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“Shamrock Luck”

"Shamrock Luck" I carry a shamrock in my pocket, a red-haired lass faded picture in a locket, now I'm too old to ride the rail, like I did in the old days, but my memories will stay with me always. and all this green I guess I'm stuck, with "Shamrock Luck" and sometimes I feel so old, always searching for that pot of gold, looking back I'm thankful much to be sprinkled with all that "Shamrock Luck"

"Emerald Heart"

"Emerald Heart" an old Celtic Cross hangs on the wall, as a warm spring breeze blows the waves to the shore, and the leaves are almost gone from the fall before, a new season is ready to start, and brighten this old "Emerald Heart" a herd of sheep graze in green fields away, local fishermen will bring in there catch all day, another bright day turns to dark, life continues on for this old "Emerald Heart"

"St. Patrick's Day Ghost"

"ST. Patrick's day Ghost" around the same time every year, a green mist appears, a tiny man shows his self when people pass money round, he would be just out of sight, to search for his gold coins and make things right, a long time ago when his coins came up missing, somewhere in Ireland, his coins he would be kissing, the things he loved most. and it's time this year for the ST." Patrick's day Ghost"

"Adventures in the Clover Forest"

"Adventures in the Clover Forest" this story takes place, in the 1960's in old Ireland, an old farmer in the Irish country side, the farmer would hear and see things he couldn't explain, sometimes he would take walks in the forest, he would hear voices of little people, playful laughter in the long grass, and at certain times of the year, in certain parts of the forest, the streams would change color to green, the rainbows would be everywhere, he never found a pot of gold, until one day he was up early to do his morning chores, he saw a huge kettle he never saw before, he walked over to it, and looked inside he couldn't believe his eyes, it was filled with gold coins, the farmer thought his luck has finally changed, he dipped his hand inside, and let the coins roll through his fingers, he had a glow in his eyes, and said out loud I’m rich. I’m rich, he ran inside to show his wife what he had found, look, look, his wife said where did you get that? I found it out back, that belongs to the little people that doesn't belong to you what little people the farmer asked, the ones that live in the forest his wife said, they have lived there for hundreds of years, there's many tales of the little people, if you find there gold they will want it back, and will do anything to get it, oh, you’re crazy there aren't any little people, so he lifted the heavy pot into his old truck to go to the bank and cash in, bang, bang, boom, the truck came to a stop, the farmer got out of his truck and looked at the tires, they were flat as flat can be, he said he just bought those tires no more than a week ago, how can this be no one had stopped to help him so he walked into town, by the time he got to town it was dark and the bank had closed for the day, what luck, now what am I going to do, (To be continued)
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'Where are you Leprechaun'

"Where are you Leprechaun" I hear no small voices, no footsteps in the garden, no streams of green, no rainbow over the hill away, as I walk along the stone path, I can hear no little ones laugh. "Where are you Leprechaun" why have you gone away, I’ll see you next year, if you can come out to play.  (To be continued)

“It's a Green Day"

It's a Green Day" Walking in the forest, on the old stone path, the wind blows small voices around, and tiny feet shuffle through the grass, I think I saw movement just ahead, something coming through from the past, the sun sparkles through the trees, magic is on the breeze, laughter echoes from not too far away, as a rainbow sets in the meadow and hills far away, just out of my sight, sets a pot of gold, of a story so old," It's a Green Day" 

It's a Green Day"

"In the Clover Forest"

"In the Clover Forest" lived a little old man he waited and waited but never found his pot of gold. there was a river flowing bright green, and the greenest fields I've ever seen, flowers blew in the wind, the birds song echoes through the trees, the clover fields would toss and sway, the rainbows would fill the sky all day, "In the Clover Forest" on this St. Patrick’s Day,

"Adventures in the Clover Forest"

"Adventures in the Clover Forest" Pt.2 when we left our story last as you remember, the farmer had gone into town to cash in his pot of gold coins. but the bank had closed and darkness had fallen on the city, and the farmer would have to walk back home in the dark. so he started the long walk home, he would have to pass the clover forest, carrying the heavy pot, he walked faster and faster, until he had to stop to rest, he sat on a large stone to catch his breath when suddenly thump, on the back of his head, he was out like a light, when he awoke he was out behind the old barn, with a lump on his head crying out where's my pot of gold ? he could hear laughter coming from the forest, it was the little people from the clover forest, so if you ever find a pot of gold, maybe you should leave it alone. (The End)

"Mother Earth"

"Mother Earth" I went down to my old fishing hole It was nowhere to be found, It was dried up, now the sun burns a hole through the trees to the ground, the north pole Is melting away fast, without "Mother Earth" our planet Is not going to last, there filling our oceans and streams with junk and pollution, everybody's In It for the money, not In It for the solution, we've raped her for such a long time, It's just second nature It doesn't enter our mind, can you Imagine the pain she feels, she was there with all of our births, oh. how I feel for our "Mother Earth"

'Since there was Man'

"Since there was Man" from the sea's first bubbling brew a new creation leaving footprints in the sand, armed with sticks and stones, It was the dawn of man, they would use these things just to eat, now armed with bullets, they kill things they shouldn't, In the beginning we were all of one tribe, now we can affect the rain that falls from the sky, rockets that reach the moon, we will be living in a little village on mars soon, and will shoot down the stars, just because we can, "Since there was Man"

'A Crow's Heart'

"A Crow's Heart" The crow and the raven, will take souls to the other side, and they are the smartest birds you will ever find, as far back as Poe, right from the beginning from the start, I have had "A Crow's Heart" they have made It so hard for me to write, but I've dusted the old books, and my work has taken flight, just listen and you will hear the birds of the night, when the sun goes down and the candles light, the moon will glow, and the fires will start, Inside "A Crow's Heart"

"Ghost Hunting"

"Ghost Hunting" there is nothing more scary than a graveyard at night, when the moon is full and bright, something chasing you giving you goose bumps, and a chilling fright, seeing shadows on the wall, and screams just down the hall, something behind a tombstone gets you running, but It's just what we do, when were "Ghost Hunting" In the crypts lonely hall when the sun starts to fall.

'A walk in Central Park' (Tribute to John Lennon)

"A walk in Central Park" as I walked I began to listen, someone was playing guitar in the distance, I came upon strawberry fields, as I stood there, it just didn't seem real, I just didn't know how to feel, the smell of flowers filled my nose, where someone had left one single rose, and just for a short time, songs filled my head, of a time so long ago, when rock got Its start, when I took "A walk in Central Park"

'My Summer in New York'

"My Summer in New York" I can remember back In 1994, I took a one way trip to the big city, a country boy In an old pair of jeans, and It wasn't pretty, I didn't even have a knife and fork, "My Summer in New York" and so I arrived with my head held high building's so big, far as a bird can fly, the smoke and smog made me cry, but now I'm here I will give It a try, I've wanted to come here since I was a baby In the stork, ya, "My Summer in New York" shots went off over my
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