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Another Year

Another year,

A promise of what is to come,

Like turning a page of a book.

Another year,

Of new memories,

Of laughter,

Of sadness,

Of triumph,

And of joy.

Another year,

What will it bring?

Only time will tell,

For now, let’s celebrate,

That another year has come.

Round and Round

Round and round we go,

Where we stop,

No one knows!

Another year has begun,

As we turn around,

Like records on a turntable,

Round and round we go,

Unfortunately, no one can stop us,

So here we go!

Changes

When did cash go out of date?

That is what I would like to know.

When did flared jeans come back into fashion?

That is what I would like to know.

When did we start talking in riddles,

Using social media as our messenger,

That is what I would like to know.

This world is going too fast for most of us,

Changing by the second.

Rollercoaster

I do not need to tell you,

That life is a rollercoaster,

There are the twists and turns,

The unexpected surprises,

The dips that keep making an appearance,

And the tunnels that seen never-ending.

One minute you are up high,

The next you are down low,

But one thing is for certain,

That there is an ending.

Therefore, while you are on the rollercoaster,

Enjoy your journey,

Because one day you will look back,

And realise it was all one big dream,

And there are no do overs.

Tiny Tunnels

Imagine what is under your feet,

As you walk through the countryside,

As the grass tickles your legs through your trousers.

Think of the tiny tunnels,

Of the mice,

Of the rabbits,

Of the hamsters,

Tucked away in their homes.

Imagine what their life is about,

What foods they taste,

What rich conversations they have amongst each other,

Of the things they see as they scurry around day and night.

Carnival

In the dark bleak beginning of winter,

A magical world is conjured up,

In a town tucked away,

In a county far away.

It is a world beyond compare,

Of lights,

And actions,

Where lions meet pirates,

Where princesses meet squids,

Where no one is the same,

And everything is magical.

You can almost taste the sweet sugar,

That clings to the air,

The hot dogs,

Slavered in sauce beyond compare,

People shout in awe,

And in silence you hear their excitement.

For the carnival comes once a year,

And brings enchantment for everyone close enough to hear.

Pop

I pop a pill.

And I hope I feel better,

I pop a pill,

I hope this works,

I pop a pill,

I feel better,

These multi vits are finally working!

How a simple pill,

Can make all the difference.

Frustration

I type and nothing goes in,

I hit the keyboard but that does nothing,

The helpline is no good,

Turn it off and on they say,

Sometimes I wish I could do that to them.

I switch it off and on,

That is what they would suggest,

What a pile of bollocks,

That is what I would say.

I tell them the truth,

They say oh hey!

Turn it off and on again,

That is true,

I know it is rubbish,

What a pile of poo!

My Body And I

This life was not mine,

Not even from the very start,

I did not want to come out,

Even my body wanted me to stay.

For years we have been thrusted,

Pulled apart,

Then put together again.

Only to be broken once more

No wonder we are tired,

My body and I,

No wonder why we have had enough.

I think it is time.

Or at least soon it will be.

That we shall rest.

My body and me.

Pack a Box

I pack a box,

Then another appears,

I pack a box,

Then another appears.

Where have these boxes come from?

To think of it,

Where has all these items come from?

I never knew I had this much,

Or did I and not notice?

I pack a box,

Then another appears,

I pack a box,

Then another appears.

I get to our new house,

And the boxes stack higher,

And higher,

Almost as tall as the ceiling itself!

Rented

In these borrowed walls,
We will find our place,
Not truly ours,
However full of hope and love,
Each room will tell a story,
Even some are yet untold,
Our fleeting home,
Full of love and joy,
Our roots not ground too deep.

Gin and Tonic

The liquid is as clear as the sky,

As I hold my glass in my hand,

The smell is exotic,
Gin and tonic is simply grand.
As I sip the drink,

Such a dance of flavours,

What a pure delight.

Each drop sends euphoria within me,

Each time I sip,

A calm flows within me,

Gin and tonic a simple grand,

What magic and wonder,

With a clink of a glass.

Chocolate Mint

I can feel its stare,

The delicious smell of the mint,

I cannot eat any more,

But I do not care,

The chocolate mint is mine,

Well maybe another,

Oh, another how can I resist?

Moggy

She is a beautiful cat,

Not only on the outside,

But on the inside as well.

She has a magnificent colouring,

She has a magnetic personality,

She is our neighbourhood cat,

And her name is Moggy.

Oh Christmas!

Oh Christmas!

Oh Christmas!

Or shall I say cook ye Christmas,

Because that is what I shall now do.

Since my tummy,

Does not like,

A lot of you,

Cooking for me,

Oh Christmas!

Oh Christmas!

Shall I cook for you all,

This Christmas.

I will not make one,

Oh no I shall not,

I will not make two,

Oh no I shall not,

I will make three,

Like a champion,

I am thee!

Oh Christmas!

Oh Christmas!

Shall I cook for you all,

This Christmas.

I do not mind the cooking,

It has to be said,

I do like the organisation,

I do like the time keeping,

I may be a bit OCD you see,

But that is me,

So come all around,

Come and enjoy the feast!

Oh Christmas!

Oh Christmas!

Shall I cook for you all,

This Christmas.

Pasta

Spaghetti

You love to loop.

Around my fork you go

Slavering sauces as you go.

You smell delicious,

You look too good to eat,

There is something about a bowl of pasta.

That makes you want to eat and eat.

From the sauces,

To the meats,

To the pasta in the dish,

I love Italian Food,

And I am going to eat and eat.

Dear Them

Dear Them

Dear Them

Dear Them

How shall we start?

Dear Them

Dear Them

You were cruel from the start.

Dear Them

Dear Them

With their words so jarring

Dear Them

Dear Them

With their judgements very tarnishing

Dear Them

Dear them

Oh, what a sad life do they lead

Dear Them

Dear Them

It’s my end they do garnish.

Boxed

You spend most of your life,

Trying to fit into a box the world has made,

The image you are supposed to adhere to!

The behaviours you are supposed to portray.

They say the older you get,

The less you care,

But this is not something I agree,

It is your experiences,

Who you meet,

What you see,

That changes how you perceive the world around you.

You no longer worry about fitting in,

You walk in the room and think,

Do I like them?

Not do they like me?

You think about your health,

What you see as healthy,

Not what social media perceives as healthy.

You realise that those worries,

Those concerns,

Those tears,

Those judgements,

Are worthless,

In a life,

That has a definite ending.

Bad Colleagues

As you walk the halls of your work,

You can feel where the shadows can fall,
Of those people whose faces hide behind the wall.
Behind their false smiles,
And their fake friendly façade,
You will see them smile and nod,

However, they quickly turn away,

As they find time to whisper gossip throughout the day,

At the kitchen kettle,

In the toilet cubicle sometimes,
As they whisper their gossip through the day in their hush tones.
They love to take from you.

But will never return the favour,

All they crave is their ambitions,

They do not care for you as a person
Even when they pretend to help.
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