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The Bandicoot from Witherslack

The bandicoot from Witherslack 

Had invented a most ingenious hack

She decided to use the hours she slept 

To sleep-work, and with practice became quite adept.

She cleaned the car and mowed the lawn, 

Even tidied the garage before it was dawn.

She cleared the gutters and painted the shed,

Did all of the jobs she would normally dread.

Now with all this spare time, she could do as she pleased;

Go walking or swimming, have afternoon teas.

She told all of her friends, they were very impressed.

They could see she was feeling far less stressed.

But strange things began to happen as she slept,

In that place in her head where dreams are kept. 

All those dreams never dreamt began to pile up high,

Their only means of escape was through her mind’s eye.

It started one day at the garden centre,

As she debated the purchase of a pink azalea;

She felt a tap on her shoulder and turned round to look,

And there stood a shepherd, leant on his crook.

She said, “Hello. I’m sorry, have we met?”

He replied, “Bandicoot, how could you forget!

You counted my sheep most every night;

That hasn’t happened in a while, and it doesn’t seem right.”

“I apologise,” she said, “but there so much to do,

I need to repaint the hall, and tile round the loo!”

“Nighttime is for resting,” came the stern reply,

“Burn that candle nonstop, and soon your brain will fry.”

She rolled her eyes, tutted, then hurried away.

She wasn’t about to let a shepherd ruin her day!

Yet she couldn’t help but wonder, as she worked through that night,

Whether something odd wasn’t happening to her sight.

She looked down at her feet, and here came the first shock;

For they weren’t feet at all, they were now lumps of rock!

She went to lean on the wall, and to her dismay,

There was no wall at all, the room melted away.

She was somewhere, then nowhere; in a strange place.

Flying, then falling, then in outer space.

She was chased by a lion, then eating ice cream,

Suddenly back in her hallway; was this all just a dream?

She hoped it was over, but dreams hadn’t stopped there;

She went to lie on the sofa, it turned into a bear!

She ran to the garden, wasn’t her garden at all;

She found herself on a tower, one hundred feet tall.

She cycled through a jungle, dressed like a clown,

Found herself in a plane, flying upside-down.

She saw dinosaurs, cowboys, ballerinas too;

So many strange things, it was quite a to-do!

The tidal wave of dreams now began to subside,

She awoke in her hallway, a lamb by her side.

“The shepherd has sent me,” the sweet creature said,

“He wonders if now you see the need to go to bed?”

Poor bandicoot couldn’t argue, just nodded her head,

Scooped up the lamb, and made her way straight to bed.

She stayed under the covers, slept all the way through ‘til ten;

And our dear bandicoot never sleep-worked again!

Ode To A Toad

Serene within his mossy bower,

Gentle toad doth own the hour.

Soft starlight breaks his sweet repose,

By moonlit paths he nightly goes.

Eye of amber, burning bright,

Guides him true through darkest night.

Wandering far, with strength anew,

Through meadows wet with diamond dew.

Hunger sated by beetles sweet,

At light of dawn he seeks retreat.

Sheltered ‘neath a fallen tree,

Through heat of day rests peacefully.

Winter comes, he’s buried deep

Beneath the ground, in tranquil sleep.

Awaiting warm caress of Spring,

To rouse him from his slumbering.

Sure as tides turn, the call to roam,

Is thwarted as he yearns for home.

Life-giving sanctuary, nursery sweet!

In that watery cradle, a mate you will meet.

Toad, we bid thee farewell, as you go on your way

Through the darkness of night, as if it were day.

As you hasten to return to the place you belong,

May breezes of evening carry your lovely song.

Take Flight 

If you ever feel trapped, life is causing you pain;

Turn your face to the skies, a bird’s lofty domain.

May the breeze catch your heart, and lift you on high.

Let your spirit take flight as you learn how to fly.

To be free as a bird! There is nothing so grand,

The world opens up as you sweep o’er the land.

That endless expanse, nothing hinders your flight.

Quickened by welcome winds, gaining ever more height.

Every beat of your wings serves to broaden your view;

Head toward the horizon, see things strange and new.

No passport, no visa, no border control,

See life as it should be, the world as a whole.

Two Hats

“I’m sensible and practical, more durable than tweed.

Once placed atop your head, you’ll see I’m all the hat you need!”

“There’s time in life for that, I’m sure, just not the life for me.

I’m made for fun, Cheers everyone! I’ll help you to feel free.”

And so, this argument ensued between two hats at Hale and Hughes,

The finest hat makers on The Mews.

“Feathers and lace, they have their place, alongside pretty trim,

But when winds blow, come rain and snow, folks need a sturdy brim.”

The pretty hat laughed, saying cheerily,

“You take yourself far too seriously!

You should come with me to a summer ball,

Who cares if a little rain might fall?”

The rain hat scoffed, “Would you have me dance?

I’d sooner face an avalanche!”

And that was how the dialogue went,

With neither hat willing to relent.

Then something changed between these two,

As time went on, admiration grew.

So, when finally it came time to part,

They both felt a tug on those strings of the heart.

As the rain hat strides along the shore,

Upon the head of adventurous Mr Moore,

His thoughts turn to his charming friend,

And hopes that her fun will never end.

He smiles when he thinks of heads she will turn,

And the admiration she will earn.

For her part, in a room full of laughter and thrill,

A bittersweet thought descends on her still.

She can’t help but wonder where the rain hat may go,

Is he facing a storm, or stuck neck-deep in snow?

Now fate twists and turns, has quirks all of it’s own,

And decided these two hats should share the same home.

So when Mr Moore brought home his new wife,

With her dresses and jewellery, (for she lived quite a life!)

The rain hat looked on with bemusement and wonder,

As the dressing room filled up with feminine splendour.

“My finest hat, Darling, shall take pride of place,”

Said the sweet Mrs Moore, with a smile on her face.

The hat box now opened, next, the greatest surprise;

All the rain hat had hoped for, right in front of his eyes!

The most welcome reunion between the dearest of friends,

Now time passes sweetly, conversation never ends.

They talk of champagne and oysters, dancing all night ‘til three.

Hikes high in the mountains, boat trips on the sea.

Two hats, made so different, meant for worlds far apart,

Found true friendship together, so similar at heart.

Time

The second hand thought that he knew best;

Constantly moving, no time for rest.

As he travelled the clock face, round and round,

He’d glance at the other hands, and give them a frown.

The minute hand he judged as far too slow,

The hour hand had virtually no get-up-and-go!

He saw no use for them as they trailed behind,

And his passing comments became rather unkind.

“You lumbering fools!” as he sped on his way,

“To catch up with me would take you all day!”

They chose not to reply using similar tones,

But stuck true to their course, no mutters or moans.

Seconds became minutes, the hours ticked by,

Then finally came a gentle reply.

“Dear friend,” said the minute hand, “indeed you go fast.

Time moves on so quickly, the moments fly past.”

“Yet life can’t be all seconds, one long constant rush.

We need to stop, for a minute, and savour the hush.

So I feel it’s my duty to set a steadier pace;

Remember, I’m just a hand going round a clock face.”

The hour hand now spoke; a slow, resonating voice.

To stop and pay heed wasn’t even a choice.

“Every hour passing by shapes the lives that we live.

Do we use them to love, to support, to forgive?”

“Times past are not forgotten, but they can’t be lived again.

To speed through life is folly, leads to nothing more than pain.

Each moment is a gift so rare, more valuable than gold.

They
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