cool
Until another day's toil must coms,

~To 1ight the sea for mariners to sail ,

On their weary joufney home o

No lend in sight for endless miles around,
Just water, sky, and airy |

| To keep the company of the ship,

Upon the empty ocean, with surface bare.

Joe Gunnell
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Honest

My own 1life,

I'd gledly gilves:

For you my dear,

That you might live. -

My soul I'd pawn,
To darkest hells

Just to stay,

' Under your spelle

If you smile I'm happy,
If you cry I'm sad;
If you frown I'm upsety

If you lgugh I'm glede

This 1little poem,
Should prove to you,
I love you turly;

Honest, I doe.

Joe Gunnell
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A Man's Dog

It's so oculet, you hardly know she'!'s there;

Ell‘stretched out by your easy chairj
But, if it thinks it hears a prowl;

It gives a low and ominous growl,
To(scare the would be prowler away;
Watching the house both night and daye

It dgasn't pout, or scold or fretys

" Just 1lies around for you to pety

It doesn't argue, but jumps with glee;
Just feed it, pet it and let it be;
It won't desert you now or then;

That's why & dog is man's best friende

AN

o

Joe Gunnell
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From The Depths Of Evil

out of evll, whatever its hature there can and must come some
good'forvright must and will prevaile As far back as the
Garden of Eden, the Creator, knowing the evil intent of the
serpent, tempered ‘his justice with mercy. As a result, man
1earned(to turn his idleness into productive labor, and woman

°

“be camne endowed with the blessedness of mobtherhoode

From thé evil practice of slavery caﬁe the relief of freedom,
the realization of self respect, and the understanding of
human éignitye Cut of the evil of persecution of the pilgrims
came the innovetion of American independence. From the blcody
battles and slaughter of white man snd Indian began the

development of Americse

From the evll of segregstiom stems the future of a free and
integrated nation, with its people working and toiling toe-
gether to keep their country a great nation among-°the natiocns

of the worlde

From the lawlessness and lust of gold the western section

of our nation was developed and law and order supplanted the

lew of gun end mobe

From the recognition ef gullt,. vice and corruption comes the

peace and jey of confession, repentance and salvatione.
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Tﬁe evil.of hate can spawn a movement of non-violent resistance,
such as has completely dumbfounded the southern section of our |
c@untry, ‘for the ev1l forces leoked for violence and hate to

resist their own violent mesthods of attack upon their fellowmen.

The evil of tyranny spawns the concept of democracy and freedom
and helps it to grow stronger throughout the world. So, oppression
must give ground to liberality and cooperation because right

will and must eventually prevaile

From the evil of extreme selfishness will sprout the virture
of servicey greed will give way to philanthropy; for even

the greedy will appreciate the gifte.

From the depths ?f déspair and sorrow may come Jjoy, beauty,

- 1light and happiness; for many a love song, poem, play or

story has been written tﬁrough the "eyes® of the lonely hearte
.From the excess of harsh tones will someday come the apprecia=
tion of beautiful music, words that can be understood, telling
a besutiful story, or else the ballad, sweet and relaxing

will be loste

From the evil of war emerges the state of peacey the hushing

of the roar of cannon; the ceasing of bombardments of planes

and the sinking of ships, bringing serenity and a still

calmness on land and sea; making a war-torn world more conscious

of the fact that ohly thfough peaceful negotiations and
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methods of solving our problems can we avert the catastrophe
of the complete annihilstion of mankind. Thus, comes a
stronger desire for psace and 8 greater determination to

attempt to solve‘problems‘in peaceful wayse.

* From the friendless soul the cry arises for a friend to be

found and the basis of cementing such a friendship, making
it begutiful, is not money, flattery or Vanity‘bﬁt for the

sake of friendship alone, the need for g friend.

From the evil of hate stems the emotion of love for certainly -
even the despised néed be loved by scmeone and the heart
without love contains a void that can only be filled by lovee.
For after the 111 wind comes the soft breeze, the zephyr,
soothing and restoring the earth and sea to qulet acceptance,

relieving the people from terror and anxletye

Mob viclence becomes frowned upon more and more by decent
people; inspiring them to work harder and harder in the
fight for freedom and justice. A man becomes gware of the
fact that if his neighbor and the nelghbor's family can be
subject to mob violence, then hig own family can't be saved

should such meb rule persist and prevail.

From disgppointment erupts hope, for despair would certainly
overtake us in the midst of frustrations and apparentlys;

unsurmountable odds, and because of the thin ray of hope

we try and try agaln until some measure of success in our
| EIPYEICAT - Joseph C. (Joe) Cummell, Sr.
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attempts 1s achieved.

From vicévand corruption evolves the statesman, thé crusader
"~ and the awareness of the need of good governmente The welfare
.pr@grams, giving assisténcé to the aged, depéndent éhildren 

- and the rehgbilitation of the handicapped will eventoally

ri¢ us of the pcliticfan, for he will no longer be able to
buy vetes with these lssues.. Then the statesman, a mgn of

henor, integrity and character will come into his owne

From the evil of selling dope to children was prompted the |

strengthening of lews perteining to the sale and use of narcoticse

The need of housing spurred the public housing progrsm to
new heights, for the evil of slums helped to breed crime snd

vicee

Emerging frem the oppressilen of therwofker was the labor
union tolargin for the worker and work in his behalfe.

The malepractices of union officials will foster a new type
of lsbor union, built on mutual faith and trust of management
and labor, both profiting , because of the new birth and the
realizgtion that they are not separste entities but inter=
dependent factors working together for the common good:;
and that if one factor succeeds, so‘muét the other share
in that succeés for surely they both suffer should failure

or another type of disaster strike the companye
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Through our vele of tears will finally emerge a smile of
joys, for we can only appreciate boundless joy to the utmost

after our hearts have known deepest sorrowe. Only after

o havingAbeen nesr death or seeing it touch a loved one can

we appreciaste 1life, after our sorrow has subsidede

‘From the desire to find the truth, the lie is dispe&lede

Falsifications are bfought to light, evasions and omissioﬁs
are discovered, for the lie stimulates the desire and need
for establishing‘the truthe

Only by being cest into the depths of hell and belng influenced
by ev1l forces can one realiée the joys of being 1lifted to the
pinnacles of heaven and revelling in the exhiliration of
breathing the clean alr of the day, feeling the exaltation

of the spirite

From the contact with the demons one fully appreciates the
spirit 6f God, His mercy, His magnificent splendor in His

croations and works of naturee.

From the roots of evil, despite its nature, can and must come

some good, for rightlmUSt and will prevalle
. Joe Gunnell
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Strolling By

It's sure one lovely day;

Things.seeh so bright and gays

Not a cloud in the skys

As you and I stroll bye. - °
Everything's right in tune;
Like & balmy day in Juneg
Sunny skies gl day longgs

Nothing can go wrong.

No blue feeling,
The world's ckay with me;
Head Jjust keeps reeling,

The sun is 811 I see.

Things now seem to be rights
A1l my skies shining brighty
Nothing more I cen says

It's sure one lovely daye.
Wordss Joe Gunnell

Musicé Bentom Adams

COPXMWJL T uedopl. o . ‘u, VQABAU&.‘ .
¥ith Rightg To Inpreve

GOPYRIGHT ~ Joseph C. (Jow) Gunnell, Sr.
¥igh Richts To Imrrove



f")

138« . =206
White Cloud

White cloud,.
You sre the keeper of my dreamss
Please tell me,

About your schemese.

White cloud,

Don't be mysterious with mej

c

- Make my dream,

A reality.

Come closer, and closer;

Bring my love into my armse
White cloud,

Sailing along up invthélblue,
Wonft you bring my lover true?

White cloud, white cloud, white cloud}
Wordss: Joe Gunnell

Musice »Benton‘Adams
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Through The Years

-Birds m;% sings

Chimes may rings

Thru laughter and tears,

I have 1oved you thru the yearse.

Winds may blows:
" Time moves 8lews:
I'1Y be free of fears,

If you'll leve me thru the yearse.

Now I know, just why I love you so,
I just can't bear to see,
You leave me for someone that's newy

While my love is truse.

Leaﬁes nay falls

Crickets call,

Yod'll dry all my tears,.

When you're mine all tﬁru the yearse

Wordses Joe Gunnell
Musics: Benton Adams
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You're All The World Te ‘Me

My darling, you're the prayer I prays
My sunlight on a cleoudy days |

When I work, you're inspiration;

At night dear, you are my relaxation;
My derling, yocu're the song, I ;ing;
You afe my thoughts, my everything}

My lifeboats on life's vast stormy seag:
My dear, you're all this world to me.

°

Wordsy Joe Gunnell
Musice Boston Harrell

April, 1947
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Day Dreaming
Sitting around and dreaming,
Hoping, planning and‘scheming;
That's a1l I do, all day through,
Trying to get back to youe.
I know why I'm so restléssr
I.get upset so easy,
Feeling so low, struggling sé,
Trying to get back to you. o
Al day chesing rainbows,
Walking sround in a tranqe,
Sweetheart, I'1l be right there with you,
If fate will just De kind enough
To give me a chance
Then I will stop dreamings
Give up all my schening,
I'1T be okay, laughing all day;

Vihen I get back to you.

#2.

Sitting sround and dresmings:

Wishing my star were éleaming,

Moon shining bright, lonely old nite;
Wishing I were back with you.
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Darling I'm filled with yearﬁing;
Pray for my returning;

So4lenel§ dear, wanting you near;
Really need to be with youe.

All night, trying to cateh moonbeamsy
thching the stars above,

Dérling, you're my inspirstion,

You're the enly one I'1I ever really love.

" Then I will stop schemingg

My star will be gleamings
No more despair = walking on giryg
¥When I get back to youe
° , Wordss: Joe Gunnell
Musicg Charles Johnsom

(At Sea)

Novembsr 8, 1945
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