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​About My Poetry
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Yes, I’ll admit I like to play

With words when they are rhyming.

Yes, I too admit I like to play

With the cadence and the timing.

Why does this fact upset you so?

Because my poetry has rhythm?

I always thought in poetry

That this was all a given!

It’s time I think to have a think on:

What is poem?

What is prose?

What is classified as poetry?

What is classified as writing?

Why should free-form fit in this?

What should be done with skiting?

When is a poem called a poem?

We should think more about all this!

I suspect that some so called ‘poets’

Are just taking the p..!
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A Bulldozer
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Its unfeeling steel cannot take the blame,

Its tracks will not be racked with guilt or dread,

Its mindless power will overpower the living and the dead,

To it they are and will forever be the same.
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A Cuppa
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A cuppa tea fer little me,

That is all I ask.

You can have yer whisky, (duty free)

From yer crystal flask!

Keep yer rums, yer cocktails

And all yer finest wine,

A cuppa tea fer little me

That’ll do just fine.

Does it come from China,

Sri Lanka or Zaire?

I’ll still drink it just the same,

I really do not care,

So what if I don’t get ‘plastered’,

So what if I don’t get ‘high’,

A cuppa tea is what I want

And that is what I’ll buy!
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A Campfire
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There’s something ‘bout a fire and the mesmerizing glow

Of its dancing, flickering embers that does enthral me so,

A soft and gentle fire slowly glowing in the night,

Soothing, calming, warming. It is such a pure delight!

The best time for a fire is when the flames they have died down

And the crackling and the popping all have ceased,

All the flurry and the groaning,

All the hurry and the churning

All have gone,

And now the fire is at peace.

***********
[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

A Day At The Beach
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Hand in hand along the strand

Onto the long white sandy beach,

A swim, some fun, a lie down in the sun,

Until we both get the notion:

Better get back to the kiosk and buy

Some jolly sun-tan lotion!

And for a while we’ll loiter there,

A long while, don’t you think?

We’ll have a snack,

A hamburger perhaps?

An ice cream and a drink.

Back down to the beach we go,

No hurry as we roam,

Stay and watch the sun go down,

Then we slowly wander home.

***********
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A Fireman
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This here is a little poem about an eager fireman,

He can put out fires just because he can!

So here’s a little wise advice (just ‘tween me and you):

“Never invite an eager fireman to your flaming barbeque!”

***********
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A Fridge
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A fridge is good and cold

It is very good at what it holds,

The food is very slow to rot

Because it sits inside a fridges’ cold

And solid, stolid hold!

***********
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A Frightened Old Man
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I can see you, scared old man, cowering underneath that towering, trembling tree,

I can see your old man’s eyes looking nervously around at all you see.

What have you to fear old man? You surely can’t be scared of these few children or of me,

Or do you fear that when we look at you one fragile, feeble male is all we’ll see?

I can see you old man, all alone and, almost foetally, hunched up on the town parks hard and unforgiving chair,

I wonder when I see you why an old soldier just like you is all alone and frightened sitting there?

You gave your best years for this nation and for the freedom that we have you should be sitting proudly on a gem-encrusted throne,

But an old park bench is all we have to give to you as thanks for all that you gave up for us and all that you had so bravely done.

Do they know you fought our wars for us? Do they know, for us, you killed a thousand men?

Do they know about the medals and the stories that you could tell about what really went on then?

Do they know about the toll this took on you; the gas, the gangrene, the bullet wounds and shrapnel that you still carry to the bench here every day?

Do they know the sight of humans dead and dying and the smell of humans set afire and frying still gnaws at your soul and never ever goes away?

Yet you gaze with moist-eyed fondness and affection seeing plump and well-fed children playing happy, safe, and carefree ‘cross the way,

While you and sit and sup the peacetime pension’s meagre rations that they resentfully dish out to you which keeps you living-starving so this nation can keep its cold-shouldered thanks giving from you for another thankless day.
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A Gardeners Prayer
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Why is it when I plant my seeds

The first thing that grow there are weeds

And not the things I really need?

I’m asking this of thee.

And why is it acceptable that

Food plants are susceptible to

Every thing that walks or flies or crawls

And not the jolly weeds?

And do you think it’s fair, oh Lord

That of all plants that are there that’s good

We humans, who despair for food

See naught but barren trees?

Oh why, oh Lord, cannot we be

Just like the band of chimpanzee

That roam the land from tree to tree

And eat and sleep for free?

***********
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A Grouse House
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I think it’d be grouse to live in a house,

To live in a house in the woods,

I think it’d be great to live by a lake,

To live in a house by the lake in the woods,

And it wouldn’t do any harm to have a bit of a farm,

A bit of a farm near the lake by my house,

I could have my fruit trees (someone else can keep bees!)

That would be my greatest grouse house.

It’d have to be warm where there’s nary a storm,

(And nary a bad flood of course!)

No bushfire and no hail, drive in to town to get mail

(Or borrow the neighbour’s old horse)

I could live there all alone and write poem after poem

(And maybe one day a short book)

It would be ever so grouse in my lakeside farmhouse

Where on my little wood stove I would then cook

Up a storm just for me so on my poetry I could continue to toil

(When I’m not tending my trees (and avoiding them bees!) and planting my own veggie seeds in the soil!)

This may seem to you just like the hard work that you try so hard to shirk away from,

But a house by a lake with my own home-grown food to partake

Would to me be a very grouse dream-house to dream on!

***********
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A Holiday
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(I Can Dream Can’t I?)

A holiday, far away, that’s what I’d like to take today!

But where to go? That’s what I’d like to know!

There are a squillion places with my trillion gold pesetas

All around this brilliant planet don’t you know?

I could stay in a Swiss mountaintop chalet,

Or in a five-star hotel by a lakeside for a day,

Or maybe I should choose to take a very long world cruise

On a huge and modern liner. “What you say?”

Don’t forget about a cabin in the woods,

That would to me be very, very good,

I could sit there by the fire and the embers I’d admire

As I’d think about the next place I could go.

A train ride would be very, very nice,

A long one or a short one would suffice,

A steam train would be best. On the Orient Express?

Or the Trans-Canadian Railroad? I dunno.

Or maybe I could do the tourist thing

And try to see just every blinking thing,

This one would take a lot, but that wouldn’t worry me one jot

As I could ponce around the world just like a king!

Or, I could hire me a flashy, fancy car, and travel every

Highway, road and by-way that there are.

(I know it’s not that cool to be using that much fuel,

But that wouldn’t matter much to me now I’m a Star!!!)

What about a mansion by the beach?

With maids and butlers, that would be a peach,

There’d be no more time for dreamin’,

Cause to the servants I’d be screamin’:

“Go and get another ruddy ......”

Eeech!!

Or maybe I’ll just stay here where I am,

And enjoy each day the best way that I can,

It wouldn’t cost me so much money yet life could still be sweet as honey

If I were just satisfied with what comes from Gods hand.

***********
[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

All The Same
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Awake again! I get out of bed,

Here I am again, still in my own head,

Finds out today what did tomorrow bring;

The same old thing!

Day after day, (the same it is!), added to my troubles and my strife,

While another day has been deducted from my useless, mortal life,

Just what to me did evolution bring?

The same old thing!

We live. We die. Just the same as does a simple single cell,

(And we have supposed to have evolutionised so well!)

So, just what did evolution to us humans bring?

The same old thing!

***********
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A Mighty Achievement
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To that thing in Norway

Hitler took on every army in the world!

(And then ran and hid)

Look at all Napoleon and Alexander did!

Look too at all the Emperors of

The legions of the Romans!

And Hannibal with the elephants

As o’er the Alps he was a-rovin’!

But all these mighty men of history

Do not compare to what you did:

They never had the guts to fight

The secretary and the kid!!

***********
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A Mighty Man
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To that thing in Norway

If ‘might is right’, then why is your ‘right’ so monu-mentally wrong?

By bomb and bullet or by stones thrown from a leather thong,

The ‘just’ says he is justified, but he is just plain wrong!

Excuses cannot excuse the inexcusable:

!!!WHAT YOU DID WAS WRONG!!!

The masses will say mass for those who’ve ‘gone’,

But the masses will not be massaged into going along.

***********
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A Mortgage
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Mortgage, the experts say, means mortgagees are in the ‘grip of death’,

Why do oh so many of us get caught up in a mortgage until our final dying breath?

Why do we let these people sign us into a whole life-time of strife?

Why do we put ourselves into a death grip when we are in the prime of life?

Why can’t we build ourselves a shelter that is not beyond our means,

As long as it is safe enough, as long as it is clean?

Start out with the basics, then, as we get older;

Keep making additions and improvements as we are growing bolder.

Why have a five room mansion with payments that we cannot really meet,

Only finding out a few years later we are living on the street,

Dining out at soup kitchens, looking for a helping hand,

Yes take from us the houses, if you feel you must, but leave us with a bit of land!

***********
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Another Dawn Raid
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I’m in my bed so warmly wintering,

Half-asleep and one-eyed squintering

At the dim light of the morning as it nears ever closer to my bed.

I so want to stay asleep you see,

But morning’s come again attacking me;

The dawning of the morning is messing with my head!

On a cold, cold winter’s day I could stay asleep all day,

I could stay a whole week in my warm and comfy bed,

But every frosty, chilly morning the dawn it comes a-calling,

(It insists that I must get up and get about my chores instead),

Every single day it comes a-calling, (and it’s getting rather galling,

I wish it picked upon another fool instead).

No, every single day it comes a-calling, its manners are appalling so I just try to pull the covers o’er my head,

Is there a lawyer I could see; ‘Invasion of my privacy’ or ‘Trespass on my property’?

I need advice from someone who’s ‘well read’!

Could I claim self-defence/insanity or a mercy ruling in my plea

If I should wake one day and shoot the living day-light dead?

***********
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