Every ance in a while fate opens a window of friendship.

In my path through life | have been a collector of sorts. (assionwas books, especially old books. Old school books
included. When Helen and | prepared to move into the Lutheran Community we realized my library had to be radically
reduced. Many books were given away, others sold on ebay. It is one book in partibatawas sold on ebay that
produced a heartwarming response from the purchaser.......... Joe Fizell
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however this copy was printed in 1894. A week after the book was shigeloyer
penned a note to me on November 21, 2010 on four small tablet pages, along with
poetry he had written (I have transcribed his letter to save space but the original pa
are copied in the final pages.)

Meet Archie E. Lux

November 21, 2010
Dear Joseph Fizell,

My name is Archie E Lux, father of Douglas Lux who purchased the book (New Normal Fifth Reader) from
you for me. Thought you might be interested in the reaseemted that book.

I was born on an old homesteadhtichigan 3 %2 mileBom the village of Marion. The old homestead still
stands empty but home and ground isehfor, as in the front yard is our private cemetery and it is still active

In the old home | found 2 books that belonged to my father, Aghleux. One was a Fourth Reader, the
other a Normal Fifth Reader. The Fifth Reader is in real bad shape and the first 50 pages missing. What makes i
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My father for whom | was named died when | was near 7 years old. Off thieJBly he drove the horse
and wagon to town and bought fireworks for th8.4Some boy threw a firecracker under the horses and they ran
away. He chased them a long ways before he caught them. That night he did the chores and went to bed. In the
early morning my mother tried to wake him for the morning chores. He had died of a massive stroke and he was
already cold. He was laid to restthe yard. The house used to be the school where he attended and | have a
wonderful pictureof it with all the students in the front and each one named. Years later the school was closed
and a new one built. Dad purchased it and moved it to the homestiel@dst a half mile away as the cabin built
by his parents was small. Later there was a train wreck and my father was given the wrecked box cars for cleaning
up the mess. With the lumber from them he built a second story and attic on it. One dttlevas not papered
over so you can see the original box car lumber and the painting on them.

Because | loved thaf"Reader that is such bad shape | have been looking for a copy that is in good shape
in large antique stores. Lots of old books but not twae! Son Douglas has the ability to find things with his
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Somehow reading what my father read in school helps me feel a little closer. Helps medaistand
the wonder, honest, self sacrificing man he was. As | read that book it brings tears to my eyes because of the
poems that speak from the heart. Many of the lessons point the reader to God and the Lord Jesus Christ. What a
aKI YS (K Isischdolf thal 2 ot alaved. | also attended a one room country school and our song books
were Hymn books.

One day the teacher handed each pupil a slip of paper with 2 lines of vetisenon It was our task to
write 2 more and make them rhyme. | falih easy and was hooked on poetry. Over the yHaase written over
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home 3 years ago and | live alone but son Douglas lives about 600 feetiadiés available if | need him.

No doubt this one book is only one of many you probably have, but | thought why not write and let you
know what that book means to me. My wife and | and our children are all Christians and at 90 | believe | shall
soon ge my one and only sweetheart again beyond this veil of tears

Sincerely, Archie E. Lux
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It is obviousby reading his poems thaArchie tapped out his poems on an ancient typewriter. | could not detract from his
spirit by changing a thing.As | scanned each small sheet of paper | took the liberty to add the copyright to each poem.

I wrote this as my Wonderful Sweetheart Wwife and I were camped in the
veterans memorial park in the villiage of Marion Mlchlgan It was a
peautiful fall day.Balmy weather,and the trees were @n full color.My
sweetheart was reading,and I was daydreaming of days gone by when I was
a child,The leaves were so bright,and showers were coming down and the
ground was covered,

A dear friend of mine who is 101 years old used mu poem as he cond-

uckeé a Memorial eulogy for a neighbor who had passed away close By in
a senior citizens housing unit.He himself writes beautiful poetry,and
he is highly educated while I only an eighth grade education.

The group put out a little paper once a month and the editor whom I
have never had the pleasure of meeting printed my poem in their publi-
cation and a copy was sent to me.What an honeor!

Pretty Falling Leaves

Is there anything more beautiful-
Than pretty falling leaves

As they in turn give up their grip-
From their place upon the trees?

One makes lazy eireles-
With an air of graee,

Another plunges headlong-
To it's resting place,.

Each onme's a little different-
Than the one before,

Yeoolw,brown and crimson-
Drifting past my door.

The stirring of the air-
Brings down another shower,

Brightly painting lawn and street-
Hor after hour,

Melancholy autumn-
Bring memories of old,

Daneing,twirling,falling leaves-
Brown and red and gold,

Like april leaves we once were young-
Without a thought of ware,

But now we've reached our autumn-
The frost is on our hair.

And one by one we too shall lose-
Our grip upom life's tree,

And droft off to our resting place-
Our soul shall be set free,

The leaf falls once to rise no more-
-But we shall leave the sod,

And saved or lost,we each shall stand-
Before a Holy God.

What shall it »e for you,dear one-
Will it ®e joy or grief?

Consider this each time you see-
A pretty falling leaf.

© By Archie £ Iux.
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I met my oweetheart when | worked in a store,she lived real close by
and L got a date with that Beauty.She lived on the secomd story of an
apartment ®ldg.It was summer,and she knew I was coming.As I approached
the apartment she was at-the open window,and had just eut her hair. She
seen me and tossed out some of that bright red hair.I caught it and put
ic in my wallet and carried it all through Ww#2.Long after tne war and
we were in our house trailer I felt the urge to write and I wrote this,
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THE LOCK OF HAIR
I went tc see my Sweetheart,
And before 1 climbed the stair,
I seen her at the window,
And she tossed a lock of hair.

It floated like « feather,

And I caught that curly lock

That came from my Green Eyed Sweetheart,
The preitiest Lassie om the Block.

1 plaee it in my wallet,
And it kept me company
From Michigan to Texas,
And all the way to Gemmany,

World war 2 had come between us.
Life was sure unecertainty,

But that pretty losk of red hair
To me was precious company.

I last seen her in New Brunswick
Before 1 went across the sea,
And though I had to leave her

I took that wit of her with me,

Some would say that I am silly,
Others say that I'™m a dope,

But the things that kept me going
Was her letters,that lock,and hope.

Sixteen very long months later
Again I crossed that sea,

And when I stepped upon the shore
I still had that leck with me,

Now I look across the trailer

See my Sweetheart sitting there,
That very Greem Eyed Lassie

From whence came that lock of hair,
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By Archie E Lux in beautiful memories
of my wONDERFUL wife Ulive Bianca. ? :

i was priviledged to care for her as she decended
into the blaeckmess of alzheimers for over 10 years
till God took her HOME.

Before she lost the akility to talk we one day
had a day when she knew me.That night akout mid-
night she woke me to say good-bye while she eould.,
She said"Good -bBye my love,It wont ®e long now,
Find someone who can take caee of you like I eant",
Those first words are carved in our head stone.I
dont want someone else!

I also wrote funny poems, Some at her request.

HER PICTURE ON MY WALL

On my wall I see her picture,
And I see that bright red hair.
She has gome to ®e with Jesus
How [ wish-that I were there,

Life without her is so lonely,
And my neart aches day amd night.
Row long,Dear God,how long

Pill she ggaim is in my sight?

I'm s0o glad that she and I
Came to Jesus,long ago.

I'm so thanmkful for the Bikle,
For the promise(we can know)

There will ®e a bright tomorrow
way beyond this veil of tears.
No alzheimers,no comfusion,

And no emnding of the years.

Hand in hand again forever.
Side By side,mo more to part.
No more lomnely empty feeling,
And no aching of my heart.

should 1 through deart's door enter Heaven
Or rise at the trumpets call.

soon 1'l1l trade to gain my SWEETHEART

That pretty picture on my wall,

© By Archie £ Lux in beautiful memories
of my wONDERFUL wife "liwve Bianca.
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SHE'S SMILING AT ME

Just above the light switch,on my wall

Where I turn on the switech,to lighten the hall
Is a picture of my SWEETHEART,smiling at me,
And I long for the days,that used to be.

I tell her I love her,and call her by, name

Then she egnd I,play our little geme.

Oone corner of her picture,comes unstuck from the wall,
And I press 1t back in place,as I enter the hall.

A new plece of tape,would keep 1t 1ln place,

But that would end my game,with her smiling face.
Some might think I am silly,but I do not care.
Why,1in my wellet I carry,az lock of her hair}

Oh,what would I give,to hold her once more,

And wglk hend in hand, Just llke we did before.

So I'11 try to be patient,till her real face I see,
When I join her in Heaven,end She's smiling at me.

Archle E Lux. Longing for her!
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| sent the previous pages to Archie asking for permission to pass them ouarteetirement community newsletter, some
friends and to publish it on mwww.fizell.orgwebsite. The following is his response along with a few photosand
newspaper article
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http://www.fizell.org/

