
“Paper or plastic?”  Well, Frank looks the kid dead-straight in the eyes and 
says, “I’d prefer rubber!”  Well, the young man just looks as confused as 
a mongoose deciding which egg might be the freshest.  He looks back at 
Frank and says, “Uh, sir, we only have paper and plastic.”  Frank—never 
missing an opportunity to teach a young lad says, “Son, I was joking.  It 
was a joke.”  I see where this is going, so I just tell the young man, “Just 
ignore my husband, please.  He hasn’t been shopping with me since Nixon 
resigned.”  The boy says, “Yeah, it’s too bad they broke up last year, but I 
hear their drummer might go on tour with Bon Jovi this summer.”  Frank 
starts to say something, but catches my eye before he speaks.  Again, I just 
give him that look. 

What was I talking about?  Oh, yes!  I was telling you how Frank and I 
were best friends, but we’d still argue over the most ridiculous things.  
Well, as we’re driving home from the market, Frank looks over at me and 
asks if I think he’s funny.  Well, I’ve always been attracted to his sense 
of humor, so of course, I say, “Yes.”  He says, “No, I know you find me 
humorous.  I’m talking about really funny—like Bob Hope-funny.”  Bob 
Hope has always been one of my favorites, so I say, “Well, no one is as 
funny as Bob Hope.”  He says, “You mean to tell me that you can sit there 
and honestly say that I’m not as funny as Bob Hope?”  I tell Frank, “My 
dear, you are definitely funny, but you are no Bob Hope.”  He pauses for a 
second, and then he tells me, “I’ve got a more handsome nose though.”  I 
laugh and admit, “Yes.  Your nose is definitely more handsome than Bob 
Hope’s.  It might even be cuter than Jerry Lewis’ nose.”  We laughed all 
the way home.  My mother’s best advice always served me well: Never 
start arguments that can’t end with one of you saying something funny.   

When Frank died, I received hundreds of emails and cards—sometimes 
even letters—telling me how much they enjoyed Frank’s columns over the 
years.  Many would tell me that—even though they had never met him in 
person— they felt like Frank was their friend.  That’s probably the biggest 
compliment he could have been given.  As the saying goes—Frank never 
met a stranger.  

Well, I have an announcement to make.  This will be my last meeting with 
all of you fine folks.  

When Frank first passed away, everyone told me it would be good for me 
to go to grief counseling.  I didn’t like the idea at first.  I thought it would 
be impolite to go on and on about my loved one, when everyone in here 
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By Jackie Vernon

notes

A Man and His Watermelon is a narrative poem written and performed 
by the legendary Jackie Vernon, who is perhaps best-known to younger 
generations as the voice of Frosty in the iconic, animated television 
show, Frosty the Snowman.  This selection should be performed by 
a male and be entered in Poetry Interpretation.  Jackie Vernon was a 
popular comedian, and he performed this poem many times before live 
audiences; therefore, a performer may also choose to enter this selection 
in Humorous Interpretation.  Along with the underlying innocence of 
the narrator, the beauty of this poem lies in its undeniable dry sense 
of humor.  Play that humor; however, do not overplay it.  If delivered 
correctly, the poem itself will do most of the work for the performer.  
There are several characters found within this poem.  Make each 
character clear, distinct, and vocally unique for the audience.  The drama 
mask icons simply serve as suggestions for when to turn the pages in the 
manuscript.  Ultimately, this poem is about searching for a companion; 
however, as Aristotle once wrote, “Wishing to be friends is quick work, 
but true friendship is a slow, ripening fruit.”

I was discovered by Dean Rusk.

I was selling watermelons in the back of a truck
And Mister Rusk was passing by
And I had a beautiful tenor voice in those days:
“Watermel-ons!”

And he said,
“Would you do that again?”

And I said,
“Sure, Mister Rusk.
Watermel-ons!”

He took my name and address.
Said he had a lot of connections.
He also purchased this huge watermelon 
We had in the back of the truck
We never expected to sell.
It was one of those freaky watermelons.
We used to sit on it.
And carve out tic-tac-toe games on it.



game.”  He was right.  We never did discover which one of us was actually 
unable to have children.  Over time, I suppose it just didn’t matter any 
more.

 
Frank was always for ‘The Cause.’  Today, there’s a ‘cause’ for almost 
any ailment, for any group of humans, industry, animals—you name 
it.  You know, everyone talks about the environment these days.  Frank 
was a true believer in environmental conservation.  I suppose that’s why 
we lived in our two-bedroom apartment all of those years.  With Frank’s 
popular syndication, we could have easily afforded a large home in a 
nice neighborhood, but he felt very strongly about the waste involved in 
owning a large home.  He didn’t begrudge anyone who chose otherwise; 
however, he just felt like a bigger home required more electricity, more 
water for the lawn, and more furniture.  He’d laugh and say, “How 
many places does a man need to sit?”  Even though Frank was very 
environmentally conscious, every so often I would have to remind him 
about the dangers of littering.  He would just look at me and say, “I think 
people who litter should be locked up in jail—one day for every piece of 
litter they leave behind.”  I picked up the phone and pretended to call the 
police.  I said, “Hello.  Is this the police department?  My husband needs 
to be locked up for five days.  Many years ago, he littered and left five 
used, mint wrappers at the White House.”   

Oh, how we used to laugh.  That’s one of the things I miss most about 
him.  Frank had the best laugh.  It was one of those hearty laughs—the 
kind that comes from the pit of your stomach.  “Belly laughs,” he’d call 
them.  Every day, we’d find something to laugh over.  Laughter is one of 
the great mysteries in relationships.  Without laughter, a relationship is just 
so—well, solemn.  I’m sure a lot people thought Frank had the easy life.  
“The Life of Riley,” some would say.  Trust me, writing a daily column is 
hard work.  Frank used to joke and tell people he had two jobs—working 
at the newspaper and working on our relationship.  That’s hardly true.  Our 
relationship was blessed with an ease that was unmatched by any other I 
knew.

Frank and I were always best friends.  That was the real secret to our 
marriage.  We were always friends.  Now, that doesn’t mean we didn’t 
argue.  Oh, we’d argue all right.  We’d argue over the silliest things.  For 
example, one time I took Frank shopping with me.  For the most part, he 
was pretty well-behaved.  But we get to the checkout line, and you know 
what’s coming, don’t you?  The young man bagging our groceries asks, 

I said,
“Gee, Mister Rusk,
That’s a big watermelon you’re buying.
Having a party or something?”

He said,
“No, I’m buying it as a pet.”

And I didn’t say anything.
I figured, well, to each his own, you know.

I finally did get into show business myself
And for years I traveled all over the country
Working small, small nightclubs.
And being shy and introverted by nature,
I didn’t have too many friends.
I’d get very lonely.
And one night
I was sitting in a small dingy hotel room
In Peoria, Illinois,
Feeling lonely and desperate for companionship.
I thought back to those days on the watermelon truck
And Dean Rusk and his pet.
So I wondered if maybe 
He didn’t have something there.
As I said,
I was desperate enough to try anything.

I walked around town
And found a little fruit store.
They had the watermelons piled up outside.
I kind of browsed around the watermelons.
I was trying to feel a rapport with one of them.
I was about to give it all up
When I noticed this one watermelon
Was winking at me.
And I bought that watermelon.
I felt kind of silly
As I was taking it up the elevator to my room.
But I figured,
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