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​Introduction
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I am not a poet!

That is what I keep telling myself anyway!

A poet is someone that takes the literary form very seriously and it would appear that I tend to be quite the opposite. I just enjoy playing around with words to create something enjoyable to read, something to make people laugh, something to make you think or just say “what was that?”. 

Who cares as long as it provokes a reaction?

Yes, sometimes they are a bit of fun, sometimes a bit grim, sometimes thought provoking, but at the end of the day what poetry should be? Entertaining!

I have been writing “poems” and rhymes for quite a few years now and I didn’t realise how many I’d done until I put them altogether in one place This book is the result of that.

There is quite a variety and hopefully something for everyone. There is no theme or message I’m looking to put across, no particular order to read them in and no agenda but for you to take pleasure in the power of words, whatever order they come in!

Enjoy!

Martin.
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Sheep
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Ovies Aries, or Sheep as they’re known

Live upon the moors and roam

Found in flocks in places rural

It’s Sheep in singular, Sheep in plural

Worried by Collies and herded through gates

At least it’s a sport they can do with their mates

In springtime there’s newborn among the flock

Cute little lambs abound and amok

As summer drifts in they have to be bold

Cos shaved and sheared, they’re left in the cold

Their fluffy wool bore the textile trade

On which the valley’s industry was made

So thank the Sheep, who, of course

Taste delicious with rosemary and minty sauce

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Unlucky!
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Find a four leaf Clover

I should be so lucky!

Just like the three legged rabbit

Or the horse looking for its shoes

If seven was my lucky number, 

It would be viewed upside down

A capital Loser

At rainbows end

I‘d receive a golden soaking

I’d wish upon a falling star

But clouds block the view

The ones without silver linings

Of course!

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Waiting
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Waiting Around

Nothing to do

When Will It End

Haven’t a clue

Want to go home

I’ve had enough

Patience Has Gone

Waiting is tough
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​The Sentinel
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The sentinel 

Stands erect upon its hill

Across a century, its silhouette

Ever watchful, over the inhabitants of Odersfelt

Raised to celebrate a sovereign’s reign

Now a beacon of regional pride and

Lynchpin of community spirit

A rallying symbol

Commanding the horizon

Surveying historic villages nestling among the valleys

Setting itself above all others 

The landmark of a town
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​Threadbare Toy
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The cuddly witch

Was losing a stitch

And became a-frayed

When she was mislaid

Down on the lawn

She had been torn

The thorn on a rose

Had ruined her clothes

So now, she lay hidden

The child had got ridden

The cute fluffy rag

Turned into a hag
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​The Victim’s Plea
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Forgive me father, for I have sinned

The police are close and they may have pinned

The grievous crime I did commit 

When in a fit of passion, I raged and hit

A man who had invade my inner sanctum

That led to my wife creating a tantrum

Oh how I wanted that noise to cease

That prompted me to turn and release

The vicious blow that struck her jaw

Leaving her sprawled upon the floor

Imagine the horror I was feeling

Discovering she was no longer breathing

Running, a coward, to no avail

I sit up all night thinking of jail

When I am caught and I will be bidden

A crime of passion, unforgiven
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​Hotel
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As old and tired as the guests

The décor reeks of years gone past

Tired workers come to rest

Sinking pints before the last

Orders are called, filling the void

Back to their rooms with dated art

A bed as empty as the soul

Knowing in their weary heart

Awakening again, barely rested

Another day in a dismal place

Days apart, being tested

Longing for a loved ones face

Liberation comes with checkouts passing

Escape the suits and silver hair

Bacon and egg repeat their massing

Leaving behind institutional despair

​Training

Wave after wave of information

Head of soup, eyes of gravel

I should really try to take this in

There may be clues to help unravel

The nuances and complexities of my job

Reasons for this factual onslaught

To render more empowered staff

Through life’s experiences being taught

Slick presentation, witty banter

I doubt retention will occur

Back in the office, when recall required

The whole event will be a blur
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Siify Poets

“F am rot
a poet!”

Martin D Rothely
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