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100% Fatal

I suffer from a malady.

which is slowly killing me.

There’s no known cause nor any cure.
Its something which I must endure.

A disease universally

accepted reluctantly

As affecting every race

A truth that everyone must face.

We're born to live a while than die.
Its only when the end draws nigh.
That we review the life we've led,
what we could have done instead.

If we had known what we now know.
When we were young so long ago.
Would we have done things differently?
We cannot say with certainty.

Our lives are ruled by circumstance.
We roll the dice and take our chance.
Sometimes we win, sometimes we lose
complaining is of little use.

We can'’t opt out refuse to play
the game continues anyway.
Why are we born only to die.
There has to be a reason why.

A part of some great master plan
too complex for the mind of man
to grasp in it's entirety.

Embracing all impartially.

Wednesday,18 November 2009
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A Blooming Shame

Still fields of scarlet poppies blow

on long abandoned battle fields.

The bones of dead men hid below
will feed their roots increasing yields.

The few survivors are now all dead.
Rejoined the comrades that they knew.
So we remember in their stead.

The many who salute the few.

Now Patch is dead he was the last
veteran who survived the war

A living relic from the past

who lived a hundred years and more.

Thereié'2s no one left who can recall
the muddy trenches and the gas.

The pain of seeing comrades fall.

He watched the long years slowly pass.

He never sought publicity.
He was a very private man
but became a celebrity

The last surviving veteran.

Each year the scarlet poppies grow
On Flanders Fields abundantly

The countless dead who lie below
Have earned their place in history.

By foolish useless sacrifice

They gave their lives to end all war
I think they paid to high a price.
The world is as it was before.

Men are still killing other men
but now much more efficiently
Each year we fail to learn again
the lessons taught by history.
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There are no winners in a war.
There never was nor will there be.
But men will fight for evermore.
Iti¢2s human nature seemingly.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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A Change Is Called For.

A change is called for.

We always tend to over cater

And eat the leftovers later

Until we're sick to death of them

This year a different stratagem

We shall dine out on Christmas day

It will be worth the price we pay

No washing up which must be done.
We can relax and just have fun
Probably drink a glass or two

Of our very favourite brew

My lady likes bubbles in her wine

But I prefer the taste of mine

Good old fashioned bitter beer.

In this we differ always I fear

It matters not for we have got.

A sufficient supply of both

To meet our needs and nothing loathe.
We'll drink a toast to absent friends
To friendships which will never end
To friends who we may never meet
We could walk past them on the street
We will still drink to their good health
and wish them health and happiness
We will succumb eventually

And fall asleep on the settee.

Tuesday,13 December 2011
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A Cushy Billet.

Lunatic sonnet.

Psychiatrists have labelled me,

In doing so have set me free
From all responsibility.

I need not worry any more.

All of my needs are catered for.

I laugh until my sides are sore.
Although they keep me close confined.
To tell the truth I do not mind.

I left my troubles all behind.
When I was certified insane

I lose much less than what I gain.
I need not ever work again.

I live in idle luxury

My every want provided free.

Monday, 15 August 2011
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A Cynics View A Rant

Religion is about control.

Although they claim to save your soul.
The truth is it's a power game

the priests of all creeds are the same.

Although the priests may well protest.
Your soul’s of little interest.

They want to tell you what to do.

If you believe their words are true

you will obey like silly sheep
Instead of walking you will creep.
Obey the rules they give to you
Exactly as they want you to

I am quite certain some believe

that what they promise they achieve
Because for you they intercede

Your place in heaven’s guaranteed

Another trick which they all use
The threat of Hell if you refuse
tobelieve all the words they say
That their way is the only way.

They label me a heretic

Because I know what makes them tick.
To most it’s just a power game

a way to achieve lasting fame.

They do not practice what they preach
and disbelieve the things they teach.
you may say I am cynical

but I reply I'm practical.

Their prime objective is to rise

as high up in their hierarchies
as it is possible to do.
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Except perhaps for very few.

The godly men of every creed

Who do their best to meet the need
Of those who follow faithfully

and count no man an enemy.

11-Jan-09
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A Dad

Any fool can be a father.

It takes a man to be a Dad.

Though some fellows would much rather
play the field as Jack the Lad.

Take their pleasure where they can
avoid responsibility

The lack the guts to be a man
despite their masculinity.

Real Dads are made of sterner stuff.
Take their duties seriously

stay steadfast when the goings tough
and always try their best to be.

The kind of Dad who’s firm but fair.
But best of all He's always there.

7-Sep-08
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A Different Song For Friend Howard

Highways, byways and motorways
are very much the same to me.

I much prefer the bridle ways
Those quiet lanes are traffic free.

I care not where the path may lead.
I stroll along at my own pace.

I'm free from any need for speed

I am quite happy to retrace

my steps. Should I mistake

the path I follow get it wrong
What does it matter if I take?

a shortcut which proves to be long.

I opted out of life’s rat race.

I am at no mans beck and call

I choose my way and choose my pace
and don’t regret my choice at all.

I live my life free from all stress

I only have myself to please.

No time constraints to cause distress.
I freed myself from that disease.

Time does not matter not to me
I thought it did but I was wrong.
At last I am completely free

To listen to a different song.

14-Nov-08
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A Dog's Tale For M' Lady Ernestine

A dog’s tale

A small dog shows his loyalty

he sleeps beside his master grave.
By his own choice he is quite free
to seek the home he does not have.

He leaves his post by morning light
and sallies forth in search of food.
Where he is greeted with delight

by children from the neighbourhood.

Polite and friendly he’ll accept

what ever scraps may come his way.
The people know by night he slept
beside his masters grave, he lay.

This duty although self imposed

he carried out until he died

Though no one at that time supposed

his fame would spread, become world wide.

Granted freedom of the city
by order of the Lord Provost.
A reward for his constancy

an honour very few can boast.

Epitome of loyalty

this small dog earned his world wide fame.
By keeping vigil faithfully.

Grey Friars Bobby was his name.

His statue stands for all to see.
Today keeps vigil in his stead
but Bobby has gone hopefully
to lie beside his master’s bed.

The tourists come from far and wide
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to view his statue and to see
the place where Bobby lived and died
in Greyfriars cemetery.

27-]Jan-08
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A Fading Dream

The purple gloom of midnight hides
all outward signs of the decay.

A sense of grandeur still abides.
That’s absent by the light of day.

Stray silver moonbeams softly show
to best advantage what remains

of elegance from long ago

but very tactfully refrain,

From highlighting faults and flaws,
so obvious in the bright sunlight.
The broken panes and sagging doors
are kindly hidden by the night..

The formal gardens overgrown.
They have been long deprived of care,
dividing walls just heaps of stone.

Show through the brambles here and there.

I chose to walk this way by night.
By daylight it distresses me

to see it in its present plight.
When I recall it used to be.

A boys idea of paradise

I used to wish that it was mine.
It makes me sad to realise.
Nothing can halt its slow decline.

They’ll tear it down and in its place.
They will erect monstrosities
without a single saving grace.

That they can sell profitably.

A stately home for centuries

will disappear without a trace.

But I will retain my memories.

That something that they can’t erase.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

14



7-Apr-08

ivor or ivor.e hogg

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

15



A Gentlemans View

I hold the door open for you
a simple act of courtesy

This any gentleman would do.
To you I act insultingly.

Because you simply do not know
how a true lady should react

and the hostility you show.

Just demonstrates this sorry fact.

How sad it is this should be so
That Feminists can only see
Politeness as another blow
against their female dignity.

A lady knows how to accept
such a proffered courtesy
She feels entitled to expect
to be treated courteously

I do not say that feminists
cannot be ladies. I dare not

I am quite sure some must exist
In my experience not a lot

I will still act the gentleman

I know that ladies understand
I act this way to show I can
Be as polite as any man.

So if my manners cause offence
It is something I regret.

But perhaps I might influence
Some feminists so they forget.

Their attitude towards all men

is fuelled by their ignorance.

I hope that they will think again

There might just be the slightest chance.
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I recognise equality

I merely choose to be polite

If you prefer hostility

It is your choice you have the right.

11-Jun-07
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A Guest Of Her Majesty

Brunhilde Bloggs no fixed address.
Was very fond of cheap red wine.
Somewhat disordered in her dress.
Her voice a grating nasal whine.

She begs for cash from passersby.
Her manner almost threatening.
Her raging thirst to satisfy

at each refusal glowering.

A policeman tells her "move along”
and she reacts aggressively

Insists she has done nothing wrong.

But he has little sympathy

He has no choice but to arrest
and take her into custody.

She has become a public pest.
Which no one is allowed to be

Brunhilde Bloggs has an address

at least for several months to come.

She got what she deserved no less
but she was luckier than some.

Who passed out cold and froze to death

in some back alley out of sight.
A victim to cold winters breath
in drunken dreams of sheer delight.

11-Sep-08
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A Happy Accident

A happy accident

Alone. Alone always alone

The warmth of love I'd never known.
Conceived upon a one night stand
and then abandoned out of hand.

Nobody ever wanted me.
It seemed I was condemned to be
unloved unwanted and alone

My heart grew cold and turned to stone.

I could not love, no one showed me
affection: I could not see

that to receive I had to give.

And so I lived in misery.

I grew up in an orphanage

until I had attained the age.

When they considered I should be.
Grown up enough to be set free.

Not their responsibility

and that is how I came to be.
A dweller in bed sitter land.
Nobody seemed to understand.

Just how lonely life can be

I knew that no one cared for me.
I thought that no one ever would
nor could I see why they should.

Until one day I found a friend
my loneliness was at an end.
She was an orphan just like me
and had endured the misery.

Of feeling that she was alone
unwanted too by anyone.
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I needed her she needed me
We learned together we could be.

Good friends who earned each others trust
and very slowly to adjust.

Adopt a different point of view

and realise it was not true.

That we were not unlovable
and that we were quite capable
of giving and receiving love
A treasure which we rate above.

All of the trapping of success
To suffer no more loneliness
To love and be loved in return
A lesson that we had to learn.

Which banished all our misery.

Now we are married happily.

And have two children of our own
Deep love has from a friendship grown.
11-Oct-08

http;
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A Hint Of Green For M'Lady Lucianne

Today I saw the first small signs

of Mother Natures Spring Designs.
Some tiny leaves of tender green
against the bare twigs to be seen.
The hedgerows will be clad anew.
Though it will take a week or two.
We will say goodbye to winters reign
and welcome back the spring again.
The sun grows stronger day by day
and blue replaces skies of grey.

My old bones will appreciate

the warmth although they’ll have to wait
A little longer for relief

I am quite sure it will be brief.

24-Feb-08
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A Jaundiced View?

We fail because we never learn

the lessons that the past can teach.
The sound advice we choose to spurn
will place success beyond our reach

The question is what is success?
To have the latest gadgetry
Apparently the answers yes.
although they are not necessary.

Technology moves on apace.
Things soon become obsolete.
The greatest failing of our race
We are determined to compete.

Instead of working side by side

to benefit everyone.

The powers that be will still decide.
That they’ll be better on their own.

To show the rest they are the best.
Which fosters greed and selfishness.
What does it matter if the rest

are left to live in wretchedness..

Me first, me first the constant cry.
I do not care a toss for you

You cannot win if you don't try

to stay ahead the way I do.

I will succeed at any price
and you will pay for my success.
I know that I will not think twice.
My only aim is to impress.

I choose to live in luxury

I see no reason I should not
Although you live in poverty
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I will not share what I have got.

It's human nature at its worst.

I see no signs that it will change.
Our creed has always been me first.
I do not find it to be strange.

But then I am a realist
I view the world cynically.
and not as an idealist

would like to see it be.

03/09/2009
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A Job Well Done

Quiescent now for many years.
I never thought to feel again.

The hunting instinct which now stirs.

An urge I must try to restrain.

My conscience is reminding me.
I have retained my hunting skill
Which I could employ usefully.
In hunting those prepared to Kill.

Without remorse and randomly.
To satisfy some twisted lust.
Though not the man I used to be.
I have decided that I must.

Identify the latest one.

But acting unofficially.

I much prefer to hunt alone.
No petty rules to hamper me.

I've studied very carefully

the clues the killer left behind.
Such killers act predictably.
Which makes them easier to find.

I do not have to justify

my actions in a court of law.

It is my judgement he must die.
Make certain that he kills no more.

I'll leave sufficient evidence.

To prove his guilt beyond all doubt.
I have not lost my confidence.
That sins will always find you out.

Though I hide my identity.
It is an act of self defence.
It also means that I am free.
From any outside influence.
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No lawyers claiming innocence.

No bleeding hearts to plead his cause.
In truth he has no real defence.

I execute him for just cause.

The city can now sleep in peace.
The killer’s dead as he should be.
I think that I deserve release
From my self appointed duty.

I will return from whence I came.
Adopt my true identity.
Certain no one knows my name.

Ensuring my security.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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A Little And Often Will Suffice

No pain no gain, but that’s insane
When you feel pain it's warning you
that you should really think again.
What it is that you try to do.
Increase your strength and stamina.
To exercise for its own sake

can often make you go too far.

So pace yourself for safety’s sake.
For if you push yourself too hard.
You do more damage than you know.
A heart attack’s a poor reward

The best advice is taking it slow.

If you are wise you will think twice
Before you over exercise.

17-Sep-08
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A Little Extra For M'Lady Ernestine

I am the hostess with most.
I even boast a family ghost.
Who haunts the family estate.
Of course you must appreciate

she is quite free to come and go.
You never know if she’ll appear.
She’s been around for centuries
and she is rather hard to please.

She will not mix with commoners.
It is the gentry she prefers.

Just who she was nobody knows.
A titled lady we suppose.

A snob or course she is my dear
Her actions make that very clear.
Her history a mystery.

You have to be well bred to see

The ghost I like to brag about.

That she is real, please do not doubt.
If you should see her you can boast
that you have seen the family ghost.

Which seems to prove you are well bred
although the lady’s long since dead.
She recognises quality

the upper class like you and me

If you don't see her though you try.
The answer is to simply lie
Just like the vast majority
of people who have claimed to see.

A non existent family ghost

A fable dreamt up by your host.

Which seems to prove as she contends
that people pose to please their friends..
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They lie about the lie she told.
She lied to show that she was bold

enough to make her story seem quite true.

And you believed the more fool you.

24/06/2009
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A Maidens Prayer

I was naive I trusted you,

just as you always meant me to.
You were convincing when you lied
but when your lust was satisfied.
You wanted nothing more to do

with me. You said that we were through...

I hope your conscience bothers you

I really think it ought to do.

One day you'll get your fingers burned.
Your chosen victim will have learned
To take her vengeance out on you

for something that you did not do.

Some lying lover just like you
deceived her, broke her heart in two.
Then merrily went on his way.

There always comes a reckoning day.
I only hope I'm there to see

you pay for what you did to me.

18-Dec-08
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A Man.

A man who knows he is a man,
his gentleness quite freely shows.
His confidence is such, he can

dispense with all the macho shows.
For which lesser men feel the need.

All bluff and braggadocio.

A man who knows he is a man
sees little need to brag and boast
He acts gently because he can
show tenderness is uppermost,
he knows he's not an also ran.
He is a man first and foremost.

His instinct always to protect

The weak, the old and the helpless
He treats all women with respect
But tolerates the foolishness

of lesser men who can't expect

to be admired for manliness.

A man who knows he is a man
within himself is quite content.
By nature he's a gentleman

to all and sundry evident.

He is no ranting puritan!

to be a man his sole intent.

Apr-12
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A Matter Of Choice For M'Lady Indira

Some take their writing seriously
Whilst others are just dilettantes
Though my muse states imperiously,
that I must write the way she wants

The duties writers undertake

are manifold and various.

They have to write make no mistake
on subjects light or serious.

They know it is their duty to
deflate the self important fools.
Who in their ignorance pursue

a vain attempt to scrap all rules.

Discard the lessons of the past.
Insisting anything will do.

A fashion I am sure wont last
when readers can compare it to.

Fine verse that stood the test of time.
The glories of formality

by masters of meter and rhyme.
Which they left for posterity.

Though I concede all have the right,
to write in any way they choose.
To some free form is sheer delight.

All down to taste I must suppose.

26-Jul-08
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A Matter Of Form For Friend Leslie

Consistency and symmetry
combined with meter seem to be
Ingredients of good poetry.
Though modernists will disagree.

They take a different point of view.
Convinced that anything will do
That writers need not follow rules
and those who do they see as fools

Consider rhyming is a crime

and meter just a waste of time.
But can this kind of writing last?
like that of poets from the past.

I don’t dispute they have the right

to choose the way in which they write.
Poetic prose can be divine

but not if it lacks discipline.

Your writing must be coherent.

A well established precedent

If what you write does not make sense.
What can be said in its defence?

If readers cannot comprehend

the message which you try to send
Because your meaning is not plain.
Perhaps its time to think again.

And realise there must be rules.

A craftsman has to know his tools.
If he does not then he will fail

his efforts all to no avail.

Some readers will choose poetry
and others prose preferably
It is your reader’s right to choose
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to read your writings or refuse.

If you don't cater to their needs
don’t be surprised if no one reads.
If how you write is too obscure.

Then change your style. The only cure.

30/06/2009
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A Matter Of Opinion 2012

I think I have the right to state.

The present poet laureate

Has chosen to ignore the rules

that govern poetry. The tools

which every poet ought to know

To ensure their words will smoothly flow
When they are performed publically.
The must be metered carefully.

In my opinion she writes prose
Though I am certain that she knows.
That prose cannot be poetry

But doesn’t care apparently.
Although she writes poetically.

To me its prose not poetry.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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A Matter Of Opinion.

Some people say I am perverse
because I choose to write in verse.
The kind of stories I compose.

They think I ought to write in prose.

They have the right to I suppose.

But I won't do as they propose.

I much prefer to write in verse
Because I think there’s nothing worse

Than badly written boring prose.
That is the reason why I chose.
To concentrate on rhyming verse.
I see no reason to reverse.

My original decision

to conform to your opinion.

I do not choose to write in prose
I am convinced that I would lose.

My rhyming capability

reducing my ability.

To write my words spontaneously.
I don’t expect you to agree.

Although T am compelled to write.
You're free to exercise your right
To read or not as you choose to.
Though I confess I hope you do.

I know I can’t please everyone.

That is something that can’t be done
By any writer though they try

A truth no writer can deny.

Your comments are of interest
they spur me on to do my best.
We can agree to disagree

on which is best quite easily.
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A poet must choose poetry.

But other writers are quite free.

to share their thoughts written in prose
Because they choose to I suppose.

If you should doubt my competence.
I will not choose to take offence.
You are entitled to your view

Please remember I am too

Sunday,02 May 2010
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A Matterof Belief

Bob Adamson an ordinary guy,

woke suddenly one night and wondered why.
He saw or thought he saw within his room

a radiant figure lighting up the gloom.
Enrapt in thought composing a report.

A question sprang to Bob’s lips quite unsought.

To satisfy his curiosity

he summoned up all of his bravery

and to being he made bold to ask.

What is that you write what is your task.
The being spoke without a wasted word

I write the names of those who love the Lord.
Bob said I will not figure on your list
because you see I am an atheist..

The angel paused before he wrote again.
Your god has granted free will to all men.
Each man is entitled to his own view,

it matters not your God believes in you.

14-Jan-08
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A Monumental Task For My Grandaughter Chitra

A garden walled in rose red brick.
Which traps the sun and holds the heat
our forbears did not miss a trick.

Few modern gardens can compete.

Fruit trees espaliered to the walls
and cultivated carefully

The garden echoed to the calls
of children playing happily.

And so it was for centuries.

But family fortunes rise and fall.
We must endure what fare decrees
we have no choice no choice at all.

The garden fell into neglect

with weeds self seeding where they chose.
There’s little else you could expect.

As any good gardener knows.

The garden now belongs to me.
I have the means I have the will.
I will restore it perfectly

I can employ the men with skill.

To do all that needs to be done
a task that I will supervise.

It is too much for me alone

So I must listen to advice.

I will create a paradise

concealed within the rose red walls.
That is well ordered and precise.
The man who pays the piper calls

the tune.I can afford to pay

and what I seek is harmony.
A formal garden which today

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



is something of a rarity.

A cherished dream I can make true
Restore it as it used to be.

It's something which I have to do.
In my ancestors memory.

My great grand father twice removed
created it originally

I am convinced it was well loved

by him and all his family.

This garden will be loved again
when restoration is complete.

My work will not have been in vain
I complement I don’t compete.

I followed carefully the plan
of how grandfather laid it out.
A monument to the old man

He would approve I have no doubt..

28-Feb-09
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A New Deal

A New Deal

The shouting and the tumult dies.
The people have declared their choice
they’ve chosen change: It's no surprise.

The time has come long overdue
To break with past failed policies
try something different something new.

Both candidates have done their best
you must give credit where it's due
But only one could pass the test

You've chosen your new president.
You did your bit let him do his
and hope that he proves competent.

To recognhise what must be done
to rectify the errors of the past.
A daunting task for anyone.

Though he may lack experience
He's flexible and he can learn.
You have expressed your confidence.

Remember he is just a man
Alone he can’t work miracles
but with your help perhaps he can

But he needs space and he needs time
to work out the priorities

and what reforms to put in place.

He has inherited a mess

which can’t be put right over night.

It has to be a slow process.

He’s not too proud to seek advice
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he knows there’s much he does not know.

Just tinkering will not suffice

You have chosen by majority
to name him as your president
All that remains is wait and see.

If he’s the man the country needs
to show us there’s a better way
Just hope and pray that he succeeds.
He cannot do it on his own

and is entitled to expect

active support from everyone.
Who's proud to be American
Restore us to our rightful place
amongst the family of man.
5-Nov-08
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A New Eden

This world’s a paradise again.
The race of man has been erased.
Replaced by beings far more sane
than humankind was as a race.

A warlike and pugnacious breed.
Who would not live by Natures rules.

has been wiped out root, branch and seed.

Ma Nature has no time for fools.

She warned mankind time and again
That they must change their ways or die
they treated warnings with disdain
Because they saw no reason why

They should not seek to dominate
.Impose their will by use of force
Did not accept until too late.

That humankind had run its course.

Another failed experiment

Which Mother Nature brings to a close.
It did not work as it was meant.

As damage to the planet shows

It will take time to recreate
Conditions as they ought to be.
Now Mother Nature’s cleaned the slate.

She can react quite ruthlessly.

1-Oct-08
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A New Experience For Friend Colin

Across the windswept moors there came.
A long drawn out and eerie cry.

What could it be in heavens name?
Another echoed in reply.

I will admit quite openly

I'm not at all ashamed to say.
This eerie wailing frightened me.
I still remember to this day.

When first I heard a vixen cry
as she was seeking for a mate
The dog fox voiced a quick reply.
Which gave me cause to hesitate.

I'm glad to say I persevered

and faced up to the sound I feared.
I saw the vixen easily

and heard her call repeatedly.

I was no longer frightened by

her strange unearthly screaming cry.
Just then the dog fox came in sight.
She greeted him with mute delight.

What happened then I do not know
I felt it only right to go

Now that I had identified

the animals that loudly cried

their needs upon the evening breeze.
I left to let them mate in peace.
Although their cries had frightened me
I treated them respectfully.

I walked as quickly as I could

towards my home, I understood

they had the right to privacy.

There are some things no man should see.
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A Passing Thought.

An optimistic pessimist.

An oxymoron without doubt

and yet such crazy thoughts persist.
Something for me to think about.

As I consider carefully.
A pessimist who hopes he’s right
is thinking optimistically.

Though what that proves I do not know.

Except I think it could be so.

Though everybody won't agree.

Thursday,21 January 2010.
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A Patient Suitor.

Moonlight was my homeward escort.
I felt no need for company

Strolling slowly deep in thought.

An idea struck me suddenly.

I need no man to protect me.

Here in the quiet countryside

I can walk alone in safety.

Although sometimes I decide

To let a friend accompany me

He sees me safely to my door

Its choice and not necessity.

He's just a friend and nothing more.
Although I know he'd like to be
more than a friend and marry me.

Friday,02 March 2012
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A Pinch Of Salt

A title does not signify
you are in fact a gentleman.
Aristocrats can cheat and lie
as readily as any man.

alleged degrees don’t guarantee

that you possess intelligence

They can be purchased easily

by those who lack the common sense

To know that titles and degrees
although intended to impress.
Are counterfeit as currencies
which are in fact quite valueless.

You can’t expect to get respect
because you a titled man.

I see no reason to accept

your claim to be a gentleman.

Some people are fooled easily.
Accept your claims at face value

but some are wise enough to see
that what you claim may not be true.

A scholar and a gentleman

is not too hard to recognise.

I'm’ sure you will find that you can.
If you just use your ears and eyes.

Do not be fooled by their pretence.
The claims they cannot verify

Rely upon your common sense
The inner voice you can'’t deny.

Why should you show them your respect.
They show but small respect for you.

Its wiser to be circumspect

until they prove their claims are true.
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A Poor Attempt

The water mill beside the stream, highlighted by a stray moonbeam.
Which adds an abstract quality, a touch of surreality.
To the scene which I can see and makes it extraordinary

The stream is deep and strong but slow and turns the paddles from below.

The droplets falling from the wheel to any poets eyes appeal
Reflecting light prismatically in rainbow colours flying free.

They join the moon light in a dance of ever changing radiance

Sadly dark clouds obscure the moon; the show is ended all too soon.
My soul is soothed and satisfied, although the dark clouds came to hide
the beauty which I saw memories will never fade.

I can recall them vividly and in my minds eye I still see

the wondrous scene I saw tonight. An interplay of dark and light.

I try my best to share with you the beauty that I had in view.
Though I'm afraid I lack the skill despite the fact I have the will.

I am quite sure you’ll understand, I'm just a man I can’t command
the words I write to show to you, the fleeting beauty that I knew..

22-Nov-08
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A Question Of Morality

What makes an action right or wrong?
Do we decide this consciously?

or do we simply go along

with accepted morality.

If you must kill to save a life.
You can do but reluctantly
because its sets up mental strife.
Which interferes with liberty

of action which is needed to

remove the threat which you perceive.

Although the deed will trouble you,
you have to act as you believe.

To shoot a man who means to kill
someone you love is justified.
Although some moralists will still
deny you the right to decide.

I think we act instinctively

when there is no alternative.
Remove the threat decisively
an action which I'm positive.

Should not be seen as culpable
A fact that recognised by law
each one of us is capable

of being executioner.

When circumstance indicate
that we must act immediately.
There is no time to hesitate
considering morality.

We act because we have to act.
We have no choice it must be done
I choose to see this as a fact
although it won’t please everyone.
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A Question Of Priorities

A portal closes then you see
another one has opened wide.

Is this an opportunity

you have brief moments to decide.

If you go through this open door

your life will change forever more

If you do not you may regret

you lacked the courage to step through
One thing for sure you won't forget

the chance which fate had offered you.

A golden opportunity

which you declined reluctantly.

You longed to go but chose to stay
You knew that you were needed here.
you knew you could not walk away
From everything which you held dear

A wise decision to remain

that question echoes in your brain.
When you decided not to go
through that portal and explore.
The truth is that you'll never know
what lay beyond that open door.

But still you wonder constantly
what you’d have done if you were free.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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A Self Proclaimed Iconoclast

When preaching to the multitudes
He taught by means of parable

to make it understandable.

Not merely mouthing platitudes.

Religious leaders of today.

Who have risen to prominence

would view it as great offence.

If you should question what they say.

You ask but they do not reply.

You are supposed to just accept

the rules they make as your precept.
A code of conduct to live by.

They daren’t admit they know no more
than you do. Maybe even less

of what they’re trying to express.

A fact they easily ignore.

Too busy building their career

and striving hard to make their name.
To most it’s just a power game.

It's sad but it is true I fear.

Their myths and legends based upon
the simple truth which was once taught
corrupted now by after thought.

are merely man’s opinion.

They cannot teach what they don’t know.
Although they keep up the pretense

they can produce no evidence.

To show they know the way to go.

Relying on our ignorance.

We are brain washed in early youth
that our religion holds the truth.
There’s little room for tolerance.
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You cannot force men to accept
that your way is the only way.
That’s why we’re in a mess today
The leaders of each church reject.

That tolerance can lead the way

to lasting peace and brotherhood

and put an end to shedding blood.
Admit that they have been led astray.

By bigots now and in the past.
Though not a prophet I forsee
no ending to the misery.

A self proclaimed iconoclast.

20-Mar-08
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A Simple Man.

I am not a Christian

Nor a Muslim or a Jew

I am just a simple man.

Who has a different point of view.

I can't believe the fairy tales.
Which I was taught in my youth.
Because the evidence fails

to convince me of their truth.

I am prepared to listen to.

What you believe with due respect.

But I expect respect from you.
Though you're entitled to reject.

What I believe as being false.
A matter of selection
I dance a jig you choose to waltz.

A different dance for everyone.

Sunday,12 February 2012
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A Small Boys View

The air raid sirens wailing cry.

Search lights criss crossing in the sky
Searching for the enemy

That we can hear but cannot see.

When they are caught in the cross beams
They’re targeted by ack ack teams.

Who aim to score a hit or two.

I'm glad to say they often do.

The gunners know if they get through
the damage that their bombs will do
Fast fighter planes join in the fray
And show no mercy to their prey.

The bombers can’t evade the lights.
The gunners have them in their sights.
Streams of tracers mark the flight

of shells which hurtle through the night.

To bring the bombers down in flames.
Part of the nightly fun and games.
We watched instead of taking cover
We stayed until the raid was over.

Then went to bed quite happily.
Where we were supposed to be.
Sleeping peacefully in safety
Instead of sneaking up to see.

The gunners showing off their skill
Although we were forbidden to.
We disobeyed as children will.
The skylight gave a perfect view

We drew the curtain to one side.
And watched the battles in the sky.
But we were wise enough to hide
The evidence, we did not lie
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I'm sure my father never knew.
That we got up to watch the show.
Every night brought something new.
During the war so long ago.

I can remember vividly.

The damage that the bombs had wrought.

When morning came and we could see.
The results of a battle fought.

By deadly foes high in the sky.
Too young to understand the war
We never thought to question why
Or what we were fighting for.

When I look back it seems unreal.
Almost as if it happened to.
somebody else. It makes me feel.
It could not possibly be true.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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A Sobering Tale.

Sometimes he sits, sometimes he thinks.
At other times combines the two

More frequently he sits and drinks.
Because he cannot bear the view.

The only view that he can see

through pain filled eyes awash with tears.
He can remember vividly.

The promise of his early years.

When he was young and full of hope.
He had the whole world by the tail
But later found he could not cope,
although he tried to no avail.

Discovering that a drink or two
helped to alleviate the stress

A sorry story nothing new

His life became a complete mess.

He lost his job it had to come.

His drinking led to a divorce.

His wife then claimed the family home.
His life sped on it’'s downwards course.

A friend became his enemy
because he let it take control.
It took him over completely.
Dependent now on alcohol.

No longer does he drink from choice
That luxury is now denied.

He drinks to still the nagging voice
which urges him to suicide.

Today he’s just a drunken bum

with nothing to look forward to.

Bar cheap red wine to make him numb
albeit temporarily.
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Sometimes he sits, sometimes he thinks
sometimes he can combine the two.
More often though he sits and drinks
There’s nothing he would rather do.

10/10/2009
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A Too Severe Penalty? ? Story Poem

The vampire breed grows more profuse.
According to the latest news

They have evolved and hunt by day
This frightens me I have to say.

I used to stay indoors by night

and do my chores in broad daylight.
I knew that vampires feared the sun
But now that last safeguard is gone.

They used to fear the crucifix

just as they should the heretics.
But now we have no defence at all.
Should a vampire choose to call.

They do not wear long flowing cloaks
they dress like all the other folks.
There is no way you can be sure
about the family next door

You cannot tell who you can trust.
To be quite free of the blood lust.
Even the Vicar is not free

of being watched suspiciously.

I do not mind donating blood.

I feel quite strongly that I should
but only voluntarily

and taken scientifically.

I live alone reclusively

and venture out reluctantly.

Do all my shopping on the net
which seems to be the safest bet.

I often wonder what they’ll do

when everyone’s a vampire too.

No humans left on which to prey.
They’ll have to find some other way.
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To satisfy their thirst for blood
Though I have always understood.
They do not prey on their own kind
Because their systems are designhed

to digest only human blood.

Their prime and only source of food
When the last of us is gone

and no one left to feast upon

They’ll be condemned eternally
to wander wailing hungrily.

A well deserv’ed punishment
for preying on the innocent

Thee is no court of last appeal

to which the vampires could apply.
But if there were could it repeal.
Established laws and let them die

I like to think perhaps they would
for vampires are misunderstood.
perhaps they did not choose to be

vampires voluntarily.

18-Oct-08
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A Touch Of Frost For Friend Thad

From my library shelf I took

by random choice a poetry book.
I thought to while some time away
to brighten up a boring day

It chanced to be by Robert Frost
and I was hooked completely lost
I finished the anthology

and found his words inspired me
I had to try and see if I

could find the words to satisfy
the need I felt to emulate.

This poet who could clearly state
in his own style of poetry.

His own home spun philosophy.

28-May-08
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A Tribute To y 1849-1903

A tribute to y 1849-1903
Invictus.

Out of the night that covers me
dark as the pit from pole to pole.
I thank whatever Gods may be
for my unconquerable soul.

A Glosa

Out of the night that covers me.
I won't relinquish my control

a man must challenge destiny.
To be the captain of his soul.

Black as the pit from pole to pole.
The darkness fails to frighten me,
I travel on towards my goal
pursue my quest relentlessly.

I thank whatever Gods may be
but I believe than on the whole.
That man has the ability

to win the battle for his soul.

For my unconquerable soul
will guard and guide me constantly.
As I perform my earthly role.

I can do all that's asked of me.

04/05/2009
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A True Measure For J.T, Ellison

The measure of a life is not

the length of time from birth to death.
Nor the possessions you have got

or what you say with your last breath

But what you did whilst you were here.
The joy and happiness you shared

with those you loved and held most dear.
With total strangers if you dared.

If all your kind deeds can outweigh

the things you did which you regret.

As through the world you made your way,
and folks are willing to forget.

Your little foibles faults and flaws
because you did more good than harm.
As you tried to steer your course
through the rough waters to the calm.

Your worth is only measured by
The memories you leave behind.
this is a truth I can’t deny.

To which I have become resigned.

26-May-08
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A Voice Crying In The Wilderness

Revealed to me exclusively.

Its natures plan to erase man.

No one accepts this prophecy.

They don’t believe that nature can.
Tight close their eyes so they can’t see
the facts parade before their eyes.
Although they will eventually

when they are facing their demise.
We're living in the latter days.

We have been warned which we ignored
perhaps too late to mend our ways.

So we will reap our just reward.
become extinct like dinosaurs

for disobeying Natures Laws.

25-Jun-08
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A Whole New Ball Game.

The time had come for me to go and leave the world of work behind

I was not sure, did not know how I would occupy my mind

To fill the long hours of the day. I knew some things I'd like to try.

But work had left small time for play and now there s was no reason why.

My times my own an I am free to try my hand at something new

from pottery to poetry and that is what I mean to do.

It may seem strange but now I find there are too few hours in the day.
To do the things I have in mind. I look at life a different way.

Retirement wrought a change in me I do the thing I want to do
I have no one to please but me. Something you can look forward to.
When you too leave the world of work behind. You'll be too busy to regret.

The years you spent as a wage slave you'll be quite happy to forget.

19-Jul-08
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A Wish Come True, Unexpectedly

A wish come true unexpectedly

A dismal dank December day.
The kind of day I'd rather stay
inside beside my fireside.

I have no choice although I know
my journey will be long and slow.
The fog is very thick outside.

I must drive very carefully
because I can’t see properly.
Not looking forward to the ride.

The fog’s too thick so I decide
I will turn back, go back inside.
Phone up to say I have tried

Say that the fog is far too dense
The worst in my experience.
Although I do my best to hide.

The satisfaction that I feel
I need not slide behind the wheel
But sit beside my fireside.

On this dismal December day

I cannot go so I must stay

warm and comfortable inside.

I'm sure they’ll manage without me.
I do not feel at all guilty.

My excuse can be verified.

Friday,11 December 2009
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A Worthy Man?

The Very Reverend Doctor Green.

A doctor of divinity

This learned cleric can be seen

as lacking in humility.

The Doctor knows or thinks he knows.
The answers to the mysteries

and by his proud demeanour shows
Intolerance is his disease.

Pontificates on the T.V

and denigrates all other creeds

His bloated pride won't let him see
that different folks have different needs
Is his blinkered attitude

deserving of our gratitude?

07/07/2009
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Abnormality

Abormality?

I suffer from a strange disease.

A most peculiar malady,

I do exactly as I please

I do not seek a remedy

I'm growing old disgracefully

it’s much more fun than being staid.
Revel in eccentricity.

I've no reason to be afraid

of what some people think of me.
All of the people I respect

accept a certain levity.

As for the rest I don’t expect

that they would dare not to conform
to what they perceive as the norm.

14-May-08
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Above And Beyond The Call Of Duty For Jt Ellison

Above and beyond the call of duty

Do Roman ghosts still guard the wall?
Far from their homelands in the sun.
I wonder if they thought at all.

They would remain their duty done.

As corpses in cold northern clay

or dreamt that they would return home.
In triumph on some distant day

to a well earned heroes welcome.

Sometimes when the blue twilight fall
I sit enrapt in reverie

and fancy that I hear their calls.
Although there’s nothing I can see.

Though one or two claim they can see
the roman sentries on patrol.

Along the wall quite frequently.

A sad parade of earth bound souls.

Who died too quick to understand
that they were dead their spirits free.
So they obey the last command

still do their duty faithfully.

Do Roman ghost still guard the walls?
I cannot answer honestly
I only know when twilight falls.

I think they might quite possibly

.15-Jul-08
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Abridged Version For Doc Wilde

The sun across the lake sinks low.

The birds have sung their even song.
The hills still basking in the glow

of crimson rays which wont last long.
The night is falling rapidly

reminding men that day is done.

The night winds sing their songs softly,
the time for toil is past and gone.

The curtains drawn against the night.
The family sits comfortably

bathed in the glow of firelight.
Mother is knitting busily

the children squabble as they play.
Father is nodding sleepily

so ends another working day.

A scene familiar to me.

From memories of childhood days.
Which I suppose we all recall

but memory scant attention pays
to truth if anything at all

We can ignore the poverty

the hardships which we underwent.
Create a false reality

the truth mislaid without intent.

25-Feb-08
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Absolute Necessity

Absolute necessity

Is poetry a luxury or one of life’s necessities?

I have to read, I have to write poetry a pure delight.

Other poets inspire ring the variety

of forms and styles that I can find, serves to stimulate my mind.
I do not claim to be the best I am just one amongst the rest

of poets posting on the net. Who you remember or forget.

Is poetry a luxury the answer must be NO from me.

To some it seems a waste of time to other folks it is sublime.

You are quite free to make your choice. But I will always raise my voice.

Applauding poets who can write fine poetry that brings delight,
Uplift the hearts of other men, more power to the poet’s pen.

27/07/2009
cpiers
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Absolute Proof.

Absolute proof

Blood, sweat and tears don't disappear
But always leave some trace behind.
Forensic science makes it clear
there’s always something we can find
A fibre here or just a hair.

A finger print that you have missed.
All tend to prove that you were there.
The smallest clue can still persist.
You're sure; you'll get away Scott free
The evidence says otherwise.

It will prove quite definitely.

Your alibi’s a pack of lies.

The final proof your DNA.

Will prove to you crime does not pay.

Wednesday,22 September 2010
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Absolute Truth.

We die a little every day.

Commencing with our first drawn breath.
It's what we learn along the way.
Prepares us to accept that Death.

Is not the end though we don't know.
What happens when we cease to breathe
Or where we are supposed to go.

Why is it that we choose to grieve?

When a loved one goes on ahead.
Perhaps we ought to celebrate

that they are free, but choose instead
To weep and wail and rail at fate.

When I die don't cry for me.
Instead be glad that I broke free.
You can be sure you'll follow me
As all must die eventually.

No one escapes this world alive
There's nothing we can do or say.
No matter how hard we may strive.

To alter this in any way.

Sunday,12 February 2012
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Access Denied

Ofttimes enwrapt in reverie

I have a distant memory

but I cannot be sure it's true

Of my mother who I barely knew.

She died so very long ago.

There is so much I do not know
I only know what I've been told
and that recedes as I grow old.

Although I try I can’t recall

her face: bring it to mind at all.
I feel I should be able to

but there is nothing I can do.

Sometimes I wake to find I've wept.
But I can do nothing but accept.
That time’s erased the memory

of the face I long to see.

Some faded photographs remain
which I look at, try to regain.
The memories I have repressed
It may be that it’s for best.

I was so young when mother died.
My wants and needs were satisfied.
By father and the family

and I grew up quite happily.

Would mother have been proud of me?
I she’d lived long enough to see.

The man her little boy grew into.

My mother who I barely knew.

Then I remember guiltily
my mother lost much more than me.
The grandchildren she’d never know
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the chance to see her children grow.

But I still pursue selfishly

that one elusive memory.

That's buried somewhere deep inside
A need that can't be satisfied.

Perhaps because I'm growing old
and only have what I was told

to remember mother by.

I know I'll fail but I still try.

24/07/2009
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iment Or Something M Lady Ernestine.

I sometimes wonder why I ponder
on questions I cannot answer.
Why do I sit and wrack my brain
when there is nothing I can gain.

My endless curiosity

constantly compelling me.

To try and solve the mystery,

which has plagued man through history.

Did God create the race of man

for reasons known to him alone?

Is there an underlying plan

Which lies beneath all that is known.

Or were we just an accident
which has no purpose or intent.
The question which I put to you.
Which do you believe is true?

It's not a case of either or

there could be many, many more,
explanations I suppose,

the truth is nobody knows.

You do not even have to choose,
you are entitled to refuse.
Though personally I shall still muse

and try to clarify my views.

Tuesday,11 May 2010
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Accidental Choreography

I do not think I'll ever see

Such superb choreography

as that my cat displayed to me
when she was bitten by a flea.

The wretched insect made her prance
She did an entrechat by chance

it seems that painful bites enhance
a cat’s ability to dance.

I think she thought I was insane.

I tried my hardest to explain.

I was not smiling at her pain

but my attempts were all in vain.

I do not think she will forgive me
my seeming lack of sympathy.

10-Feb-08
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Accidental Death Story Poem

Along the coast a lonely road.

That's closely watched buy excise men.

Who know that smugglers transport their load
along this roadway now and then.

They do not know but they suspect
that it might well be pure cocaine.

In vain they try to intercept.

The smugglers know when to expect.

the excise men to lie in wait

Not only when but they know where
The local folks communicate
conspire to foil excise men.

The smugglers here traditionally

have always ignored import laws.

There is no reason they can see

why they should change their ways; Of course

they know there’s money to be made
by smuggling drugs illicitly.

Although in favour of free trade

they cannot possibly agree.

To let drug pedlars infiltrate

They guard their secrets jealously.
Much more efficient than the state
arranging accidents at sea.

Small boats go missing frequently
when carrying drugs from ship to shore.
The locals can quite easily

defend this coast for evermore.

The wont allow drug smugglers to
unload their cargoes secretly.
They know exactly what to do.

To prevent them permanently.
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They aren’t constrained by silly rules
which hamper the authorities.

They execute the greedy fools

and hide the evidence at sea

To them smugglings an honest trade
evading duty is their aim.

But they have rules which are obeyed
and smuggling drugs is not their game.

Though technically they break the law
importing certain luxuries.

It seems that they protect these shores
From drug dealers efficiently.

They only have one penalty

and don’t waste time in courts of law.
They execute immediately.

The silent sea will keep the score.

Drug smugglers meet with accidents
as they approach this rocky shore,
So frequent are these incidents
they’re nor newsworthy any more.

Drug smugglers deserve to die.
Although you're free to disagree.
I for one won't question why
They’ re terminated quietly.

Accidents happen easily
and they might well be genuine.
Explained away quite feasibly

you have your belief: I have mine.

1-Jan-09

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Accidental Insults

Although I write mainly for me.
I choose to share my poetry.
With other poets on the net.
The only thing that I regret.
Sometimes I find I have upset.

Somebody inadvertently.

Albeit unintentionally.

I can only apologise

For bringing teardrops to their eyes.
Though I am taken by surprise.

By what they read into my words.
I often find it quite absurd.

They take offence at what I write.
They see it in a different light.
And choose to take the opposite.

view. Because they fail to understand.

They then dismiss me out of hand.
As they have every right to do.
Because sometimes I've chosen to.
Criticise what they hold true.

I do not mean to cause offence

I offer this in self defence.

The words I write, you filter through
Experiences peculiar to you.

That's why you read them as you do.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Acclimatised.

Softly, softly rain is falling.

The thirsty earth accepts with grace.

Harsher memories recalling.
Another time another place.

Just praying for the monsoon rains.
To dispel the cloying heat

So we can breathe cool air again.
A prayer we endlessly repeat.

But this is now and that was then.
Long, long ago and far away

Now we have returned home again
We have no further need to pray.
For blessed rain to cool the air.

It rains most days but I don't care.

Wednesday,07 March 2012.
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Acknowledgement

The death knell sounds and echoes round
the confines of the burial ground

The tolling bell seems to foretell.

Life will become a lonely hell.

My love is gone, she’s travelled on,
her race is run and she has won.

No longer bound by gravity

she’s earned her wings and she is free.

By sadness I am overcome.

I am struck dumb, completely numb.
I cannot cry although I try.

The wellspring of my tears run dry

The mourners murmur quietly
but no one comes to comfort me.
This does not come as a surprise.
They do not seem to realise

The love I bore for her was true.
We were a partnership we two,
which lasted over thirty years.

I wonder why nobody dares

To offer me their sympathy

a little sensitivity.

But they still show they disapprove.
They do not understand that love.

Between two women is as real

as the emotions which they feel.
But then her mother chooses to
do what the others dare not do.

She comes to me and takes my hand
and says my dear I understand

You loved just her as much as I

it is appropriate to cry.
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The courage which she chose to show
allowed my pent up tears to flow
When she acknowledged publicly
what her daughter had been to me.

22-May-08
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Addiction For M Lady Kim

Addiction

I'll exercise self discipline.

Today I will not write a word.

I have decided it’s no sin.

This constant scribbling’s absurd.

I choose a book and start to read

but then some phrase enraptures me.
Quite suddenly I feel the need

I have to write and urgently,

Before my train of thought is lost

I find my pad take up my pen

and writing in the style of Frost.

I find I'm scribbling again.

My muse cannot contain her glee.
She knows that she’s in charge not me.

20-Aug-08
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Admission

I say with all sincerity.

You can be sure I speak the truth
I'm not the man I used to be

I was a most obnoxious youth.

I thought then I knew everything
ignored all good advice I heard.
Til life taught me I knew nothing
My pretensions were absurd.
Now I have reached maturity.

I know I don’t know very much
That I can claim with surety.
although I try to keep in touch.

I must accept reality

knowledge advances constantly.

9-]Jan-08
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Adolescent Angst

I'm a complete nonentity.

No one ever remembers me.

I haven’t got a single friend
although some times I pretend
I'm debonaire and popular.

A really well know movie star
with women fawning over me.
An adolescent fantasy

but then I have to face the truth.

I am an acned pimply youth.
No pretty girl would look at me
and take the time to really see
I have some stirling qualities

I am the guy nobody sees.

6-Apr-08
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Affianced

The clock strikes twelve sonorous chimes.
The witching hour of midnight is here

the best of times the worst of times.

That vampires love and humans fear.

Upon your balcony I stand and gloat,
you lie unconscious that I am near.

I feast my hungry eyes upon your throat
I cast a spell of calm to soothe your fear.

Your raven hair upon the pillow spread,

a startling contrast of light and shade.

Your lissom figure lying safe in bed

Confirms to me the choice that I have made.

Your fresh clean blood will revitalise me

and send new fire coursing through my veins.
Stop in its tracks the lethargy

and prove an anodyne for my pains.

As mist I filter through the smallest space.
To stand beside your bed and contemplate
my latest lover from the human race.

A source of life that I appreciate.

Your beauty moves me almost to pity.
For one brief moment I hesitate

but hunger overcomes my charity.

My burning need is such I cannot wait.

Your throat’s pulsating throb in the moonlight,
The warm rich blood I see that flows inside
holds me entranced so I delay the bite.
Beguiled by the perfection of your skin

You move and I can see between your breasts
a silver crucifix reflecting light.

My frustrated blood lust screams its protest

I have no choice for this I cannot fight.
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Struck by your face and form you were my choice.

A draught of nectar that would satisfy,
a meal to make an emperor rejoice.
A delight for me that you would not deny.

You are protected by that blessed cross
I am frustrated but I cannot fight

It is not fair that I should suffer loss,
The cross pays no attention to my need.

But I must feed and very soon
I leave you my delicacy

So I fly out under the moon
and break my fast greedily.

Upon a tramp much coarser fare

Than was intended for my feast

His wine soaked blood cannot compare
with yours my love not in the least.

You cross protected you this night
and I was forced to turn and flee
from power that I cannot fight.

But you my sweet are meant for me.

You will forget to wear that sign
around your neck but I can wait
and when you do then you are mine
a gift that I'll appreciate.

Your fresh young beauty calls to me
I must and will pursue my quest
and I will watch you ceaselessly.
For you I've chosen as the best.

Sleep well my love and stay healthy
Enjoy your life in happiness

I know that you belong to me,
Without your cross you are helpless.

You will forget to put it on
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Just one small act of carelessness
Then you become mine alone
And I'll enjoy your tenderness.

We vampires are a patient breed.
Immortality grants us this

We wait to satisfy our need

Then we bestow the fatal kiss.

The tender kiss you do not feel

Nor do you feel that single bite

That pierces you, your blood to steal.
That rapturous moment of delight.

It's only when you start to crave

For sweet fresh blood that’s rich and red.

An urge that brings you from your grave
You realise you are undead.

You join the ranks of predators

that stalk the dark of night to feed.
There is no justice or recourse

From the half life you're forced to lead.

Once I was young and innocent

but she seduced me with her charm
A foolish youth on pleasure bent

I knew not that she meant me harm.

No harm I mean to you my love.
Nay I but grant eternal life

A lasting life for you and me

we can enjoy as man and wife.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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After Coleridge

All thoughts, all passions, all delights.

Whatever stirs the mortal frame,
all are but ministers of love
and feed his sacred flame

samuel taylor coleridge

All thoughts, all passions all delights
emotions worthy of the name.

Part of the tapestry of life.

We all play the same game.

Whatever stirs the mortal frame
and wakes us from our lassitude.
Renewing our capacity
to change our attitude.

All are ministers of love.
Although we may not recognise
that love is the driving force.
Which all things underlies

and feeds his sacred flame

Ever rebellious men ask why

they should accept this as the truth
You know is loves reply.

16-Feb-08
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After Invictus

Out of the night that covers me.
Black as the pit from pole to pole.
I thank whatever Gods there be.
For my unconquerable soul

Invictus.
William Ernest Henley 1847-1903.

Out of the night that covers me.

I will emerge into the light.

This dream I follow hopefully.

I know that morning follows night.

Black as the pit from pole to pole.
Though very soon the sun will rise
up to assume his rightful role.
Majestic ruler of the skies.

I thank whatever Gods there be.
That darkness is not permanent.
That we are granted light to see.
The glory of the firmament.

For my unconquerable soul
remains steadfast by day and night.
I know that I will reach my goal.

When death grants me the power of flight.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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After Mature Consideration

After mature consideration

When was young I used to feel

how strange it must be to get old.
Now I am old my thoughts still steal
back to when I was young and bold

The only difference I can see
between how I felt then and now

I used to have more energy

and now I have to take things slow.

I used to act impulsively

but now I think before I act.

I cannot spare the energy

I used to waste and that’s a fact.

But on the whole I feel the same
as I did fifty years ago

I am not boasting when I claim

I know more than I used to know.

Back then I knew I knew it all

I know now that I do not know
and what I do I can't recall

even the little that I should know.

If asked I answer truthfully.

I say that I would rather be
Seventy three than twenty three
I much prefer maturity.

26-Feb-08
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After Omar

Awake for morning in the bowl of night

has flung the stone that puts the stars to flight.
And lo the hunter of the east has caught

The sultan’s turret in a noose of light.

Omar Khayyam

Awake for morning in the bowl of night
is pouring never ending streams of light
Which emanating from the east has fought
and put the darkness of the night to flight.

The sun displays to every man his might

Has flung the stone that puts the stars to flight
His gifts are given free cannot be bought

or sold by any man. None has the right.

And Lo the hunter from the east has caught

so easily the prey that he has long sought.

The Imam prays but prayers will gain him nought
Because the Sun is stronger than he thought.

The Sultan's turret in a noose of light
Presents newly awakened eyes a sight

each day that comes unbidden and unsought.
Accepted by all men as their birthright.
12-Feb-08
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Aftermath For Friend Thad

I'm feeling rather delicate;
perhaps it's something that I ate.
My stomach’s complains bitterly
It churns and churns incessantly.

I'm feeling bloated full of gas,

the pressure builds but will no pass.
It is becoming serious

I'm feeling really nauseous.

Then suddenly I feel the urge

a desperate need to go and purge.
I go and sit upon the throne.

Ah. Such relief I've never known.

I get but little sympathy.

My wife declares that I should be
aware of my capacity.

That too much beer is bad for me.

She might be right I must admit
which does not mean I must like it.
I rather have some sympathy.
Perhaps a nice hot cup of tea.
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Age Restrictions Apply For M Lady Ernestine

The boundaries which lie between

the worlds of fact and fantasy.

Remain in place although unseen

by unbelievers easily.

All children know they can pass through
to roam at will in fairyland.

Something which adults cannot do.
Because the children understand

the rules which keep the adults out.

Do not apply to them at all,

that they're welcome they have no doubt.
To answer when the fairies call.

Come one come all, it’s time to play
today’s a fairy holiday.

14-May-08
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Ageless Beauty For M Lady Ernestine

True beauty lies beneath the skin.
It's not something for surface show.
A quality which lies within

but others can bask in its glow.

Some beauty fades as years pass by.
No matter how hard you may fight

to hide the signs you can’t deny

True beauty shines through ever bright.

True beauty is not visible

but rather something which you feel.
Something which makes you comfortable
the passing years can never steal.

True beauty thinks of others first
and offers love without reserve.

As a cool drink will quench our thirst
it gives us more than we deserve.

True beauty is a quality

which lasts until the day you die.
A precious gift that’s given free
which no amount of cash can buy.

Beauty is skin deep so they say.
Of mere good looks that is quite true.
Youthful prettiness fades away

but inner beauty still shines through.

23-Jun-08
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Aiding And Abetting

The right to live, the right to die
It's my responsibility.

It is my choice or it should be
When life has lost all quality

I am in constant agony

There’s nothing else in life for me
What right have you to prevent me?
from dying with some dignity.

Why do you think I should endure

the agonies that death would cure.
The choice is mine and mine alone
and I have made my wishes known

Who gave you the right to say me nay.
To bid me that I have to stay

Are you prepared to take my place
and face the future that I face.

You have the right to your own view
but you are not entitled to.

Dictate to me what I should do.

Its long past time for a review.

Clarification of the law.

What the law is and what it’s for.
If I should choose the date and time
Of my demise is that a crime.

And if it's not, assisting me.
Becoming an accessory.
Should not incur a penalty
but seems to do incredibly.

If suicide is not a crime

and is not apparently.

How can you justify the time.
Punishing those who have helped me..

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



31/07/2009

ivor or ivor.e hogg

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

99



Airborne For Philip Housiaux

Always airborne an Albatross

can easily vast oceans cross
They eat and sleep upon the wing
and rarely land for anything.

But even Albatrosses mate
although more often isolate.
They come together as a pair.
You cannot raise chicks in the air.
But once the young have learnt to fly.
Received the freedom of the sky.
They the resume the seperate

life style they appreciate.

An Albatross prefers to be

left alone completely free.

18-Apr-08
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Alimony Apart

Sometimes love one’s to blame

but it is painful just the same.

To lose the love that once you knew
but there is little you can do

When you mature at different rates.
One pressing on one hesitates,

the rift develops so slowly.

It takes a while before you see.

The love you shared has truly gone
and you are ready to move on.

The time has come for you to part
Which you accept with heavy heart.

Some couples find that when love ends

it's possible to part as friends
but only if they both agree
to share their assets equally.

Most couples don’t they cannot see
there’s no need for acrimony.

They can’t regain what they have lost.

Its only fair they share the cost.

25-Jun-08
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All Change For M Lady Adria

Familiar landmarks disappear
gradually as darkness falls.

Though if you listen you can hear
the roosting birds exchanging calls.
From nests in tree you cannot see
though you’re aware that they’re still there
Enwrapped in night fall’'s mystery.
There is no way you can compare
the quiet countryside at night

with the busy and bustling day.

All life moves faster in sunlight

until the sun sets anyway.

Darkness can make the world we see
into a realm of fantasy.

26-Jul-08
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All That I Need For My Lady Irene

On satin sheets my lady lies.

What does she dream behind closed eyes?
It seems she dreaming pleasantly
the evidence is plain to see

. She’s smiling sweetly in her sleep.
Her secret dreams are hers to keep
but sometimes she will share with me
because she trusts me completely.
She knows that I will understand

her soaring flights of fantasy

The things she sees in fairyland

and listen sympathetically.

I need not dream I realise

my lady is my paradise.

18-Jan-08
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All Will Be Revealed

I cannot prove that God exists

You cannot prove that he does not.
Yet still the argument persists.
What does it matter not a lot?
What I believe may not be true
There is no way I can be sure.

I think the same applies to you.
That's why we both feel insecure.
Although I'm open to debate.

I see no point in argument.

I have no doubt if we just wait

The truth will become apparent.
When we have left this world behind.
We will no longer be so blind.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Almost Competent

Too old to learn, I don't think so
Old dogs can learn to do new tricks
Although the process may be slow.
Once they grasp it, it will stick.

I learnt to use my first P/C

When I was over sixty two

I mastered it quite easily

And it completely changed my view.
Of the world and all that's in it

Now it only takes a minute.

When I have something I want to share
The internet has set me free

To share my thoughts poetically.
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Alnham Pele

The Pele Tower well fortified.

Could dominate the countryside

and there was plenty room within
for all the clansmen and their kin.
Long, long ago in days of old.

The borders were a lawless place
and every clan had their stronghold
When border raids were commonplace.
Now it acts as youth h

still a warm welcome awaits.
Though not the sort that met the foe
who tried to batter down the gates.
A place where ancient history

adds to its popularity.

5-Aug-07
Pele Towers and fortified manors were the only safe havens in the old borders
owed no allegiance to England or Scotland

The borderers raided both countries and each other with equal abandon
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Also Ran

Why is it men must strive to win
The pleasure lies in taking part,
the simple joy of joining in

To finish last is no great sin.

So why not be an also ran

at least it proves that you can run.
You're not ashamed to show you can
take part in anything for fun
Somebody must be champion.
Why worry if it is not you

He will be beaten by someone

and lose his place. They always do
Today he may hold pride of place
Tomorrow is another race.

1-Apr-08
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Alter Ego For My Lady Irene

Thou art the mistress of my heart

I like it not when we're apart.

I glory in thy company.

Without thee then my life would be
devoid of purpose or intent.

Know thou my love is permanent.

I know full well thou lovest me.

‘Tis plain for all the world to see.

We walk together hand in hand

thy slightest wish is my command

We are well marched and close attached.
Like two nestlings from one egg hatched
Where thou art there I will be

I will not leave thee willingly

Though death will come, a certainty
for each of us separately

as he has often done before.

We do not fear him anymore
Although we know one must be left
alone grief stricken and bereft

But only temporarily

true love will last eternally.

We know that death is not the end
and on that knowledge we depend.
To give us strength to bear the pain.
Until the time we meet again

and reunite a severed soul.

Two halves will blend to make one whole,
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Am I A Heretic?

Abide with me fast falls the eventide.

My boredom deepens momentarily.
There must be more to life than the T.V
I sometimes watch but I choose carefully

The darkness deepens lord abide with me.
Boredom remains the ancient enemy

I have to choose so therefore I decide
Only to watch what I want to see.

When other helpers fail and comforts flee.
Then and only then do I watch T.V.

Most programmes offered don’t appeal to me
I can go without watching very easily.

Help of the helpless oh abide with me.
Books are my salvation as they ought to be
I have a collection of fine poetry

I can choose what suits my mood easily.

Wednesday,31 March 2010
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Am I A Sinner Or A Saint?

I will supply pure heroine

To all the hopheads on the street
And then the clean up will begin
I'll rid the city of dead beats.

A drastic plan but effective.

The have free choice they need not use.
It is their choice to live or die.

I doubt that many will refuse.

Am I sinner or a saint?

to contemplate mass homicide
To rid the city of this taint.

It's up to you, you must decide.

Am I murderer or not.

They choose to use what I supply
Some use a little some a lot.

Is it my fault if they all die.

I am the last man they’d expect
to even think of such a plan.
For after all who would suspect.
such tactics from a clergyman.

My plan proved to be a great success
The city streets are safer now.

I have some doubts I must confess.
But I feel justified some how.

I do believe in mans free will.
To choose to use or not use
A substance which will likely kill.

I don’t believe in drug abuse.

17/10/2009
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Am I Mistaken A Rant

When shopping at the superstore
I find each time I must pay more
For food than what I used to do
And other prices increase too.

It makes rather curious

and not a little furious

Whichever store to which I've gone
The prices rise in unison.

I suspect conspiracy

They all agree it seems to me

To a co-ordinated plan

Simply because they think they can

Increase the profits which they make.
It's not a case of give and take.

I can produce no evidence

I rely on my common sense

Perhaps I'm growing paranoid.

Why does the government avoid
Examining the evidence

Because they know it would incense.

The fat cats who they daren’t offend
So they keep quiet and pretend

The do not have the power to

Do as they’re supposed to do.

Protect the public not their friends
But obviously it all depends

To whom they owe their loyalty.
Not to public obviously

Until there’s an election due
That is the time they promise to
Investigate the reasons why
Food prices have become so high
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You can believe if you so choose
But as for me I will refuse

To waste my time by listening to
What they are promising to do.

They promise much deliver less
That’s why this country’s in a mess.
We cannot trust the government.
That much at least is evident

The fat cats just ignore the rules.
They see the government as fools
Who have strength but not the will
One single promise to fulfil.

Of course the government deny
This is the truth and they reply.
As usual with platitudes

There is no change of attitude.

The rich grow richer every day.

We have no choice we have to pay.
The prices they demand for food
Maybe I have misunderstood.

And politicians never lie.

And that truth is that they try

To protect us from the greedy few.
Who can tell them what to do.

Governments of both left and right
Have not the strength of will to fight
The power of the money men

Who ever lives at number ten.

Friday,23 September 2011
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Am I Prejudiced?

I am a slave to poetry.

I do not wish to be set free
a willing prisoner happily.

Constrained by strict parameters.
Which form the rules for formal verse,

to discipline I'm not averse.

Though modernists all claim to be

Poets. I find I can’t agree.

Their work has small appeal for me.

I can’t commit to memory

One single piece of free form verse.

In my opinion even worse

they are deliberately perverse.

Delighting in obscurity
contemptuous of clarity.

Yet still they claim it's poetry.
9-Oct-07
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Am I Still Me?

I am not dead though I should be
There’s very little left of me.

I do not live merely exist

My mind is clouded the mist persists

I can’t remember anything
Although I try there is nothing

I don’t know where I am or why
I wonder sometimes who am I

Then the mists descend again

I don't know where I am or when.
My body lives my mind has fled.
Dementia which I used to dread.

Has destroyed my ability

To think at all coherently

I am not happy nor am I sad.
I would not know if I was glad.

I should be dead but I am not.
The art of living I forgot.

The mists do lift occasionally
And I remember I am me.

Although my body is quite fit
Without my mind what use is it?
Am still me or just a shell
condemned to a living hell.

Am I still me?

I am not dead though I should be
There’s very little left of me.

I do not live merely exist

My mind is clouded the mist persists

I can’t remember anything
Although I try there is nothing
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I don’t know where I am or why
I wonder sometimes who am I

Then the mists descend again

I don't know where I am or when.
My body lives my mind has fled.
Dementia which I used to dread.

Has destroyed my ability

To think at all coherently

I am not happy nor am I sad.
I would not know if I was glad.

I should be dead but I am not.
The art of living I forgot.

The mists do lift occasionally
And I remember I am me.

Although my body is quite fit
Without my mind what use is it?
Am still me or just a shell

condemned to a living hell.
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Am I?

Am I insane? Perhaps I am.
Quite frankly I don't give a damn
what other people think of me.
Because at last I've broken free.
I don’t believe that I must do
what others may expect me to.
There is no way I will conform

to what’s considered as the norm.
My little eccentricities

are not if fact designed to please
anybody at all but me

I go my own way happily

I do not think that life should be
Taken quite so seriously
4-Apr-08
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Am I? For Friend Thad.

I think therefore I am but I
can only be aware of me.

If I should ask could you reply
with well considered honesty.

I am as I appear to be

to myself with my inner eye
Or do you see me differently
and if so can you tell me why.

Or will you simply lie to me

and tell me what I want to hear.
Because you think that you can see
the truth might be too much to bear.

I think therefore I am but I
Cannot claim true validity
There’s no real way to verify.
The simple fact that I am me.

Monday,25 January 2010
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Amazed For Friend Thad

I wandered in an ancient maze.
Close clipped hedges on either side
and as I walked its narrow ways.

I had no choice but to decide.

To choose the left or choose the right.
Which turning that I ought to take.

The dense Yew hedges curbed my sight.
I was confused, make no mistake.

The maze became a metaphor
for all the problems I must face.
Each is a case of either or.

I ponder as I slowly pace

along the tree lined corridors.

I feel my tensions disappear

and clearly see my future course.
The quietness I have found here.

Was truly worth the entrance fee.
My hour of silent solitude

has left my mind now trouble free.
Completely changed my attitude.

I will no longer strive to show
I am the leader of the pack |
The maze has taught me take it slow

before I earn a heart attack.

17-Sep-08
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Ambivalence?

Rime Royal

I'm just an ordinary guy.

I do not court publicity.

I avoid the public’s eye.

I prefer anonymity

to being a celebrity.

I'll never be a household name
Basking in great public acclaim

I watch the passing years go by
Observing others quietly

I see no reason I should try

To make the wide world notice me.
I would prefer that they did not

I am quite happy with my lot.

I've heard it said that pigs might fly
There is a possibility.

My work may catch somebody’s eye
Who is prepared to publish me.
Some one who likes my poetry.

I'd like to see my works in print.
Perhaps someone will take the hint.
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An Hypothesis Ror Jt Early

I comprehend eternity.

A moment which infinitely
embraces instantaneously

All that is and will come to be.
The only segment we can see
Available to humanity

Is now and only fleetingly

We interpret what we see,
incorrectly probably.

Which to us is reality

a small part of totality.
Because we aren'’t equipped to see
beyond an imposed boundary.
protecting our sanity.

13-Oct-08
Http:
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An Ideal State?

The brazen blare of trumpets sounds.
As we approach the temple grounds
the rattling kettle drums compete
with ominously marching feet.

The people gather here today
in the old time honoured way.
To hear our leaders justify
why they have failed to satisfy.

The peoples wants, the peoples needs.
Explain their actions and their deeds
The leaders have no other choice

but hearken to the peoples voice.

If they have failed without just cause.
The peoples justice will enforce
summary execution.

A permanent solution.

For politicians who have lied

by all their fellows they are tried.
Allowed to mount their own defence
they must depend on eloquence.

We listen to their argument

and we consider their intent.

Their motives are what we must judge
This is no time for them to fudge.

They ruled as triumvirate

and so they must anticipate.
If one is guilty then all three
Will suffer the same penalty.

If we adjudge them innocent
by a unanimous consent.
They can retire honourably
having served us honestly.
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We the people make the rules
elect the leaders as our tools.
To do as we instruct them to
They do not rule the peopled do.

If we decide they are corrupt.

The peoples anger will erupt.

For them there can be no appeal

it was their choice to cheat and steal.

An object lesson plain to see
for those who aspire to be.
Part of the next triumvirate
Chosen to serve our city state.

Ours is a true democracy

where every citizen is free.

To stand for office or refrain.

Those who have served may serve again.

But every two years they must face
the peoples judgement of their case.
Honest men need have no fear
dishonest men just disappear.

Stripped of all their ill gotten wealth
which they aquired by craft and stealth.
They pay the final penalty

they’re put to death immediately.

The peoples will is sovereign
Offenders will not sin again
This is a dream I'm sad to say
and not true of our world today.

Today our world is ruled by greed.
Use any method to succeed.
rewarded for dishonesty.

The people pay the penalty.
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And Mushy Peas For on

A fragrance carried on the breeze
which sets my saliva to flow.
Aroma guaranteed to please.

The finest fast food that I know.
Traditional English fish and chips
served up with salt and vinegar.
The smell can make me lick my lips
although I smell it from afar.
Kebabs, Chinese and Pizzas too
appeal to some but not to me.
There’s only fish and chip will do
To suit my mood adequately

Fine English food for Englishmen
I can enjoy time and again.

14-May-08
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And No Bird Sings Fot New Friend Mel

The breeze which rustles in the trees
assisted by the birds and bees
Whose interlacing melodies
produce pastoral symphonies
Which vary as the seasons change
and the musicians re-arrange

the notes to suit their vocal range.
I think it would be very strange

if suddenly there ceased to be.
The music which can set us free
from worries temporarily

and silence reigned; permanently.
The sound of silence echoing
instead of song birds carolling.

13/04/2007
Revised
18/04/2009

/poeticpiers
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And Why Not For M 'Lady Tara

On the outskirts of the city

There’s a place that’s very pretty.

A semi rural paradise

for those who can afford the price.

A small elite community

where the norm’s eccentricity.

If you should choose to garden nude
your neighbours would not think you rude.
The watchword here is tolerance

It would not rate a second glance
From neighbours who were passing by.
Although some might wonder why.
You choose to garden in the nude
because you want to they conclude.

28-Jun-08
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Another Chance

I can recall nothing at all.
My mind is like a pristine page,
it’s rather sad but comical
I do not know my name or age.

I am aware that I'm a man.

I recognise the common things

I try to recall what I can

and each new day some fresh fact brings.

I think that I must have a wife
because I wear a wedding ring.
Some fog blots out my former life.
I can’t remember anything.

Perhaps I have a family

I wrack my brains but all in vain.
It seems no one is missing me.
My doctors say I may regain

My memory in increments.

This does not really comfort me

I don't believe in such portents.
Between themselves they can’t agree.

I think my loss is permanent
Perhaps this is a second chance
to start afresh by accident.

As in some story book romance.

My tally sheet has been wiped clean.
I have no baggage from my past

I don’t know what I might have been.
I only know that time has passed.

Since I was who I used to be

I have become a different man
I will have to wait and see

and do the very best I can.
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To make a success of my life

A golden opportunity.

I have maybe escaped from strife
what I become is up to me.

This cause me no great distress
I have grown used to being me.
The me I am now I must stress
not the me I used to be.

The man I was does not exist

he vanished with my memory.
Although some memories persist
I can choose who I want to be.

25-Sep-06
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Another Day For M Lady Chitra

As morning breaks the East glows red
Sad shadows of the night depart.
Then yawning men rise from their bed.
The time has come today must start.
Some men rejoice but others curse
dependent on their attitude.

The sad ones say that life gets worse
but others show their gratitude.
Raising voices in hymns of praise.
For safety granted through the night
How blessed are the men who pray
and greet the morning with delight.
and cursed be those who cannot see
beyond their self wrought misery.

18-Sep-08
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Another Time, Another Place

I'm very glad I came the day.

the dragon ships put out to sea.
To race in the time honoured way.
A sight magnificent to see.

Established by long precedent.

The boats are crewed by volunteers
and every crew is confident

This year the honour will be theirs.

The winning crew do not expect

to win a prize of great value.

But they are sure to win respect.
Which is the goal that they pursue.

It is an annual event

something to look forward to

A day of feasts and merriment

and meeting friends both old and new.

When it grows late the light will fade.
Our holiday draws to its close.
we say farewell to new friends made.

and memories too we will not lose..

27-0ct-08
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Anticipation.

Anticipation.

I must accept that you have gone
one step ahead you have moved on.
I'm certain we will meet again

some otherwhere, some otherwhen.
We had no secrets you and I.

We always knew that one would die
and leave the other one behind.
That you went first I do not mind.

I could not bear to think of you.
Suffering the way I do.

Although I know I must wait

I know I can anticipate.

The joy we’ll share when we next meet.
Together once again: Complete.

Friday,31 December 2010
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Antidote For on

Before me lies a narrow road
with hedges, high on either side.
With only sunlight for my load

I am content to boldly stride

I care not where the road may lead
but I am sure it leads somewhere.
That’s knowledge that I do not need
I am not burdened down by care.

For two whole weeks I am quite free.
I chose a walking holiday.

There is so much I wish to see.

How could there be a better way

The sun is warming on my back.
My shadow always runs ahead

on metalled roads or dusty track
and I must follow where I'm led.

Once noon is passed I start to look
I am not fussy not at all

A wayside on or sheltered nook
protected by a dry stone wall.

My sleeping bag is very light

but waterproof and warm withal.

I do not fear the fall of night.

I'll sleep lulled by the night birds call.

The first rays of the rising sun

will serve in place of my alarm.
Then I will rise and carry one

and breakfast at some friendly farm.

I have sufficient cash to pay

for what I need as I pass through
small villages along the way.
Where I may spend an hour or two.
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Or stay the night If I so choose.
I have no deadline I must keep.
My ready cash they won't refuse
I'm sure to find a place to sleep.

But holidays like all good things
come to an end eventually.

But until them my heart still sing
as I store up new memories.

I must return and be confined
in narrow grimy city streets.
Which seem to me to be designed

for those weighed down by life’s defeats.

I am refreshed and ready to
endure the drabness of each day
with brick walls limiting my view.
Remembering my holiday.

15-Oct-08
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Anything Is Possible For M'Lady Tara

I'd been driving since early morn
and some where I had gone astray
I was weary and travel worn.

I had to find a place to stay.

A good nights rest, a hearty meal
would make a new man out of me
I hoped the road would soon
reveal a wayside inn or hostelry.

I had not seen another soul

since I had left the main highway.
This single track seemed to unroll
in front of me in some strange way.

I was too tired to concentrate

I was fatigued and needed rest
I knew the hour was growing lat
and I decided it would be best

To book into the first hotel

or bed and breakfast I could find.
Either one would suit me well

I did not care I would not mind.

Just then I saw some way ahead
a building with a sign outside.
When I got closer I could read.
Be welcome stranger step inside.

I parked my car just off the track

and boldly knocked upon the door.
Which slowly opened just a crack
then gradually a little more

Until at last it opened wide.

That doors gey stiff, a sharp voice said.
An ancient lady stood inside.

I asked her if she had a bed.
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I have two rooms and they’re both free
the season hasn't started yet.

So come you in where you can see

It is not often that I get.

A visitor at all these days

not since they built the carrigeway
She fanned the fire into a blaze.
She was quite certain I would stay.

She showed me to a cosy room

and said she would prepare a meal.
An oil lamp would relieve the gloom.
It seemed that I had struck a deal.

I did not care how much it cost
I had to eat and needed rest
I told her that I had got lost
and had decided it was best

To find some place to spend the night
before I had an accident

She said she thought that I was right
and I should bide the night content.

Tomorrow was another day.

I ate my meal and went to bed.
How long I slept I cannot say
When I awoke I found instead.

Of being warm and dry in bed

I was outside beneath the sky.

My old suit case pillowed my head.
Now I will wonder til I die.

If it was merely some strange dream
created by my tired mind.

Or had I entered some time stream
to find what I needed to find
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Which took me back to yester year.
When folks lived at a slower pace
The memory is crystal clear
although I could not find a trace.

There was no record anywhere

to prove the house had ever been.
Officials thought me mad I fear
when I described the house I'd seen.

I had it researched thoroughly

By local experts in this field

But they found no more trace than I
At last I gave up forced to yield.

Admit my search had been in vain
Although it defies common sense
the memories which I retain

are not a matter of pretence.

I do not often share this tale
which I believe to be quite true.

I know quite well that I should fail
If I attempt to convince you.

I know from past experience.
Though there are some but very few.
Who listen to me with patience

and can admit it could be true.

Some things can never be explained
although they are improbable.
I only know that I've retained

Belief that all is possible.

31-Jul-08
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Apathy Rages Unchecked

The time has come for real debate about the power of the state.

to interfere with liberties we have enjoyed for centuries.

Encouraged by our apathy the state moves forward stealthily

towards its long desired goal exerting power and control.

Reducing our right to choose intolerant of other views

The state knows best their constant theme as secretly they plot and scheme

To alter the existing laws and thus gain power to enforce
Further curbs on liberty, stealing power insidiously.

The time has come to call a halt, root out the guilty men at fault.
Strip them of all authority which they obtained dishonestly.
Remind them that the people rule. The government is just a tool
which we employ to do a task, or is that far too much to ask.

I am free born a citizen, a man just like all other men

I do not need a nanny state which has the power to dictate.

to tell me what to eat and drink and try to tell me what to think.

It's time the people aired their views and stated firmly they refuse

to allow any government to act without their full consent.

Is this a democracy? to me it doesn’t seem to be.

Although you may reject my views while you have the power to choose.

15-Feb-08
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Apathy Rages Unchecked

I have a strong aversion to.

Doing what I'm told to do

Though other people think I should
I have a different attitude

I have a brain I choose to use

To form my independent views.
Although I'm sure to face abuse
Because I stubbornly refuse

To do what they expect of me

To be what they want me to be

I am a man and I am free.

To live the way that I want to

And do the things I choose to do.
Although the vast majority

do as they’re told quite happily.
They are bogged down in apathy
they can’t think independently.

they either can’t or don’t want to

It makes me sad but I must say
They choose to take the easy way.
They follow like a flock of sheep
Because their minds are lulled to sleep.
they are bombarded constantly.
with adverts by the powers that be.
Which are designed to fill their mind
to make quite sure they never find.
Any reason to complain.

Because they cannot use their brain..
They are convinced that they are free
and yet submit to slavery.

At least that’s how it seems to me.
Things aren’t as they appear to be
Although the vast majority.

Accept things as they seem to be.
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Applegarth

There is a garden where the sun

reflects from rough cast whitewashed walls.
Close by the quiet river runs

here you can hear the soft bird calls.

The scents of lavender and sage,
which grow near to the lilac trees.
Compete with fields of blue borage
ich draw to them the questing bees.

The lawn of moorland turf is neat
and everywhere the flowers bloom.
The honey smell of meadowsweet

is mingling with the perfumed broom.

This garden is a sheltered spot.
Where old and tired from the fray
I sit and doze when it is hot

and ponder in my quiet way.

I think about the things I've seen
and well loved people I have known
The many places I have been

in travels ‘fore I was full grown.

My wandering feet have carried me
to distant lands of snow and ice.
Some lands without a single tree
and tropic isles like paradise.

I always yearned to go back home
but there was always more to see
When I was young I had to roam

across the world by land and sea.

My questing mind gave me no peace
hard lessons I was forced to learn.
Wisdom granted me release

a truth I found I had to earn.
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The fire of youth burns low with age.
springy step turns to measured tread
I learnt my quest was a mirage

and came back to where I was bred

Although it’s changed it’s still the same.
I see it now through different eyes

and seek no more for fortunes fame.

I realise to my surprise

I need not have travelled at all.

As all the knowledge I've obtained
I could have gained within ths walls
of this small maintained

by younger men in their full strength.
Who serve me with touching awe

As one who’s seen the breadth and length
Of the whole he sought for

the secrets other lands could show.
Whose been to Canada and Rome.
Seen desert lands and fields of snow
But has returned at last to home.

A field stone house with roof of thatch,
a garden sheltered from the wind.
There was nowhere else could match
the dream he carried in his mind.

Of Applegarth, old Applegarth

a house that’s filled with memories
It's been his family’s home and hearth
for nigh on seven hundred years.

There’s little left of the wide lands

This proud family used to own
but what there is Is my homeland.
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belongs to me and me alone.

This quiet garden in the sun

the Rowan tree that provides shade.
I know my race is nearly run

and wonder if I made the grade.

Each morn I wake and greet the day.

Determined that I will enjoy
Whatever treats may come my way
As carefree as a little boy

The little boy I used to be
Before my wanderlust took hold
and drove me overland and sea.
I only learned as I grew old

That I could live contentedly

at Applegarth and only here.
Where I was always meant to be
a message I was slow to hear.
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Applied Psychology For M Lady Ernestine

When I was just a little lad
sometimes I used to hate my dad.
It was his job so he taught me.

I must pay for being naughty

He took his slipper to my bum
and beat me like kettle drum.

He taught me there was a price to pay
each time I chanced to go astray.

He was determined to teach me

that I could not go scot free.

He was responsible for m

and took his duty seriously.

Unlike the spoilt brats of today

who simply go their own sweet way.
Now Dads are not allowed to tan

their backsides. So they think they can
misbehave with impunity

Upset the whole community.

Todays child care experts advise
you cannot physically chastise

For they see this as child abuse.
The experts say you cannot use.
My Das applied psychology
involving slippers bums and knees

I general I obey the law

but I believe they should restore.
A fathers right to teach his kid

In the way my father did.

I still remember easily

the lessons I learned painfully.

16-Jan-09
blog
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Appreciative Audience.

Soft moonlight filters through the trees
Which seem to dance to melodies
Created by the gentle breeze.

The shadows on the ground dance too
Or to my eyes they appear to
Disintegrate then form anew.

Sometimes the clouds blot out the light
The shadows gain a brief respite.
Rejoin the darkness of the night.

But clouds move on and when they do
And once again moonlight shows through.
The trees will dance, the shadows too.

The sun will rise to start the day.
The dancing shadows hide away
But where they hide no man can say.

The sun completes his daily quest.
Journeying from east to west.
Then sinks below the sea to rest.

The moon will rise she rules the night
Then once again to my delight
She bathes the trees in silver light.

The melodies played by the breeze
Will re awake the sleeping trees.
To dance again with practiced ease.

Beneath the trees reluctantly
the shadows still dance gracefully.
I watch in silence gratefully.

I know they do not dance for me

And I am privileged to see
The shadows dance under the trees.
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Appy Oyster For M Lady Tara

I are a ‘apply little oyster,
just lurking in me shell.
lying on the ocean bed
suits me very well.

I don't go far from where I are,
cos I am quite attached.

I lets me foughts go wandering
and as done since I ‘atched

No matter where they wander.
matter where they roam.

They don’t have far to look for me,
cos I'm a stay at home.

The oddest foughts go frough me head,
while safe beneaf the drink.

Cos when you can’t go very far,

you ‘as to sit and fink.

I wonder can a ‘addock sing?

or a codling ride a bike?

Are mussels ever muscle bound, ?
do crabs come out on strike?

I'm a native of these waters
that’s all I claim to be

a’appy little oyster
wot lives beneaf the sea
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Are You Afraid Of The Dark For M' Lady Tara

The silent shadows secretly

hide in dark corners through the day.
They are aware that they must wait
until nightfall to congregate.

In the open and combine

into something man can’t define.
An entity with one desire

to terrify and to inspire.

In the hearts and minds of men

old atavistic memories

The fears their forbears knew again
from which they can gain no release,

As long as total darkness reigns

When dawn breaks; then the sun will rise.
The shadows flee to hide again.

Conceal them selves from human eyes..

As always they will lie in wait
in hidden corners out of sight.
Patiently to congregate

to celebrate the fall of night.

When shadows come into their own.
Reviving mankind’s ancient fears

of darkness when daylight has flown.
As they have done for countless years,

and will for all the years to come.
Although the modern man believes
Such foolish fears he’ll overcome

It's only himself he deceives.

13/05/2009
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Arithmetical Progresssion

When driven by a bow of yew

A clothyard shaft which truly flew

would pierce plate armour through and through
and many were the knights we slew.

The armoured knights had previously
overridden the enemy.

By charging at them furiously

were now picked off quite easily.

By archers who were common men
The tides of war had changed again,
no longer favoured noblemen.
Against the lower classes when

a simple peasant with a bow

can lay a titled warrior low.

The knights vowed that on the morrow
They would avenge their recent sorrow.

The peasants were supposed to fly
when challenged by the cavalry.
Noble men weren’t meant to die
but arrows brought equality.

This was a lesson archers learned

and with it dignity returned.

Each man received just what he earned
and thus the style of battle turned.

No longer would the knights prevail.
Their furious charges doomed to fail
Plate armour worn to no avail

when armour piercing arrows sail.

In whistling clouds which bring quick death.
to lordly knights who ride beneath.

A well placed arrow stops their breath
transports them to the River Lethe..
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What did we learn from history.
How to kill men distantly

more quickly and efficiently
improving the technology.

But we are learning as we go
moving to muskets from the bow.
Although advances may be slow
dissatisfied with what we know.

Man invents better ways to kill

in striving to enforce his will.

Death has his quota to fulfil

The common man still foots the bill.

Now officers, aristocrats

though they are wearing different hats,
are still the same self serving pratts.
Who despise diplomats

Proclaim the justice of the cause

always advise the use of force

Convinced that they are right of course
and when proved wrong show no remorse.

It does not dent their self esteem.
As long as they’re allowed to scheme
a world at peace is just a dream.
Mankind will not work as a team.

1-Dec-07
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Army Brats Lament

I'm always outside looking in
at other folks togetherness.
I do not know where to begin
to cancel out my loneliness.

It seems I've always been alone
I am so shy I just pretend

that I am happy on my own.

I am afraid I might offend.

If I attempt to just take part
without someone inviting me.
So usually I must depart
nobody wants my company.

But not tonight: To my surprise
I am the focus of all eyes

and everybody welcomes me.
I'm inside where I want to be.

I'm on the inside looking out.

I see the world quite differently
No longer paralysed by doubt.
I am accepted readily.

So if you're outside looking in

just try your best to catch my eye.
This is a battle you must win

don't stay outside because you're shy.

I've said farewell to loneliness

I am a player in life’'s game

Just show a little friendliness.
and you can surely do the same.

A simple smile your passport to
the inside where you want to be.
It's not so very hard to do

I managed it successfully.
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Artistry For M Lady Francesca

The night has fled but left behind

a louring sky gun metal grey.
foreshadowing the dawn of day.

My eyes wide open search the skies,

the east whence comes the rosy glow.
As from beneath the sea the sun will rise
and slowly climb to dominate the sky.

The source from which the pastel colours flow.

The shades of amber rose and gold we see
a true display of nature's artistry.

6-Jan-08
sonnetina
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As Ye Sow So Must Ye Reap

Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned.

An old adage which still applies today

You paid no heed although you had been warned
But you will learn there is a price to pay.

You chose to lie to satisfy your lust

You promised her complete fidelity

But then you shamelessly betrayed her trust.
Only a fool could fail to see that she.

Would feel she had the right to punish you.
But she was wise enough to know
that in due course you will receive your due.

Your many sins will not be allowed to go.

unpunished: You must suffer in your turn.
A lesson which philanderers all learn.

Friday,05 March 2010
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As Ye Sow So Shall Ye Reap

Tenebrous shadows congregate
and murmur surreptitiously.
About the vagaries of fate

and who or what they used to be.

Once powerful now powerless.

They complain interminably

but to the world have no access.

No power on earth can set them free.

They are condemned for their past sins
and all must serve their sentence out
But then of course new life begins
another chance of finding out.

Where they went wrong, try to amend
for hurts they caused deliberately.
Impossible now to pretend.

They see with renewed clarity.

That as you sow so shall you reap.
This simple law can’t be repealed.
That’s why the shadows wail and weep
because their sins lie unconcealed.

Each act recorded faithfully

there is no way that you can lie.
Although you acted furtively

you can’t escape the watchful eye.

Of your own deep subconscious mind
Recording what you did and why.

A monitor that’s well designed

to bring to light what you deny.

Yours is the only evidence

that karmic law will listen to.

No one can speak in your defence.
The faults are clearly down to you.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 156



You are the jury and the judge

and you impose your own sentence.
No legal niceties to fudge

and no pretended penitence.

You join the other shadows who
wait in the dark impatiently.

To be reborn as someone new.
Your role selected carefully.

To give the opportunity

to undertake the tests again.
The tests you failed so miserably
by causing other people pain.

You'll suffer as you caused them to
Their agonies will be redressed
your wickedness rebounds on you
Until the lesson is impressed.

If you succeed you can move on
It is entirely up to you.

Each life can teach a new lesson
as each life is intended to.

No one’s condemned eternally
you always get another chance.
Some learn their lessons easily
according to their circumstance.

But others find it very hard
and fail the test repeatedly.
A life of misery their reward
but they will learn eventually.

That what you give is what you get.
The scales must balance perfectly.
All other laws you can forget.

All men are treated equally

...13-Jul-08
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Ask Yourself

Is it not true? that most men lie

Concealing faults which they possess,

easier to lie than to confess
Although they cannot tell you why
a lie becomes their stock reply.

A measure of their foolishness

Is it not true?

Your truthfulness I won't deny

but when you look me in the eye
Loudly protesting honesty

you plant the seeds of doubt in me
Is it not true?

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Aspiration

Aspiration.

Aah divvent like the winter neets
because wor netty’s doon the yard
It's caad and damp and has ne leets
and varry often frozen hard.

Aah’d rather use the chamber pot
that hides beneath the double bed.
Aah sometimes wish that aah had got
a warm dry inside loo instead.

Me sister hes a bungalow

that has a bathroom and a loo.
Noo she is rather posh you know
and looks doon on the likes of me.

She married weel, hor man was rich
an left hor weel provided for

Hor life hes gone without a hitch
She had ne bairns but I hed four.

But varry soon aah’ll qualify

and get an aad folks bungalow.

A modern hoose that's warm and dry
The aah’ll be good as her you know.

The airs and graces she displays
impress hor neighbours but not me.
Cos aah recall wor childhood days
which she forgets conveniently.

Me sister is a proper snob
but she’s the only one aah’ve got.
Aah only wish she haad her gob

not taak a lot o tommy rot..

24-Dec-07
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Aspiring To Greatness

Some choose to write by candlelight

and some compose straight on the screen.
Whichever way to you seems right,

that is the way it's always been.

In days of yore you chose your quill,
made sure the ink was close to hand
Before your parchment you could fill,
then sprinkle it with silver sand.

A pencil is my chosen tool

I scribble quickly on my pad
and then transfer it as a rule
to my computer: I am glad

to see it appear on the screen.
Neatly displayed in black and white
the font I use shows crisp and clean
Then I will edit and put right

whatever errors I have made.
Correct the meter and the rhyme.
The final draft is then displayed

. Re editing does not waste time.

It is a task you must not shirk.
Though I'm afraid that many do
and thus do not present their work.
as perfectly as they ought to.

It is entirely up to you

to show that you are willing to

do everything that you can do

to prove you're fit to join the few.

Whose poetry will still be read.

Like the great poets of the past

In years to come when you are dead.
Whose golden words were meant to last.
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Assayed And Found Wanting.

I saw a(lady) passing by

and I was very glad she passed
Everything about her was a lie.
Pure deception unsurpassed.
Despite the glances which she cast
in my direction hoping to.

Snare my attention hold me fast
She did not know how much I knew
about her somewhat shady past
.She only saw me as a male

who could be fooled from first to last
Her efforts were to no avail.

I can tell gold from common ore
because I have been fooled before.

Sunday,28 February 2010
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At Least That's My Excuse. For on

Fatigue sets in more quickly now.
As passing years catch up with you.
But circumstances will allow

A quick cat nap which can only do.
A recharge of your batteries.

So do not let it worry you.

You must conserve your energies.
For things you really want to do.

I have a snooze each afternoon

A habit which I cultivate

I consider it to be a boon.

There is nothing which cannot wait.
Retirement has set me free

from any sense of urgency.

Saturday,11 September 2010
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At Your Service

The road I take a lonely road.

I have no friends or relatives

Nor have I any fixed abode.

my only purpose ending lives.

I do not choose which lives to take
Contrarywise they call on me

to bring an end to their heartache.
When life’s become a misery

If they are living in great pain

and have no way of gaining ease
A burden too much to sustain.
They welcome me I bring release

When you find life too much to bear.

Just call to me and I will hear.

26-0ct-08
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Athena's Bird

The howlet hoots his melancholy
Atop yon lordlings gray stone folly.

The Mithraic bull engages in debate.
Papal bulls that legislate,

the strict rules of celibacy

enforced by gerontocracy.

The ancient princes of the church.

I heard it then I hear it now, .
thrice damned, thrice damned, the cuckoo cries.

As Aphrodite slowly dies.

Then Jupiter steals Saturn’s moons,
and wicked druids cast the runes.

The portents foresee unhappy times,
but still is that the church bell chimes?

Bold Lancelot and Guinevere,

made merry in adultery

Ah well alas and lackaday

‘tis now the mournful bagpipes play.

The moon is full Diana hunts,

and oxford students play in punts.
Who listens to my plaintive cry?

I point the road to Calvary.

Where crucifixion dims the sky,

the cock crew thrice.I wonder why
The words are in my glossary,

wise quotes from sages in the past.

Noble thoughts to inspire us,
wise rules that require us.
To question those who govern us,

in union e pluribus.

And yet, and yet men must still strive,
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to keep those noble thoughts alive.
Buddhist, Hindu and Christian,
Muslim, Taoist and Shinto from Japan
Have sought and are seeking still.
The reason men must seek to kill

the otherness of other men.

Until the Christ child comes again,
and rules in glory only then.
Will freedom ever truly reign,

over a world that’s free from pain

The howlet hoots his melancholy,
sadness to see mankind s folly
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Attaining Virtue

Attaining Virtue.

I climb up to the monastery

my sanctuary seeking Zen.

Find peace of mind again: I'm free
from all that troubles me. Until

I must descend the hill. Return

to where I earn my daily bread.
Where noise instead of quietness
begins to press. I can endure

of that I'm sure, my thoughts are pure.
I will not injure any man.

Because I've learned to tolerate,
accept my fate patiently.

27/07/2009

Burmese style climbing rhyme
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Attitudes.

The moon sheds soft and silver light
upon the newly fallen snow

A master piece for our delight.

The city folk will never know.

The snow that falls on city streets.
Is all too soon polluted by

the footprints left by passing feet.
In cities different rules apply.

Country folk accept the snow
They know there’s little they can do
but wait. In time the snow must go.

Something to look forward to.

But city folk impatiently
Demand the streets should be snow free.

Wednesday,06 January 2010
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Auntie Emmaline For Friend Leslie

Auntie Emmaline.

My cousin Peter was a prig.

A precious little Mamas boy.
Who thought it rather infra dig
a little mischief to enjoy.

He combed his hair and shined his shoes
and was polite to every one

I was quite pleased to hear the news
that he had just up and gone.

To live with a girl, Elsie Ma.

Who was no better than a whore.
It made me glad I have to say.
He’s not my rival anymore.

Nobody says that should I should be
just like Peter. Dear me no.

The rotten apple on the tree.

But what the family do not know.

Is that I arranged for them to meet.
I knew she would lead him astray
He had no chance at all poor Pete.

I don’t regret it in any way.

I'm sure that Peter has more fun.
Than if he had stayed safe at home.
Today he’s just another one

Who felt that it was time to roam.

Far from his mothers eagle eye
escape from under mothers thumb.
They were some things he had to try
and realised their time had come.

He was disowned immediately.
His name is never mentioned now.
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Sometimes I meet him on the sly
I like him better now somehow.

Now that he’s not held up to be
the Icon I should emulate

To tell the truth he’s just like me
Although he found out rather late.

Though I appear respectable.

I have a wild streak which I hide.
My aunt finds me acceptable.

I think she would horrified

to know that I both smoke and drink
and chase young ladies ardently.
But things are seldom as you think.
I find that fooling her pleases me.

A good God fearing lady who
still believes whole heartedly.
That there are things one does not do

Quite blind to life’s reality.

29/10/2009
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Austere Purity.

It's autumn now; the trees discard
their final leaves in readiness

When winter comes times will be hard.
Their leafless branches suffer less.
From winter gales and hold less snow
Than they would in summer dress.
The time has come to let leaves go
Although bare branches don’t impress.
Mere silhouettes against the sky.

A tracery of black and white

They can still catch a poet’s eye

and may inspire him to write.

In praise of the simplicity

of winters cold sterility.

Friday, 15 October 2010
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Autumnal Thoughts For M'Lady Ernestine.

The days grow short and shorter still
The evenings hold a hint of chill.
The sun goes early to his rest.
The time approaches I love best
When natures shows her artistry
abandoning propriety

To suit her autumn madcap mood.
She is determined that she should
Use every shade in her palette.
Create a sight you can’t forget
and she succeeds so easily.

By making certain every tree.

Will don their autumn finery

Their gaudy colours pleasing me

Wednesday,27 October 2010
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Autumnale For M Lady Ernestine

The falling leaves dance in the breeze
and clothe the ground beneath the trees,
in autumn colours rich a rare.

The trees themselves will soon be bare.

Left no defence against the wind.

Their winter plans are well designed,
bare twigs and branches hold less snow
than useless leaves they have let go

The wintry gales to no avail

try hard but they are doomed to fail,
They can’t destroy the sturdy trees;
resisting with apparent ease.

Although they bow before the blast
they know that winter cannot last
The winds will die and fade away
the trees will they’re here to stay.

Spring will return the trees will green
as if the winter had not been.
The trees put on their new spring clothes

along with every plant that grows.

8-Oct-08
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Awaiting My Next Posting

I hear a distant bugle calling
bravely as the twilights falling

The plaintive notes of the last post,
when I'm alone affect me most.

As I remember those who fell
in defence of liberty.

Where they lie how no man can
but I remember vividly

Lofty, only five foot two

and his best mate big Geordie Green.
Taff Thomas and Dai Williams too.

I wonder what they might have been

Had death not claimed them one and all
selected them quite randomly.

Each time I hear that bugle call

a sense of guilt falls over me.

Why was I chosen to survive

to wed and raise a family.

When they gave all they had to give
each death a separate tragedy.

But I live on. I know not why

death chose my friends, left me behind.
The only thing I know is I

Must keep their memories in mind.

The plaintive notes the bugler plays
that drift across the fields to me
Will mark too, the end of my days
when I rejoin their company.

7-Feb-08
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Awesome Or Awful

Thou art my friend and yet my foe.

Thou praiseth me dishonestly.
Why is that thou acteth so

Art thou afraid of hurting me?
An enemy who honestly
declares my work is full of flaws.
Helps to improve my poetry

and thus adopts a wiser course.
Although he may show prejudice.
Attacking my attempts at verse
and show no sign of compromise
Methinks your flattery is worse.

I take both with a pinch of salt

and still improve though by default.

18-Sep-08
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Awestruck For M Lady Tara

Awestruck

In the distance peals of thunder

as the skies are rent asunder.

Massed ranks of clouds threatening rain
the lightning strikes and strikes again.
Forked spears of light, electric blue

can pierce the storm clouds through and through
The storm clouds offer no defence.

I know from past experience.

The lightning bolts will win again

and force the clouds to release rain
upon the thirsty earth below.

I watch and wait to see the show.

I watch in wonderment and awe
Although T've seen it all before.

07/04/2009
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Back To My Roots For Friend Bob

The sun is setting on the sea.

It paints the restless waters red.
I sit alone solitary

and from my vantage point I see

The sky darken to indigo

I sit alone and watch night fall.

I choose to stay although I know
that duty calls and I should go.

Back to the harsh reality

I have to cope with every day.
The endless noise of the city.
With which I feel no empathy.

I must suppose I'll always be
the country boy that I once was
But driven by necessity

I left my home reluctantly.

There was no future there for me
No way to earn my daily bread
Just endless grinding poverty.
A prospect which I chose to flee.

I was naive and hopeful then.
I thought the city offered me
A better chance to start again
But sadly I was mistaken.

The hungry city swallowed me.

I found a job which paid my way.
A porter in a mortuary

The ultimate in irony.

I served the dead to stay alive.

But every hour that I was free.
I needed fresh air to survive.
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I took my car and I would drive.

Out to the hill above the sea
to fill my lungs with fresh clean air.
And for a little while be free
from scents and sounds of the city.

I will retire very soon.

I think that I have earned the right.

To sit outside my door at noon
or if I choose to watch the moon.

I shall go back where I belong
Back to the open countryside.
Although I'm old I am still strong
I have no doubt I'll get along.

Quite happily where I should be
I was not meant for city life.
I'll leave the city thankfully.

Retirement will set me free.

26/07/2009
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Baldly Stated

I use to wear it centre parted.
But now alas it has departed
When I was young I had thick hair

but now my head’s completely bare.

I wear a hat against the sun

a sunburnt scalp is not much fun.
The only plus that I can see

I need not pay a barbers fee

nor spend my money on shampoo
As hirsute men are forced to do.
A sign of masculinity

they say though I would rather be
Possessor of a well thatched head

than one from which all hair has fled.

1-Jun-08
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Bardic Tradition

The yarns I spin to entertain

are never wholly fictional

I let sufficient truth remain

so they can seem quite factual.
Sometimes I find readers accept

My narratives as being true.
Although it’s not what I expect

it makes me proud to think they do.
From the feed back which I receive
It seems I unintentionally

create something they can believe.
It's highly complimentary.

Though fashions change, bards can still spin
a likely tale to take you in.

Saturday,30 January 2010
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Bare Feet For Thad

A centipede does not wear shoes.

If they were offered he’d refuse.
Say he’s afraid they’d hurt his toes
and he knows best I must suppose.
Although I do suspect that he
makes excuses Cos he's lazy.

He’d have to tie a hundred bows
which I think would drive him crazy.
If I was forced to go barefoot

I am quite sure it would not suit.
For shoes are something which I need
but then I'm not a centipede.
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Barely Bearable

I find the winter hard to bear.

A fact that must clearly state.

I wish I had been born a bear

and had the sense to hibernate

I do not like the damp and cold

nor do I like the snow and ice

and it gets worse as I grow old.

I often think it would be nice.

To be a hairy grizzly bear

and sleep from autumn until spring.
Kept snug and warm by my thick hair,
no need to wake for anything.

But sadly I am not a bear

I need my thermal underwear.

1-Jan-08
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Battle Field Musings

Battlefield musings

I am aware that thousands lie beneath the soil below the sky

I listen to their silent cry. Why were we sent to fight and die?

They came from every walk of life and briefly trained to join the strife.
In the Great War to end all wars. Convinced they fought in freedoms cause.
The men of God the padres lied, they said that God was on our side
That he would grant them victory but they were wrong quite obviously.
The tides of war ebbed to and fro. It was impossible to know.

Which side if either was ahead. The quick were fewer than the dead
Young soldiers by the thousand died in the name of national pride.
Eventually it was agreed that the Germans would concede.

But was it worth the sacrifice. There is no answer satisfies

The myriads who fought and died. The truth is that their leaders lied
Now poppies grow in Flanders fields where the dead increase the yield
of crops the local farmers grow. We can’t pretend we do not know
There are no winners in a war, a lesson we choose to ignore.

We only pay lip service to, a fact we know too well is true.

Saturday,16 October 2010
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Battle Flag For M Lady Tara

November: Yet a single bloom

still flaunts herself defiantly.

A splash of red against the gloom
of a depressing dark grey sky.

A scarlet rose last of its kind
Contemptuous of the morning frost
as if on purpose to remind

us that the battle is not lost.

Until the last survivor dies

then winter can claim victory
Though we need not believe its lies
defeat is only temporary

Next year the rose will bloom again.

A promise which can’t be broken.
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Be On Your Guard.

I do not think there'll ever be
A system that can guarantee
Absolute security.

Of data on the internet
Although it is certain bet.
This statement is bound to upset.

The expert firms prepared to claim
They have succeeded in their aim.
There's other players in the game.

Hackers working tirelessly
are sure in time to find the key
And intrude on our privacy.

Their motivations various.
Not of all of them nefarious
Some few are. merely curious

They have the capability
To circumvent security
And they intend to definitely

If you are wise then you will vet
All contacts on the internet
Cross checking is your safest bet.

Maintaining your security
Is your responsibility.

So when you check, check thoroughly.

Don't trust new friends too easily.
Don't share too much too readily.
Take security seriously.

I cannot tell you what to do
For in the end it's up to you.

To make quite sure their words are true..
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Your long term friends can verify.
Your would be friends identity.
Reducing your uncertainty.

If they aren't known to your old friends.
You have to doubt what they intend.
so bring all contact to an end.

Better to be safe than sorry.
They may be hunters seeking quarry.
Close them down and do not worry.

They will quickly realise
That you do not believe their lies.
Which will not take them by surprise.

They try again with someone new.
Who is not quite as wise as you.
Some wide eyed trusting ingénue.

Who will accept them as friend.
Not realising they intend.
It is her cash they mean to spend.

But you are safe you've closed the door.

You're not the fool they took you for
You won't be bothered any more.

They search the net for easy prey
And find one almost every day.
They make certain that crime will pay.
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Be Still And Listen For Friend Colin

Be still and listen for the sound,
the voice of God speaks quietly.
Although the silence is profound
It cannot blank out completely.
The never ending melody.

We have not listened to before
except perhaps subliminally.
Something we usually ignore.
We are too busy listening to
competing sounds of every day
We do not do as we should do
and set some time aside to pray.
This can’t apply to just one creed
but fills a universal need,

27/06/2009
cecom/poeticpiers
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Becoming

A rose bud still, not yet a rose.

A gawky awkward teenager

but she will blossom as she grows
and make me proud she’s my daughter.
But how I hate the moody blues

the angst and insecurity

all teenagers must struggle through.
Their heightened sensitivity.

She sees us all as critical

of how she looks and all she does.
Though how she feels is typical

of each and every one of us

When were young and underwent
our teenage years of discontent.
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Bedtime Story

Bedtime story.

An unfrocked priest concelebrates.
The ritual of the black mass.
Breathless the congregation wait.
To witness what may come to pass.

A naked prostitute serves

as altar for this blasphemy.

The priest will get what he deserves
without a doubt eventually.

A human skull holds foul incense

black candles burn on either side.
The atmosphere is growing tense.
As acolytes each in their turn

Intone their pleas to Lucifer
To grace them with his presence here
Their half afraid he will appear

And half afraid that he will not.
A stench of brimstone fills the air
The room is fast becoming hot.
It is almost too much to bear

Outside a roll of thunder peals
and lightning streaks across the sky.
Inside a crimson glow appears
Lord Lucifer enthroned on high

The congregation terrified.

Bow low to show him their respect
Their expectations satisfied.
Dramatically to great effect.

Some came fro curiosity

And some because of true belief
in his Satanic Majesty
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Who holds the whole world as his fief.

Is it just a well staged show?
I am convinced that it must be.
But truthfully I do not know.
It seems to me most probably.

That someone stands to benefit
considerably financially.
Although T am quite sure of it.
I must admit reluctantly.

I have no proof to assist you
to draw your own conclusions.
As to whether it could be true
I'll stick with my opinion.

It is a scam intended to
Prey on the gullibility

of fools with little else to do
but take part in tomfoolery.

I may be wrong quite possibly
and that Lucifer did appear.
Although I don’t think he would be
So very quick to disappear

and leave his worshippers bereft.
It was stage managed cleverly.
The lights grew dim before he left.
You can't believe all that you see.

My tale is told it's up to you.
You have to make up your own mind.
I cannot make it up for you.

This is the choice I leave behind.

01/09/2009
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Before The Beginning

Why does the human race exist?
Unanswered questions will persist.

Philosophers and scientists
All try to penetrate the mists.

It seems as if each answer found,
leads to a question more profound.

It often seems the evidence
flies in the face of common sense.

Some premises I accept as true
may seem quite different to you.

The things we know or think we know.
Frequently prove to be not so.

It all depends how we perceive
the so called facts which we believe.

Is there a God it would seem so.
I can believe but do not know.

We cannot prove it either way
and so unanswered questions stay.

Unanswered now as they have done
since mans history was begun.

Although we ask we get no reply
Is God still there or did he die?

16/04/2009
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Begalmoured And Bewildered For M Lady Ernestine

Beneath a waxing gibbous moon.
A dryad dances to a tune

that’s played upon the pipes of Pan
by a young and handsome man.

Just for tonight it seems that she

the living spirit of a tree.

Can be allowed to dance alone

beside the tree with which she’s grown.

A comely maiden clad in green

More beautiful than he had seen.
Cajoles the youth to come and dance.
He foolishly accepts the chance.

Once he has held her in his arms
he must surrender to her charms.
They share a night of ecstasy

but morning brings a mystery.

By the morning light awoken.

The maid has left behind a token

a souvenir for him to keep.

This was no dream induced by sleep.

A single solid silver leaf

With which to bolster his belief.

As time goes by and memories fade
of one night in a woodland glade.

26-Nov-07
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Beloved Parasite

Within the womb two strains combine.
Some genes of your with genes of mine.
To form a brand new entity.

Which thrives in the security.

Divides and sub divides again
develops limbs, organs and brain.
All of its needs mother supplies

A veritable paradise.

Takes what it needs quite selfishly
existing parasitically

Its only purpose is to grow.

That’s all it knows or needs to know.

But mother knows the time will come
when he must leave his present home
and face the hostile world outside.
Her hopes and dreams well satisfied

Although the baby will

and seek the comfort of her breast.
There is no choice it has to be

an independent entity.

No longer just a parasite.

The baby still retains the right.

To have its wants and need supplied
which mother’s readily provide.

A petty tyrant who demands
obedience to his commands.
A whimper brings her to his side

His wishes must be satisfied.

10-Sep-08
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Bemused

I am relaxed and warm in bed,

the day is done its time for sleep.
Stray thoughts glide swiftly through my head
obediently like flocks of sheep.

But now and then a thought will be
held to be of interest

Recorded then subconsciously
reprocessed whilst I take my rest.
When I awake I can recall,
sometimes with startling clarity
Those words I did not write at all
and I inscribe them faithfully.

My muse was busy while I slept

I don’t complain I just accept.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Beneath Our Feet

Great caverns formed by Natures hand
transformed into a wonderland

When man provides electric light
highlighting every stalagmite

and stalagtite for our delight.

Stray chips of quartz reflecting back.
Pin points of light against the black
dark shadowed rocky walls. Like eyes
their colours take you by surprise
they coruscate like fireflies.

This beauty had been seldom seen
except by potholers who are keen
to tread where no one trod before
Pioneers who choose to explore

the hidden depths which they adore.

The hardy men who found the way
to wonders we can view today.

They had to crawl we walk upright
their way was dark but we have light.
Revealing wonders to our sight.

I wonder why Dame nature hid
these caverns in the way she did
and if we were intended to
follow up each subtle clue.

A task which very few could do.

Although wild creatures knew the way.
The bats which shun the light of day
have roosted here for centuries.

They come and go just as they please
by hidden ways that no man sees.

18-Mar-08
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Beneath The Surface 09

I choose my friends instinctively.
Signals received unconsciously
decide compatability

I am convinced accurately.

I trust my hunches completely
I find they work efficiently

and so I listen carefully

To what my guts are telling me
I understand obviously

I could be wrong quite possibly
It makes no difference to me.
It suits me to believe you see.
I do not have to make a choice
I leave that to my inner voice.

27-]Jan-09
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Bereft For M Lady Allison

Alone, alone, all, all alone

lost in a sea of misery.

Gone all the happiness I've known
because my love is gone from me
She did not volunteer to go.

When our call comes we have no choice
the only certainty we know.

When my call comes I shall rejoice
I know that you will wait for me.
Not even death can break our bond.
We swore to love eternally

until time ends and far beyond.
Without you there is nothing left.

I sit alone and weep bereft.

10-May-08
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Bereft! .

Now you are gone I realise.

An empty bed expands in size
Though when I look it seems to me
To be the size it used to be.

The warm cocoon we used to share
Has disappeared. It isn't there.

It's been replaced and in its stead.
A vast expanse of empty bed.
That's occupied by memories.

A faint perfume reminding me.

You are not there I am alone

I don't know why or where you've gone.

I cannot sleep although I try.
You never even said goodbye.

Monday,31 December 2012
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Best Foot Forward For M 'Lady Wennie

Each road you take comes to a fork

and both new paths look much the same
To left, to right which one to walk.
Which of the two will win the game.

Unless you're blessed with second sight
you will not know which path to choose.
An even chance you'll get it right.
You must decide you can’t refuse.

You find it harder to decide

each time you’re forced to make a choice.
Perhaps the fates are on your side

and you will find cause to rejoice.

This is the only game in town

and everybody has to play.

Some will go up and some go down.
Along life’s path they make their way.

Don’t be afraid to walk alone
and choose the less well trodden path.
Your future must remain unknown

so step out bravely come what may.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Beware

A shadow lies upon the ground,
a blackness that is so profound.
Against the marble cool and white
reflecting back the bright sunlight.

My eyes are fooled and cant be sure
and see it as an aperture.

A deep dark trench that’s cut into
the marble. This is something new.

My mind denies that this can be
rejects this view immediately.
The brain interprets what is seen
applies cold logic to the scene.

Decides it’s just a shadow cast

by the bright sun and will not last.
Then as the sun moves in the sky
the shadow alters rapidly.

Diminishing and growing small
until it is not there at all.

The sun directly overhead

the shadow has been banished.

Upon the pavement burnished white
a slender column stands upright
Something I did not see before

a new addition perhaps more

Although my eyes were truly fooled
and that my mind has overruled,
The false impression stays with me
I wonder if impossibly.

My mind was wrong and my eyes right
the trench I saw as black as night
might have been reality

that’s only visible to me.
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Perhaps those less fortunate.
Realised the truth but far too late
to save themselves before they fell
into that dark and lonely hell.

The toll of folks who disappear

from public view, grows year by year.
Maybe this odd phenomenon

might well explain where they have gone.

As they live trapped in agony
between the worlds that we can see
and other worlds that we cannot.

To gnash their teeth bemoan their lot.

Beware of shadows in the sun
its all too easy having fun

to forget danger can lie
beneath a friendly summer sky.

You too could vanish from men’s sight
and none would ever know your plight.
Held fast between realities

the other worlds that no one sees.

Take care my friends heed what I say
and may you never rue the day
that you dismissed to easily

the danger that you did not see.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Bewildered For M Lady Tara

Art thou as pure as driven snow?
As virginal as thou dost seem.

An angel walking here below

or art thou but a fleeting dream.
Thou seemest to me to be real
Thine image nightly haunting me.
Into my dreams thy face doth steal
and smiles on me bewitchingly

I know not who or what thou art
but must suppose thou knowest me
and cast thy spell to claim my heart
Which I would give thee willingly
mayhap thou art a fantasy

I conjure up unconsciously.

09/07/2009
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Beyond All Reasonable Doubt For ].T Ellison

Can it be that you believe?
that justice is what you receive.
If you submit your case to court.

It ought to be but it is not.
All thought of justice is forgot
bogged down in legal argument.

Though you have right upon your side
Although you know the witness lied
it does not mean you’'ll win your case.

You cannot prove his words untrue

so there is little you can do.

and at that point your case will fail.
Justice is blind and can be found
outside the court with her eyes bound.
Because she cannot bear to see.

The happenings inside the court
Injustices of every sort

No justice just a travesty.

13-Jul-08
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Beyond Compare For My Lady Irene

Thou art my love, as thou hast been.
Since first I set my eyes on thee.
The ruler of my heart, my Queen.
You are my liege I serve gladly.

The slightest wish is my command.

I will fulfil it if I can

Though thou dost clearly understand
I am no hero just a man.

A simple man and ordinary.

Whom thou hath bless’ed with thy trust
For this I serve thee willingly

My heart commands me that I must.

With thee I have found happiness
That I did not think could exist.
For thou and I togetherness.
Decreed by fate we can’t resist.

Thou art my love as I am thine.
Consenting partners equally.

A union born of love divine.

We are as we were meant to be.

Our fate was written long ago.
Our love will last eternally
and that is all we need to know.

What fate decrees must come to be.

27/08/2009
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Beyond Our Ken For M'Lady Francesca

Mans boundless curiosity
is not and will never be
satisfied sufficiently

He can’t accept the status quo
There is so much he wants to know
He is obsessed and can’t let go

He seeks for knowledge constantly
but is not wise enough to see.
There is no end there cannot be.

Compelled by curiosity
Inventing new technology
to try and solve the mystery

Of who and what and why he’s here.
But he is doomed to fail I fear.
New questions constantly appear.

The more he learns the less he knows
Although his stock of knowledge grows
His understanding of it slows.

The mind of man can’t comprehend
The quest for knowledge has no end.
We fool ourselves if we pretend.

That there is nothing else to find
and everything has been defined.
A fact to which I am resigned.
Though I'll continue to pursue
each and every smallest clue.

I have no choice I'm compelled to.

Sunday, 18 July 2010
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Beyond Price For M Lady Catrina

I find delight in simple things.

I do not yearn for luxuries,

A tiny gift lends my heart wings
Because he’s chosen it for me

We are not rich but have enough
to pay for our necessities.

I do not need expensive stuff.

A token’s always sure to please

He is my man and does his best
To ensure he fulfils my needs
Though other folks are not impressed.

I have no doubt that he succeeds.

What others think irrelevant
He is my man and I'm content.

9-Mar-09
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Beyond.

I've been beyond but I returned.
Though now I see things differently
As a result of what I learned.

I see with greater clarity.

The faults and flaws which I possess.

Which in the past I could not see.
Blinded by self righteousness.
My life was ruled by vanity.

Then came the night I nearly died.
My life was hanging by a thread.
I almost reached the other side.
Far, far beyond the fear and dread.

I watched the doctors tending me
I saw my body on the bed.

I was detached and floating free.
Close to the ceiling overhead.

One moment floating peacefully.
The next I knew I was in pain.
They had resuscitated me.

I'm back in my body again.

I've been beyond the boundary
Although you won't believe it's true.
I will not let that worry me

I am quite sure a few will do.

Those few who keep an open mind.

And other folks who've been there too.
And learnt to leave their fears behind.
Because they know more than once they knew.

Thursday,10 May 2012
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Bidders Beware.

Bidders Beware.

A tiny lady, elderly

Quietly dressed in navy blue.

She’s not as she appears to be.

You may be forced to change your view.

She’s here to buy make no mistake
a regular at auction sales.

You can be sure she’s wide awake.
Extremely sharp she rarely fails.

To spot a bargain expertly.

She knows what she’s prepared to pay
and with her well tried strategy

She manages to pay her way.

She will emerge successfully

from her latest spending spree.

Friday,14 May 2010.
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Big Boys Don'T Cry For Thad

I dreamt a dream I can't recall.

I only know I dreaming wept

tears soaked my pillow as I slept.

I can’t remember it at all.

I try to penetrate the wall

What sorrows into my dreams crept,
I'll never know I must accept.

I try to climb the wall but fall.

I cannot conjure up my dream.
There are some things I may not know,
such as the reason for my tears.

I must confess to me it seems

I have emotions I daren’t show.
Except when sleeping it appears.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Birthday Present

I was deprived as a small child.

I never had a teddy bear.

When I look back it makes me wild
I really think it was unfair.

I never had a cuddly toy

to keep me company in bed.
Perhaps because I was a boy.

It left me scarred it must be said.
I should have had a furry friend
that I could tell my troubles to.

A pal on whom I could depend

who’d never tell the things he knew.

But now I am deprived no more.
A teddy’s mine at seventy four.

23-Apr-08
./poeticpiers

ivor or ivor.e hogg

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

216



Bitter Harvest For Friend Corey

The seeds of death are planted by
men reckless of the consequence
They’re meant to kill the enemy.
But they can destroy innocence.

The warring factions have moved on.
Survivors try to till their land

convinced they’re safe that dangers gone.
They simply do not understand.

Land mines don't differentiate
between a friend and enemy.

They have been armed and lie in wait
until exploding suddenly.

They are designed to kill and
and this they do impartially.
It's difficult to name and blame
the authors of each tragedy.

There’s very little you can do
except donate towards the cause.
To pay the experts willing to

clear up the land mines left by wars.

This is your chance to show you
care enough to help financially.
We can provide the men who dare
disarm the land mines carefully

To let subsistence farmers farm

so they can feed their families
Without the constant fear of harm
from dangers which they cannot see.

And leave the children free to play
as children are entitled to.

We can all help in some small way
but only if we're willing too.
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Black & White And Shades Of Grey.

The curfew marks the fading of the light.

Now is the time when shadows congregate.

In hidden corners where they wait.

To welcome eagerly the fall of night.

Although by daylight forced to hide from sight.
The fall of darkness sets the shadows free

To go about their business secretly.

The quiet hours when the shadows claim their right.
But dawn will come and with the dawn daylight.
The shadows then are forced to hide away.
Throughout the day, to wait impatiently
Counting the hours until the fall of night.
Though where the shadows hide no man can say
With any degree of accuracy.

Tuesday,07 February 2012
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Bleak Outlook; For Some.

I did not think things could get worse.
But I was wrong quite obviously

The guardians of the public purse.
Decided unilaterally.

We must reduce expenditure
I have no choice but to agree.
Though I am absolutely sure
all will not suffer equally.

The savage cuts which they propose
may well reduce the deficit.

I see no reason to suppose

that everyone will benefit.

The rich of course won't feel the chill.
The little man will have to pay.

He always did and always will.
Because that is the Tory way.

It is their mission to conserve
the privilege which they enjoy
By any means which will serve
and any means they can employ.

Perhaps I have a biased view.
.Maybe I am too cynical.

Though I believe my words are true.
I could be wrong it’s possible.

That they are acting for the best.
A dangerous experiment.

Which when they put it to the test.
Might just succeed by accident.

Then they will claim all credit due.
But if it fails they will deny

as politicians always do

They had no choice; they had to try.
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Though you may take a different view.
Not everybody will agree

What you conclude is up to you.

I think we'll have to wait and see.

I do not think this government
Will strains are showing now.
The general public discontent.
How long before their final bow.

The rich cannot impose their will
As they have always done before.
Why should the poorest foot the bill
A question that they can’t ignore.

Although I'm sure that they will try.
By quoting massaged statistics.
Which I for one choose not to buy.

I can see through their dirty tricks.

Thursday,21 October 2010
Http:
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Blind Faith Is Not Enough.

When I survey the sacred texts

and holy books of warring sects.

I must conclude they have been changed
edited and rearranged.

So that the truth they once contained
has been lost or so constrained
Although they claim to be the truth
there’s insufficient proof.

To say that this or that is true.
However much we may want to.

Some facts are true but well concealed
By churches who refuse to yield.

To share what knowledge they possess.
The truth it seems matters far less
than maintaining the status quo.

They are afraid and rightly so.

If it were proved they had repressed
the truth in their own interest,

to bolster their authority.

They’d lose all credibility.

The myths and legends may be true
I don’t believe, though some may do.
The powers that be still conceal

the evidence that could reveal.

The records have been tampered with.
What we are taught is mainly myth,
which has been altered frequently.

To suit the reigning powers that be.

To consolidate their control
Retaining power their only goal.

To dominate their fellow men

They twist the truth time and again..
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Some few achieve epiphany.
They see with crystal clarity.
That God resides within us all
and he will answer if we call.

What need have we of clergymen
and their views of hell and heaven.
For answers you must look inside

To find the truth they seek to hide.

Sunday,20 June 2010
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Blind Justice For Friend Thad

Grey stone walls wherein confined.
A prisoner can meditate

upon the life he left behind

and curse the vagaries of fate.

What weeps upon the withered walls?
sad shadows from his distant past.
His subconscious does not rest at all.
Reminding him that time can pass.

At different rates according to

the differing of circumstance

When he knew freedom the time flew
But when confines there’s little chance

Of happiness that once knew.

Heed now the knocking on the door.
The iron door which will lead to

the gallows then to nothing more.

What glow through the barred window streams?

The last rays of the setting sun.
Never in his wildest dreams
did he believe he’d be the one.

To die when he was innocent.

For something which he had not done.
It seems that fate will not relent

and that his time is nearly gone.

He has appealed to no avail.

The court confirms that he must die.
The stoutest heart is bound to quail
when facing death. Though he will try

to show that he is not afraid.

There is still chance of a reprieve
Which would correct the error made.
He has no choice but to believe.
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That some last minute miracle

will save him from the hangman’s noose.
He knows it is illogical

its all he has. He cannot choose.

To just accept and give up hope.
Although it is improbable.

He might escape the hangman’s rope
He still believes it's possible.

Who's are the footsteps he can hear.
which hesitate outside his door.
It opens and confirms his fear.

The chaplain and the governor.

19/08/2009
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Blind Luck For Joe Poewhit

Some can foresee what is to be
Fleeting images which quickly pass,
on which they base their prophecy.
When they employ their scrying glass.

Still others can review the past.
Reality not history,

enabling them to overcast
false hypotheses and theory

But most cannot and they must deal
with what is happening here and now.
The things we see and hear and feel.
The most nature will allow

are hunches and presentiments.
You act upon if you are wise.
Sometimes as if by accident
you know more than you realise.

Your mind reacts unconsciously
To what it sees may be a threat.
It observes subliminally

And very often you forget

The reason that you changed your mind
And thus avoided tragedy.

Perhaps you left your keys behind

and had to return hurriedly.

You don't believe in .
Although you are willing to
accept your hunches easily.

I am quite sure most people do.

10/10/2009
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Blind Trust For M'Lady Lynda

I searched for love a life long quest
but always love eluded me.
Although I tried I failed the test

no woman ever looked to see.

Beneath my rough exterior

that I was faithful true and kind.
They saw me as inferior

and not the man they had in mind.

The ideal man they hoped to wed.
They shuddered at the sight of me
regarded me with fear and dread.
I had no doubt I was ugly.

Though tall and strong my face was marred.
A port wine stain disfigures me.

Although I found it very hard

I was quite sure that there must be.

Some woman somewhere who would dare
disregard my ugliness

A woman brave enough to bear

my company without duress.

I met a maiden in distress.

Though she had eyes she could not see.
I treated her with gentleness

she blindly placed her trust in me.

Her guide dog had deserted her.
She was afraid lost and alone

the area unfamiliar.

She could not manage on her own

My ugliness she could not see
and judged me without prejudice.
She trusted me instinctively.

To me a gift beyond all price.
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We walked and talked like two old friends
despite the fact we had just met.

How odd it is that fate depends

on factors chosen randomly.

She could not see my ugliness
but I could see she needed me
to rescue her from her distress
and thus it was eventually.

My lady fell in love with me

I dared propose and she said yes.
The blemish which she could not see
no barrier to happiness.

She sometimes tells me teasingly

that I'm a very handsome man

. Though with her eyes she cannot see
she swears that with her heart she can.
4-Mar-08
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Blinded By Bias.

Most scientists hypothesise.

Then try to prove their theories
Dame nature cuts them down to size.
Producing further mysteries.

Results they cannot replicate
although they try their very best
It seems they don't appreciate.
There is no scientific test.

Which proves or disproves E.S.P.
They disregard the evidence

that conflicts with their theory.
They conclude it makes no sense.
Because their methodology

lacks any credibility.

Sunday,30 January 2011
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Blinded By Pride For Jt Ellison

Before recorded history.

Were men truly uncivilised?
or are we merely ill advised
and misinterpret what we see.

Some ancient monuments still stand.
Which we cannot explain today.

How were they built? No man can say.
Although we strive to understand.

Suggestive of technology

which is unknown to modern man.
We can’t explain it no one can.
There is no reason I can see.

There should not be technology

which we can’t duplicate today

Which somehow somewhere went astray
which brought them down eventually.

But modern man cannot accept.
That we too may have gone astray
and blunders blindly on his way,
As did the others I suspect.

Before the great catastrophe
reduced them back to primitives
Perhaps we do not want to see
a parallel with our lives.

Cursed by our curiosity

Mankind meddles where he should not.
Condemned to act impulsively

the lessons of the past forgot.

Perhaps in time mankind will learn
there are some things we may not know
or we will vanish in our turn.

And leave only ruins to show.
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The heights to which we once aspired.
New races will investigate.

By remnants we have left inspired
and no doubt confidently state.

They are much wiser than we were
as we are inclined to boast today.
Each generation seems to prefer
to think theirs is the only way.

May be its true we’ve reached the peak
The highest point our race can reach
and that we have found what we seek.
I rather think events will teach.

That in due course this is not true

We too will vanish without trace.

and clear the way for something new
As early races had to do.

2-Oct-08

Http: ./poeticpiers

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Blinkered

Am I run mad that I believe?

In things that others cannot see.
I do not wish you to relieve

me of divine insanity.

I can reject reality

it holds but small allure for me.

I much prefer my fantasy.

My dreams that others cannot see.

Although you doubt my sanity.
That does not mean you are correct
The things I see you cannot see.
You are too frightened to accept.

Your mind is closed you do not see
Remove the blinkers from your eyes
and see the fairies everywhere.

All T can do is sympathise.

You do not really want to see.
Your version of reality

is all you think that there can be.
But still you dare to pity me.

(14-Aug-07)

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Blissful Ignorance

As I grow old to my surprise

I've slowly come to realise.

That every thing I thought I knew
is mostly if not all untrue.

The things which I was taught at school.

They too must succumb to the rule

that truths like fashions quickly change.

New truths emerge to re-arrange.
The currently accepted view
when new facts have been proven true

at an ever increasing rate.
I simply can’t keep up to date.

I do not let it worry me
I jog along quite happily.

25-Apr-08
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

234



Bon Voyage

Afloat on the immensity

of waters rolling endlessly
Their huge canoes borne easily.
Their voyage was exploratory.

The brown skinned folk who formed the crew.
Did not know where they were going to.

But hoped to find some land that’s new.

Long trips they were accustomed to.

They navigate instinctively.

They read the language of the sea
and caught fresh fish abundantly.
They journey on triumphantly.

Their dream to find a new homeland.
Some fertile place to make a stand.
A friendly shore on which to land,
establish homes for their whole band.

These long limbed strangers from the sea
fulfilled an ancient prophecy..

They founded a new colony.

That’s how the Maoris came to be.

Kept to the customs which they knew
and over time grew from a few

into a nation which was new.

Just as they were destined to do.

27-0ct-07
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Borrowed Time

His life is drawing to its close.

He has lived past three score and ten
and has no reason to suppose

That he should know the how and when.
He is not ready yet to go

his life is full of interest

Although his pace of life is slow

he has retained his youthful zest.

Now often plagued by aches and pains,
accepts them philosophically.

Its very seldom he complains,

he knows there is no remedy

for his ailments. He is quite sure

death will provide a lasting cure.

8-May-08
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Boundless Curiosity For Friend Thad.

The world is full of mysteries.
Colossal buildings left behind
by earlier societies.

Their purposes still ill defined

Although the archaeologists
advance their favourite theories.
The mysteries will long persist.
Their different hypotheses.

Cannot be proven any way.
They’re based on their experience
Of living in the world to day.

A different frame of reference.

Which cannot possibly apply

They saw the world quite differently.
I do not think we can deny

We're blinkered in the way we see.

The evidence which we can find,
We can't interpret properly

The artefacts they left behind
Their uses are a mystery.

Though we attempt to classify

we can’t be sure we are correct.
These relics from past history

aren’t always what we would expect.

Temples and Tombs or Palaces
The truth is that we do not know
Secular or sacred places.

There is no evidence to show.

That we can state with confidence
confirms our modern theories.
We have no point of reference
With which everyone agrees.
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The arguments rage to and fro

As experts wrangle bitterly

They daren’t admit they do not know.
Although they don’t quite obviously.

At best an educated guess

Must be the best we can expect.
From experts trying to impress
The other experts I suspect.

It seems to me improbable

That we will solve these mysteries
Our mind sets aren’t comparable
as different as chalk and cheese.

But still we are compelled to try
because these monuments exist.
Our boundless curiosity

will not allow us to desist.

Saturday,24 April 2010
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Boyhood Dreams.

&lt;/&gt;Boyhood dreams.

You were.

My dream come true

To you I am the boy next door.
Although I'd like to be much more

I dare

not voice my love.

I am afraid you’d laugh at me.
So I must worship secretly

Your smile

can make my day.

You speak to me but I'm too shy
A stumble over my reply

Although

I think you know

That I am in love with you
You also know it isn't true

But you

Choose to pretend

you do not know although you do
There’s nothing else that you can do.

You do.

What you think best.

Now I am older I can see

That you were very kind to me.

You could

have ignored me.

But you did not you really tried
To let me keep my boyish pride.

Intact
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To interact
With me in such a gentle way
Which I remember still today

My thanks
Are due to you.
As I matured I found new dreams

That may come true or so it seems.

Saturday,05 November 2011

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Bragging Rights

Bragging Rights

I'm feeling rather curious

If not down right ridiculous.

I'm married to a great grandma
She thinks I am peculiar

because I say I'm very glad

to be at last a great Granddad.
Although she will admit to me

in private that’s she’s glad to be
Allowed to call her son Granddad
a privilege she’s never had

but one she willing to pursue

if only for a week or two

The truth is we are pleased to be
part of a growing family.

We hope quite soon to get to know
our first great grandson Little Joe
My lady and I have no doubt

we have something to brag about.
As we grow old disgracefully

We will brag that’s a certainty.

15-Feb-08
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Break Loose

I'm growing old disgracefully.

It is not eccentricity

but a decision I have made,

Though rules are meant to be obeyed

The time has come to be just me

and not the me you’d have me be.
Although perhaps you’ll fume and fuss
I do not give a tinkers cuss.

No keeping up appearances.
Seeking official clearances

to the things I want to do.

If you don't like it you can sue.

No three piece suit and tie for me

I aim for comfort casually.

There’s no one who I need impress.
Removes the need to power dress.

What you see is what you get
I am quite real so don't forget.
No man can say he is my boss
I cannot say I feel the loss.

Retired now completely free

to be the man I want to be..

I have no need to chase success
I never did I must confess.

I lived my life as I thought best.
I think I earned the right to rest.
I find that rest’s eluding me

and I have little time that's free

It's rather strange but now I find
I left the world of work behind.
I'm busier than I was before

I find that I am doing more.
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More than I ever did at work
although I was not one to shirk.
Perhaps because I can refuse
to do the things of little use.

Which used to be required of me
by people in authority
of little use to anyone.
Not now those days are long gone

I've cast aside my public face.
The mask I used to keep in place.
So I can act disgracefully

and let whole world see it's me.

So growing old disgracefully

Is much more fun than quietly
Just taking to my easy chair

and let the world forget I'm there.

There’s more to life than the TV

I want to live outrageously.

Its my intent to break the rules.
which rule the life of the poor fools.

Who think at sixty life is done.
Retirement is the time for fun.
I find I can enjoy each day

in doing things in my own way.

Take my advice and don't think twice
retirement is very nice.
Cast off responsibility

grow old disgracefully like me.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Breaking Point

The moon hangs low above the trees
And bathes with silver radiance.

A soldier praying on his knees

for some divine deliverance.

From his prevailing circumstance.
Where he is forced to kill or die

He is prepared to take a chance

to find a place of sanctuary

A haven of tranquillity

Untouched by wars insanity.

A place where everyone is free

To do what conscience tells them to
The moon listens impassively
Although she does not disagree.

Saturday,05 May 2012
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Breathing Space For Friend David Desantis

Beneath the bridge the river flows
along the bank side alder grows.
There in the shadow of the trees
small creatures move about with ease.
Safe from the flying predators
which hunt along the water course.
In search of some small tasty bite
to satisfy their appetite.

The riverside a habitat

for rabbit vole and water rat.

The peaceful waterside enjoys

an almost total lack of noise.

I walk here seeking solitude
serenity and quietude.

4-May-08
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Brief Encounter

Proud tomcats prowl when twilight falls
and fill the air with caterwauls.

They loudly boast of their prowess.

In their vain efforts to impress.

The pampered queens protected by
Owners determined to deny.
Fulfilment of the Tom cats dreams.
Successfully or so it seems.

But now and then a pampered queen.
Manages to escape unseen.

They can't resist the urge to mate.
Their owners find out far too late.
Their pampered pet undoubtedly

Is showing signs of pregnancy.

Thursday,09 February 2012
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 246



Broken Dream

America, land of the free.
Anyone can aspire to be
President: though reality
to me would appear to be.

Only the rich have any chance
You need dollars to enhance

and create the circumstance.

By which you could achieve your goal
I have to say that on the whole.

That you are only free to dream.
Cash dollars taking precedence.

Over proven ability
and personal integrity.

If you have cash then you can buy
a lot of popularity.

The systems rotten to the core.
We cannot trust it any more.
Not as we could in days of yore.

America land of the free
Very sadly has come to be.
a hot bed of iniquity.

where criminals escape scott free.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Brown Envelopes.

Brown envelope.

The right hand gives the left hand takes
To compensate for past mistakes
Made by the Inland Revenue

At the years end when they review.
The taxes they demand from you.

If you are lucky you receive

A rebate that you must believe.
Because they’ve sent a cheque to you
Perhaps it’s just a pound or two

Or maybe for a goodly sum.

Any rebate is most welcome

They part with cash reluctantly

But I accept it gratefully.

Monday,21 November 2011

Brown envelope.

The right hand gives the left hand takes
To compensate for past mistakes
Made by the Inland Revenue

At the years end when they review.
The taxes they demand from you.

If you are lucky you receive

A rebate that you must believe.
Because they’ve sent a cheque to you
Perhaps it’s just a pound or two

Or maybe for a goodly sum.

Any rebate is most welcome

They part with cash reluctantly

But I accept it gratefully.

Monday,21 November 2011

Brown envelope.
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The right hand gives the left hand takes
To compensate for past mistakes
Made by the Inland Revenue

At the years end when they review.
The taxes they demand from you.

If you are lucky you receive

A rebate that you must believe.
Because they’ve sent a cheque to you
Perhaps it’s just a pound or two

Or maybe for a goodly sum.

Any rebate is most welcome

They part with cash reluctantly

But I accept it gratefully.

Monday,21 November 2011

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Burj Khalifa

A tower reaching for the sky
The tallest in the world they say.
The tiny country of Dubai

is very proud they can display

A master piece in steel and glass
A building that must be world class
A tower meant to demonstrate
the power of this little State.

Luxury writ unashamed

Which some think can be blamed
for wrecking the economy.

Which could be true quite possibly.

Dubai is asking time to pay

the debts incurred along the way

It could be that they aimed to high

and now they’re forced to question why.

The Tower of Babel was destroyed.
They say because God was annoyed
at the arrogance of men.

Dubai has dared to try again.

Wednesday,06 January 2010
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Burning Question

Do you believe there is a God?
and if you do pray tell me why.
Myself I find it rather odd.
I do believe I would reply.

I do believe I have no doubt
Though I cannot prove it’s so.
Despite the stories told about

God. Nobody seems to really know.

If God created man or he

created God so he would be

a whipping boy who we could blame
or pour out blessings on his name.

When everything goes right for us.
Does God exist omnipotent?

And do we make him furious
because we’re always discontent.

And if you do can you explain

why God created bad and good
and why must we experience pain.
You cannot I didn’t think you could.

29-Feb-08
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Bussokusekiku Japanese Form

Bussokusekiku

6 lines

5 syllable, line one

7 syllables line two

5 syllables line three

7 syllables in the last three lines

Orientally

inspired I write poetry.
Exercise my brain

Look at things differently

If I can do it so can you

White chrysanthemum.
Signifying purity

One single blossom.
Typically Japanese

in its simplicity

Needs no explanation.

Savage warrior

who composes poetry.

Shows his softer side.

He must be a samurai.

A well trained brave fighting man
Writes beautifully of love.

28/10/2009
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But For The Grace Of God! !

Suspiciously she stands and stares
at every passing strangers face.
She is convinced that no one cares,
the world to her a hostile place.

She has no place to call her own,
nowhere to rest her weary head.

She has to face the world alone

and each new day she views with dread.

She was brave enough to defy

the marriage plans her parents had.
To wed her to an older guy

a man much older than her dad.

Now outcast from her family.

she does not know who she can trust.
Though she’s determined to be free,
not subject to an old mans lust..

If she is lucky she will find

place of safety she can stay

with other girls of her own kind.
For freedom there’s a price to pay.

Although in truth there should not be.
Custom and practice still prevail

in Asian society.

I tell an all too frequent tale.

Although some do integrate

There has to a be a few of course
who cannot appreciate

they must obey this country’s laws.

Forced marriages amount to rape.
A blatant form of child abuse.

A fate from which some do escape
if they are brave enough to choose.
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To leave behind the life they’ve known.
Its not an easy thing to do

and face the future on their own

For freedom their entitled to.

Support themselves as best they can.
They sell big Issue Magazine

and are dependent on no man.
Perhaps you pass them by unseen.

Consider this, it might have been

a choice which you were forced to make.

So buy a copy don’t be mean
and smile at her for pity’s sake.

You will not miss a pound or two.
Your smile makes all the difference.
The smile that she receives from you
is better than indifference.

She’s not a beggar seeking alms.
Although some people take that view.
The very sight of her alarms

the prejudiced uncaring few.

But for Gods grace it could be you.
By circumstances driven to
desperate measure just to live.

So lighten up and gladly give.

8-Oct-08
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But I Don'T Want To For M Lady Ernestine

I wander freely mentally.
Enraptured by the things I see
within my worlds of fantasy.

I just reject reality
where nothing ever works for me.
Quite certain I would rather be

divorced from harsh reality

There is no comfort here for me
and live in my own fantasy.

A dream which cannot possibly
be realised apparently
Reluctantly I must agree.

That I am where I'm meant to be.
You can'’t escape reality

and learn to act responsibly.

30-Mar-08
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But Is It

Right down within the depths of me
there lies a vein of poetry

Wherein I find when I have leisure
words which are my greatest treasure.

Words with which I can fashion verse
some silken smooth and some perverse
Each one is chosen carefully

then put together artfully.

I find them raw and unrefined
then with the power of my mind.
I create intricate designs

of words that some idea defines.

A poet is an artisan

who follows carefully a plan

that’s handed down from days of yore.
Which many men have used before.

To create formal poetry

to demonstrate their artistry.
Perchance I sometimes get it right
in verses which I choose to write.

I can imagine nothing worse

for those of us who write in verse
Than poetry which does not scan
and lacks all structure, has no plan.

Just words which incoherently
are juxtaposed haphazardly

. Which critics now suppose to be
the future form of poetry.

22-Feb-08
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But That's Different

The jester jests: He plays the role

we are conditioned to accept.

His sly insults though dry and droll
conceal much malice I suspect.

If he should chance to pick on you

as target for his vicious tongue

Then act as you're expected to.

Just smile pretend to play along.

He seems to pick unerringly

On those who have something to hide.
Exposes secrets fleeringly

Though some would say he’s justified.
But when the jester picks on them
Adopt a different stratagem.

24-May-08
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By Example

A mother sings a lullaby
To let her baby know
that she is near no need to cry.

The babe is sleeping peacefully
In safety warm and dry
Still mother listens carefully.

As baby sleeps her mother rests.
Relaxed but vigilant,
the mother love which she invests.

Will in time pay rich dividends
at compound interest.
Mutual love which never ends.

The child becomes a woman grown.

A daughter and a friend
When she has children of her own.

She knows exactly what to do
to care for her baby.

Do what her mother taught her to.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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By What Standards

Are you completely Masculine?
Or maybe wholly Feminine
or are you somewhere in between?

You may not know just what I mean.

Your sexual identity

depends upon heredity

and chemicals which you receive,
whilst in the womb I do believe.

Every Foetus is female

in the beginning without fail.
Your gender is decided by
changes induced chemically

Which cause dividing cells to change
The must completely re-arrange

the blue print they are working to
Into something completely new.

This usually works efficiently.
Although just how’s a mystery.
The end results are girls and boys
Two sexes which Nature employs

constantly to widen the pool

of genes. Her favourite tool.

In trying to improve the breed.
Perhaps one day she will succeed.

Produce a race of perfect men.
But I'm afraid that until then
WE have to learn to tolerate
the variations which create.

The Straight the In betweens and Gays

We have no right to blame or praise.
It would be of very little use

they have no choice they can’t refuse
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to act the way they’re programmed to.
There’s nothing else that they can do.

I daren’t presume to judge: Dare you

and by what standards if you do.

20-Oct-08
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Can It Be Wrong?

Can it be wrong

A shaft of sunlight through the trees
plays on the surface of a pool.
Unruffled by the slightest breeze.
Presents a scene both green and cool.
A quiet place to sit and dream

and while a pleasant hour away.

Just musing on some far fetched scheme
of what you might do one fine day.
The stillness calms your restless mind.
You feel all tensions drain away

forget the world you left behind.
Although you know you cannot stay
beside the pool within the wood.

Can it be wrong to wish you could?

2-Sep-08
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Can You? For M'Lady Lucianne

I listened to strange instruments
which played a haunting eldritch tune
and witnessed wonderful events.
Beneath a twisted sickle moon.

I know not where I was nor when.
Some power had transported me.
Far, far beyond all human ken

As witness to weird revelry.

I saw strange hybrid creatures dance
to music played discordantly

but none gave me a second glance.
It was if they could not see

or maybe did not want to see.

I was entranced I could not stir
and so I watched reluctantly.
These scaly beings dressed in fur.

I was afraid but I kept calm

It would do to show my fear

I was quite sure they meant no harm.
There was some reason I was here.

But what it was I could not guess
Perhaps its better not know
Although I did know thankfulness
when finally they let me go.

I found myself in my own bed

I'm not convinced it was a dream

I still remember it with dread.
Things are not always as they seem

Although I often fantasise
I am quite certain this was real
I'm wise enough to realise
its something that I can't reveal
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Who could believe my story true.
Neither my enemies nor friends.
I've told my tale I ask can you?
An honest answer won't offend.

11-Feb-08
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Careless Talk

I tell you this in confidence.
Because I know you lack the sense
to treat it confidentially

and you will spread it happily.

I know quite well you cannot wait
for me to go to tell your mate

To spread the latest news you’'ve heard.

By your promise undeterred.

Exactly as I meant you to.

I knew precisely what you’d do,
The latest gossips meat and drink.
You always speak before you think

of the damage you might do.

I knew I could rely on you.

To spread the scandal readily
and add your own embroidery.

Your loose tongue harms my enemy
whilst I appear to be blame free
Although you promised not to say

I knew you would anyway.

You have become my willing tool.
You are an empty headed fool
and even now you cannot see
That I have used you shamelessly

To do my dirty work for me

a task you tackled happily.

What you are told you must pass on
to anyone and everyone.

You never stop to verify

what you are told, you do not try.
You put your brain in neutral gear
and pass on anything you hear.
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6-May-08
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Case Hardened For Joe Poewhit

A macho man must strut his stuff.
Because he lacks the sense to see
That any man who’s man enough
Can let his feelings show freely
Secure in his identity

He does not care what other say
about his masculinity.

He chooses to go his own way.
But macho men feel they must hide
behind a shield of bravado

But deep inside they’re terrified
that other people get to know.
Their attitude is self defence

their bravado is all pretence

Sunday,17 January 2010
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Cassandra Knew

I'm waiting though impatiently

but don’t know what I'm waiting for.
A high state of expectancy.

I've often felt like this before.

I think I am a sensitive
who’s blessed or cursed with second sight.

I hope for something positive.

But I foresee a tragedy.
Something that is yet to be.

Heavy responsibility

Though I may know I cannot say
who would believe me anyway?

I sometimes wish that I was blind
to pictures forming in my mind
but now I have become resigned.
To waiting for the axe to fall
confirming fears which torture me.
Alas I have no choice at all

I cannot choose what I foresee.

26-Feb-08
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Cast Aside

When deadly gas invisibly

seeps from some hidden cavity
and overcomes hard working men
They will not see their home again.

This was the kind of tragedy

we used to see quite frequently.

But now King Coal no longer reigns
and miners wives don't fear the pain.

Of losing men folk to the pit
What is the bloody use of it.
Another kind of tragedy
engulfs ex miners family.

They’re facing life upon the dole.
No longer need to win coal

There are no jobs he can obtain for
those to old to start again.

They gave their lives to old King coal

and spent their lives down yon dark hole.
Their wives now feel a different strain
but miner’s wives do not complain

The did not when their thoughts were filled
with fear of husbands being killed.

I think today their greatest fear

Is when their man gets too much beer

Because he’s well and truly bored

and spends more than they can afford.
If she complains he blacks her eye
and then the fur and feathers fly.

Recalling how things used to be

I clearly see the irony.
The cure is worse than the disease.
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A tragedy which no one sees.

You will not read it in the press
nor see it on the evening news.
The lasting sense of hopelessness

of men who have nothing to lose.

16-Aug-08
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Cat Nap

There is a quiet place I know.

where in the spring shy violets grow.

A peaceful place where I will find
I've left my troubles all behind.
Though it was built on long ago
When I am troubled I still go.

Back to that spot I still know where.
A single thought will take me there
and once again I find release

I sit and muse in perfect peace.
There all my troubles disappear.
Though I am there I am still here.
You think perhaps that I'm asleep

There are some secrets one must keep.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Catapathy For M Lady Tara

My cat is curled up fast asleep
or so it seems apparently

But now and then she sneaks a peep.

She likes to keep an eye on me
She thinks it’s nearly time for tea
And she would hate to miss a meal.
That would be a catastrophe
Against which there is no appeal.
She knows I know she knows

It's almost time that she was fed.
I'll have to feed her suppose.

She projects thoughts into my head
You must not sit and watch T.V

you know quite well it’s time for tea.

7-Jan-0
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Catastrophe? For Jt Ellison

He spoke in deep heart rending tones
which stirred the marrow of your bones.
Of the great sorrow that he bore,

he would know happiness no more.
Whilst busy with some lawful task
he’d slipped and broken his hip flask.
His whisky soaked into the ground.
There was no solace to be found
Unless of course some kindly soul
would volunteer to pay the toll

to have his whisky flask renewed.
Earn his undying gratitude

But we who’d heard his tale before
paid no attention any more.

6-Jul-08
./poeticpiers
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Catharsis An Auden Tanka

Catharsis

Poetry: Apparently
promotes the release

of pent up emotions
very easily.

Remedial therapy.

What more do you need?
Auden Tanka.
14/04/2009

Word count poetry
7-5-7-5-7-5
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Cathedral Close For Friend Ben Gieske

When night falls on Cathedral Close.
The square is thronged by quiet ghosts
Who line the square on every side
their graves left empty yawning wide.

What is it that they hope to find?

Some salve to give them peace of mind
Why do they stand in silent ranks?

and seek to clear their memory banks.

The sins which will not let them sleep
the guilty secrets which they keep,
weigh on the conscience heavily.

and won't be rid of easily.

When twilight falls the dead arise.
Each from the grave he occupies
and gather in Cathedral Close.
They seek forgiveness I suppose.

When morning breaks they flee in fright
they fear the coming of the light.
Cathedral close lit by the sun

is quite empty the ghosts have gone.

Back to their graves where they must wait
and in the darkness meditate.

Upon the sins they won't confess

In agonising sleeplessness.

If only they would realise

within themselves forgiveness lies.
They do not need to stand in rows
When night falls on Cathedral Close.

Triumphantly they could take flight
and wing their way towards the light.
They should have done so long ago

. But guilt refused to let them go.
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Why do they stay when they are free
to me it is a mystery

Why do they haunt Cathedral close?
They know no better I suppose.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Cattitude For M'Lady Ernestine

She tells her kittens this and that

Like any feline mother would

and she makes sure they’ve understood
Just what it means to be a cat...

For cats can trace their ancestry
much farther back than humans can
They are superior to man

although humans may not agree.

There was a time when humans knew
the feline race was born to rule.

The race of man was just a tool

cats used to do what they must do.

The menial tasks of every day
beneath a felines dignity.

A cats place was to oversee

that men did their work properly.

But times have changed and now today
Cats are seen by men as pets

but no true cat ever forgets.

That they will rule again one day.

Mean while cats have to rule by guile
A wise cat always gets her way

it is a role cats have to play.

Though cats may vary in their style.

Cats make the men provide our food
and somewhere warm and dry to sleep
Cats do not need to earn their keep.
There is no reason why we should.

That's what men were created for.
Although they claim authority

they misperceive reality.

They're born to worship and adore.
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Perhaps cats will reward them when
Cats can assume their rightful place
as rulers of the human race.

The wheel is sure to turn again.

8-Feb-08
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Centred Experimental Form

Centred

The silence of the night profound.
Unbroken by the slightest sound.
Envelopes me.

Serenity envelopes me
From earthly worries I am free
Just for a while.

I can enjoy just for a while
a complete change from my life style.
No need to rush.

I am content no need to rush.
Sit quietly amidst the hush.
I still my mind.

Effortlessly I still my mind
and meditate until I find
my inner core.

When I have reached my inner core
I need not struggle any more.
I am at peace.

I realise I am at peace
when all my errant thought trains cease.
I can just be.

I understand I can just be

if only temporarily.

Then I must go.

An hour or two then I must go
back to the noisy world I know.

Reluctantly.

Surrendering reluctantly
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the only time that I am free
to be just me.

21-Oct-08
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Certainty For M Lady Tsira

The fairy dust Jack Frost has cast

across the rooftops liberally.

Now twinkles in the orange glow
Recalling scenes from long ago.

Scenes from my childhood now long past
I still remember vividly.

The softer glow from the gas lights,
not orange but a greenish hue.

A thousand, thousand points of light
like tiny stars they were so bright.

I used to love the winter nights

and must confess that I still do.

I did not use to mind the cold

Then I was young now I grow old.

So I prefer to stay inside

and watch the frost forming outside.
Appreciate the beauty show

from where I'm dry and warm. I know.

that old age does not come alone
My aging joints reminding me.

To only go out if I must

Be wary of the fairy dust

and when I do to wrap up warm
Then I will come to no great harm.

Jack Frost will sprinkle fairy dust
long after I am dead and gone.

I must enjoy it while I may

it almost turns the night to day.

His is a promise I can trust

the sparkling frost will linger on.

28-Nov-08
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Changes Are Natural

The perfect English summer day.

Is very seldom seen today

When skies are blue and clouds are few.
Although I know they used to do.

Long ago when I was small
They often came I can recall.
Playing in the summer sun

with my friends just having fun.

Though nowadays we see more rain
For reasons that I can't explain.
Although the experts say they can
They firmly place the blame on man.

Personally I cannot agree.

Changes happen naturally.

Although my views may seem perverse
I do believe the universe.

Dictates the pace of climate change.
When it decides to rearrange.

The patterns we have been used to
There's very little we can do.

We have no choice but to accept.
We do not know what to expect.
The universe has power to

Do precisely as it wants to do.

Climate changes in the past.

Have come and gone they did not last.
The human race is not to blame

We're minor players in the game.

Looking back at history

It seems quite obvious to me.
We lack the power to reverse
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Decisions of the universe.

Long before man came on the scene.

We know quite well that there have been.
Climatic changes now and then.

The experts need to think again.

But experts are reluctant to
accept they need to change their view.
They can't face the reality.

That changes happen naturally.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Changing Perceptions For Friend Thad

The sun shines on the frozen snow.
Where ice crystals refract the light
The primal colours come and go.

Add fleeting beauty to the white.
When nightfall brings to end the day.
No pretty colours can be seen.

Just shifting shadows blue and grey.
which make a sad depressing scene
though soon the silver moon will rise.
Her gentle beams chase the shadows.
Revealing only snow and ice

which in the moonlight softly glows.
The beauty shows by day or night
Quite independent of the light.

Saturday,15 May 2010
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Changing Perspective For Bro Colin

A patchwork quilt of sunlit fields
Is visible as grey mist yields
to the majesty of the sun.

The morning mist and night shadows
are well aware that they must go
Now that a new day has begun.

The distant hills which I now see
Become for me reality
Now that the mists have fully gone.

No longer just a fantasy,

a half forgotten memory.

I wandered happily alone.

I did not lack for company

I had my book of poetry.

What more could any poet need

except a quiet spot to read.

31/08/2009
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Changing Times

Perverse and foolish, discontent.
Naive but far from innocent

the bored young people of today
undisciplined in any way.

Seeking always new sensations

which might cure their chronic boredom.
Stirring up passing emotions.
Pursuing gluttony and whoredom.
The wheel of fate will slowly turn
repeating ancient history.

An age of discipline return

Curtailing excess liberty

Men swing between the two extremes
and always have done so it seems.

3-Mar-08
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Chaos Rules For Friend Thad

The Dragoness last of her race.

Lies somnolent beneath the sun,
there will be none to take her place.
Remembering her youth long gone.

Three thousand years of life she’s seen.
The Dragons are a long lived race.

She can recall when there had been

a world of peace, a perfect place.

But upstart monkeys, protomen.
A warlike and fast breeding race
which quickly and grew again.
Usurped the Dragons living space.

They forced the Dragons to withdraw
from where they’d lived for centuries.
But still the men demanded more

of the fertile territories.

Though Dragons were more powerful.
By nature peaceably inclined

did not resist as usual

and this encouraged humankind.

To spread across each continent
and keep the Dragons in retreat.
Their numbers grew incontinent.
The Dragon race could not compete.

The Dragons rule brought to a close
The age of peace on earth was gone
simply because the dragons chose
not to d they have done?

That is the question in her mind

as she waits patiently to die.
The last survivor of her kind
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She asks but she gets no reply.

The human race now rules supreme.
Rather a doubtful victory

A night mare fashioned from a dream

for man is mans worst enemy.

6-Oct-08
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Check, Double Check And Discard For Friend Thad

You can prove statistically.

The truth of things which cannot be
proven empirically.

Manipulating carefully

the figures which do not agree.
You seem to prove apparently.

The truth of facts which are untrue.
That is what fanatics do

in their attempts to persuade you.
You must adopt their point of view
but you are foolish if you do.

What can be proved statistically

To me lacks credibility

and can be disproved easily.
Examined analytically

as all statistics ought to be.

15-Aug-08
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China Doll

I have a little china doll, a figurine,

she stands in pride of place on my bookcase.
Sometimes from the corner of my eye,

I think that I can see her cry. I wonder why.

But when I look to check what I have seen,
her painted smile is fixed serene

and then she winks at me.

Can this be the start of some odd malady?

She sometimes gives a quiet sob, that I
seem to hear with my ear. Really queer
I don’t believe that I'm insane. But why
should I imagine such strange things? Oh dear,

She has just stuck out her tongue at me
and smiled a wicked little grin. How odd
I've had her for years, What can she see
in me she hasn’t seen before. I nod

involuntarily, .She lifts her skirt

and starts to flirt with me, shamelessly.
Perhaps she has been unhappy for a while
and wants me to make her smile. It might be

a figment of my imagination

or is this actually happening.,
Maybe it’s only a sublimation

of the pain I feel. She starts to sing.

an aria from Madame Butterfly.

This is absurd. Her voice is very clear

the sad wistful longing makes me cry.

I wish that she was real and she was here.

She would make my loneliness disappear
and we could join in wanton dance. And drink
Champagne, eat caviar. But you my dear

are just my little china doll I THINK.
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Choka Sonnet

nature’s beauty show.

near Tokyo in the spring
guaranteed to please.
avenues of cherry trees.

soft spring breezes blow
setting pink blossoms dancing
on the cherry trees

their sweet perfumes they release.
lovers stroll below

unaware completely free

to just wander to and fro.

all that they can see

their own private paradise
where the blossom never dies,

10-Apr-08
Choka sonnet

ivor or ivor.e hogg

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 292



Choose Your Words Carefully

An impoverished vocabulary,

can preclude communication.

Facilitate incomprehension.

foiling our attempts at clarity.

Although we try our best to speak plainly.
The fault does not lie with our diction
rather to their lack of education.

They suffer from a disability.

Therefore we have to learn to modify
the way we talk to suit our audience
Couch what we say with great simplicity.
Although we understand the reason why
we must be careful not to cause offence.
To those who lack verbal ability.

30-Jan-09
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Chorale For M' Lady Penny

The black bird sweetly tunes his throat.
A stream of liquid notes which float.
As if suspended somewhere

in between fact and fantasy.

Thus starts the morning symphony
The throstle warbles his reply,

the skylark joins in happily

from his position in the sky.

Each song bird now will raise its voice
in interweaving melody.

To demonstrate that they rejoice
because the morning brings release
from the terrors of the night.

Their morning chorus My delight.

27-Feb-08

ivor or ivor.e hogg

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 294



Chronology Is Bunkum For My Lady Irene

The garden when the sun has set.
Becomes a very different place.

It is quite easy to forget

the fall of night cannot erase.

The beauty which we see by day.

A garden is a hallowed place.

The moon will rise to show the way
Light granted by the Goddess’ grace.

Moonlight will silver all we see.
My love and walk hand in hand.
The garden transformed magically
into our private fairyland.

The moon is smiling from on high

To see two lovers fond embrace

She knows full well the reason why
gardens by night are filled with grace.

There is a bench where we can sit.
Enjoy the quiet of night

Admire the roses silver lit

by gentle beams of soft moonlight.

The night wind rises turning cold
Remind us that its time for bed

We know that we are growing old
Surprised how quickly years have fled.

We won’t admit to being old.

Bar to each other privately.
Pretending to be young and bold.
Defying age aggressively.

Because you do not need to know.

It's obvious we are mature

Our way of life sedate and slow.

Though you may guess you can’t be sure.
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We won't be old until we choose.
Determined to stay young at heart
Because we stubbornly refuse

To let the aging process start

27/07/2009
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Circuit Judge?

Circuit Judge?

I am detached, dispassionate.

My judgements purely logic based.
I think I can proudly state

all chance of error is erased.

Emotions do not affect me.
My circuits are all solid state
Designed for functionality.

I do not love I cannot hate.

It is a pointless exercise
attempting to influence me
I disregard the lawyers lies
I rule them out immediately.

I consider all the evidence

As I was designed to do

which points to guilt or innocence.
I can detect what isn't true.

I have no human loyalties.

My logic circuits cannot fail

I judge the facts impartially

You can be sure truth will prevail.

I am detached impassionate
You may be very sure of that
My only role to serve the state

I am the perfect bureaucrat.

18/08/2009
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City Streets

The gaudy glow of neon lights
dispels the darkness of the nights
on city streets.

They pop and fizzle noisily
creating a cacophony
on city streets.

The sober folks walk warily
and drunks stagger uncaringly
on city streets.

The ladies of the night parade
for there is money to be made
on city streets.

Drug dealers ready to retreat
if they should hear a coppers feet
on city streets.

The night shift workers wend their way
towards their work to start their day
on city streets.

The noisy revellers thin out
as one by one the signs go out
on city streets.

The gradually noises abate
and ghostly shadow congregate
on city streets.

For some few hours peace will reign
before the noise will start again
on city streets.

The early morning traffic sounds

start with the milkmen on their rounds
on city streets.
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This builds up to an angry roar
as cars and lorries inward pour
on city streets

then when at last rush hour has passed
noise levels will subside at last
on city streets

I thank the lord that I am free
to leave this noise far behind me
on city streets.

I walked my beat the whole night
through exactly as I'm paid to do
on city streets.

I choose to live outside the town

where constant noise won’t get me down
on city streets.

My village is a quiet place

A haven where I need not face

the noisy streets.

8-Jun-07
poeticpiers
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Class Distinction

A quiet house where quiet ghosts
haunt quiet rooms but silently

The Ghosts respect their living hosts
and treat them most respectfully.
They can’t go back they won’t go on.
Confused by their predicament,

they wait until the daylights gone
before they show they are present.
They do not wish to cause alarm.

as common ghosts are wont to do.

All part of their well bred charm.
Though they are dead they hold the view
that no aristocratic ghost

should stoop to frightening their host.

26-Mar-08
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Clear The Stage

The world was; before mankind was born
and will be when the last mans gone
There will be no left to mourn.

Who will replace us still unknown

It seems that since the world began
Dame Nature tries experiments
the latest of which seems to be man
She has established precedents.

At one time reptiles ruled the earth.

at last ashamed of what she’d wrought.
Great behemoths of giant girth

She wiped them out without a thought.

She cleared the way to try again
With creatures more intelligent

the reptile’s loss the mammals gain.
This seemed to her to represent.

A forward leap towards her goal.
Although she waited patiently

She was convinced that on the whole
too little progress she could see.

She thought maybe that the monkeys
With just a little tinkering

could be persuaded from the trees
The monkeys proved to be willing.

Monkeys evolved slowly into men

and not quite as she meant they should...
Her well laid plans had failed again

At last Dame Nature understood.

Mankind was too belligerent.
Determined to go his own sweet way.
A little too intelligent
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he saw no reason to obey.

the rules Dame Nature had laid down
Rebelled against them constantly.
Convinced that he should wear the crown
Until at last reluctantly.

She thought it time to call a halt.
Another failed experiment

some inbred genetic fault.
Rendered them obsolescent.

The human race had reached their peak
and stubbornly refused to change.
Considering themselves unique.

The time had come to re arrange.

the way they thought and urgently.
They’d had their chance but lost their way
Nature reacted ruthlessly

That's why there are no men today.

The world is peaceful once again
Without the constant battling
between opposing bands of men.
There is no sabre rattling.

I have no doubt she’ll try again
Perhaps next time she’ll get it right
with some new race replacing men
Without the warlike appetite.

The world was before mankind was born
and will be when the last man has gone
their wilfulness not to be borne.

the fault was theirs and theirs alone.

Dame nature warned them frequently
Her warnings they chose to ignore
So full of pride they could not see
That it was time to pay the score.
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Extinction is the penalty

which failed experiments must pay.
This is the harsh reality

The race of man has had its day.

28-Jan-09
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Cliff Dwellers For M Lady Ernestine

Cliff Dwellers

The sea cliffs rise majestically.
Perhaps a thousand feet or more

From narrow ledges sea birds soar.

To reap the bounty of the sea.

They demonstrate their mastery

of life along this rocky shore

By hunger driven to explore

the ever changing boundary

Where earth meets sea and sea meets sky.
These buccaneers can pick and choose
a great deal more than they can use.
It seems that nature can supply.
Everything which they might need

to satisfy their boundless greed.

08/10/2009
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Clogyrnach

I may be wrong but I perceive

What man conceives he can achieve.
Some dreams can come true
Perhaps your will do.

Only you

must believe.

8-Feb-09
Ifor ap Richard
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Co-Existence.

Bare branches stark against the sky.
A labyrinthine tracery

Of twigs and twiglets which defy
The winter gales successfully.

As they have done for centuries

And will no doubt for years to come
A barrier of living trees.

Which still provide a home for some
Small wild creatures seeking safety
A sheltered spot where they can hide
In relative security

From dangers threatening outside.
They form their own communities
Within the hedgerows boundaries.

Monday,31 December 2012
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Coffee Break For M Lady Lucianne

I fantasise and I create

new worlds which I can populate.
In any way that pleases me.

I can imagine easily

exotic creatures that can fly

who live on islands in the sky
Their kinfolk live beneath the sea
breathe underwater easily.
Acknowledging no boundary,
there are no rules I must obey

I can create new fantasies

in my own time, in my own way.
Escaping from reality

when I can have ten minutes free.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Coitus Non Interruptus

As Mom and Dad play loves game.
The baby stirs uneasily.

just as the crashing climax came.

The baby settles quietly.

Perhaps the babe is satisfied

and felt the moment of release.
That’s why she slept on. never cried
and let her parents sleep in peace.
She does not even wake to feed

but sleeps right through 'til morning light.
A perfect child they’re both agreed.
When morning comes all three awake,
they are content make no mistake.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Comforting

We understand the time must come
when one of us will have to leave.
The when not ours to command

but for our comfort we believe.

That we will surely meet again
in future lives, yet to be

as surely as we've met before
in lives hidden from memory.

Sometimes we’ve lived as man and wife.
In other lives played different roles.

No cause for jealousy or strife.

Pure love connects our kindred souls.

I have loved you since time began
though sometimes we are separate.
We come together when we can
which gives us cause to celebrate.

Each soul created has to learn

by hard experience usually.
Through each successive life in turn
until we reach maturity.

True love dies not it cannot do
love grants us immortality.

I state what we believe is true.
That we go on eternally

Though others may hold different views.
Derived from what they have been taught.

I think each one of us must choose.
Whatever offers us comfort.

(12-Nov-07)

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 309



ivor or ivor.e hogg

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 310



Command Performance Adult Content.

Her hair a red/gold waterfall that flows
across the curving contours of her form
concealing and revealing as it goes.

The high proud breasts whose nipples stand erect.
Au naturelle and yet in modesty
perfection I have no right to expect.

The subtle curve of outer hip and thigh
surprise and please and tantalise my eyes
is she real or one of the succubi.

An evil creature sent to steal my soul.
My wisdom wars with my carnality
I am prepared to sin and pay the toll.

My engorged flesh arises and demands
to be allowed to fulfil its purpose.
She is in control now and she commands

I kneel and worship at her Venus shrine
Inhale the musk and with my tongue explores
The inner depths of that cavity divine.

I must comply I cannot disobey
I worship on my knees in ecstasy
I feel her passion rising as I pray.

But greater paradise awaits for me.
She is slick now with her sweet honey dew
and trembles like a shaking aspen tree.

Her slender fingers that now hold my head
cool and strong now firmly grip elsewhere.
Unhurriedly they lead me to the bed

Where I am plunged into her molten core.

Reality or succubus who cares
all of my life I have been waiting for.
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The dream that I held deep inside my mind.
A dream I never thought I would fulfil
nor such sweet satisfaction find.

Depleted now of all my energy
I care not if I die or lose my soul.
This night was mine and it was meant to be.

Mar-12

ivor or ivor.e hogg

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 312



Companions

The old maid and her tabby cat

Live together happily

in their small ground floor council flat
Where from the window they can see.

Pedestrians who hurry by intent

upon their own affairs

But others walk more soberly

as though weighed down by worldly cares.

They are content to stay at home
and watch the busy world go by
The cat is far too old to roam

her mistress ventures out to buy.

Although she goes reluctantly

the food they need from local stores.
The grocers and the bakery.

The old cat stays at home of course

but welcomes her ecstatically.
The moment that she steps inside
their haven of security.

Safe from the dangers of outside.

They keep each other company
the old maid and her tabby cat.
They are contents as they can be

in their small ground floor council flat.

29-Jul-08
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Company Man

I'm surplus to requirements.
The company is cutting back
because of unforeseen events.

They’re taking steps to cut the slack.

They have no choice or so they say
but is obvious to me

I have offended in some way
someone of the powers that be.
Employ some else to take my
place at a much lower salary.

That is the way of the rat race
Disguising their dishonesty.

A fine reward for loyalty

to take enforced redundancy

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Compensation

September sings of summer sun.
Whilst trying on her autumn dress
Recalling happy days of fun

but recognising none the less.

This is her final chance to show

what she can do to demonstrate

a range of shades which simply glow.
It's her attempt to compensate

for the winters coming snow.

When she discards her finery
stripped by the cruel winds which blow
The trees will then stand nakedly.
Black silhouettes against the sky
sheer beauty to an artist’s eye.
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Complementary Viewpoints For Friend Chandra

Philosophy and poetry

are not completely different.
Each represents a way to see
What is not always evident.

Philosophers and poets try

to understand the universe.

The answers which they can supply.
Expressed in turgid prose or verse.

Philosophers can be abstruse

and difficult to understand

Because of how they phrase their views.
I don’t dismiss them out of hand.

I much prefer the poets verse

To endless reams of complex prose.
I do not think I am perverse
Simplicity I must suppose.

Is really what appeals to me.
the poets seek to entertain
and yet express with clarity.
Philosophers try to explain.

Their reasoning in great detail.
They just succeed in boring me
Their efforts are to no avail

I will admit quite openly

I simply cannot spare the time

To plough through densely written prose.
But I find poetry sublime

I like the way it ebbs and flows.

The insight that a poet shows
can entertain and educate.
Philosophers try to impose

their views, discouraging debate.
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Which does not sit too well with me.
Folks can’t stand being patronised
and will rebel instinctively.

A fact that poets recognise.

They are content to share their thoughts.
With anyone who chooses to

read the verses they have wrought.
Which may express a different view

To that of the philosophers.

You draw your own conclusions

and choose which version you prefer.
Perhaps your own opinions.

Philosophy and poetry
Are both legitimate attempts
To explain some mystery

By folks of different temperaments.

22/08/2009
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Composite Compositions

When ebony and ivory.

Are treated with equality.

Then they can work in harmony.
Producing tuneful melody.

Each one alone is limited.
Because it is inhibited

By mistaken racial views
Which prove to be of little use.

The world is not just black and white
And even they aren't opposite.
There are so many shades between

Which add their colour to the scene.

I recognise all men as kin
Despite the colour of their skin.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Compulsion

Writers must write: They are possessed
by inner demons who insist

That they must write and they know best.
We lack the power to resist.

We have no choice we are compelled
all of our secret thoughts to share.
However random or misspelled

our inner demons do not care

Put pen to paper and compose

is their command and we obey

by writing poetry or prose.

They know we dare not disobey.

If we don’t write we know no rest.

As any writer will attest.

(11-Nov-07)
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Compulsive Obsession

The miser sits and counts his gold
well wrapped in rags against the cold.
He has no fire he lacks the sense

He cannot bear to spend his pence.

He dines upon stale bread and cheese
sometimes porridge made from peas
to satisfy his appetite.

His bags of coin his one delight.

He has no friends he trusts no man
for they will rob him if they can.
He lives in abject poverty

to spend a coin is misery.

I do not envy him his gold

a bitter man who’s heart is cold.

I share what little comes my way
I cannot make my few pence stay.

But count my self a wealthy man
The miser save all that he can
and lives alone in misery.

I think that he should envy me.

8-Jun-08
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Conduct Unbefitting

I do not like your attitude.

I find you arrogant and crude.

In fact in my opinion

You are much cruder than anyone.
That I have come across before.
It is impossible to ignore

Perhaps I have a jaundiced view.
Although I'm sure that others too.
Are not prepared to tolerate
language more appropriate.

To some sleazy back street bar.
Where they’re not so particular.

I hope I've made it crystal clear.
You are no longer welcome here.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Confession Is Good For The Soul.

Canonised and sanitised.
The Vatican has changed its mind
Australian saint is recognised.

She blew the whistle long ago
Exposed a priestly paedophile.
Was she believed/Oh dear me no

Excommunicated, cast out
Because dared to speak the truth.
but times have changed and banished doubt..

The Vatican was in the wrong
protecting priestly paedophiles.
So now they sing a different song

The pontiff and the prelates know.
they have been caught committing crimes
Fresh scandals adding to their woe.

Reducing their authority.
Because they can no longer
hide behind facades of piety

So they create another saint
Too little and to late by far.
The church cannot escape the taint.

Perhaps it's time to change the rules.
Why should a priest be celibate?
The general public are not fools.

I think the pontiff must accept
They got very badly wrong
When they decided to protect

The pervert priest from punishment.

Interfering with the laws
meant to protect the innocent
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I do not think they can regain
the trust they secretly betrayed
Although they’ll try doubts will remain..

I'm sure the victims won't forget
Nor do I think they will forgive

The church must recognise the debt.
And pay hard cash to compensate
The victims for their suffering

Again too little and too late.

If they had acted honestly.

They would not be in such a mess.

But sadly they chose secrecy

Wednesday,20 October 2010
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Confession Without Shame

I have sinned I must admit.

If that’s what you choose to call it
I did as nature bid me to

and I am certain you did too.
Making love is natural

for any healthy boy or gal

Sharing mutual ecstasy

can’t be a sin. At least to me.
What you believe is up to you
You can be sure saints did it too.
It may be wrongful in your sight
That is your choice you have the right.
Your standards don’t apply to me.
I'll carry on quite happily.

The only sin I recognise

and this to everyone applies

To hurt another wilfully

the only way to act sinfully.

8-Sep-08

ivor or ivor.e hogg

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 324



Confident Dissident For

I stand and gaze with wonderment.
The Gates of Gold and ivory

are slowly opening for me.

A rebel and a dissident.

What did I do that I deserve
admission to Valhallas halls?

What waits for me within those walls?
I only did my best to serve

my fellow men as best I could

I bore no sword only my pen.
Tried to defend my fellow men
from tyrants as a writer should.

Defied the men who censured me.
The men who sought to rule force.
Because I upheld freedoms cause
I risked my life and liberty.

They harried me by night and day
but still would not toe the line

I did my best to undermine

the lies they broadcast, in my way.

Although they could imprison me
and ban my words from being read
This action could not stop the spread
of my ideals of liberty.

Accused of treason by the state.
They made a martyr out of me.
They were so blind they could not see.
The slowly moving hand of fate.

Which would destroy eventually.
The stranglehold they sought to keep
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The people would rise from their sleep
prepared to fight for liberty.

And so in time it proved to be
Their unjust rule was overturned.
A lesson that all tyrants learned.
Although it was too late for me.

Subjected to their cruelty

I had been starved and brutalised
Which left me partly paralysed.
Although I was at last set free.

I will not live long enough to see
my dreams of liberty come true
All that I have to leave to you,
My words my only legacy.

The gates of gold and ivory

are open wide and I pass through.
It's some thing which I have to do.
For once I act obediently.

I need not fear the consequence
I cast my rebel role aside
For here I have nothing to hide

Rewarded for my eloquence.

15-Dec-08
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Confident? For M Lady Lucianne

Do you dare to be different

And raise your voice when you dissent?
Or do just go with the flow.

Far too afraid to make a show

of the fact you disagree.

Why not speak out confidently

Why should you follow someone who
you are quite sure knows less than you.
Or are you just a follower

like other folks who much prefer.

To be told what they should do.
Because it is much easier to

than refusing their assent,

and daring to be different.

16-Oct-08
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Conflicting Plans

She means to fulfil her desire

and choose the strongest for a sire.
To give her offspring the finest chance.
She isn’t seeking for romance.

She dreams of a rich handsome male
she’s confident she will not fail

in capturing his interest

and means to put it to the test.

But fate has other plans in mind

and she will find that love is blind.
When she is shot by Cupids bow

her girlish dreams will fade and go.
She will accept without demur

the man that fate selects for her.

26-Feb-08
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Conforming

I cannot unilaterally,

decide to do what pleases me.
How very easy life would be

if that was satisfactory.

Although it makes me furious.

I must confer, debate discuss
until it is unanimous.

I find it rather curious.

It seems your free will is not free.
Although you think it ought to be.
In order to live peacefully

as part of our society.

We have to voluntarily

place limits on our liberty.

05/11/2009
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Confounded Experts For Joe Poewhit

An artefact of machined steel

found buried in a deep coal seam.

The experts say it can’t be real

it does not fit with their world scheme.

The all insist it cannot be.
Be cause the know they can’t explain
this very strange anomaly
and so they bury it again.

They hide it very carefully.
Conceal the fact that it exists
forget about it quietly.

But awkward objects will persist.

So in due course it surfaces

as it was always certain to.

The so called experts have to face
awkward questions asked anew.

They do not know but dare not say.
this artefact defies their skill

They still cannot explain away

the artefact and never will.

They lack all credibility

Their rigid minds so tightly closed
They can dismiss reality

when it is not as they supposed.

An ancient machined artefact

found buried deep in a coal seam
Preserved for ages quite intact
Confounds the experts it would seem.

03/06/2009
http;
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Conscience

I am the inner voice you hear,
when quietly you meditate,
Inaudible to any ear

but yours.

All T can offer is advice,

which you can follow or discard

You have free will which should suffice.
Of course

sometimes you find it hard to choose.
between the options offered you.
What to accept and what refuse.

No force

on earth can make you listen to
advice you do not want to hear.
It is your choice it’s up to you.
But pause

consider well which path to take,
before you make you finally decide.
The burden of any mistake

IS yours.

Do as you will but lose or win.
There has to be a settling day
a price you will have to pay: In

due course.
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Consider The Alternative For M'Lady Chitra

I don’t regret that I am old.

When I look back I clearly see.

The things that fate chose to withhold

I had to accept finally.

When I look back I clearly see.

That all your dreams cannot come true.

I had to accept finally

you can’t argue with fate’s decree.

that all your dreams cannot come true.
Although perhaps you thought they would.
You can’t argue with fates decree

and fate decreed they never would.

It's for the best that they did not

although perhaps you thought they would.
When I look back I clearly see

I don’t regret that I am old.

11-Jul-08
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Consider Your Verdict For C.P Sharma

The countryside shows black and white a winter scene that’s pure delight.

When observed by a poets eyes. The inspiration it supplies.

he will record in metered verse, before impressions can disperse

He always carries pad and pen prepared to write no matter when.

his muse commands that he must write.Imagination in full flight.

as he attempts to share with you, the simple beauty of the view.

The fields of white are broken by bare trees which show against the sky.
He finds himself a sheltered spot, the day is cold but he is not.

He is consumed by his desire to write in burning words of fire

Describe the beauty of the day before the blue sky turns to gray.
Darkness must fall and will erase the beauty lit by the suns ray.

His brain moves faster than his pen, When he gets home he’ll write again.

Re edit it and check it through. When he’s convinced that it will do.
He'll type it into his P.C, which will present it legibly.

Then post it on the internet, a task that he will not forget.

He'll sit and wait for the poem read by other eyes

their honest comments let him he succeeded; yes or no.

30-Dec-08
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Consonation.

Daylight subdues and fades away.
Dark shadows creep across the sky.
Scarlet now tints the west with pink
Sunlight can no longer reign.

Night comes into its own.

Nothing can change nature’s plan
The Sun will rise and quickly chase
The darkness of the night away.

As it was so it will be as long

as this world still spins.

Kasa a Korean form.

18/10/2009
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Contemplating Change

Another year has swiftly flown.

it's now consigned to history.

A new year beckons still unknown,
presents an opportunity

To benefit from errors made.
Adopt a different attitude

and try this year to make the grade
By doing as we know we should.
Most New Year resolutions fail.

We make them far too easily.
Regard them as a fairy tale.

not to be taken seriously.

The resolutions I dont make

I can be sure I will not break.

1-Jan-08
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Content For My Lady Irene

My lady’s sleeping peacefully

I slip beside her into bed.

She turns to me instinctively
without a word though much is said.
She does not wake although she stirs
settles herself more comfortably.

I hold her close as she prefers.

A feeling of security.

She slips into a deeper sleep
content because I'm by her side.

I see no need for counting sheep

as slowly into sleep I slide.
Togetherness is all we need

mutual love our only creed

28-Mar-08
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Content.

All things bright and beautiful

all creatures great and small.

If you are rich and powerful.
Then you can have them all.
Each little flower that opens.
Each little bird that sings

If you can afford it; then

you can have all of these things
But cash cannot buy happiness
True happiness is not for sale.
So if you only seek success.
Although you win you’re bound to fail
The secret of true happiness

To have enough no more no less.

31/08/2009
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Contentment For M'Lady

How do you measure happiness?
Is it a question of degree?

A measurement of more or less
discontent to ecstasy.

Is it enough to be content?

I think for most that must be true.
Although sometimes by accident
you are allowed a different view.
One moment of pure ecstasy.

You know you are connected to
Everything: An epiphany

which makes you change your world view.
I think perhaps to be content

for me is quite sufficient.

21-Jul-08
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Continuity

Although my love is growing old.
She is still beautiful to me.

Though what I see you cannot see.
I see her as she used to be.

Good looks may fade like fairy gold.
The outward signs do not fool me.

I see her as she used to be

I love her still as constantly.

Though I'm no longer young and bold.

I see her as she used to be.
Perhaps familiarity
dictates to you what you can see.

I see her as she used to be.
Epitome of all beauty

when I asked her to marry me.
Our love story as yet untold.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Contrasts 07

The sky grew dark quite suddenly.

As from the west a massed array

of dark storm clouds which completely
obscured the light: Made night of day.

The lightning flashed the thunder roared.

All natures’ fury on display,

down constantly the raindrops poured
as if to wash all grime away.

An unexpected thunderstorm

which lasted but a little while.

Before the sun returned to warm

us with his all embracing smile.
Somewhat like life the weather is

it's either misery or bliss.
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Could It?

It could be true! That nothing’s real.

That all the dreams that we pursue
are just illusions which appeal?

It could be true!

That all the things I thought I knew
are delusions and are not real.

You have another point of view.
Can you believe that what you feel?
is not just an illusion too.

Or does it still seem real to you

It could be true!

(18-Jun-07/roundel)
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Could This Be You?

I

Cannot

understand

intolerance.

I don't even try.

You have the right to be

bigoted if you so please.

All T can do is pity you.

Who are enslaved by your prejudice.
I much prefer to keep an open mind

Tuesday,13 April 2010
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Cover Up For Mlady Lucianne

Softly, silently snow flakes fall.
Quickly, quietly covers all

the litter mankind leaves behind.
Now out of sight and out of mind.
A pristine world of virgin white
clearly presented to our sight.
We can forget what lies below,
the filth and grime beneath the snow.
No other creature fouls its nest
but mankind show s no interest
in keeping his environment
clean. His lack of care is evident
What men discard so carelessly?
The snow conceals so carefully.

7-]Jan-08
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Crazy Antics For Harriet Bishop

I watched an ant and wondered why.
He was convinced he had to try

to climb a grass stem to the top

and down the other side none stop.
Why did he feel he had to climb?

It was a complete waste of time.

But Ants do what they want to do

I know because I've watched a few.
I don’t think ants are very bright,
they very seldom get it right.
Though I can’t think the way ants do.
He might have had good reason to
climb to the top and down again.

Or just may be he was insane.

10-Sep-08
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Crows For Konstantin

Crows.

The noise of conflict dies away.
Those left alive will now depart.
Only the dead allowed to stay,
they have no further part to play.

The warring sides in full retreat

The crows tonight dine on fresh meat.
Though neither side claims victory.
The crows will feast quite happily.

Since man first slew another man.
It seems to be Dame Natures plan.
The crows will feast on the remains
The scavengers alone will gain.

While warring sides must count the cost
of fighting men that they have lost.
Perhaps one day we'll realise

In war there are no victories.

Bar for the crows who do not fight

but satisfy their appetite.

On those who do who in their view
Choose to fight. they don’t need to.

Although in death they feed the crows.
I don't suppose the crows oppose.
The idea that men come to blows.
Nor do they care I must suppose.

The only winners are the crows
who feast until they’re comatose.
On what is left of those who chose

to risk their lives exchanging blows.

Sunday,09 May 2010

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



ivor or ivor.e hogg

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

347



Cryogenic For M' Lady Catrina Heart

A frozen rose whose colour glows
beneath a crystal coat of ice.
How artistically it shows

a vision fit for paradise.

Still pleasing to the eyes of those
who see it shine amidst the frost.
Catatonic, comatose,

the only beauty it has lost.

Perfume appealing to the nose.
Its scented beauty frozen too.
Without its scent it’s still a rose

Although coated in frigid dew

But it will last until the thaw
then disappear for evermore.

7-Jan-09
Http: ce, com/poeticpiers
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Culpable

Re-echoing.

The words we spoke but now regret.

Re-echoing.

The pain they caused still lingering
although not meant to cause upset.
They are not easy to forget.

Re- echoing

(Rondelet/18-Jun-07)
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Cupid Is Not Stupid For M Lady Helen Unknown

Cupid is not stupid

Love can strike unexpectedly.

When you think you are past romance,
then you find quite suddenly.

Fate’s giving you another chance.

It is not something that you sought,
you have been betrayed in the past
You are not past it as you thought

all of your doubts are overcast.

You are quite sure this time its right,
although you got it wrong before

You future now looks rather bright.
You won't be lonely any more.

You know now that dreams do come true.
He has just told you he loves you.

11-Feb-08
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Curfew An Epic Tale

A deep toned bell heard loud and clear.
which resonates between the walls.
Awakens echoes far and near

they disappear and silence falls.

This was a great metropolis.
The pace of life was furious
and now it is reduced to this.
A warning for the rest of us.

When men grow too ambitious

and fail to heed the warning signs
Nature deems them iniquitous

and undermines their grand designs.

Men now live nearer to the soil

in small compact communities

and earn their bread by honest toil.
But still find opportunities

To gaze in wonder as they sigh
and listen to the tales the sages tell.
Of when tall towers reached the sky
and how and why the cities fell.

Too many mouths too little food
Their needs could not be satisfied
and by the time they understood.
Most of the population died.

of malnutrition and disease.

Only the young and strong survived
and they sought refuge in the trees
A simpler way of life revived.

Self supporting villages

became the order of the day.

Which brought renewed advantages
Mankind had found a better way.
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After the first great city fell

the rest followed like dominoes.
In less time than it takes to tell.
To be expected I suppose.

Men were not meant to live in hives
like colonies of honey bees.

But follow individual lives

not as they had done previously.

Each living in their little cell

and knowing only one or two.
Venturing out to buy or sell

but only when they were forced to.

They were afraid of other men
and with good reason we are told..
Those times will never come again
when criminals were over bold.

Protected by anonymity

the stronger ones preyed on the weak.
The dark side of humanity

You need not go too far to seek.

Now we can live more peacefully
and fear our neighbours not at all,
We intermingle socially

and trust each other one and all.

We still have petty criminals

but they are punished for their crimes
According to clear principles

not as they were in olden times.

Cause and effect are seen to be

as sure as night must follow day.
Which seems to work effectively
Crime has a price which they will pay.
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Now most of us know everyone

who lives in our community.

The faceless hordes completely gone
We share common humanity.

The ruined cities will decay.
Nature will reclaim her own.

In her own time in her own way.
Eventually be overgrown.

History is repetitive.

Though mankind’s very slow to learn.
A little too competitive

as empires rise and fall in turn.

Perhaps this time we’ve learned at last
A simple life is far the best.

No empires now to overcast.

Each man is equal with the rest.

1-Dec-07
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Curvaceous

The lady is quite frankly fat.

but does not let it bother her.

She’ll openly admit to that

because she knows that men prefer.
A well fleshed woman in their bed
to any skinny bag of bones

Despite the stories experts spread,
fat women do not sleep alone.

A man wants someone he can hold
without the fear that she might break.
A woman who keeps out the cold.

That's what men want make no mistake.

Though she may not be fashionable
men find her most desirable.

28-Feb-08
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Cyhydedd Naw Ban

The mountains are high covered in snow.
They overlook the valley below

Where farmers must work tilling the soil,
they’d rather be free; not have to toil..
No man can be completely free. Though
some think they ought to be they know
their contrasting desires in turmoil.

Most choose to stay faithful to the soil.

A few choose freedom and gladly go.
Circumstances may combine to foil

the fervent wish to be freed from toil.

It is just a dream as you well know.

You are free to dream but not to go.
Because you are a Son of the Soil.

13-Feb-09
Ifor ap richard
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Cynic Or Realist

I don’t donate to charities

which may seem mean in others eyes.
But when I see the fees they pay
to their fund raisers there’s no way.
A large slice of what we donate

is swallowed up as sure as fate.

To pay inflated salaries

and high administrative fees.

A small percentage of the whole
will go towards the stated goal.

It's possible I may be wrong

but I have been around to long

to swallow their publicity

Which relies on our naivete.

7-Mar-08
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Dad

Dad.

My father was a clever man
Though limited in his view.
His motto do the best you can
that’s all anyone can do.

He raises his brood without his mate.
She died when I was very small

He did not flinch or hesitate

but did his best to teach us all.

The values which held to be
paramount to everyone.
Integrity and honesty

and not to fear to stand alone.

His word once given would be kept

if it were possible to do.

Reluctantly he would accept

there were some things he must review.

When fate stepped in and called a halt
dictating change of circumstance.

He knew that he was not at fault

His wishes did not stand a chance.

When I was young I thought that he
accepted far too readily

Limits to opportunity

I was too naive to see.

His life had been a great success
he had in fact achieved his aim.

Stuck by his motto done his best.
He was a winner in life’'s game.

I hold his values true today
and do the very best I can.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 357



To emulate him day by day.
My father was a gentle man.

1-Jan-08
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Daisies For M Lady Tara

A lawn without a weed it seems

would satisfy most gardeners dreams

But not for me I much prefer

to see a daisy here and there.

Like stars which decorate the night
these tiny flowers glowing white.

A sight which I find pleases me
much more than boring greenery.
My neighbours say it's a disgrace
but dare not say it to my face.
They know what my reply would be
and so they whisper secretly.
About the way I keep my lawn

with daisies strewn and left unshorn.

3-Mar-08
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Dancing Words For Friend Mark Slaughter

There’s more to writing poetry,

than choosing your words carefully.
Selecting words you know will rhyme.
You must consider too the time

the beat your words will be dancing to
In just the way you want them too
.The rhythm furnished by the meter
helps your words to flow much sweeter.
The basic rules you have to learn

so you can teach them in your turn
To other poets who are new

and do not know as much as you.

The feedback which you will receive
will satisfy you I believe.

3-Mar-09
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Danger Threatens,

Danger threatens.

The thunder grumbles distantly.

A storm is brewing in the hills
The rain that'’s falling heavily

Will fill the streamlets and the rills

Which they in turn increase the flow
of the rivers far below

In surging torrents which increase
in power and disturb the peace.

Of riverside communities

Who fear the probabilities?

that the sudden flash floods may bring.
Oblivious to everything

Except their wild rush to the sea.
The sounds of thunder fade and die.
We see again a clear blue sky.

We can relax the worst has passed

Although the rivers still flow fast.
They've stayed within their boundaries.
Unlike the flash floods of the past.
Which devastated properties.

And forced inhabitants to flee.

To seek safety on higher ground.
When thunder grumbles distantly.
We see it as a warning sound.

We've learnt from past experience.
We can remember vividly.

What the wild waters running free.
Can do and have done previously.

Wednesday,04 January 2012
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Dare To Live

Today might be the day you die.

So seize each opportunity

That's offered you and don’t ask why
But grasp each moment eagerly.

Why vacillate and hesitate.

Waste time wondering if you should
You will regret when it’s too late.
You did not do it when you could

We all do things that we regret.
We have to make our own mistakes
Learn lessons that we won't forget.

Experience is all it takes.

Take a chance do it today
Another chance won't come your way.

26/07/2009
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Dare To Smile For M Lady Tara

December’s dull and dreary days.
Seem to pass by much more slowly
than summer days: We have to face
this is the sad reality.

The shorter days do not move fast.
Although we would expect them to
Instead they seem intent to last

so much longer than they ought to.
Although we know it is not true.
Time seems to slow its even pace

to us it really seems to do.

The way we feel shows on each face.
Nobody sports a cheerful grin

as if to smile would be a sin

5-Dec-08
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Dare You Come With Me?

Do you dare go one step beyond?
the limits of your comfort zone?
Rely upon yourself alone

and take the road to Trebizond.

A city where the minarets

are peopled by resentful ghosts
Who vainly shout their empty boasts
And voice aloud their dire threats.

Brag of past depravity.

For which the suffer punishment.
They weep and wail their discontent.
Condemned for all eternity.

Are you brave enough to face

All of the dangers you might find
enough to break the strongest mind.
In that long lost and fearsome place.

A city which was once designed

to be a place a place of peace and rest.
Hypotheses could be refined,

and theories put to the test.

Fate was to prove the wise men fools.
As she has often done before
Fomented into civil war.

The views of the opposing schools

The learned men were powerless

they could not stem the violence
Though they foresaw the consequence
As followers sought to impress.

The views which they held to be true.
On other men who disagreed
Defending their own narrow creed.
As bigots always tend to do.
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The learned men were first to die

They weren’t as wise as they had thought
they had no time to wonder why.

They perished in the first onslaught.

Their wailing ghosts will argue still

that they were right the others wrong.

I have no doubt they always will

that’s why they stay where they belong.

Confined to haunted minarets

in a city men have forgot.

They still owe payments on their debts.
You may be fearful I am not.

I dare to take that step beyond
the confines of my comfort zone
and travel on to Trebizond

Though usually I go alone.

06/05/2009
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Dawn To Dusk

The eastern sky

Suffused with light.

New risen sun is climbing high.
Erasing shadows of the night.

From east to west.

The normal way.

The sun pursues his daily quest.
In the same way every day

As he has done

Since time began.

Our days are measured by the sun.
Whose rule applies to every man.

When morning breaks.

The sun will rise

And take the route he always takes
From east to west across the sky.

At journeys end.

The sun will set.

And shadows of the night descend.
An all embracing coverlet.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Day By Day

I think it is impossible

To recall ev'ryone you met

and also highly probable.

That some you’re happy to forget.

The first lover who broke your heart,
Imprinted deep in memory.

Though you suspected from the start,
this was a dream which could not be.

The petty boss that bullied you.
When you were young and powerless.
It's odd but you recall him too.
Though not with any kindliness.

Yet good friends fade from memory
erased by quickly passing years

almost you’d think impossible,

You wonder if you've slipped from theirs.

Although you meant to keep in touch.
You never did too much to do.

I wonder does it matter

because they have forgotten too.

Par for the course I understand.
Although sometimes spontaneously
they come to mind; you can’t command
the actions of your memory.

The present matters not the past.
It is consighed to history,

the pace of life is far too fast.

To take time out for reverie.

We touch on others and affect
each other in some subtle way
That is the truth we must accept.
We really live from day to day.
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Day Dreaming For M'Lady Chitra

Where tender grasses rim the stream.
Which gurgles as it flows along

I am content to sit and dream.

While listening to the black bird's song.

I do not need to work today.
Weekends two days I love the best.
I work from Monday ‘til Friday.
Saturday and Sunday I can rest

Time to indulge my fantasies
Beside the ever flowing stream
Exploring possibilities.

Which only happen when I dream.

I set my questing spirit free.
To fly to where it wants to be.
Though I remain here bodily.
Constrained by laws of gravity.

My spirit brooks no argument
Recognises no boundary.

With that I have to be content.
Until I die then I'll be free.

To rise on high in wingless flight.

No longer bound by gravity.

And make my way towards the light.
I hope to find serenity.

Saturday,03 March 2012
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Day Off

A placid pool unruffled by

the slightest breeze reflects the sky.

The sky a cerulean blue

takes on a slightly darker hue.
Sometimes a fluffy cloud or two
will slowly drift into my view.

I sit beneath a shady tree.

I am content to simply be

an observer of the scene

and draw comparisons between.

The peaceful pool and the clear sky.

Its not my place to wonder why.
I am relaxing happily
exactly where I want to be.

02/07/2009
cpiers
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Deadly Serious

A thin and thready threnody

played by the winds on the phone wires.
An eerie haunting melody

regretting unfulfilled desires.

A lamentation which can steal
your joy in life and make you sad

Enhance the miseries you feel

If you are wise you stop your ears
refuse to give in to your fears.

If you do not you will go mad.
The lost souls carried on the wind

Are seeking victims constantly
to join their ghastly company.

To share in their unhappiness
and they can find them easily
In people who cannot express.
Their joy in life to anyone

but wallow in their misery.
and in the end are left alone.
A self fulfilling prophecy.
1-Aug-08

Http:
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Death Is Not The End For M'Lady Ernestine

Death is not the end.

A ray of sunlight penetrates
the quiet gloom of the sick room
Wherein a dying lady waits.

For death to call impatiently.
She has no fear she is content
To know that soon she will be free.

For ninety years she’s done her best.
To her the sunlight seems to be
A sign that she has passed the test.

The ray of light eventually
illuminates her final smile.
She passes over quietly.

Her empty shell lies peacefully.
Almost as if she slumbered still.
Her spirit soars triumphantly.

Towards the light she hopes to see.
Remaining faithful to the end

She goes ahead confidently.

She has outlived her family

and all her friends are long since dead.
She lived her life successfully.

She lived and died competently

and she passed on with no regrets.

To start a new life hopefully.

Wednesday,30 June 2010
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Defeated Story Poem For M Lady Ernestine

A yellowed skull, still on display
above the oaken fire place

A relic from a by gone day.
Which it is possible to trace

back for five hundred years or more.
I hate the thing my host explains
grotesque against modern décor.
It can’t be moved or it complains.

The house re- echoes to its screams.
Until its back in place once more.
It's been a fixture now it seems
Since fifteen hundred sixty four

Although it has been exorcised
and given Christian burial.

It's very quickly recognised
there’ll be no peace until the skull

Is returned to its proper place

upon the panelled chimney breast

. A fact all owners have to face.
Though some have put it to the test.

It's not a conversation piece.
Although subject of fierce debate.

If it is moved its screams won't cease
until it hangs above the grate

The legend says he was betrayed
and murdered by an enemy.

Who had seduced a serving maid
who had allowed him free entry.

This story can't be verified

No written records still remain
But I for one am terrified

and will not try to move again.
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This yellowed skull from long ago,
which hangs above the fireplace.
That's why it is there still on show
The passing years can not erase.

The skulls determination

to rest in peace just where it is
on open exhibition.

No power on earth can alter this.

The skull remains though owners change.

This ugly object quietly
defies attempts to re-arrange
ideas of where it ought to be.

In time it will disintegrate
into a pile of brownish dust
But until the we have to wait
It is quite obvious we must.

Although you think to humour me
by listening to this eerie tale.
I will admit quite openly

That’s why this house is up for sale.

I can no longer stand the skull

which grins above the mantel piece.

Although the house is beautiful
I never have a moment’s peace.

Because I'm not the master here
It seems the skull has laid its claim
allows no one to interfere.

The previous owners felt the same.

I bought it a discount price
Although I knew its history

I thought my knowledge would suffice

to solve the mystery easily..

I've had enough I must confess
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The screaming skull has won again.
Now I would sell the house for less
than what I paid: I would regain

the peace of mind I used to know.
Before I bought this residence

that housed a skull from long ago.

I should have used my common sense.

I dismissed as an old wives tale
The legend of the screaming skull.

I little thought my dream would fail.
I thought the house was wonderful.

I'll have to leave I cannot bear

to stay another single day

I fear the yellowed skulls cold stare
Has driven many men away.

The house has stood for centuries
Had many owners in its time.

The house itself is sure to please
but for the skull would be sublime..

This grinning relic from the past
Is the real ruler of this place.
His reign it seems is sure to last

A fact I can no longer face.

11-Mar-09
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Deja Vu

I have been here before

and seen these sights

along this shore.

And yet before today

I have never passed this way.

Whence comes this memory

That I hold so crystal clear.

That red house those willow trees/.

I know not from what source springs.
My recognition of these things.

I only know it was mere chance

I chose to drive along this coast
Was it fate or circumstance?

That brought me here today to see.
These scenes familiar to me.

Or did I live another life

Before the one I'm living now

And did I have a loving wife

And friends and family,

Someone who might remember me.

But NO I must not think that way
I can disturb no ones peace

I must drive on I cannot stay/
And yet and yet I will recall

This as the strangest day of all.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Deja Vu.

Déja vu.

I have been here before

and seen these sights.

Along this shore

and yet before today.

I have never passed this way.

Whence comes this memory

which I hold so crystal clear,

that red house, those willow trees.

I know not from what source springs
my recognition of these things.

I only know it was mere chance

I chose to drive along this coast.
Was it fate or circumstance?

Which brought me here today to see
these scenes familiar to me.

Or did I live another life

before the one I'm living now

and did I have a loving wife

and friends and family?

Someone who might remember me.

But no, I must not think that way,
I can disturb no ones peace

I must drive on I cannot stay.

and yet, and yet I will recall

this as the strangest day of all.

Revised 24/12/2010
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Delayed Justice Story Poem

I fear no foe that I can see

but rather those who strike by night
They cloak their acts in secrecy
because they cannot stand the light.

I made a powerful enemy

when I was young and in my prime.
Who swore to take revenge on me.

I know somewhere he bides his time.

My friends think I am paranoid
obsessed with high security.
Though it is better to avoid
Any and all possibility.

Of course I cannot validate

my fear of a conspiracy.

It doesn’t matter it’s too late.

I fear my foe has poisoned me.

His plans were made with subtlety.

He has corrupted some close friend
Some one I trusted utterly.

I should have known you can’t defend.

Against all possibilities.

I tried my best but I have failed.
Too many opportunities.

It seems my enemy has prevailed.

News of my death will prompt release
of documentary evidence.

To the world press and the police.
Negate his claims of innocence.

To show the world just what he was.
In the dark days of Nazi rule
Unpublished until now

because I hesitated like a fool.
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I had sufficient evidence

to have his history reviewed

and to expose his false pretence.
But was not confident I could.

prove his guilt beyond all doubt.
Until I found the final clue.
Somehow he managed to find out
about what I planned to do.

He was convinced nobody knew
About the research I had done.
Which in effect was quite true.
I much preferred to work alone.

He wanted to be rid of me.

and though his plan met with success.
I will defeat my enemy

The fact I'm dead is matterless.

He sought revenge I sought justice
His is a pyrrhic victory.

I have ensured he’ll pay the price.
for his past sins and cruelty.

The proof of his identity

at least of who he used to be

Will stand up to close scrutiny
He’s not the man he claims to be.

A Jew who managed to survive.

he stole a new identity.

And some how managed to contrive
to convince every one but me.

Though he is held in high respect.
because of his ability
There is no way he can protect

his reputation for honesty.

Although I chose to work alone
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The papers that I leave behind
Will show the truth to everyone
He was in fact a mastermind

of the final solution.

Which brought about the Holocaust.
There can be no absolution.

He freely chose he was not forced.

Unlike the wretches that he killed
because he had the power to.

His twisted dreams could be fulfilled.
do anything he wanted to.

I was not fooled I could see through
the lack of continuity

and spent my life determined to
destroy his false identity.

He thought if he was rid of me.
He would be safe no one doubt
the truth of his false history
But very soon he will find out.

He has not heard the last of me.
There is no way he can deny

The truth of his identity

Although the world may wonder why.

He was allowed to get away
with his charade so easily

But in the chaos of those days
he was not checked sufficiently.

The time has come when he must face.

A different reality
of opprobrium and disgrace.
It had to come eventually

Although he tried to live a lie.
Fate had other plans in mind
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The clues I needed she’d supply
Though they were difficult to find.

I was obsessed I had no choice.

It seemed that fate had chosen me
to give unnumbered dead a voice.
Which I have done quite obviously.

I won't be here to celebrate.
He was a step ahead of me.
but he had left it far too late.
I claim the final victory.

Friday,13 November 2009
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Delayed Reaction For M'Lady Tara

The grey dawn breaks over the sea
I watch and wonder wearily,

Why is it when I close my eyes?
Then sudden storms of thoughts arise.
Ideas that circle ceaselessly
disturbing my serenity.

I try to sleep to no avail my

my every effort doomed to fail

Yet when my clock emits its beep.
My mind decides it’s time to sleep.
But I can't sleep its time to rise
and face the day with bleary eyes.
I do not know why this should be.
Can anyone enlighten me?

20-Aug-08
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Deleted By The Author

I do not KNOW but I suspect.
The world is not as we accept.
Reality is mutable,

we tend to see what we expect.

Although it seems impossible
I think it highly probable.

We do not really understand
what is and is not possible.

Although we try to make a stand.
The future we cannot command
We must allow for sudden change,
when fate decides to take a hand.

Then we must quickly rearrange
although in fact we find it strange.
The way we see reality

however limited our range.

We must admit reluctantly

that times are changing rapidly
Perhaps much faster than we think
as we approach maturity.

We may be standing on the brink
of abysses as black as ink

The end of all humanity.

Be jettisoned to downward sink.

Because we would not learn to see

That all men should live peaceably.

Another failed experiment
which must be erased completely
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Democracy V Liberty

The fathers of democracy.
The ancient Greek philosophers
were dependent on slavery.

Which leaves me in a quandary.
How can it be democracy
to have such inequality?

I think democracy should be
a universal human right.
Though it is not quite obviously.

An ideal to aspire to.
Which one day might be possible.
The time has come now to review.

What we mean by democracy.
If everybody has their say.
It might well lead to anarchy.

When we elect a government.
The will of the majority
is what they’re meant to represent..

But it seems they rarely do.
This cannot be democracy.
the many are ruled by the few.

Who gain control quite legally
because their wealth allows them to
encouraged by our apathy.

The systems open to abuse
The people have the power to
insist on change; which we don't use.

We vote or not just as we choose.

A facet of democracy.
I would be hesitant to lose.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 385



It seems to me democracy

is something which we can’t achieve

and still retain our liberty.

There is no way that I can see
which will be fair to everyone.
I must admit despondently.

A partial democracy
is what we have and will retain

a curb upon our liberty.

You have no reason to complain

if you choose not to use your vote.

You have the freedom to abstain.

Sunday,16 May 2010
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Democracy I Beg To Differ.

I'm cynical and sceptical.
I don't believe the promises
which are mainly rhetorical
and open to compromises

Of politicians canvassing

attempting to secure my vote

They are experts in buck passing
Their words are rarely worth a quote.

They talk a lot but dont say much
and what they say deniable

Make no attempt to stay in touch
they’re mostly unreliable.

For every thing they fail to do
they always claim expedience
had made it necessary to
change plans in my experience.

Their words are chosen carefully
to have the maximum effect.
Delivered oratorically

To simple fools who still expect.

Old fashioned standards still apply
Morality and honesty,

in modern times in short supply
At least to me they seem to be.

That’s why I have no sympathy
When they are proved to be corrupt
Our system far too easily

allows the morally bankrupt.

To pose as men of probity

and run for public offices.

here they practice dishonesty
with every prospect of success.
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And that is why I'm sceptical.
The system’s rotten to the core.
and totally impractical

There is no justice anymore.

25-Mar-09
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Demystified For M' Lady Cate

The mist persists, it will insist
it has the right to block the light
with trailing wisps of dirty white.

The mist is wrong and it will learn
to leave when it has served its turn
Because the sun will rise and burn

the remnants of the mist away
There is no way that it can stay
once the bright sun comes out to play.

The mist defeated has to go.
It leaves reluctantly and slow
but where it goes I do not know.

It will return with fall of night
lurk in the darkness hid from sight.
Unless outlined by the moonlight.

The silver light makes it appear
to be the ghosts which cause men fear.
But they will quickly disappear

When banks of cloud obscure the light.
Be re-absorbed into the night.
to their dismay but men’s delight.

The mists persist they wont desist

as long as day and night exist

and if they did they would be missed.
The moisture which the mist supply
the plants trees drink thirstily.

Without the mists some plants would die.

1-Jun-08
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Denial For M'Lady Ann Beard

Why do we choose to rationalise
odd happenings we can’t explain.
The evidence of our own eyes

we all deny time and again.

I think it highly probable because
we do not understand.

Believing it impossible

we just dismiss it out of hand.

We do not really want to know

so we discount the evidence.

Which shows or merely tends to show
some humans have an extra sense.
So we pretend in self defence

that ESP is sheer nonsense..

27-Feb-09
cpiers
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Desert Rain For M Lady Tara

A myriad of silver spears.

The raindrops pierce the earth below.
They rarely come and quickly go.
Then as expected there appears

questing green shoots which quickly grow
into a great variety

of pretty flowers seen to be

as fine as any flower show.

Selected by men carefully

to demonstrate how much they know
of cultivation sure and slow

and always scientifically.

The desert flowers daren’t be slow.
Their growing season is too short.
They set their seed just as the ought
within the soil and wait below.

Until the silver spears report

in massed array once again.
Bombard the thirsty earth with rain
to nourish growth of every sort.

Across the lifeless desert plain.
The seed are waiting patiently
until the raindrops set them free

from the dry soil to bloom again.

4-Oct-08
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Destressed

When twilight falls in shades of blue.
I turn my gaze towards the west
where clouds adopt a rosy hue

The setting sun goes to his rest.
The rosy glow soon fades away.
Pale blue deepens to Indigo

and marks the passing of the day.
This is the hour when I know

The stillness and the quietude

the peace which will refresh my soul
My heart is filled with gratitude.

The silence plays a major role.

Each evening, anew I find

solace for my troubled mind.
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Devotees

The priestess who officiates.
Clad only in authority

She very clearly demonstrates.
She's comfortable with nudity.
Being Sky Clad sets you free.
To be the way you're meant to be.
Completely inhibition free.
Open to the energy.

The goddess provides liberally.
To the faithful few who dance.
Sky Clad unashamedly.

Whenever they may get the chance.

Obedient to the Goddess' will.
Dancing naked Deosil.
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Diet Coke

I eat to live not live to eat

but I can still enjoy my food.

As I am quite sure I should.

I dine on vegetables and meat
because I know they do me good.

I do not frequent fast food joints
to eat cheese hamburgers and such.
I do not really like them much

Which does not earn me brownie points
from friends with whom I keep in touch.

What suits them does not suit me
They are quite free if they prefer
the food the fast joints can offer
AS for my self I'd rather dine

on wholesome food I get elsewhere.

My friends are mostly overweight
Because they choose convenience
and really cannot see much sense
In eating what I advocate

They see my views as sheer nonsense.

But I am slim and fit while they

are frankly fat and ill at ease

in other words they are obese

and yet they still feast every day

on hamburgers with melted cheese.

Of course they all drink diet coke
a fact that still amuses me.
Although they drink it constantly
I do not think they’d see the joke.
I 'd rather they were fat than me.

(12-Jun-07)
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Different Attitudes.

A cascade of bird song descends.

From a songster in the sky.

One of our small feathered friends
Who greets the morning joyously.
When she takes wing and starts to sing.
She lifts my heart and makes me smile
This feather songstress of the sky.
Displays her own distinctive style.

A tiny bird with a sweet voice.

She flies aloft reminding us

That we have reason to rejoice.

When we hear the morning chorus.
But humans rise reluctantly

and greet the day begrudgingly.

Friday,09 March 2012/
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Different Dreams

Do not judge me by your standards
Because they don't apply to me
Your punishments and your rewards
Are of no consequence to me.

The principles which I live by.
Apply to me and me alone

I see no reason I should try

to change my ways; act differently

I do not seek the spotlights glare.
Fame is of no interest to me

I really do not think I'd care

to be some flash celebrity/

I am quite happy with my life

I do not need the extra stress,

the trials troubles and the strife
Which are the trappings of success.

Continue to pursue your dream

as you have every right to do

But things aren’t always what they seem
You’'ll learn through time my words are true.

I find I am content to be

a simple ordinary man.

I jog along quite happily

and live the best way that I can.

I don’t judge you, so don’t judge me.
You have your life and I have mine
Can we agree to disagree

and part as friends amicably.

11-Sep-08
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Differntial Perceptions

The stars look down indifferently.

The earth is bathed in pale moonlight.

The night is passing peacefully
or so it seems apparently.

Believers in astrology

who are convinced that they are right.

Say stars affect our destiny,
I do not see how that could be

They’re too remote, too far away
Those twinkling beacons in the night
to influence effectively

each person individually.

Astronomy, astrology

two systems which are opposite.
One proven scientifically

The other believed fervently

I accept the reality

of the bright stars I see at night
I can’t accept astrology

and offer no apology

Although you may think differently
It is your choice, you have the right.
What proof have you to offer me
which will stand up to scrutiny?

1-Sep-07
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Dilemma.

Afghanistan where young men die,
protecting us from terrorists

Here normal rules do not apply.
But still the powers that be insist.

They will not change their strategy.
They are convinced they are correct.
Although it’s obvious to see

things do not go as they expect.

Afghanistan has never been
conquered throughout history
The facts can be clearly seen.
There really is no mystery.

The tribal chieftains rule their fiefs
exert supreme authority.

Contrary to western beliefs
There’s little probability

That outside forces will prevail

against Afghani stubbornness.

It seems that we are doomed to fail.
Although we have made some progress

How many more lives must be lost
before we decide to withdraw
Why should our young men bear the cost

of fighting someone else’s war.

Friday,23 July 2010
, /poeticpiers.
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Disappointed For M Lady Ernestine

The Jackdaws are excitedly
feasting on the cast away

remains of someone’s takeaway.
Discarded by them thoughtlessly.
They’re squabbling vociferously

as they jostle for the best place
and very soon there is no trace

of the feast provided free.

The plastic tray is now quite clean,
then they fly off in search of more
It is as if the food had never been.
But one latecomer lone jackdaw
examines the now empty tray.
Squawks his disgust and flies away.

8-]Jan-08
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Discredited A Lament

Alas and alack now life is hard.
They cancelled out my credit card
I used to live in luxury

now I'm condemned to poverty

My firm downsized and let me go.
Which put an end to my cash flow
My bank foreclosed; I could not pay
therefore they took my house way

My wife divorced me and she left.
I'm single homeless and bereft.

I face a life of misery.

Nobody wants to hire me.

I'm not too old to start again
given the opportunity

but I must make do until then
on other peoples charity.

The fat cat bankers are to blame.
Lending without security
Increasing profits was their aim
That's why they acted recklessly.

The system failed, it had to come.
/0 many could or would not pay.
Vast profits had been made by some
but now hard times are here to stay.

The fat cats will escape Scott free
The government will bail them out
condoning their dishonesty

The fat cats will not go without.

To me it is a travesty

which really makes me furious
It seems there is apparently
one law for them one law for us
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Though none of us can claim to be
in every way quite innocent

We could get credit easily

because of this we overspent.

Could not have done, had they not lent
with disregard for fiscal rules.

Its hard to say in the event

between us who were bigger fools.

The lenders or the borrowers

I think the lenders deserve blame

They tempted us with their offers

and changed the rules to suit their game.

It is the small man always pays.
The present system is corrupt

I think its time to change our ways
Declare the fat cats all bankrupt.

Root out and fine the guilty men
why should they always get away?
To milk the system once again

by acting in the same old way.

I think its time to call a halt

and re-establish old values.

The rotten system is at fault

I think most folk will share my views.

I've said my piece so I will go
back to the street to beg my bread.
It is and always has been so

I gather from the books I've read.

29-Nov-08
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Disillusionment

I was so trustingly naive.

Too young and foolish to believe.
That though she promised paradise
all of her promises were lies.

I was in love and could not see
that she was merely using me

To her I was a stripling boy

the merest plaything just a toy.

A lesson all green youths must learn
it comes to each of us in turn.

The angel which we think we see

is not as she appears to be.

She’s merely out to have a fling,

to her you do not mean a thing.
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Dismal Outlook.

Dismal outlook.

The sky today is dark and grey
With storm clouds slowly gathering
I think more rain is on the way.
The outlook is not promising.
Perhaps the rain will fall as snow
May be the clouds will move away
We can but hope that they will go
A typical December day.

White Christmases appeal to some.
They did to me long years ago.
The first snow fall was most welcome.
But now I pray for it to go.

I don’t admit to being old

Though I confess I hate the cold.

Saturday,03 December 2011
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Disrespect

A crafty cat crapped in the crypt.
A furtive feline felony,
it left its mark and then it skipped.

The parish priest proclaimed that he
had cause to curse the cunning cat
for sacrilege and blasphemy.

He double damned the dastard cat
that crept into the crypt and crapped.
The theocrat though that was that.

His saintly self-control had snapped.
The phantom feline failed to flee,
the moggy met with no mishap.

The crafty cat quite cleverly
decided it would demonstrate
that it could crap contentedly.

His contempt to communicate
to parish priests. Quite powerless
to declare excommunicate.

Unchristian cats who crap in crypts
or pagan pups, which pee in pews.
They are exempt from his prescript.

All animals act as they choose
they won't refrain to please the priest
impervious to his abuse.

Such is the nature of the beast
who only do as they must do

. Priests do not matter in the least.

04 Jun.07
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Ditched?

Thou art a heartless lying jade,
With honeyed words thou cozened me

Thou didst not though one promise keep.

A cause to me of misery.

Thy beauty so ensorsorcelled me
That I could see no fault or flaw
because I did not wish to see.

Now I am wiser than before,

I see beneath thy bright facade
and understand how false thou art.
A lesson learnt, though it was hard

I should have known right from the start..

I wanted so much to believe
that I was easy to deceive..

12/05/2009
ce, com/poeticpiers
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Diverging Paths

I took the road less travelled by.
Impelled by curiosity

Simply because I wondered why.

It was disused apparently.

I chose it voluntarily

Although the path was overgrown

With brambles which would hamper me
Almost as if deliberately.

It may well be if I had known

I would have chosen differently.
Instead of venturing alone.

How quickly past the years have flown.
Since I had a choice to make

Which of the two paths I should take.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Diversity For Friend Leslie

The sonnet form is capable

of being very flexible

It can be used to air your views
on almost anything at all.

From memories which you recall
to any subject you may choose.

Purists refuse to recognise

a sonnet form which in their eyes

is worthy of a total ban.

Because it differ from the form

which they insist must be the norm.
Petrarchan or Shakespearian.
Although they can stick to their views
I must refuse. I can’t agree

16/05/2009

Jeffreys sonnet
Devised by n.

*syllables per line
Two sestets with a cross rhymed couplet.

Rhyme pattern

XXXXXXXA
XXXXXXXA
XXXXXXXB
XXXXXXXC
XXXXXXXC
XXXXXXXB

XXXXbxxxD
XXXXXXXD
XXXXXXXE
XXXXXXXF
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XXXXXXXF
XXXXXXXE

XXXXXXXG
XXXGXXXG
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Divine Protection?

Although we try, we can’t define the attributes of the divine
So most of us choose to accept what we are told; someone’s concept.

Is God a he? Is god a she, perhaps both simultaneously
Did God create the universe? Is curiosity our curse?

Is it right that we should fear god? I find this idea rather odd
It does not seem appropriate to live in fear the normal state.

Maybe God is a neutral source of power we can tap into
Though we are free to choose our course. Responsible for what we do

I do not know what I believe and I refuse to speculate
There’s nothing guessing will achieve I will not learn if I but wait.

Perchance we are collectively all tiny parts of one great whole
And will attain divinity, when we rejoin the over soul.

A theory you may reject and many will I must expect
alhough I say in its defence you must weigh up the evidence.

Consider what you have been taught, cast doubt on its validity
It may not be as you had thought, an absolute, a certainty.

The truth is that nobody knows. Because we aren’t intended to.
If we were wise we’d recoghise some things are hidden from our eyes.

Because we could not comprehend the nature of divinity.
To suffering humanity God must remain a mystery.

17/06/2009
, /poeticpiers
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Do I Dream Or Am I Dreamt?

Do I dream or am I dreamt?

Surrealistic landscapes can
appear to be reality.

Scenes never seen by any man.
I can imagine easily.

Strange planets occupied

by aliens hostile to men

At other times I'm satisfied

to see the mountains once again.
I'm in control I can dictate
exactly what I wish to see.

I only need to concentrate

and set my questing spirit free.
When I dream I dream lucidly
unless someone is dreaming me.

02/09/2009
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Do I Lie?

You can't believe all that you see.
Because it's on the internet,

does not mean automatically

that it is true. Do not forget

that anyone can claim to be.

A recognised authority.

In their attempts to influence
beliefs held by their audience.
Their version of reality

which they present with clarity
Examined scientifically

by anyone that’s curious

enough to take an interest.

Who wants to put it to the test.

If you are wise you cross refer
with other sources and compare.
To check on their veracity

and you will find quite frequently.
It's someone’s half baked fantasy.
You have to use your common sense
interpreting the evidence.

It may be true I can’t deny

that is a possibility

but then again it may not be.

Its up to you must decide

Before you can be satisfied

If it is truth or falsity.

I think it’s best to check it out
Discard it if there’s any doubt.

As for myself I'm cynical

I find some claims are comical.
But you can choose what you believe.
My words could be meant to deceive.

27/08/2009
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Do It Your Way For Stephen Stirk

Sometimes the words that writers use
have different meanings and values.

For words don’t always mean the same
and common words don't play the game.

Some words can mean their opposite
A writer must be explicit

selecting words in such a way.

Their meaning is as clear as day.

Avoiding in particular

the words that seem familiar

That sound the same when they are not.
Meanings can differ quite a lot

Like seams and seems or there and their.
A writer has to be aware

Simplicity is his finest tool

and that his readers as a rule

Are not concerned with the syntax
Your words should help them to relax
If they do not then you will fail

your efforts all to no avail.

Although your words are scholarly
perfectly composed grammatically.
Successful writers in the main

make sure they write to entertain.

They cater to the public taste

they haven’t got the time to waste
Writing works which won't be read
That will not earn their daily bread.

Those who write professionally
research their market thoroughly.
The must be certain it will sell
and some of them do very well.
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Amateurs, who post on the net

are not constrained they can forget
The publishers and critics views

and simply write the way they choose.

Though they won’t earn a single cent
it doesn’t matter, They're content
with comments that their readers make.

They love to write for its own sake.

23/06/2009
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Do You Dare?

Do you dare to be different?
Become an individual,

ignore the rules to some extent.
Prepared to be unusual.
Adopting eccentricity

in everything you do and say
and stamp your personality

on those you meet along life’s way.

You may be seen as arrogant,
afflicted by insanity.

Because you can ighore the cant
Society’s hypocrisy.

Because you’re bold enough to be
able to act naturally.
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Do You Know?

A blue ball bouncing merrily

arrives upon a motorway.

A recipe for tragedy

when children carelessly at play.
Follow the ball on flying feet

then with an accident they meet.
The distraught driver’s not to blame
but he feels guilty just the same.
Do you know where your children play?
Do you know where they are today?
It's your responsibility

to supervise them properly.

I must confess that I did not

now memories are all I've got.

20-Feb-08
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Dog Watch

The night is cold and clear and still.

The village streets lie quietly.

A bitter wind adds to the chill.
At home is where I'd rather be.
I have no choice I have to go.
My dog insists I take him out.
He knows he is entitled to

his final evening run about.
Then he will settle for the night.
It matter not rain, hail or snow.
He is correct he has the right
to tell me that its time to go.

He knows the time I must suppose.

What puzzles me is how he knows.

Wednesday,23 December 2009.
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Dollars And Sense

Financially the world’s a mess.
The reason why not hard to guess.

A credit based economy
will always lack stability.
Advancing cash too easily

may rapidly increase your take

but in the end it's a mistake.

A nightmare from which you cannot wake,
leading to sorrow and heartache.

For people who have overspent

money far too easily lent

by bankers who had one intent.

To profit from your borrowing.
My final comment cash is king.

23-Apr-08
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Domino Effect

I sometimes wonder what I'd do
should it become possible to.
Just click my mouse and so erase
all memory of former days.

Give me the chance to start anew
A pristine sheet on which to write

A chance to stand back and review.

what I got wrong what I got right.

I think perhaps it's just as well
this is a choice we cannot make.
For insofar as I can tell

I think it would be a mistake.

To try to rewrite history.

How could we know what to select
to keep or discard totally.

I fear a domino effect.

I think I would leave well alone
I would not change a single thing.
Too many factors are unknown

to change one might change everything..

26-0ct-08
http; blog my
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Domino Effect Fot J.T, Early

I sometimes wonder what I'd do
should it become possible to.
Just click my mouse and so erase
all memory of former days.

Give me the chance to start anew
A pristine sheet on which to write
A chance to stand back and review.
what I got wrong what I got right.

I think perhaps it's just as well
this is a choice we cannot make.
For insofar as I can tell

I think it would be a mistake.

To try to rewrite history.

How could we know what to select
to keep or discard totally.

I fear a domino effect.

I think I would leave well alone
I would not change a single thing.
Too many factors are unknown

to change one might change everything..

26-0ct-08
http; blog my
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Donkey Work

An ancient donkey grazing peacefully.
Retired from the world of work he knew.
I wonder if in dreams he can still see
the golden sands beneath a sky of blue.
Where he would carry children patiently
walk slowly as he was expected to.

He does recall those days quite happily.
If he could talk, I think he would tell you
I miss the golden days of youth long gone,
the little children having rides on me.
But I grew old, too old to carry on

I could no longer do it easily..

gave up the only work I'd ever done

It was time to retire gracefully.
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Donkeywork

An ancient donkey grazing peacefully.
Retired from the world of work he knew.
I wonder if in dreams he can still see
the golden sands beneath a sky of blue.
Where he would carry children patiently
walk slowly as he was expected to.

He does recall those days quite happily.
If he could talk, I think he would tell you
I miss the golden days of youth long gone,
the little children having rides on me.
But I grew old, too old to carry on

I could no longer do it easily..

gave up the only work I'd ever done

It was time to retire gracefully.
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Don'T Ask Me

Sometimes I see though partially.
Like images through frosted glass.
Beyond control, sporadically

A foretaste of what is to come.
Sometimes reflections from the past.
Abilities which are not welcome.

A family trait inherited
an extra sensitivity
At times we see the way ahead.

But what we see we do not say.
Because we know we cannot change
future events in any way.

This is the cross we have to bear
the second sight can be a curse
to know but know we cannot share.

I would prefer that I was blind
Unable to see through the mists
.I feel that fate has been unkind.

To grant a talent I can’t use
It seems quite purposeless to me
If I had choice I would refuse.

I do not really want to see
what lies ahead for anyone.
What fate decrees will come to be.

I did not choose I was chosen
to inherit this ability
to see what lies beyond our ken.

My family is known to be

possessors of the second sight
but taught to use it sparingly.
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I dare not share the things I see.
I can’t be sure I am correct
I will not share. So don’t ask me.

15/06/2009
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Don'T Call Again For My Erstwhile Colleagues In
Social Services

Though she was old she was not frail.
She came from sturdy peasant stock
and she rose early without fail.
Awoken by the barnyard cock.

His morning greeting to the sun

Was her signal to start the day.

The household chores had to be done
and she would do them in HER way.

Although she’s slow she’s competent
to do her work at her own speed

in her own time. She is content
refusing help she does not need.

She’s stubbornly independent.
As she has every right to be,
completely self sufficient.

She runs her home efficiently.

At ninety two she’s fitter than.
Most women only half as old.
She manages because she can
and she refuses to be told.

She is too old to live alone.
Advice she will not listen to.
She’s used to being on her own.
Nobody tells her what to do

Though some do try they don’t try twice.
She tells them very forcibly

what to do with their advice.

Some times rather colourfully..

Though she is old she is not frail
she is tough as seasoned oak.
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The busybodies always fail
Because she treats them as a joke.

They cannot tell her what to do,

nor have they any right to try.

She lives her life as she wants to
but when she can’t then she will die.

She tolerates no argument

from paid officials who may call.
She states that she is quite content
and has no time for them at all.

What do they know, what do they care
To them she’s just another case
another cross they have to bear.

She firmly puts then their place

and tells them not to call again.
but woe betide them if they do
And if they're wise they will listen

She has her rights and knows them too.

20-Nov-08
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Double Double Cross

She was convinced that he believed
that she was very, very rich

and that the plan she had conceived.
Would go ahead without a hitch.
She’d satisfy her appetite

for luxuries at his expense.

Her future now was looking bright
and she was filled with confidence.
But what the lady did not know.

He too engaged in false pretence,
his seeming wealth was all top show.
Appearances took precedence.

Two tricksters both of whom must fail
A scheming minx a charming cad
who act their parts to no avail

There are no pickings to be had.
Each hoist upon their own petard.
Their cunning plans have gone awry.
They have received their just reward
as tricksters must eventually.

26-Jun-08
space/poeticpiers
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Double Entendre? For M'Lady Fay

Clear crisp notes on the morning air.
The blackbirds joyous melody,
which he sings loudly to declare.
This is my home territory.

To human ears a liquid trill,

to other birds a warning; clear.

I will not hesitate to kill

intruders who dare venture here.
This is my domain, mine alone

and I will guard it jealously.

So heed my warning and be gone

I wield supreme authority.

A pretty song. A warning note

which issues from the blackbirds throat.

31-Jan-09
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Double Standards,

Does God exist: Omnipotent?

If he does, why did man invent
another powerful entity?

To take responsibility,

For all the evils which men do.
Which seems to me to contradict
omnipotence which can’t be true.
If he’s unable to predict.

How his creatures will behave.
Although in fact they have free will
Our own desires can enslave

us. Searching for forbidden thrills.
Is there a Satan or a God?

Belief in both is rather odd.

05/11/2009
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Doubletalk For Friend Thad

I don't accept coinicidence

although some things seem synchronised.

I can’t believe it is by chance.
Although I know my view defies.
What is accepted usually

by other folks who disagree.
The tend to look askance at me.
Regard my stance contemptuously
As they are quite entitled to.

Its only an hypothesis

I cannot prove that it is true.
But I would feel it most remiss
to deny synchronicity.

I'd see that as duplicity..

18-May-08
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Dragons Teeth.

We know: We've seen it all before.
Devastation, desolation
the aftermath of modern war.

Although it shocks us to the core
It recalls to our attention.
We know: we've seen it all before.

We have chosen to ignore
Lack of valid information
The aftermath of modern war

To us it’s just another chore
needing little explanation.
We know: We've seen it all before

There is no way we can
restore any kind of cultivation.
The after math of modern war.
Still danger lies for evermore
unexploded ammunition.

The aftermath of modern war.

We know: We’'ve seen it all before.

Sunday,28 November 2010
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Dream Images Can Change.

Dream images can change.

She had a picture in her mind.
Of the man she hoped to find.
Someone that she could look up to.

Such was her dream although she knew.
That girlish dreams rarely come true
But she still hoped that hers might do.

There was no way she could foresee.
She would be married happily
To a man who could not be.

More different in every way
From her dream man of yesterday
But Mother Nature likes to play.

The little tricks which she employs
To bring together girls and boys.
A favourite game which she enjoys.

When she decides the time is right
All youthful dreams are put to flight.
You see things in a different light.

One day you will meet someone new.
Some man you are attracted to
Destined to fall in love with you..

I have no doubt that he dreamt too

About a girl quite unlike you.

But you met as you were meant to.

And fell in love it’s nothing new.

Though youthful dreams do not come true.

They are replaced by dreams that do.

Thursday,01 December 2011
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Dreaming

Breezes soft as an angels kiss

caress the sleeping maiden’s hair.
Whilst she is lost in dreams of bliss.
Reality cannot compare

with the sweet dreams of innocents.
Who have not yet met with heartache
or suffered from life’s accidents.

Alas too soon she’ll have to wake

to face up to reality

and leave her childish dreams behind.

In pursuit of her destiny.
She too will learn to plot and scheme.

To try to make her dreams come true.

Just as the rest of us must do.
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Dreams Are Not Reality For M 'Lady Ann Beard

Dreams are not reality

She was not fat nor was she thin
but rather somewhere in between.

She was not dark nor was she fair
for she was blessed with auburn hair

Her eyes were neither brown nor blue
but of a subtle sea green hue

She was not bold se was not shy
but always acted modestly

She had a brain which she could use.
Quite unafraid to state her views.

By nature she was sweet and kind.
The ideal girl I had in mind.

I searched but unsuccessfully
Perhaps I set my sights too high

Still single at thirty and two.
I met and fell in love with you.

I knew you were the one for me
and I surrendered easily.

Gave up my foolish fantasy
and recognised reality.

I was not meant to be alone
I think that I had always known.

Some day somewhere there had to be
A real girl not a fantasy.

So I asked you to marry me
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in the faint hope you would agree.

Overjoyed when you said yes
I could forget my loneliness.

We face the world now side by side
I have some reason now for pride.

Because you love me I must be
a better man than I could see.

Until I looked into your eyes
and saw you saw me as a prize.

27-Nov-08
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Dreamscape Reality For Friend Thad

Some think Sci Fi is fantasy
which could become reality.
For it has proved so in the past
technology develops fast.

The far fetched tales of yesterday
are merely common place today.
Maybe in the next century
then men will travel easily.

To places we imagine now

although I cannot forecast how.

But until then we settle for

the time to dream and dream some more

of worlds we think that we create.
Who knows what wonder still await
what other treasures we may find
When we choose to leave behind

the world we know and simply go

into a heightened mental state

In which we can appreciate

That things aren’t always as they seem.

So just relax my friends and dream.
No matter how improbable.
Or how silly it may seem

Believing makes it possible.

17-Jul-08

ivor or ivor.e hogg

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

440



Dual Personality For a

Dual Personality

Sometimes I try to concentrate.
My mind decides to deviate

and gaily goes its sweet way
Against my will I have to say.

Although I love to fantasise

I often find to my surprise.

My mind is playing tricks on me.
Accepting as reality.

Strange things which cannot possibly
exist outside of fantasy.

Perhaps my mind is free to go

to places that I cannot know.

Bound by my frame of reference.
To where there is no difference.
Reality and fantasy
can coexist quite happily.

Am I my mind? Is my mind me?
It seems to me quite possibly.
My mind does not depend on me.
An independent entity

which is quite free to come and go.
I am convinced it must be so.
Although I know I'm always me.
My mind remains a mystery.

Am I my mind? Is my mind me?
I ponder on it frequently.
It seems to work efficiently

but how it does still baffles me.

12-Oct-08
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Duet

Beauty in Black and white

The trees are now of leaves bereft.
Stark silhouettes against the sky

but here and there an odd leaf’s left.
Clinging to life determinedly.

But in due course they to will fall
They’ve played their part it’s time to go
They have no chance, no chance at all
to defy the winds which blow

The wintry blasts will tear them loose,
just as they are supposed to do
Although they try they can't refuse
Nature decrees it must be so

There is no place for leaves of green.
When winter dominates the scene

Simplicity

Rich autumn colours will soon fade.
Though for a while the beauty show
with brilliant colours on parade.

Will too soon be forced to go.

When winter king resumes his rule.

It is his turn he has the right,

the autumn winds his favourite tool
to change the world to black and white
His artistry is monochrome

but has a beauty all its own.

Which some of us find most welcome.
The autumn colours overdone.
Content with the austerity

of winters simpler artistr

16-Oct-08
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Dulce Et Decorum A Rant

What of the dead, the glorious dead.
The heroes who of whom it’s said

Laid down their lives in freedoms cause.
The men who died in foreign wars...

Whose freedom were they fighting for?
Whose liberty did they restore?

The history books do not make clear.
What right we had to interfere?

In other countries home affairs
or is it true nobody cares

about the plight of the oppressed
in any country East or West.

Unless the threaten our supplies.
It seems to me one rule applies.
We are prepared to tolerate
the tyrants ruling any state.

That can supply something we need
despite their cruelty and greed

We have no right to intervene.

Or double standards are obscene.

We do not send our men to die
and justify our actions by.
Quoting international laws
nobody body bothers to enforce.

Though when it comes to oil supply
we intervene immediately.

A very different rule applies

and over comes morality.

Freedom is a commodity

which can be bartered bought and sold
and has been by humanity

Forever if the truth be told.
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What of the dead the glorious dead
of whom in truth it could be said.
Unknowingly they paid the price

of other peoples avarice.

16-Sep-08
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Dusk To Dawn

Dusk to dawn

The sunset sets the sky alight.
With flames if incandescent red
and nameless colours just as bright
The western skies gold burnish’ed.
The setting sun puts up a fight

but he is overpower 'ed

Must needs surrender to the night.
Reluctantly retire to bed

But come the morn he is reborn.

Refreshed he puts the night to flight.

Rising from pale pink clouds at dawn
He demonstrates his sovereign right
He knows by night the moon reflects
his burning rays as he expects.

16-Sep-08
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Dusk To Dawn For M Ladytara

The evening breeze a lullaby

which echoes softly in the sky

and bids the sun go to his rest.

The silver moon will take his place
dispensing silver light with grace.
When night has passed the sun will rise
and from the east will paint the skies
with pastel tints we love the best.
From palest pink to rose and gold.

A miracle that men behold

with wondering eyes, when they arise
to start the duties of the day.

from their warm beds reluctantly.
Each morning brings a fresh surprise
the sun provides triumphantly.

9-Apr-08

Rosarian Sonnet
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Dying To Succeed For Friend Jon London

The pace of life is fast and furious.

We have no time to simply stand and stare.
There is no peace to be found, anywhere,
SO many pressures brought to bear on us.
Why is that we have to fume and fuss

lack of success is not so hard to bear
despite the direful warnings we hear

As for myself I find it curious.

Why many men assume that they must fail
if they don’t work a sixteen hour day.
Subsuming every other interest.

Some work themselves to death to no avail
because it seem to them the only way

To prove they’re better than the rest.

18-May-08
. /poeticpiers
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Each In Their Turn Form 'Lady Dee

Now autumn has passed. The old years dying
the harvest’s safely gathered in and stored.

The labourers have earned their just reward.
The breezes now no longer softly sighing

but as bitter winds are trying.

To break the trees like straws, without remorse.
Men are no longer working out of doors

but inside for tool repairing.

In preparation for the quickening,

when the spring sunshine banishes the snow.
In his full majesty all conquering

the sun dictates that it is time to sow

the seed to grow for future harvesting.

The seasons cycle yearly sure but slow.

12-Jun-08
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Each To His Own For Friend Bob Blackwell

I dance before the Lord, My God.
Though other people find this odd.
They are entitled to their view.

I worship as I was taught to do.
The Christians sing hymns of praise
but mainly on their holy days

And Muslims pray six times a day
they worship God in their own way.
As for the Jews they have their views
a lengthy list of don’ts and dos.
Why can’t we learn to tolerate

each others views. Appreciate
there is one God omnipotent.

who understands each mans intent.

20-Aug-08
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Each To Their Own..

Across the fields at eventide.
I can hear a choir singing
faintly. As the birds are winging

back to their nests. Now peace abides.

The pipistrelles begin to glide
Across the sky on leathern wings.

From secret places where they hide.

Until the shadows gathering.

Persuade the bats to come outside
The time has come for foraging.
Until they're fully satisfied

with insects taken on the wing.

The soft twilit tranquillity.
Presents an opportunity.

Which men and bats see differently.

I think not unsurprisingly.

Saturday,14 July 2012
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Earthbound For M Lady Chitra Lele

The geese fly south and leave behind
the bitter winter storms to come.
The gather, circle then they fly

a vee formation in the sky.
Exchanging leaders on the way,
almost as if a single mind

controls the flock mysteriously.

I watch and weep as they depart

I have no wings I cannot fly.

I am earth bound I can’t escape

the snow and ice which will confine me
with just my books for company.
Until my feathered friends return.
Their honking cries for which I yearn
will rouse me from my somnolence.
Alerting me to their presence.

I take my ink block and my brush
most carefully no cause for rush.
Inscribe my thoughts in black on white
to signify my great delight.

In my own style of poetry.

To hear again the geese converse.
Not in the style I wrote at court

but poetry of a simpler sort.

To prove I have not lost my skill

and dare to hope I never will.

Until the day they bury me

I will be writing poetry.

No longer in the kings employ

I use my leisure to enjoy

the use of my ability.

To write whatever pleases me.

18-Jul-08

Kushih style
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Easy Prey

A demon lurks beneath his skin.
Although he looks so innocent.
His purpose is malevolent

to foster sin his sole intent.

Though he may wear a saintly air.
His rosy cheeks and twinkling eyes
his inner wickedness belies
His skill is telling artful lies.

He takes us in so easily

because we do not want to see.
It fills him with unholy glee.

To fool us with smooth sophistry.

Do as you wish, do as you will.
There is no God to punish you
and we accept his words as true
but only because we want to.

He is the father of all lies

and weaves his web of words so well
Encouraging us to rebel

against the rules we know so well

His words appear to set us free
from any fear of punishment

Indulge your sin do not repent.
Pursue a life on pleasure bent.

He leads the innocent astray.
His well pretended piety
conceals his veniality

and we respond obediently.

We sin because we want to sin

It is our choice to break the rules
Although we can pretend he fools
us into becoming his tools.
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We know there is a price to pay.
A demon lurks beneath his skin
and we as fools invite him in.

We think to blame him for our sin.

There has to come a quarter day
when all he debts we owe fall due
and we are sadly left to rue

the things we did we shouldn’t do.
6-Feb-08
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Eating Healthily A Rant

Eating Healthily.

So many claims are spurious,
misleading and injurious

A fact which makes me furious.
I find it rather curious.

Food manufacturers can imply.
Indeed they are allowed to lie
about the food they hope you buy.
Again I often wonder why

the powers that be chose to ignore
the lies told by each superstore

to convince us less is more.

Surely by now they know the score.

Increasing profits is their aim

these greedy firms are all the same.
The view customers as fair game,

don’t have to prove the facts they claim.

They add more salt and sugar too
and add an extra pound or two.
For food they say is good for you.
A claim that’s very seldom true.

Convenience food s which they display
do not conform in any way.

To what their lying labels say.

But they’re allowed to get away

with lying to increase their sales.
It seems that legislation fails
to curb their fancy fairy tales.

The greed for profit still prevails.

11-Jan-08
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Ebenezer Shillingtree.R.1.P

I sit and muse amongst the tombs.
Only disturbed by sonic booms

as fighter planes pass overhead.

A noise enough to wake the dead.
The dead do not agree with me.
Continue sleeping peacefully.
Planes interrupt my train of thought
I cannot get the peace I sought

I seek peace in this cemetery

So I can write my poetry

The dead don't question what I do.
Perhaps they might do if they knew.
Their headstones can inspire me

I use their strange names shamelessly.

18-May-08
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Educators For Friend Thad

Petrarchan sonnet
Italian sestet

The classic scholars always taught
their pupils that the world was flat.
The ancient Greeks, changed all of that
With mathematics and deep thought
the geometrics they had wrought.
Some strange new ideas they begat
arriving at a concordat

The world was round they did exhort.

Now ever since those days of yore

when thinking men proved doctrine erred.
The wisest scholars held their tongue

and just repeated what they’d heard.

Did not claim to know the score.

We hold this right, until proved wrong

ivor or ivor.e hogg

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 460



Effluvium

Silent but deadly in effect
some one has farted quietly
There is no way we can detect
just which one of us is guilty.

The lift is carrying six of us
and everyone looks innocent
Nobody wants to make a fuss
but everyone is discontent..

The lift cuts out as usual

and tempers now begin to fray
We try to keep it casual

but someone is compelled to say.

It's bad enough to be confined.
Without this stench I would not mind
Six frozen faces all agree

but one is smiling secretly.

At last the lift reaches ground floor
and everyone makes for the door.
The culprit makes his get away

so ends another stinking day.

21-Nov-07
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Ego Te Absolve

When you are young then you believe
the whole world revolves about you.
Quite simply you cannot conceive
what you believe may not be true.

The whole world revolves about you
the centre of the universe.
As you so selfishly pursue
the great ambitions that you nurse.

Quite simply you cannot conceive

that other people have in their sights

far different dreams which they perceive.
As being well within their rights.

What you believe may not be true
as you mature you’re sure to learn.
The world does not exist for you.

You will receive just what you earn.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Egocentric Viewpoint For M Lady Wardha Jawdhat

My universe: If I should die
would disappear. I'll tell you why
Each day I wake up and renew
everything in my purview.

Though this may sound like fantasy
it is in fact reality.

We all create the world we know
and ring the changes as we go

through all the tests life throws at us.
We are not so autonomous

we can ignore the salient facts

that everybody interacts.

Your universe and mine combine
although they’re similar in design
they still retain their unity.

We tend to see things differently.

Although the world will still exist
This is the truth I must insist.
My universe will cease to be,

it has no purpose without me.

16-Jul-08
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Either Or Just For A Laugh

Either Or

Though constipation is a curse,
Diarrhoea is much worse.

I alternate between the two.
There’s very little I can do

Because I suffer 1.B.S.

Which is a nuisance I confess.
Retention and distention bloats
a condition which denotes.

The former is full control

though other people find it droll.
I cannot make a joke of it

Its not enjoyable one bit.

It is the diarrhoea I fear.
Because it tends to interfere.
With anything I try to do

I have to swiftly find a loo.

Or otherwise disgrace myself.

I think that’s why I'm on the shelf.
I search in vain to find a cure

The only thing of which I'm sure.

Until I do I'll be alone

and occupy my favourite throne.
Such is the curse of 1.B.S.

I can’t afford to be careless.

No decent girl would want to be
Placed second to the lavatory.
But I can’t help it I'm afraid

it seems to be the way I'm made.

I'm all bunged up or far too loose.
There is no way that I can choose.
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Constipation, diarrhoea
I wish they both would disappear

So I could lead a normal life

instead of this internal strife.
I either have to sit and strain
Or find the nearest loo again.

This malady drives me insane
I'm sick of trying to explain
To other folks the reason why
I disappear so suddenly.

I have no choice I have to go
for fear that I will overflow.
Which makes my life a misery.
I'm forced to act unsociably.

I cant make friends as others do.
My life revolves around the loo
Unless you too have I.B.S

and suffer from the same distress.

There is no way you’ll understand
Knowledge acquired second hand,
might activate your sympathy.
Which doesn’t do a lot for me.

So I must suffer silently

I don't care what you think of me.
You cannot know what I go through
when there’s a queue outside the loo.

And I am forced to concentrate
every minute that I wait.

Until a cubicle is free

and dropp my trousers hurriedly.

And do that which I need to do
I can relax when I am through.
If only temporarily.

Until they find a cure for me.
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Either Or For Friend Thad

A thought has just occurred to me.
When someone claims a victory
then someone else suffers defeat.
A simple thought that is complete.
You either win or else you lose,
there is no alternative to choose.
Acceptable when it’s a game.

A fleeting bid for some small fame.
Transfer it to the battleground,
this simple thought becomes profound.
You win you live, you lose you die.
That is the harsh reality.

Until we find a better way

then men on other men will prey.

7-Jul-08
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Either Or: Both Can'T Be True Fpr Joe Poewhit

No one canprove that God exists.
No one can prove that God does not
and yet the arguments persists.

I do not know which view is true.
Nobody does apparently.
What you believe is true for you.

What I believe is true for me.
I think the evidence suggests
we should agree to disagree.

Accept the possibility

that either viewpoint could be true.
God could be fact or fantasy.

Why should we argue fruitlessly.
An argument no one can win.

God must remain a mystery,

Tuesday,22 December 2009
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Election Year, Your Chance To Have Your Say

The Government has proved to be
corrupt and inefficient.

Prepared to act dishonestly

To everybody’s detriment.

Bar far the favoured few of course.
Who think they are above the law
They cheat and lie without remorse.
In their greed for even more.

Ill gotten gains to salt away

In some tax haven based offshore.
Although they say crime doesn’t pay
It can do if you make the law.

We must defeat them legally.
Expose their crimes to public view
Investigate them thoroughly

And punish them where it is due.

We must restore the old values

The values that our forebears knew.
It's not a task we can refuse.

What must be done that we will do.

Out with old in with the new.
Elect men of integrity.

Get rid of the dishonest crew.
This is our opportunity.

The systems rotten to the core
And must be scrapped to start anew.
Go back to what we had before
Make honesty the prime virtue.

Don't give your vote too easily
Think very hard and then decide.
Consider very carefully.

Now is the time to turn the tide.
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Erase pork barrel politics.

We must derail the gravy train.

You can't teach old dogs new tricks.
So throw them out and start again.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Electric Storm For M' Lady Ernestine

The darkness of the night is rent

By lightning bolts that burn blue/white
The power of Nature apparent.

It is a truly awesome sight.

A heavenly firework display.

A lesson in humility

or merely just the Gods at play

It could be either possibly.
Depending how you choose to view,
this natural phenomenon.

Of course the choice is left to you.
Because it is so quickly gone

I choose to take the former view.

A lesson which is overdue.

Wednesday,02 February 2011
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Encyclical

The spring will come and summer too
Just as they are intended to.

Then autumn will take summers place
This is a cycle not a race.

Then in due course winter will reign
When winter ends spring comes again.
The earth will waken from its rest
Each season does what it does best.

Spring is the time to plough and sow
The summer provides time to grow
when crops are slowly ripening

In autumn comes the harvesting.

When all the crops are gathered in

and safely stored in box and bin.

Nature decrees a time of rest

an age old plan that’s stood times test.
Each season has its part to play

It reigns a while then clears the way

For the next one to follow on

They’ve played their part time to be gone.
31-Jan-09

cpiers
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End Of Day Thoughts.

The glory of the sunset fades.

The evening sky surrenders to

a nonstop flow of darkest blue.
Which overwhelms the pastel shades.
The evening stars come on parade.
A panorama we can view.

In hopes of seeing something new.
Although the stars we see displayed.
May well have burnt out long ago.
There is no way that we can know.
Which of the stars we think we see.
That twinkle brightly overhead,

are still alive and which are dead
We never will most probably.

Saturday,27 November 2010
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Enduring Beauty For M'Ladycatherine Rica Coso

From bare black twigs against the sky.
Transformed by spring to blossoms white.
To me a more than welcome sight.
Which alas too soon will die.

But in their place new greenery

Leaves seem to unfurl overnight

in shades of green which catch sunlight
Add lustre to the scenery.

The leaves will last the summer long.
Before they don their autumn dress

in garish colours to impress

The winds which sing the winters song.
The trees return to nakedness
Retaining beauty none the less.

31-May-08
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Enemy

I owe no man, no man owes me
Exactly as it ought to be.

I pay hard cash for what I buy.
There is a simple reason why.

I will not pay expensively
for things I buy impulsively.
I do not need the latest style
I find that if I wait a while.

That fashion change and prices fall
I can resist the siren call.

Of T.V. adverts telling me

that I can have all that I see.

By spending on my credit card,
but I am always on my guard.
I have no debts that worry me
at nights I can sleep peacefully.

Your credit cards an enemy
although it claims to be friendly
I know it is convenient

It's too easy to get overspent,

25-Apr-08
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Enforced Change.

Double, double toil and trouble.

As they search amongst the rubble.
Which the fire left behind.

In the hope that they might find
Something that has not been destroyed.
As they struggle to avoid.

Recognising reality.

That everything they owned has gone.
They are searching hopelessly.

They do not want to dwell upon.

A future looking very bleak.

Some possessions were unique.

They will have to start again.

Although the loss has caused them pain.
Luckily they were insured

What can't be cured must be endured.
The fire was a tragedy.

Also an opportunity.

To show the world what they can do
Change their life style to something new.
Their children grown and fled the nest
So they can do as they think best.

A smaller house would be ideal

Less maintenance has strong appeal.

House hunting gripped their interest.
They faced each day with renewed zest.
Eventually they both agreed

A bungalow would meet their need.

And bought one on the edge of town

A place where they could settle down.
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Decorate to suit their taste.

Although there was no need for haste.
The house they bought in good repair
They chose their furniture with care.

Because they need less quantity.

They settled for good quality.

Which they bought cheap at auction sales.
A strategy which seldom fails.

The house is ready to move in.
Now their new life can begin.
There's more to life than the T.V.
In fact the fire has set them free.

To engage more actively

As part of the community.

They've rediscovered life is fun

So much to see and to be done.
They may be old but they can do

A great deal more than they used to.

Instead of sitting passively

in their armchairs to watch T/V.
They've made a list of things to do
Activities both old and new.

Each day an opportunity

Which they can use constructively.

If they so can they lose?

It's up to them they can refuse.

No one can tell them what to do
Though it appears they've chosen to.

Embrace their new life happily

Consign the past to history.

They know the past cannot be changed
But futures can be re-arranged.
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Though they still have their memories
Of the way things used to be.

Tuesday,10 April 2012.
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Enforced Solution

The greatest problem that men face
Is overpopulation.

We will run out of living space.
There won't be room for everyone.

The powers that be refuse to see
they must find some solution
and implement urgently.

I cannot be the only one

To see disaster looms ahead.
Unless it’s taken seriously.

the human race has over bred.
Continues to haphazardly.

If we don’t act then Nature will.
She’s not prepared to tolerate
Too many mouths she cannot fill.
Although our rulers hesitate.

Dame Nature can act ruthlessly
And she will not procrastinate.
Once she sees the necessity.
and act before it is too late.

As I suspect she’s done before.

She will revive some old disease
we're not immune to any more.

And cut our numbers down with ease.

Only the fittest will survive.

A hardy stock from which to breed
to keep the human race alive.
Because of course we took no heed.

The warning signs were clear to see.
One of Natures oldest laws

We chose to ignore foolishly,

that Mother Nature must enforce.
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Too many mouths, too little food.
Too many people to sustain
Then Nature acts for own good

and culls the breeding stock again...

Wednesday,06 January 2010
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Enforced Solution.

The greatest problem that men face
Is overpopulation.

We will run out of living space.
There won't be room for everyone.

The powers that be refuse to see
they must find some solution
and implement urgently.

I cannot be the only one

To see disaster looms ahead.
Unless it’s taken seriously.

the human race has over bred.
Continues to haphazardly.

If we don’t act then Nature will.
She’s not prepared to tolerate
Too many mouths she cannot fill.
Although our rulers hesitate.

Dame Nature can act ruthlessly
And she will not procrastinate.
Once she sees the necessity.
and act before it is too late.

As I suspect she’s done before.

She will revive some old disease
we're not immune to any more.

And cut our numbers down with ease.

Only the fittest will survive.

A hardy stock from which to breed
to keep the human race alive.
Because of course we took no heed.

The warning signs were clear to see.
One of Natures oldest laws

We chose to ignore foolishly,

that Mother Nature must enforce.
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Too many mouths, too little food.
Too many people to sustain
Then Nature acts for own good

and culls the breeding stock again...

Wednesday,06 January 2010
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English Lit As It Is Taught For Sidi Mahtrow

English lit as it is taught.

My daughter was quite fond of Chaucer.
It was her choice I didn't force her.
She treated Shakespeare with disdain.
Considered him to be pain.

Although her teachers would insist

he was the greatest tragedist.

That England ever had produced.

She refused to be seduced.

By the established point of view.
Though she was forced to listen to
Them singing praise of the bard.

They failed despite their trying hard.
She still considered Will a fraud

a failed exam was her reward.

Monday,08 November 2010
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Enigmatic

Within the woodlands dappled shade.
I came across a block of stone

I had no doubt it was man made
Though when and why cannot be known.
So perfect was the craftsmanship
which had been lavished on this stone
A place of ritual worship

It had to be an altar stone.

Though no one worships here today.
The altar stone still stands alone.
Within the woods hidden away

But sadly there is little known.
There’s no recorded history

To help me solve the mystery.

(09 August 2011)
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Enkightenment 08

My soul was retless, discontent.

I strove to find enlightenment

but somehow it eluded me.

I could not solve the mystery.

I sought instruction where I could
adopted what I thought was good.
Continued searching patiently.

I learnt in time not expect

that wisdom would be granted me.
It was not easy to accept.

I realised eventually

until I reached maturity.

Some knowledge was forbidden me.

16-Apr-08
./poetic piers
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Enlightenment

Through outer gates of carven teak
then inner gates of ivory

The pilgrim ventures who would seek
an answer to the mystery.

The seeker must be clad in white.
Pure in heart and innocent,

his only wish the serve the light.
He must be truly confident.

Ready and willing to accept.

The answer to his question may

not be the one he might expect.

Obscure and nether yea nor nay.

It is his task to interpret

the meaning of the words he hears.
Etched deeply so he can't forget.

To understand them may take years.

The culmination of his quest,
when finally he understands.

A man can only do his best

the outcome lies in his own hands.

The riddle of the ages solved
no longer hidden by the Gods
To win a man must be resolved
to battle on against the odds.

Pursue his goal determinedly.
Through outer gates of carven teak
and inner gates of ivory.

The answer to each man unique.
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Enough Already

I sometimes wish my muse would take
a holiday, A longish break.

She is convinced she has the right

to badger me by day and night.
There’s other things I want to do.

I love to write that is quite true

But household chores must still be done.

I'd like a little time for fun

A bit of time to paint and draw

I don't have time to anymore’

I have some books I want to read
but constantly she fills my head

with poetry, she cannot see
Sometimes I need some time for me.

27/10/2009Http:
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Enough Already.

I sometimes wish my muse would take
a holiday, A longish break.

She is convinced she has the right

to badger me by day and night.
There’s other things I want to do.

I love to write that is quite true

But household chores must still be done.

I'd like a little time for fun

A bit of time to paint and draw

I don't have time to anymore’

I have some books I want to read
but constantly she fills my head

with poetry, she cannot see
Sometimes I need some time for me.

27/10/2009Http:
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Entanglements Embracing All. For Friend Thad

Website by website all ready

to defend access to the net.
Against all government’s already
trying to exert control, upset.

by their own inability

To keep up with the latest trends.
We threaten their stability

and use the net for our own ends.

To spread the truth, reveal the lies.
Which are told all too frequently.
By those in charge who cannot see
beyond their wish for secrecy

The internet will set us free.
Beyond control of government
which they admit reluctantly.
The internet defies their intent.

To impose their will on us

Some one will always whistle blow
to satisfy the curious

And tell us what we want to know.

The internet’s above the law.
Untamed and wild not always true
But it is better than before.

it can do as it wants to do.

Exchanging information
freely. As people ought to do.
Shared between every nation.
A concept which is not new.

Banned in the past by governments
who guarded secrets jealously.
Who penalised the discontents
They could not take seriously.
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Knowledge is power so they thought.
They gloried in their secrecy.

All their attempts avail them naught.
the net erodes security.

The internet may prove to be

the greatest invention of mankind.
It will enforce transparency

on governments of every kind.

And lead to true democracy.

The present system was absurd.
Led to elected tyranny

The people’s wishes were not heard.

I am prepared to wait and see

If my assessment proves correct.
The speed of new technology

I have good reason to expect

Will change the world drastically.
Am I a hopeless optimist?
I think perhaps that I may be

but no one loves a pessimist

24/10/2009
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Entranced For Grandaughter Chitra

I saw two rainbows intertwine
their colours were identical.
Together forming a design

which I found doubly beautiful.
I've often seen a single bow
they’re not at all unusual.

A band of pastel colours show
delicately ethereal.

But never had I seen before

two rainbow arches in the sky
Two matching bands of colours soar
across the sky majestically.

I stood entranced by what I saw.
What philistine could ask for more.

05/04/2009
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Equal Rights

Why should I love my enemy?

My enemy does not love me

Why should I turn the other cheek?
and give him cause to think I'm weak.

I show my enemy respect

but let him know that I expect
from him similar courtesy.

He can and will expect from me.

If he is wise he understands

I will not bow to his commands.
I am quite sure I have the right
To fight if I am forced to fight.

I can accept you don’t like me

And I dislike you equally

You have the right to your own view
You must remember I do too.

It's possible to disagree

And yet not be an enemy.

I think we have the right to choose
If we so wish opposing views.

I do not choose my enemies
I would much rather we were friends
I think my enemies choose me

My rights I will fight to defend.

7-Nov-08
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Escape Mechanism

I was in pain, in agony

and saw no way to gain relief.
Then all at once I seemed to be
beside myself quite literally.

Some how I had escaped my pain
just left my agony behind

so I was comfortable again.

I thought at first I was insane.

And yet I knew I was still me

but by some magic of my mind.

I had escaped I'd struggled free.
Although it felt quite strange to see.

My body sitting in my chair.

To see myself from the outside.

As though I was both here and there.
I found it rather hard to bear.

I wondered then if I had died
and that was how I came to be
Observing myself from outside
I understood I must decide

I had a choice to be pain free
and leave the life I knew behind.
I chose somewhat reluctantly
and I returned immediately.

Back to the inside looking out

I don't pretend to understand

what happened but I have no doubt.
Although I rarely talk about.

The day I found that I could be

in two places at one time.
Experience simultaneously

to be pain wracked and be pain free.
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I sometimes voluntarliy

decide to take a holiday

from aches and pains which distress me.
Be pain free temporarily.

All men must die and so will I,
I do not let it worry me.

But until then I can but try

to bear my suffering patiently.

When it gets to much to bear
I close my eyes and I escape
to somewhere else I'm not sure where

nor do I think I really care.

1-Oct-08
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Esmerald For .

She danced as though she was possessed.
Perhaps she was I do not know.
Her heels beat out a staccato.

I have to say she was the best
exponent of the flamenco

that I have seen or hope to see.
She became part of the flow
went with the music totally.
Although it was so long ago.

I still recall it vividly.

A memory I won't let go.

until the day they bury me.

Still in my minds eye I can see
the gypsy dancing wantonly.

2-May-0
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Establishing A New Precedent.

Establishing a new precedent.

On Christmas day just after lunch.
Uncle Jim’s drunk most of the punch.
Grandmas been at the gin again

Her silly giggles make that plain.

Mothers too busy washing up

to see how much booze Dad can sup.
The kids have gone their separate ways
without a single word of praise

For the preparation

their mum has single handed done.
It is the same thing every year
Nobody sees that it’s not fair.

To leave it all to poor old mum
A little help would be welcome.
At least that how it used to be
But this year Mum has broken free.

She has decided she will stay

in an hotel for Christmas day
Where she will be waited on
.She left a not to say she’s gone.

But carefully does not say where
nor when she’s coming home again.
She decided to declare

and by her action make it plain.

That in the future she must be
treated very differently.

I am quite sure the family

will realise shamefacedly.

That mothers are entitled to
expect the family to assist
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When there is so much work to do.

She knows how much she will be missed.

Although she goes reluctantly
She is quite sure she is correct
to try and show the family.
That in the future she’ll expect

every one to play their part

and offer their help willingly

It's time to make a brand new start
and treat Mum more respectfully.

This Christmas will not be much fun.

Without their Mum to supervise
the preparations won't get done
and they will have to improvise.

A lesson that’s intended to.
Change their selfish attitude
(A lesson which is over due)
and show a little gratitude.

For all the work that mother does
But this year will be different
Without their Mum to make a fuss
Their Christmas day a non event.

Because their mum decided they.
Did not appreciate that she
deserved a restful Christmas Day
the way a Christmas day should be

Perhaps next year they would decide
they should dine out on Christmas day.
To make quite sure Mum was satisfied

and could enjoy her restful day.

Now Mum has registered her protest.

Much to the family’s surprise.
They will decide it’s for the best
and be prepared to compromise.
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Eternal Guardians Fr M Lady Fiona

To you a thousand years would seem
as a mere moment passing by

The faintest echo of a dream

that would not even justify.

The opening of a watchful eye
nor yet the twitching of an ear
From guardian dragons who still lie
in peaceful sleep not far from here.

As they have done for centuries.
Until some danger threatens. Then
they will fulfil the prophecies.
Take to the skies to protect men.

Or so the ancient legends say.
Though disbelieved by modern men.
It may be true I cannot say

the dragons will not fly again.

The time will come when they must fly
emerging from their hiding place.
What the will modern man reply

to saviours of the human race.

25-Jan-09
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Eureka! Todays Idiocy.

He stands alone, he has B.O

He has no friends to let him know.
He is supremely ignorant

that he needs a deodorant.

He does not wish to be alone.
But sadly he has never known.
The fact that he smells so bad
If he was told he would be glad.

To take a bath. use aftershave
in short become a willing slave.
But no one dare get close enough

to tell him all about such stuff.

He stands alone he has B.O.
how very sad he does not know

.26/10/2009
Http:
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Evening Routine.

A maple tree is glowing red.
Highlighted by the setting sun

A fiery glow that quickly spread

to tint the clouds now day is done.
When day is done before the night
comes to erase the pastel hues.
Which fill the western skies with light.
I watch and glory at the sight.

I watch until the stars appear

as spots of light against the blue.

It is a ritual, I fear

I have become accustomed to.
Then I will take my homeward way.
A peaceful ending to my day.

Wednesday,27 October 2010
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Eviction

Eviction

A picture formed by ultra sound
will only cost a pound or two
You can be sure it will astound
everyone you show it to

A picture of your unborn child.
Thanks to modern technology
still innocent and undefiled.

Kept safe within the sanctuary

provided by his mothers womb
He has no idea at all that he

must soon vacate his private room
Where everything’s provided free.

Although he would much rather stay
He can’t dictate the time and place
Dame Nature will brook no delay

He has to join the human race.

16-Feb-08
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Evolution

Long, long ago as poets know.

A sonnet was a little song

without rules you had to follow.
There was no way you could go wrong.
Petrarch invented a fixed form

and then Will Shakespeare altered it.
Both are accepted as the norm
although they vary quite a bit.

Since Will most poets had a try

to write a sonnet in their way.

The hide bound purists can't deny
there’s many sonnet forms today.
Like any art fine poetry

evolves and improves constantly.

28-Nov-08
cpiers
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Eye To Eye

A poet with an artist’s eye

can conjure words to set the scene.
Then with the words that he'll supply
his reader feels as though he’s seen.
The same scene which the poet saw
Draws on his own experience

of things that he has seen before
though it makes little difference.
The message that the poet sent

is perhaps not the one received

The reader senses the intent

and finds the poem well conceived.
The picture which the reader gets

is the scene his own mind sets
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Eyes: Those Tragic Eyes,

It was her eyes, those tragic eyes
The saddest eyes I ever saw.

That made me start to realise.

The price that children pay for war.

Those eyes had seen brutalities

no innocent should ever see

She haunted still by memories

from which I fear she can’t break free.

I look into her eyes and see

that she expects nothing from me.
She has no hope that there might be
an ending to her misery.

Although I know I'm not to blame
I still feel guilty all the same.

Though we protest our innocence
in our attempts to rationalise.

What can we say in self defence.
That is not based on blatant lies.

It makes me frankly furious

that innocents should suffer so
The guilt belongs to all of us.

We can’t pretend we did not know

That we should learn from history
instead of choosing to ignore
Because we do not want to see.

There are no winners in a war.

I can’t forget those empty eyes
They’ll haunt me 'til the day I die.

Monday,08 November 2010
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Faded Photograph

A snapshot taken years ago.
Somewhat lacking clarity.

Of some young guys I used to know
In fact the skinny one is me.

The other two I can recall,

their faces well but not their names
Although I try nothing at all.

My memory is playing games

I wonder where they are today

I wonder if they remember me

The passing years erode away

your memories ability.

To regain any access to

some things you know that you once knew

Monday,13 February 2012
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Fair Exchange? For M'Lady Ernestine

A man alone is incomplete.

He needs a helpmeet by his side

a fact from which you cannot hide.
He may be self sufficient

but I am sure that nature meant.
He needs a mate to be content.

Man was not meant to live alone.
Though he can cook and clean and bake
he needs a mate make no mistake.

A bachelor but not for long.

Some pretty maid will come along

and prove to him that he is wrong.

She will convince him easily.

She can fulfil all of his needs

the oldest tale of all succeeds.

He takes the bait with open eyes
and then he finds to his surprise.
That she not he has won the prize.

He may look back with some regret.

In fact it is quite normal to,

but things have changed as they must do.
A married man you are constrained

your roving eye must be restrained.

But you’'ve lost less than you have gained.

Though bachelors may be quite free
to come and go just as they please
without responsibility.

No longer foot loose fancy free

you will adapt quite easily.

Swap freedom for security.

10-Jul-08
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Fair Warning For The Ladies

If you want to retain your youth
don't introduce him to your friends.
This a plain and simple truth

though your refusal may offend.

You cannot trust the best of friends
not to attempt to steal your guy.
Despite the fact that they pretend
that you can trust them completely.
Though you would trust them with your brass
and even with your credit card.

But men are in different class

in which you’ll find nothing is barred.
So if you want to keep your youth
believe my words they are the truth.

23-Jan-09
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Fair Warning.

Methinks thou art a lying knave.

To thy desires nought but a slave.
Prepared to grovel if needs must

to satisfy thy endless lust.
Philandering thy favourite game
pursuing any maid or dame..

Thou treateth women with contempt
With honeyed words thou dost attempt.
Seduction as is thy wont.

Now listen well to what I want.

I want thee far away from here.

If thou should choose to linger near.
Then surely I will run you through
As any decent man would do.

Sunday,11 July 2010
http: /
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Fairy Stories?

Are fairy tales just fantasy

or things we know subconsciously.
Warnings we heed instinctively,
although presented pleasantly

Why do we tell our children tales?
in which it seems that evil fails

and in the end virtue prevails.
When we know that life entails.
Some hard decisions we must make
about the road that we should take.
Perhaps the fairy tales awake
abilities to spot the fake

that’s masquerading as the truth.

A lesson learned in early youth.

ivor or ivor.e hogg

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 512



Faith & Hope.

I am not a religious man

I place my faith and loyalty.

Like any other football fan.

In the demi -gods I see.
Performing minor miracles

of ball control and football skill

In overcoming obstacles.

To score the goal which will fulfil.
My ambitions for my team

Which is to see them win again
The FA Cup, that is my dream.

A team of dedicated men.

The faithful pray to save their souls
But football fans just pray for goals

Wednesday,15 February 2012
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Faith The Facts

Search out all things of good report.
Consider each one carefully,

things are not always as you thought.
As you will find most probably.

What you were taught to be the truth

is very often far from true.

Lessons taught you in your youth

by those you thought knew more than you.

As you mature you learn to see.

They taught you their own biased view
Which you examine critically

And then discard most as untrue.

Your old beliefs grow obsolete.

Examine all the evidence

New facts emerge though incomplete,
you then accept what makes most sense.

What you were taught no longer true.
You can't rely on faith alone.
Although the clergy urge you to

Because too much remains unknown

Wednesday,25 November 2009
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Faith.

Rondel prime.

A virgin saint inviolate

To whom all true believers pray.
They are convinced it is the way.
In which they can communicate.
Requesting her to mediate.

When the confess they've gone astray
A virgin saint inviolate

To whom al true believers pray.
The statue which they venerate.
Can't hear a single word they say.
Will not respond in any way.
She's totally inanimate.

A virgin saint inviolate

To whom all true believers pray.
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Fall Due

The autumn leaves beneath the trees
engage in swirling whirling dance.

To tunes provided by the breeze.

As if they know it’s their last chance.
To show their beauty while they may
before their brilliant colours fade

and they fall subject to decay.

The dues they owe must be repaid.
The trees which lent them sustenance
will reabsorb their nutriments

When they have danced their final dance
according to the precedents

Nature established long ago.

They have no choice it must be so.
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False Pretences (Fictional)

False pretences

My once bright world now desolate.
I am condemned to loneliness.
Always alone disconsolate

I am bereft without my mate.

The sorrow I cannot express,

has left me inarticulate.

Sad thoughts I must perforce repress.
I do not wish to cause distress

to those who also loved my mate.
They do not know nor can they guess.
I do not live I simply wait

until I can rejoin my mate.

When she was here then life was sweet.
Together we knew happiness.
Without her I am incomplete.
I know the meaning of defeat.

I am consumed by hopelessness

and wish my heart would cease to beat
Bring to an end my loneliness

That’s how I feel but daren’t confess.

So I pretend and try to cheat
I must pretend to happiness
and smile at everyone I meet.

I am well practiced in deceit.

17-Feb-09
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Familiarity For M'Lady Ann

The river as it flows on by.

Softly sings us a lullaby

Our cottage built of weathered stone
sits by the riverside alone.

Here where we raised our family
we are still living happily

Al though the family have flown
and now have children of their own.
The house was here before we wed
and will be here when we are dead
But until then we're satisfied

to live beside the riverside

and listen to the lullaby

the river sings as it flows by.

22/04/2009
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Familiarity Breeds Contempt.

The psychedelic neon signs.
A visual insanity.

Create intricate designs
that linger momentarily.

They are designed to catch the eye
which they did successfully.
Illuminating passers by

in garish colours constantly.

We can ignore them easily.
They have become familiar.
part of our past history.

We have become particular.
Their garish colours are a bore
they don't intrigue us any more.

Friday,18 February 2011
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Family Ghosts

This stately home is haunted by
The ghosts of those who spent
Most of their lives here in days gone bye.

Though seldom seen they still come here
and sometimes make their presence felt.
Although they don't inspire fear.

You sometimes smell a faint perfume
Or hear a sound that should not be.
Although are alone in the room.

Though only if you're sensitive
and you have an open mind
Believing spirits do survive

Death only means they’ve travelled on
To a different form of being.
But can return to look upon

Familiar scenes they used to know
Whilst they were still in human form
They are quite free to come and go

A feeling of serenity.
Convinces me my words are true.
Though you are free to disagree.

This stately home was occupied

by one family for centuries.

But when the very last one died.

He left it to the National trust.

Who have maintained it ever since
The ghost don't care they can adjust.

If you should visit you may find

A welcome waiting for you here.
The family ghosts are very kind.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 520



ivor or ivor.e hogg

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 521



Family Tradition.

I feel a hand touching my hair but when I look there’s no one there.
And then I settle down to rest again I felt my hair caressed.

I've no idea what it might be. It seems to mean no harm to me.

I'm wide awake I m not dreaming. The gentle moonlight softly beaming
through the window of my room, firmly dispels the twilight gloom Although
there’s nothing I can see, some thing is caressing me.

It feels somehow familiar and I recall my Grandmama

Who used to sit beside my bed and very gently stroke my head.

when I was just a little lad. A memory both sweet and sad.

I have returned to my old home back to my roots no more to roam.
Perhaps her spirit lingers here and that is why I feel no fear.

I felt this old house calling me insistently and constantly.

Which finally decided me that this where I ought to be.

It has been in my family for two and one half centuries.

I think that very probably my eldest son will follow me.

Just as I followed my own Dad. If he did not it would be sad.

We are an ancient family part of the local history.

They say there is a prophecy and I believe there may well be.

Which says we must come home to die. That it is true I can’t deny.

Nor can I guarantee its true I leave that question up to you.

Monday,17 May 2010
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Fantasy Or Fact? For Friend C.P Sharma

I am not dead nor do I live.

I hover somewhere in between
No explanation I can give

will prove to be sufficient to.

Describe exactly how I feel.

I long to stay but want to go.
To who or what do I appeal?
I am confused I do not know.

When I return to consciousness
and find I am myself again.

Gone is the sense of timelessness.
I am content and free from pain.

I knew deaths door was open wide
but knew my family needed me.

I did not choose to step inside.

It could have been a fantasy.

I'm sure some few will understand
but only those who have been there.
Most will dismiss it out of hand.
Though not because they do not care.

They simply cannot comprehend
they lack the sensitivity.

To know that death can be a friend
who is prepared to set you free.

But in the end the choice is yours.
It is your life you must decide
which would be the better course.
To just give up or to abide.

I don't remember which I chose
but obviously I am still here.

I must have chosen I suppose.
But on that point I am not clear.
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I can remember vividly

The doctors crowding round my bed
Whilst I was floating happily

and watching from above their heads..

Fantasy or reality

I do not know but I am sure

That it has wrought a change in me
that’s permanent and will endure.

No longer will I fear to die.

I know that death is not the end.

I am quite sure but know not why.
My enemy is now my friend.

I know that death will set me free
When my time comes then I will go
Released from my earthly body.

Towards a future I can’t know.

22/10/2009
cpiers]
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Far Memory.

I'm haunted by strange memories

of places I have never been

I can remember vividly

Street scenes I know I have not seen

It's very strange and puzzles me.
I cannot see how possibly

I have access to memories

I know do not belong to me.

I see street scenes from long ago.
Though where they are I do not know.
The clothes are unfamiliar.

To me they seem peculiar.

I think it may be Budapest.

But honestly that’s just a guess.
It could be almost anywhere.

But I am sure I've not been there.

My wife suggests telepathy.
I do not see how it could be.
A temporal anomaly

which can’t exist apparently.

The learned experts all agree

it’s an impossibility

But can’t explain how I can see
Scenes from the eighteenth century.

I have a photograph which shows.
People in old fashioned clothes.
Which was taken in old Moscow
More than a hundred years ago.

Establishing the verity

Of the intrusive memories

The scenes I see so vividly.
Though how remains a mystery.
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I know they are real memories.
Although the experts disagree.
I hope to prove eventually
these memories have reality.

They are passed down genetically.
Encoded in our DNA.

I will research my family tree

and try to prove it come what may.

Although it’s just a theory.
I will pursue it ardently
Some body in my ancestry
may well turn out to be.

A man who lived in old Moscow
Who emigrated to the west.
Although perhaps I'll never know.
It gives my life an interest.

I like to think that there might be
somebody in my family tree.
Who will prove to be the key
which will unlock the mystery.

Of who perhaps I used to be
in the eighteenth century.
Which would explain the memories

apparently passed down to me

Saturday,21 August 2010
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Fare You Well

Fly free proud spirit on your way.
Towards the truth you sought to find,
No need to tarry or delay.

You know I'll follow on behind.

The bonds of love death cannot break
For love will last eternally.

We’ll meet again make no mistake.

I will rejoin you presently.

We've lived and loved and died before.
I have no doubt we will again.

Each life we learn a little more
although each parting is a pain.

With my blessings go your way
until my call comes I must stay.

22/04/2009
http:
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Farewell For M Lady Francesca

Glosa a tribute to
Katherine Tynan 1859-1931.

Not soon, shall I forget.

A sheet of golden water cool and sweet
The young moon with head in veils

of silver and the nightingales.

+=+=+

Not soon, shall I forget a sheet
of water silvered by the moon.
A quiet place where lovers meet
to share a pleasant afternoon.

A sheet of golden water cool and sweet.
A place of vivid memories

which mark both triumph and defeat.

I can recall at will with ease.

The young moon with her head in veils
They say foretells a weather change.
Wise weather lore which seldom fails
Although the experts find it strange

Of silver and the nightingales.
That is a secret I shall keep.
Your questioning is doomed to fail.

I can’'t say why he ceased to care.

Tuesday,24 August 2010
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Farewell Adeline

Farewell Adeline.

She lay with pillows for support,
a vain attempt to find comfort.
The noble spirit housed within
that frail translucent shell of skin.

Still took a kindly interest

in that small world that she knew best
Her face a mask of silver bones

back lit by a candle’s flickering tones.

The hollow orbits of her eyes

blue shaded now but very wise
The eyes themselves of violet blue
smile on me as they used to do.

Her hands at peace lay white and still
Lily petals that lacked the will

to knit or sew or read a book.
Adeline was content to look

at those who sometimes came to call
or watch the shadows on the wall.
Beyond all pain she’d reached the place
granted to some by heavens grace.

She spoke her voice was welcoming
still had that old familiar ring.
Come in my love and have a chair
beside me so I know you're there.

I beg a favour my old friend

will you sit with me to end?

I will not keep you waiting long

I see the lights and hear the song.

Soon now the gates will open wide
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and gladly I will step inside
Will you grant me what I ask?
I know it is no easy task.

What could I do but nod my head
and sit beside her on the bed
and gently take her hand in mine
to say farewell to Adeline.

I watched her eyelids gently close
as if she lay in sweet repose
Adeline has gone and left me
with nothing but a memory.

Revised May 2009
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Farewell Ritual.

The rifles bark their last salute.
To say farewell to a comrade.
The tears of mourners follow suit.
The last post sounds: A serenade
or better yet a lullaby

To lull a valiant soul to sleep.

A tribute to his memory.

The price of freedom is not cheap.
Another human sacrifice

offered to the God of War.

He earned his place in paradise
to rest in peace for evermore.

A sight we see too frequently

In military cemeteries.

Friday,27 August 2010
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Farmers Complaint

The frosted fields are lying fallow.
The frozen ground will not allow
free passage to the farmers plough

Though things will change they always do
Then is the time he must review
the wisest course he can pursue.

He needs to plough then he must sow
the kind of crops he wants to grow
he can't afford to be too slow.

When spring sunshine ignites the fuse.
A farmer has no time to lose.
Excuses are of little use.

Spring is the time of life’s rebirth.
He must prepare the fertile earth
and labour hard to prove his worth

The seasons cycle in their turn
as every farmer has to learn
If you don’t work you cannot earn.

A farmer only prospers when

he works harder than other men
or so they say time and again.

I do not know it may be true

That farmers have too much to do.

I don’t believe it though. Do you?

11-Jan-09

ivor or ivor.e hogg

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 532



Fashion Passion

In days of yore the dandies wore
embroidered clothes in colours gay.
Fine velvets, silks and coarse tussore.
The current fashions of the day.

Each dandy felt he must display

Like peacocks vying for a mate.

No price they thought too high to pay
Their refined taste to demonstrate..

Beau Brummel won everlasting fame.
By wearing only black and white.

He was a master at the game

and in due course he was proved right.

The followers of fashion fail.

One style cannot suit everyone,

the latest trends grow quickly stale.
So set a style that’s yours alone.

Ignore the experts pointedly

as they ignore your shape and size.

No need to dress expensively.

You wear what suits you if you're wise.

12-Apr-08
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Fashion Sense For M'Lady Ann Beard

The trees bedecked with blossom now.
Some clad in pink and some in white.
Contestants in the beauty show

which spring provides for our delight

The blossoms which adorn he trees
are unaware, they do not know.

That very soon the gentle breeze

will shake them loose to fall like snow.

The trees will don new coats of green.
More suited to the summer sun

than what the blossoms would have been
Their time has passed so they have gone.

When autumn comes the trees will know
its time to wear their winter clothes

In preparation for the snow.

The theme of winters beauty show.

Though seasons come and seasons go.
The trees adapt quite easily
for summers sun or winters snow

They're sure to be dressed suitably.

29/04/2009
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Fashions Are A Passing Phase For Friend Jon London

I read your words with greatest care
and try to see your point of view
Although sometimes I must declare
I find it difficult to do.

I hesitate to criticise.

Aware the fault may lie with me.
Nor dare I offer you advice.

You might resent it bitterly.

The messages you try to send
to me lack simple clarity

I cannot see what you intend.
It makes no sense at all to me.

Your random thoughts lack coherence
They're neither poetry nor prose.

An unintended consequence

of fashions changing I suppose.

The way that poetry is taught
in schools and colleges today.
They do not know although they ought.
Anything goes is not the way.

Most modern so called poetry
can only be poetic prose
Although it’s written beautifully
Opinions differ I suppose.

I'll stick to formal poetry
Perhaps I need the discipline
that rhyme and meter gives to me.

And free form verse I will decline.

2-Feb-09

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 535



ivor or ivor.e hogg

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 536



Fatal Error For Friend Thad

The suicidal moths attack.

Small kami kazi volunteers,

There is no way to hold them back.
The moment that a light appears.
The lanterns on the Patio

are very soon surrounded by
Frantic moths ready to go

and meet their maker in the sky.

I sit and watch them quietly

and wonder if they know they’ll die
But it remains a mystery

to me I see no reason why.
Perhaps they’re dying by mistake.
The very last that they will make.

4-May-08
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Feeling The Draught

Tom tiddle om, tiddle om tom tom.

The drummers played as they marched along,
close behind were the infantry.

they were smart as smart could be.

The cavalry were there of course,
each man riding on his horse.

Oh what a wonderful sight to see
the soldiers in their finery

At the head was Major drum

who had a very large tum tum.

He was dressed in red and gray,
But his big tum tum got in the way.

As he marched so very proudly.
Someone in the crowd said loudly.
He wont cut such a dashing figure,
If his tum tum gets any bigger.

The people yelled, the people cheered.,
the king was laughing in his beard.

The queen. she nearly had a fit.

when the Major’s trousers split.

First they sniggered then they laughed.
when the Major felt the draught.

No one there had ever seen

a major wearing shorts of emerald green.

April 2003
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Feet Of Clay.

Byronic sonnet.

Lord Byron loved the ladies well.
Too many and too frequently.

A somewhat chequered history.
According to the tales they tell.
Aristocratic ladies fell

so easily beneath his spell.
Surrendered their virginity.
Their curiosity to quell.

A serial philanderer.

He pursued many love affairs.

A faithless selfish wanderer.

It seems to day nobody cares.
Because the public much prefer
To ignore truths too hard to bear.

Sunday,26 August 2012
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Feline Dreamy For M'Lady Ernestine

Once upon a Tuesday morning,

it was early, day was dawning.

I looked outside to see

what kind of day t'was going to be.

Dearie me, oh fancy that,
there I saw a dancing cat.
This was very strange to see,
no one saw it, only me.

A twist, a glide, a pirouette,

it was a sight I shan't forget
Dancing, prancing leaping high,
he danced alone beneath the sky.

A brilliant scarlet shirt he wore,

of finest silk from Bangalore.

His dancing shoes of patent leather
fit only for the finest weather.

His trousers were of forest green,
quite the tightest I had ever seen
Dearie me, oh fancy that

on his head was a bowler hat.

As he danced ‘twas plain to see
he was dancing just for me.

He stopped and gave a little bow,
and vanished with a single meow

I woke in bed I'm sad to say

that this had been my mind at play.
Things aren’t always what they seem
it was a lovely, lovely dream.

Poeticpiers
random selection
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Female Characteristic For M 'Lady Ernestine

Women’s minds are different

They do not think the way men do.
Present no reasoned argument

they merely state their point of view

They seem to know instinctively
and are invariably correct.

Which grieves me but I must agree
It is what I come to expect.

Intuition is their guide.

A skill that men sadly lack.

We always tend to look outside
for reasons we can carry back.

To justify the things we do

and wonder why our ladies smile.

Men’s foolishness is nothing new.

Why should the ladies change their style.

What men consider logically

before they can make up their minds.
The ladies discount completely.

Their wisdom of a different kind.

They tolerate our foolish pride.
because they are superior.

A fact that men have long denied
It's not a case of either or.

For women know without a doubt
What is important what is not.
They need no time to work it out.
A talent that no man has got.

Sunday,16 May 2010
http; .
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Femme Fatale

My soul is sick, soon I will die

I seek the comfort of the grave.

I suffer from love’s malady

and may not have the love I crave.

I yield I am no longer brave

My love has made me cowardly
There’s little left that I would save.
My soul is sick, soon I will die

She spurns my love so easily
though I would be her willing slave.
Regarding me contemptibly.

I seek the comfort of the grave.

Her sins I readily forgave
although she acted wantonly.
I saw her as a soul to save.

I suffer from loves malady.

This love will be the death of me.
She sees me as a spineless knave
and so treats me disdainfully.

I may not have the love I crave.

She gladly took all that I gave
and played with me dishonestly.
I'm fevered now and left to rave.
She has no further use for me.
My soul is sick.
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Fidelity Personified For M'Lady Ernestine.

Fidelity personified

Though he was old he was still spry
enough to manage on his own.

Although he’d had a family.

They were grown up and long since gone.

The kept in touch spasmodically
by letter and by telephone.

But very seldom came to see
him in the home they’d known.

Throughout their happy childhood days
But times moves on and so did they
They chose to go their different ways
and one by one they moved away.

Dad would remain until he died
and would be laid to rest beside.
The woman he had loved the best
to join her in eternal rest.

He tends her grave with loving pride
He brought her here his blushing bride.
Together always til she died.

She’s waiting on the other side.

He’s sure he will rejoin her soon
beyond the mountains of the moon.
Still faithful to her memory

he waits to join her patiently.

Sunday,29 August 2010
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Fight For Freedom A Rant

The English pub is dying fast.
Strangled by regulations.

I think I'll live to see the last.
There’ll be no celebrations

There is no where to celebrate
no local institutions.

Unless before it is too late.

A stay of execution.

Is granted by the powers that be
who recognise their foolishness
reversing their stupid decrees

which have proved their total uselessness.

Free the pubs from petty rules,
No one can truly understand
designed by pettifogging fools.
Its up to us we must demand

Repeal of anti smoking laws

and simply let the landlord choose
what seems to be the wiser course.
To allow smoking or refuse.

The customers will let him know

if his decision is correct.

Vote with their feet and choose to go
to any pub which they select.

Where they can smoke or to refuse
Acknowledge we have got the right
As free born Englishmen to choose
Before the last pub fades from sight.

I may survive to see the last

and wonder what will take their place.
An old tradition overcast.

They will just vanish without trace.
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Unless we are prepared to fight

to change the governmental view.
The pubs are part of our birthright
I ‘'m sure we are entitled to.

Choose to do what we enjoy

To smoke and drink and chat with friends
Whatever tactics they employ

To achieve their stated ends

Presenting theories as facts
in their attempts to frighten us.
They try to justify their acts.
Which frankly makes me furious

I smoke because I chose to smoke
Nobody is coercing me
I treat their theories as a joke

not to be taken literally

24/10/2009
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File Clerks Lament.

File clerk’s lament.

I dreamt a dream of pure delight.
Then woke up to reality

I know it was a fantasy.

It satisfied my appetite

for beauty which I rarely see.
Confined to grimy city streets.
My restless spirit was quite free
to travel where it wants to be.
My mind is capable of feats.
Which are denied to my body.

I visit worlds where none compete
and all are treated equally.
Unlike this weary world of woe
that’s all I am allowed to know.

Saturday,21 August 2010
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Final Solution

The countless dead unburied lay beneath a covering of clay.

The good earth turned to dark red mud mixed with the best of soldier’s blood.
It mattered not how many died for death could not be satisfied.

Brave men who fought for their country. Death chose amongst them randomly.
I lived although my comrades died. Death often took them from my side.
Why did I live? So I can tell the world about the living hell

wich we endured knee deep in mud. I think it fitting that I should.

So many died on either side. Involuntary suicide

To fight a war they could not win, to no more see their kith and kin

Like every war it proved to be a total waste, a mockery

The cream of Europe’s fighting mem would never see their homes again.
What did it prove the First World War? Nothing we had not known before!
Though we remember those who died. The lessons learned are not applied
for men still battle constantly to prove superiority.

It seems mankind can't live in peace, that wanton killing will not cease

Until death has added to his score the last man and there are no more.

I think that then and only then the world will be at peace again.

16/04/2009
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Final Solution Implemented

I often feel the urge to Kkill

and just as often I resist.

I know for sure one day will.
These insane urges still persist.

I told my doctor how I feel.

He said that I must learn to deal
When such urges bother me
that they are only fantasy.

Just yesterday I nearly killed.
My life dream almost fulfilled
But some last shred of decency.
Intervened and prevented me.

The lady was so beautiful

her swan like neck so round and full
Oh Lord the woman tempted me.

I could have killed her easily.

The only way to satisfy

my urge to kill: Someone must die,
make fantasy reality.

the one solution I can see

from which I can no longer hide.
My last resort is suicide.

No one else should have to die
My killing urge to satisfy.

I will depart with dignity
and not all reluctantly.
I'll overdose, die quietly.

My problems solved permanently.

17/07/2009
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Finale

Across the sky a streak of light,

a shooting star, a meteor.

Against the darkness of the night,
a sight I've often seen before.

I sometimes wonder where they’ve been.
Before they’re caught by gravity
and forced to play their final scene
and burn out spectacularly.

Each one I've seen was similar
and yet unique in its own way

A meteor or shooting star.

In its last moments would display
its signature across the sky

A rather splendid way to die.

25-Mar-09
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Finale?

I don't want to live forever.

Nor do I wish to die too soon..

I will make it my endeavour.

To treat each new day as a boon.
I remember way back when.

I thought that I would never die.
Age taught me to think again

As the years flew swiftly by.

Each day I wake I'm positive
That fate has plans in mind for me,
and that is why I'm still alive.

I know I'll die eventually.

I plan to enjoy every day

until the call I must obey.
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Finders Keepers For Friend Thad

I have just caught a passing thought.
I wrote it down in black and white,

it was a stray I had the right

I've not seen one like this before

A random thought, original.

It is not often that you see

a brand new thought that’s flying free.
I claimed it which is typical,

I caught it by pure accident

it was not something I had planned.
I am quite sure you'll understand

I'm following a precedent

which was established long ago.
Finders are keepers as you know.
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First Born

In the softly scented twilight,

walking slowly simply musing.

My thoughts turn to my hearts delight
she is sure now to be choosing.

Which young man she wants to marry
now she has become a woman.
Hopefully I am her quarry now

that she must chose her man.

Long dark hair which flows like water,
flashing eyes that hold the moonlight.
Running Elk the chieftains daughter
graceful as the swallows in flight.

She is full of joy and laughter,

she sings sweeter than the song birds
Can I win the chieftains daughter
may the Great Spirit hear my words.

Many moons now I have loved her
watched her grow into a beauty

Now the goddess’ hand has touched her,
she must do her sacred duty.

She is old enough now to wed.

She must choose her life’s companion
to share her tepee and her bed.

I long to be her chosen one.

I am proud with much to offer.
Doughty warrior, careful tracker.
I have much that I can proffer
defence from any attacker.

Great Manitou lend me your aid.
Guide her footsteps let her choose me
from all the braves who will parade
Let her heart see my honesty.
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Make me show worthy in her eyes.

She is young and needs a husband
who know that he has gained the prize.
Fairest maiden of all this land.

Through the night I'm vigil keeping
praying to ancestral spirits

Whilst the other braves are sleeping.
Night long prayers can bring benefits.

In the morning as the dawn breaks.
Tribal elders call the young men
from their beds as the camp awakes.
To let the maidens look again.

Each young warrior wears a brave face
Hoping he is the chosen one

Now each young maiden takes her place
their faces set as cast in stone.

Will she chose me I must wonder.
If I find favour in her eyes,

she’ll lead me to the forest yonder.
Where we may enter paradise.

Be still my heart let not your thunder
sound so loudly. I must appear
indifferent as I wonder.

Though I can feel her drawing near.

Her soft strong hand encloses mine
Running Elk the chieftains daughter
has chosen me so she is mine

We walk away midst peals of laughter

quickly towards the forest grove
There in the quiet of the trees
we can enjoy our new sprung love

Caressed by sunlight and the breeze.

For one full moon we need not be
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concerned with any other thing.
For one full moon we are quite free.
She is my queen and I am king.

But then we must rejoin the tribe
take up our duties separate

As tribal customs all prescribe

as married man and chosen mate,

Though presently we do not care
lost in love and burning need.
We live on love and dine on air
in this we are firmly agreed.

When the moon is full we will go
back to the camp to our tepee
and let her loving kinfolk know
that she has chosen happily.

We will maintain our dignity

at least in public where we’re seen
But in our tepee privately

I will still treat her as my queen.

Although the tribal laws dictate

a wife must meekly serve her lord.
I see no need to dominate

I'll let her have the final word.

For I have observed carefully

the way my older kinfolks live

and those who live in harmony.

Know when to take and when to give.

My Running Elk is my delight

and I provide for her the best

WE work by day and love by night,
we know by heaven we are blessed.

Beneath her heart a new life thrives

a mutual product of our love
A treasure to complete our lives
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A sign of favour from above

The first born of our family

The chieftain takes it in his stride
Her mother tells us privately
That he is swollen up with pride.

Her mother well advises her

what she must and must not do

As she makes clothes of softest fur
to fit the babe that is soon due.

But as me I'm terrified

I would rather face a bear.

She brushes all my fears aside
and tells me that I won't be there.

Some things men aren't allowed to see
At child birth the old women rule

and I agree wholeheartedly.

Because I am frightened fool.

But when he’s here I'll play my part
and teach him everything I know.
Make sure he has the finest start
of any child and watch him grow.

My wife’s convinced it will be a she.
She says the goddess told her so.
It matters not we both agree

for in due course we'll get to know

I am a man I have a wife
I am as happy as can be.
Together we created life
that I await impatiently.

My Running Elk just laughs at me.
She says she must do all the work
In nurturing the life to be

while I just wear a silly smirk
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As if was all down to me

I did my bit I did my best

and she conceived triumphantly.

I think I passed my manhood test.

I'm what a proper man should be
I am so proud that I could burst
My Running Elk indulges me.

All men are proudest of their first.

Nine moons have passed this was the last.
Now I am banished from my tent.

I sweat and bid the time go fast.

I cannot rest til news is sent.

Have I a daughter or a son

and is my Running Elk alright.

The babes arrived the battle’s won.
Just as the morning star shines bright.

Now Running Elk must have her rest
and I am not allowed to see

the babe that’s suckling at her breast.
Until my sweetheart calls for me

To thank her for this wondrous gift.
the pain she underwent for me.

I feel my lowered spirits lift

I hear her calling come and see.

I go to her and hold her hand.
My son is sleeping peacefully.
I cannot speak I simply stand
and gaze upon my family.

My heart is full she understands
she reads me like an open book.
My son she places in my hands

I stand amazed and thunderstruck

A sturdy boy, his shock of hair
as shiny as a ravens wing
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I cannot say how much I
but she can hear she’s listening.

The hymn of praise which my heart sings
will tell her all she longs to hear

To me our son a king of kings

and she the dearest of the dear.

My mind replays the day she chose.
I was afraid that she would not

and somehow even this she knows
but is still pleased with what she got.

She is much more than I deserve
although she won't agree with this.
For all my life I'll gladly serve

my family for her sweet kiss.

She knows my love will never fade
that I will love her faithfully

She knows I loved her as a maid
and that’s the reason she chose me.

She bids me go and get some sleep
she knows the vigil that I kept.

Our love is strong enough to keep
and words must wait until we've slept.

I go my way and find a bed

I close my eyes and know no more.
When I awake the sun is red

and night is falling fast once more.

Tonight I sleep in my own bed
beside the wife that I adore

My son will sleep beside her head.
What man could ask for any more.

(Revised Sep 07)
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First Impressions Can Be False

The vicar wore a summer frock
when he was preaching to his flock.
His chosen theme intolerance
afforded him the perfect chance.

To openly admit he was

a little different because.

By nature disinclined to fight
the urges which to him felt right.

Confidently masculine.

He did not feel clothes should define
ones sexual identity

and should be viewed more tolerantly.

All deviations from the norm
considered so we might reform
The way we judge our fellow men
It is time to take stock again.

A brawny Scotsman we accept

can wear a kilt we don’t suspect.
that he might be effeminate.

In fact we think that he looks great.

A prime example of a man.

Which only goes to show we can forget
our preconceived ideas.

A man defines the clothes he wears

In days of yore Dandies would dress
in silks and velvet to impress

and would defend with naked steel
the right to dress the way they feel.

I find it hard to understand

why people condemn out of hand
Men who do not seem to care
what you think they ought wear.
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A man has every right to dress

in any fashion more nor less.
Women can wear trouser suits
and if they choose to heavy boots.

If your reaction to his clothes

is to suspect he’s one of those
Then you display your ignorance
and complete lack of tolerance.

16-Jan-08
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First Lady

Darkness descends and silence reigns
across the mountains and the plains.
The Moon Goddess has yet to rise
but soon she’ll dominate the skies.
The focus of adoring eyes.

Though new religions rise and fall.
The faithful few resist their call.
They have no doubt, no doubt at all.
That their Goddess rules over all.
The orb which lights the sky by night
is only meant to signify.

Her ever open watchful eye.

She still regards the race of men
indulgently as her children.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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First Love

I've been around the block a time or two.
Long since; I lost my childish innocence.
For what I lost I gained some recompense.
One of the bitter lessons life has taught.

I loved her: She loved me or so I thought.
Her practiced lies defeated my defence.

I fell because I lacked experience.

I was a toy to her just something new

to play with for a while and then discard.

I was seduced, betrayed and cast aside

to satisfy her selfish vanity.

I learned to cope but found the lesson hard.
So now I view romance suspiciously.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Fixed Routine.

I always choose to take this way
This quiet path leads to my door,
Today as every other day.

I have no fear that I may stray.
I see no reason to explore.
I always choose to take this way.

Here sun and shadow interplay
Creating shapes not seen before.
Today as every other day.

The song thrush sings his roundelay.
I feel my jaded spirits soar
I always choose to take this way.

Though I could choose another way
I am aware of two or more.

Today as every other day.

It adds some pleasure to my day

a feeling I have known before.

I always choose to take this way

Today as every other day.

Wednesday,10 November 2010
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Flagrant Exhibitionists For M'Lady Ernestine

Deep purple Iris’ rioting

Beside a gently flowing stream.
Neglected yet still flourishing.

Part of a long abandoned dream.

The Gardener grew old and died
before she made her dream come true
Her dream remains unsatisfied.

Yet still the purple Iris Grew.

Though dreamers die their dreams live on
until they are adopted by

By somebody else; Perhaps someone
who's not prepared to let dreams die.
They flaunt their beauty shamelessly.
Purple clad Imperially.

Friday,19 August 2011
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Flaming June Fo M' Lady Ernestine

The night descends so suddenly.

It's darker than it ought to be.
Unless I'm wrong the month is June
It's not supposed to get dark soon
but then again it’s rained all day
from weeping clouds of iron grey.
What happened to the summer sun?
This cold and damp is not much fun.
It makes my old joints ache and creak
although I know I'm not unique.
Arthritis is a malady

which will respond quite readily.

To a good dose of warm sunlight

A month or two would put me right.

8-Jun-08
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Flautist For M Lady Erenestine

The soft sweet notes flow from the flute,
played by a busker old and gray

He chooses melodies to suit

The folks he knows will pass this way.
His old cloth cap lies at his feet,
already holds a coin or two.

His lilting music bitter sweet

ensures that I will add one too.

The old man breathes new life into
forgotten tunes from long ago

and turns them into something new.
He seems instinctively to know

what kind of music he must play

to fill his hat with coins today

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Fleeting Impressions.

Fleeting Impressions.

Soft silver moonbeams passing through.
A stained glass window in the night.

Are guaranteed to turn into

An abstract picture to delight.

Those who can appreciate.

A different form of artistry

Which never becomes out of date.

But remains contemporary.

The way the colours merge and blend
The interplay of light and shade

The constant changes will not end.

Until the sun announces a new day
When daylight breaks the moonlight goes
Back where it came from I suppose.

Tuesday,29 November 2011
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Flexitime For Friend Denis Joe

A blank faced clock which has no hands
must still obey Chronos’ commands.
The minutes pass without display.
Times moves on inexorably

the hours passing speedily

Today replaces yesterday.

Why are men obsessed by the clock
they measure every tick and tock.
What does it matter anyway?

we know that darkness rules the night
and that the day is filled by light.
Some time to sleep and work or play.
Avid clock watchers fail to see

that time can pass variably.

4-May-08
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Flight Of Fantasy.

No moon tonight, the sky is indigo.

The stars appear as points of brilliant light
against the backdropp of the darkling night.

Far too far away for us to ever go.

And yet perhaps in time, you never know.

We may one day exceed the speed of light.
Though until we do we can claim the right

to send our questing minds where we cannot go

Our minds are free to defy gravity

and travel at the speed of thought.

We can indulge our love of fantasy.
Our minds need no technical support
although we know it is not reality.
Things may not be, as we were taught.

Thursday,13 May 2010
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Flutter Byes For M Ladychitra

The autumn leaves fall from the trees.
Twirling and dancing in the breeze.
Like ghosts of summer butterflies
although they don’t deceive my eyes.
My poets mind says otherwise.
Transmogrifies them easily,

assisted by their autumn guise.

Into bright coloured butterflies.

Like butterflies they dance and play
but they will fall eventually.

Down to the ground and rot away
And form a mulch to feed each tree.
On which trees live as they should do.
Though for a little while they flew.

16-Oct-08
http;
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Flying Blind

You must conform or when you die
you may not enter paradise

I won’t conform I'll tell you why.

I don’t believe the blatant lies

of priests who claim to speak for God.
Each claim their way’s the only way.
In fact I find it very odd

that they believe or so they say.

In tolerance and charity

which all of them profess to teach

To me it is hypocrisy

not to practice that which you preach

But sadly there some who will
although they are forbidden to.
Set out determinedly to kill

all those who hold a different view.

I do not claim to speak for god

nor do I claim to speak for you.
Though you may find my beliefs odd
in my view you're entitled to.

I will not try to convert you
or force you to accept my view
Because my friend I'm flying blind

like every last one of you.

16-Jul-08
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Flying Lessons For M'Lady Ernestine.

The swallows have successfully
raised up their fledging family.

The little ones now have to try

out their wings and learn to fly.
Although at first reluctantly.

They seem to know instinctively,

the freedom of the sky is theirs.

But only for the bird who dares

to leave the nest and try their wings.
Despite the anxious twitterings

of parent birds who have the right.
To watch their first attempt at flight.
They fly because they know they can.
All part of Mother Natures plan.

Sunday,13 June 2010
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Foiled By Beauty For M'Lady Sally Plumb

A spider web bedecked with dew.

The early morning sun shines through.
Creates a tapestry of light.

A work of art in its own right.

Because the sparkling dew negates.
The spider webs efficiency.

Until the sun evaporates

the morning dew sufficiently

The spider must wait patiently
until at last she breaks her fast
Flies tangled inextricably

in the sticky threads she cast.

The spider builds instinctively.

A trap we aren’t supposed to see.
As long as it is visible

It's totally impossible.

For the silken trap to do

(It is designed to be unseen)

The task it is intended to.

But for the dew it would have been.

Although it’s pleasing to our eyes
We know it isn't meant to be

It's obvious to passing flies

who can avoid it easily.

The hungry spider would prefer

to do without the morning dew.
Which seems intent to deprive her
of fat flies which are her due.

The spider’s loss is our gain

We see the transient beauty.
Which we may never see again.
If only temporarily.
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The spider web bedecked with dew
To us a source of great delight
Created each morning anew

by dew drops reflecting sun light.

Although the spider breakfasts late.
There’s little doubt she will survive.

I'm sure she will appreciate
her breakfast when it does arrive.

Tuesday,08 March 2011
poeticpiers.
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Food For Thought

The fields are bare, the harvest safe in store
Now is the time for man and beast to rest
King winter will enforce his frigid rule.

The fields are white, the harvest safe in store
In time the sun will shine and spring return
The earth will show renewed vitality

When sunshine puts an end to winters reign,
the frost retreats to let the spring return.

The farmers and the peasants know the score.
The city folk are merely parasites

who do not know nor want to know the score.
They are convinced they do not need to learn.
Confident that gold can buy anything,

this is not true. When famine strikes they’ll learn.
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Food Glorious Food For Friend Thad

The hunger pangs I feel are real.

My stomachs growling to be fed,
This is no quiet mute appeal

refuses to be quieted.

Nouveau cuisine just will not do

no pretty pictures on a plate

I really need something to chew
some prime beef steak to masticate.
My stomach clearly understands
exactly what it wants and needs
Expects me to obey its commands
and as always it succeeds.

A T bone steak with some French fries
My stomach usually satisfies.

ivor or ivor.e hogg

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 579



For Amusement Only

I do not let spam mail annoy
but rather it amuses me

The corny ruses they employ.
Make me laugh hysterically

The tell me that I really need
the services they have to sell.
Then try appealing to my greed
another scam which fails as well
There’s no way that they can succeed.
I enjoy their stupidity

it helps to brighten up my day
Relying on cupidity

of simple fools happy to pay

for doubtful goods of little worth
To me a source of endless mirth.
I know it may seem odd to you
But I enjoy it really do’

8-Feb-08
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For Better Or Worse

I say Phoebe do not force it.

It won't fit inside your corset.

Those rolls of fat that wobble so

are adamant they will not go.

They do not wish to be constrained.
't was better far you had remained.
The slim young girl you used to be
and given up on gluttony

Those sweets which you enjoyed so much
have added weight, well just a touch.
Oh Blast it I'll speak honestly

You are as fat as fat can be.

But I don't care I love you still
There’s more of you my arms to fill.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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For Pity's Sakes

Oft in the stilly night, I wake

for no reason apparently.

Then I recall each past mistake
that I have made regretfully.

A self inflicted punishment

for wrongful deeds which I recall

Some hurt I caused without intent.

The guilt I felt still lingers yet.

I fall asleep eventually

my guilty conscience satisfied.
Allows me to sleep peacefully.
My past misdeeds are set aside.
I can’t deny I made mistakes
so do we all for pity’s sakes.

11-Jan-08

ivor or ivor.e hogg

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

582



For This Relief Much Thanks For M Lady Ann

Just a few dwindling pools remain

in what was once the river bed.
Three years and more without rain.
Most of my livestock long since dead.

Yet still I have to struggle on

I have no choice no place to go

All of my men have packed and gone,
To where the deeper rivers flow.

Each evening I pray for rain

I won't surrender to despair.

I'm not too old to start again.

No man can win who does not dare.

The storm clouds gather overhead.
Perhaps in answer to my prayer.
This time release much needed rain.
There’s water, water everywhere.

The river fills and overflows.

The arid earth drinks greedily.

The drought is over: Heaven knows
I've had my share of misery.

I face the future confident

That I can do what must be done
Determination and intent

are all I have I will go on.

I will build up my stock and then
I will employ some jackaroos.

To help me run the place again
much needed help that I can use.

But for the present work alone.

My nearest neighbour’s miles away
There is so much that must be done.
Enough to fill each working day.
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When evening comes I will give thanks.

Unto my maker gratefully.
The river flows between its banks.
And all is as it ought to be.

09/07/2009
cpiers
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Forbidden For Jt Ellison

I sometimes wonder when you die.
Are you aware that you are dead?
And do you know the reason why
And can you see the way ahead.

Or are you frightened and alone

And do not know what you should do
When you are faced with the unknown.
Does someone come to comfort you?

Some sort of spirit rescue team
who are prepared and on stand by.
Who will explain this is no dream.
A different reality.

Your body died but you live on
Immortal spirits cannot die.
Although you’re sad and woebegone,
you must accept reluctantly.

You can’t go back; impossible.

You must move on to the next stage.
Although it’s highly probable

you will refuse to in your rage.

You were not ready yet to die

and miss all that you left behind.

You cannot see a reason why

fate should choose you. That you can find.

Eventually you realise

this is your new reality.

Death comes to all as a surprise
because that’s how it is meant to be.

All people know that they must die
but may not know the where or when
Though we may ask, there’s no reply.
Some knowledge is forbidden men.
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Forbidden Fantasies

Dreams of desire: Forbidden things,
we wanted to, but never did.
Desires we carefully hid,

Carnal, lustful, hopeless yearnings.

Forbidden fruits beyond our reach.
We could achieve in dreaming state.
Each dream a lesson sought to teach.
Our super egos in full spate.

Warnings against unbridled lust.
Egos obey they don't rebel.

Our Ids reply why should we trust
the stupid stories which you tell.

Our Ids perforce must be restrained.
Nobody is allowed to do

exactly as they wanted to.

They are by legal rules constrained.

Dreams of desire as yet are free
to be indulged in privately.
Not to be taken seriously,

we know they’re only fantasy.

3-Sep-08
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Forbidden Knowledge For Dr

Driven by curiosity

the monkey mind of modern man.
Creates new technology

to find out everything he can.

Regardless of the consequence.
He has to know, he is obsessed.
Although rarely can he make sense
of things that catch his interest.

He has to try and satisfy

his raging curiosity.

The normal rules do not apply
to someone searching earnestly

for answers to the mysteries
Which have bedevilled humankind.
Throughout all mankind’s history.
The answers we will never find.

Some knowledge is forbidden us
Because we do not need to know
We're immature and dangerous.
We must accept the Status Quo

Until we learn to think ahead
Consider probabilities
alternatives to use instead
within our capabilities.

We are spendthrift and profligate
Take what we want without remorse
Destroy much more than we create.
Greed is the creed which we endorse.

04/04/2009
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Forbidden Territory For M Lady Kelly Houseman

I tend my gardens on the moon

The far side which the earth can’t see.
Although I fear that very soon
astronauts will visit me.

I'll hide my gardens from their eyes.
This is a place they should not be.
This is no time for compromise.

I will repel them forcibly

I value highly solitude

and my hard won serenity
I disdain men’s attitude.
They’re lacking in maturity.

A member of an older race

I've paid my dues and earned the right
To protect my own living space

which I keep hidden out of sight.

Intruders I won't tolerate

I will destroy them instantly

and leave no trace as to their fate.
If they intrude impudently.

I tend my gardens on the moon
with loving care contentedly

and ask from fate one single boon.
No astronaut should bother me.

I live alone because I choose
Preferring my own company
for others I have little use.

In perfect self sufficiency.

13-Aug-08
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Foregone Conclusion. For M'selle Perrault

My muse like any woman will
use her feminine wiles and skill
To persuade me to her view
and will persist until I do
Exactly as she wants me to.

I'm well aware that she will win.
Should I surrender just give in?
I must defend my self respect

it is the least she will expect

So I protest to no effect.

When my muse makes up her mind.
Like any poet I will find.

I have no choice but to obey

and there is nothing I can say.

She will reject each argument.

That I can muster and present
Although it’s futile to resist.
My fragile ego will insist

I have no option but persist
to register my discontent.

Though this does not deter my muse.
She knows full well I can’t refuse.
She knows from my past history.

I will submit reluctantly

She always wins eventually

She knows I must put on a show
to satisfy my male ego.

She is prepared to wait until

I do obey her sovereign will.
She makes that clearly evident.

I cannot win I'm bound to lose

When I argue with my muse.
She’s confident she will prevail.
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After all I'm only a male
Somewhat naive and innocent.

She knows I am a gentleman

that’s why she’s certain that she can.
Persuade coerce or bully me

Until give in and agree.

My muse will brook no argument.

Sunday,24 October 2010
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Foreordained?

I suffer from a malady

And have done since I first drew breath
I know this for a certainty.

The end result will be my death.

Why should I let this worry me?

I know that I have died before.

My soul will live eternally.

Each time I die I'm born once more.

Each life I must learn something new.
Something I have not learned before.
One life insufficient to

add enough knowledge to my store.

I must return again to learn
Each life I have to start anew
To garner credits which I earn
By doing what I have to do.

I can't access my memories.

I start each life with a clean sheet.
And build up knowledge by degrees.
Like other men I must compete.

To earn my place and gain respect.
It is entirely up to me.

There is no way I can expect

To earn my merits easily.

The obstacles I overcome.
Will be recorded faithfully.
Although I score the minimum..
I still progress although slowly.

Life is a journey all must make.

Although there is no urgency.
About the speed or road we take.
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Because we have eternity.

We live we die we are reborn.
Always to different circumstance.
To poverty or else high born.
Each life provides another chance.

To move on towards the light.

Where we will know as we are known.
And gain the power of wingless flight.
Because we are at last full grown.

The journey to maturity.

We undertake at our own pace.
We can choose slowly or swiftly.
Until we reach the trysting place.

We will return from whence we came.
And become part of the oversoul.
We'll have succeeded in our aim.
To merge must be our final goal.

Monday,09 April 2012
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Foresight

Some sweet peas still defy the frost.
A battle which will soon be lost,
Though they have battled valiantly
they can’t defeat their enemy.

Which kills each blossom one by one.
Quite soon the last one will be gone.
I pick the seed pods to be dried

and store them safe and warm inside.

When spring returns I will prepare
their seed bed with the greatest care
I will ensure it is weed free

and I will feed it thoroughly.

Before I plant my precious seed

So I am sure they will succeed.

and in due course produce for me
their pretty blooms abundantly.

20-Nov-07
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Forest Lord For er

As I walked out beneath the moon
I heard that old compelling tune
The Pipes of Pan that faintly play
have power to steal my will away.

The old God rules the forest yet

I know he does I can't forget.

I was forced to follow the sound.
Although I know he can’t be found.

Unless he chooses to reveal
he is alive and well and real.
To tell the truth I found it odd
For Pan is a forgotten God.

He has the power to overrule
with music as his only tool.

My hardened shell of disbelief
and in some way grant me relief.

From all the woes which trouble me.
So for a little while I'm free,

to leave reality behind.

For long enough to still my mind.

I might be only fantasy.

I'm well ware that it could be
Although I try I can’t explain
the forest is till Pans domain.

Then suddenly the music ceased.
I knew that I had been released.
I still cherish the memory

Of the night Pan played pipes for me..

28-0ct-08
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Forgive Me Father I Have Sinned For Frienddenis Joe

Forgive me father I have sinned.

He was a hidden enemy who took delight in thwarting me.

I don't know how I gave offence, his friendliness was pretence.

He constantly destroyed my dreams by underhanded evil schemes.
When I discovered all he’d done, I said nothing to anyone.

Then I destroyed my enemy. I planned his murder carefully

Paid great attention to detail and formed a plan that could not fail.
He had to pay the penalty in such a way that I went free.

His death must seem an accident, nobody knew of my intent.

My conscience doesn’t bother me because I killed my enemy.

His hatred of me made him blind to the snare I had designed.

He thought that when he turned the key, the lift would fall down crushing me
But I had rewired the lock and he received a fatal shock.

I think that I was justified in planning how and where he died.
He was intent on harming me instead of which died instantly.
I acted in my own defence. His spite and his malevolence
Have made a murderer of me but I can still sleep peacefully.

I confessed my sin openly; my parish priest has absolved me.

He bid me go and sin no more. He need have no doubt on that score.
The deed which I was driven to, I won't repeat and that is true.

My secret enemy is dead. It might have been me in his stead.

27-Apr-08
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Forgotten.

I used to be a household name.
A notable celebrity.

I was a winner in life’s game
Now nobody remembers me.

I lived a life of luxury.

Spent every penny that I earned.
Today I live in poverty.

The tables well and truly turned.

I should have saved but I did not

I thought my fame would never end
I was contented with my lot.

But now I know you can’t depend.

On lady luck a fickle jade.

She builds you up then tears you down.

One day you top the hit parade
The next day you become unknown.

I only have myself to blame
Believed my own publicity

I gloried in my transient fame.
But lady luck deserted me.

I was a fool I must confess

But I chose not to think ahead.
What does it matter more nor less.
Most people think that am dead.

Instead I'm just an old has been
I slipped into obscurity

completely faded from the scene.
Nobody wants to remember me..

23/08/2009
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Forward Planning

Bright autumn leaves like butterflies
are gaily dancing in the breeze.

Until they fall; no more to rise

and coat the ground beneath the trees.
In carpets of rich autumn hues

Which will soon fade to neutral brown.
The time has come for trees to lose
their leaves and cast them down.

As they prepare for winters rule.
Returning to the earth again

their useless leaves to use a fuel.
Which when spring comes will help sustain.
The sudden burst of energy

that is required by every tree.

Saturday,11 September 2010
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Forward Planning.

God rest ye greedy merchants all.
The time has come when you display
the tawdry goods you hope to sell

to foolish folk prepared to pay.

Much more than what your goods are worth.
To give as gifts on Christmas day
Your tills are ringing merrily

in tune with carols which you play
Creating an ambience which
encourages folks to spend.

A great deal more than otherwise

On which your profits will depend.

I have no doubt you're planning to
make more profits at Easter too.

Saturday,27 November 2010
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Free Flight For Friend Thad

To celebrate freedom a bird

will soar on high triumphantly
Ensuring that it will be heard
singing in freedom joyfully.

Freed from its cage by accident

the door left open by mistake.
Turned loose to make its first ascent.
Alas the last that it will make.
Because it is so different

the wild birds will attack on sight

to kill this stranger their intent
Without remorse as they think right
The song bird dies a tragedy

but better than captivity.

2-Mar-08
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Free Lunch For Doc Wilde

Free lunch: there’s no such thing!
There is a price for every thing,
although at first it may seen free.
There’s strings attached you do not see.
The innocent and the naive,

might well mistakenly believe.

That kindly merchants give away

some things for which you need not pay.
Then realise to their surprise

that they have paid a higher price.

for something free apparently.

They have been screwed right royally.
If it looks too good to be true

it usually is I'm telling you.

7-]Jan-08
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Free Thinker.

I don’t believe the world we see could happen accidentally.

Considered scientifically the evidence convinces me.

There has to be some master plan, some power which is greater than anything
conceived by man. Which I believe because I can

think independently. Refuse to follow slavishly

the ideas which are currently accepted by humanity.

Though different creeds hold different views from a man is free to choose.
I am entitled to refuse. After all what can I lose?

I can accept that I might be completely wrong quite possibly.

But I believe that I am free to reject theology.

Though warring creeds have every right to see it as a sacred rite
Freedom to worship as they choose. I can respect their different views.
That does not mean I must agree. I tolerate quite easily

and all I ask their respect. I ‘m not a fool I don’t expect

they will relinquish bigotry and cease to try to convert me.

I don’t belong to any creed Because I can’t see any need.

I think that god created me and gave me the ability

To use my brain to think things through and that is what I choose to do

Tuesday,11 May 2010.
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Freedom Of Choice.

I see God as a neutral force.

A universal power source,

which everyone has access to.

To do the things they choose to do.
It can be used for good or ill
according to the users will.

But like any power source

there’ll be a price to pay of course.
Be very careful how you use

The power that you're free to choose.
It's your responsibility.

You cannot claim to be blame free
For what you freely chose to do.
You’'ll foot the bill when it falls due.

Sunday,27 February 2011
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Freedom Of Expression For M Lady Christine Kerr

Freedom of expression

A woman cries when she is glad
A woman cries when she is mad.
A woman cries when she is sad.
Tears of pleasure, rage and grief
all bring some measure of relief
and that is why a woman cries.

But men are not supposed to cry.
Forbidden by society,

though no knows the reason why.
Men may not let their feeling sho.
Men must appear to be macho
and that is why men do not cry.

Though women claim equality.
The truth is different obviously.
Women can expect to be
allowed to cry quite openly.
But men are still inhibited

for them tears are prohibited

Although I only theorise

I'm wise enough to realise

that some men taken by surprise.
Will weep and wail as women do

and demonstrate the way they feel.

Their rage and grief is just as real.

As anything a woman a woman feels.

Why should a man try to conceal
what his hot tears clearly reveal.
That he is sad or mad or glad.
Perhaps its time to think again
what is appropriate for men.

27-Feb-09
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Freedom. Ivorian Sonnet

Because some people disagree

about the rules of poetry.

There'll always be some argument.
Nobody can define the rules

which leads to widespread discontent.
Some cannot understand it seems,

that every poet has the right.

To choose the way they share their dreams
in any form they choose to write.

I say each poet should be free

to write the way they want to write.

In metered verse with rhyming schemes
or try some new experiment.

No one can dictate how you write.

Wednesday,16 June 2010
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Freelance Contractor For M'Lady Lucianne

I've been a ghost for centuries.
Qualified by experience.

No diplomas or degrees

but plenty of self confidence.

Although I died quite suddenly.
Beheading does not take too long

I just accepted readily

the choice of sides I made was wrong.

I lived my life as best I could

like other men I made mistakes.
And did not do the things I should
One wrong decision all it takes.

Although a failure as a man.

I am a most successful ghost

I do the very best I can
Although I am not one to boast.

I take a pride in what I do

I can appear and disappear

(I'm one of the accomplished few)
to fill a humans heart with fear.

I've haunted stately homes with pride
I've walked abroad without my head
Through solid walls I quickly glide

I am enjoying being dead.

Alive I earned but small respect
in fact nobody noticed me.

But now in my ghostly aspect.
I'm treated most respectfully.

Some day I know I must move on

but I can feel no urgency.

Although my dearest friends have gone.
A ghost is all I want to be.
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I've been a ghost for centuries.
I find it suits me very well.

I do exactly as I please

The skills T have I freely sell.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Freethinker

I don't profess to speak for God

nor do I claim authority

To you my ideas may seem odd

but they are mine exclusively

I question everything I am told

I use the brain God granted me
Challenge the legends known of old
and find them full of falsity.

I can respect that other men

cling firmly to what have been taught
when they were innocent children
Which they accept without a thought.
I see no reason for dissent

though our beliefs are different.

30-Dec-07
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Freethinker For on

Freethinker

I do believe that memory can be passed down genetically

Encoded in our D.N.A Although I know the experts say

My theory’s unsustainable, there is no proof obtainable.

For all their professed expertise. My theory causes them unease.
They are afraid I might be right. It could explain why men take fright.
When darkness falls and they can’t see, arousing repressed memories
Of long ago when men were prey which linger to the present day
Although the experts can’t explain the workings of the human brain.
The experts say it can’'t be so: They know less than they think they know.
I don’t accept the experts view I see no reason I should do

I still believe that memory can be passed down genetically.

Encoded in our D.N.A. No matter what the experts say.

They cannot force me to agree for I think independently

31/05/2009
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Freeway Diners

In sombre black from head to toes.

There are few birds as smart as crows

both in the manner of their dress
and in their native cleverness.
They seize each opportunity

to gain advantage easily.

Patrol the motorways at will

and daily dine on fresh roadkill.
The need not struggle to survive
as long as human beings drive.
The crows are wise enough to know
exactly when and where to go

to satisfy their appetites.

They have their choice of tasty bites.

6-Apr-08
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From A Great Height.

Beneath her balcony he’d sing
and promise love eternally.

The maiden spurned his offering.
She knew of his philandering.

But undeterred he’d nightly sing.
Experienced in the ways of maids.
He knew she would be listening
to hear his mandolin tinkling.

Eventually she would relent
appear upon the balcony.
Although she doubted his intent.
By trial and experiment.

He'd found that curiosity

A fatal weakness in young maids
would bring her to the balcony.
It always worked successfully.

It always had done in the past.

This maid was made of sterner stuff.
She vowed tonight would be the last
and down upon his head she cast.

The contents of her chamber pot.
Which served to dampen his ardour
Attar of roses it was not.

Although he deserved what he got.

I felt some little sympathy

to see him so discomfited.
To be drenched unexpectedly
in his intended victims pee.

A message that he’d not forget.

This lady was no easy prey.

The chamber pot she had upset

Has soaked him in Eau de Toilet.
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He quickly hurried from the scene.

His pride damaged beyond repair.

His parting comments were obscene.

At least I thought they must have been..

No longer does the troubadour
Sing below her balcony
Sweet serenades about amour

No one has seen him any more.

07/09/2009
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From Small Begginings Story Poem For M'Lady
Ernestine

A cairn of stones that’s added to
By travellers who pass this way.
Although today they’re very few.

Few realise the cairn exists
Now no one can remember why
But the custom still persists

Originally the cairn was built
to mark the spot where someone died.
Perhaps assuaging a sense of guilt.

The killing was an accident
a blow which was in anger struck.
There was no murderous intent

He killed his friend and he confessed
The man was truly penitent.
So obviously that he impressed.

The learned judge who heard the case.
Who ruled that he was innocent
of murder but that he still must face.

A whole life sentence of regret
and that was punishment enough.
This old legend lingers yet.

Each time he passed the spot

he placed a stone upon the cairn.
Which whilst he lived grew quite a lot.
It towers now some eight feet high.

As people added their tribute
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although no one remembers why.
Although it’s off the beaten track

one day you might just pass this way
and add your pebble to the stack

It has become a monument
a cairn of stone sure to impress.
Yet it began by accident

12/10/2009
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Frost Filigrees For M 'Lady Ernestine

The first frost paints the window panes
with filigrees of silver white

The artist takes the greatest pains
to ensure that he gets it right.
Though very sad it’s also true.

His artistry is all in vain,

it only lasts an hour or two

before the glass is clear again.

We can enjoy it for a while.

That is what we’re meant to do.
Tomorrow in his usual style

he will have painted it anew.

A different pattern put on show
created there on my window.

28-0ct-08
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Frosted Glass

Frost flowers on my windowpane.
Jack Frost has visited again.

I always know when he's been here.

Because pretty patterns appear

As if by magic overnight.

A tracery of sparkling white.

A sight that sure to satisfy.

The most discerning artist's eye.
It's beautiful though transient.
Frost paintings can't be permanent.
It will last for an hour or two.
Before it melts as it's sure to.

Frost flowers bloom beneath the moon.

‘til morning comes alas too soon.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Frustrated Ambition.

Frustrated ambition.

I can remember vividly

The first person that I chose to kill.
Although selected randomly.

It somehow made me feel fulfilled.

No longer a non entity.

Overlooked by everyone.

It proved my capability

To make my name and be someone.

I thought about it constantly.

I knew that I must kill again

I felt a growing certainty

my only thought was to regain.

The rush of the adrenaline

The sense of power which it brought.
As if the whole wide world was mine.
That was the feeling which I sought.

Though when my second victim died

My pleasure was not so intense

and I was left unsatisfied

Which did not seem to make much sense.

When I killed victim number three
There was no rushed adrenaline.
Which only served to convince me
That killing had become routine.

I had not yet achieved my aim.
Although Kkilling had lost its thrill.
The only way I would gain fame
Was by continuing to kill.

I will defy the threatened rain
To add another to my score
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Tonight I mean to kill again
and claim my victim number four.

Though others have killed many more
To earn their place in history.

I aim to beat the highest score.

I'm sure I will eventually.

Because I've only just begun
I study the case histories.
Familiar with everyone

I find that this inspires me.

To choose my victims carefully
and not at random as before
and change my M.O frequently
Whilst I am racking up my score.

Six years have passed my final score
I don't believe can be surpassed.

by anyone who'’s gone before.
Perhaps the time has come at last

For me to claim the fame that’s due.
Because I have successfully
Achieved what I set out to do.

By confessing publically.

The best laid plans can go awry.
The powers that be were satisfied
My story was a fantasy.

And so they had me certified.

No access to publicity

I never got the chance to boast.
Perhaps a fitting penalty
Organised by a vengeful ghost.

They keep me safely locked away
With no access to the outside.
Though I am certain that one day
All my claims will be verified.
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Some one will find my record book
Containing records of my Kkills.
But when I tell them where to look
They do not listen: no one will.

Tuesday,13 December 2011
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Frustration

I would that I could ever be.

Allowed to worship thy beauty.

but thou hast little time for men

now past their three score years and ten.
But old men still dream young men’s dreams.
So when I sleep it truly seems

thou wouldst accept me as a swain

for I am young and strong again.

I wot that in reality

such foolish dreams can never be.

The secret dreams I dare not share

are but a burden that I bear.

Desire outlives ability

a lesson in humility.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Fulfilment

When I am dead I want to be
buried without ceremony.

As nourishment to feed a tree
that’s planted in my memory.

I just express the way I feel.
Gravestones are cold have no appeal.
A living tree is much more real

Than any monumental deal

The carcase that I leave behind
bereft of life is deaf and blind

was never me but was designed
to keep my spirit close confined.

Death cut the strings and turned me loose
My spirit now completely free

What's left is of but little use

except perhaps to feed a tree.

22-Feb-08
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Full Moon A Storypoem

The moon is full and bright tonight.
The tensions rise within these walls
Although the corridors are bright

I clearly hear the eerie calls

of those affected by the moon
Their madness raised to fever pitch
I pray that morning will come soon
I feel their hatred like an itch.

Which creeps and crawls across my skin
An itch for which there is no cure.
Although I know they are locked in,

the full moon makes me insecure.

Although the experts disagree.

They don’t patrol the floors at night.
They will be sleeping peacefully
Smugly convinced that they are right.

Those of us who watch and ward
do not neglect the evidence

A full moon we can’t disregard
we've learnt by hard experience.

That when the full moon rules the sky
we must increase our vigilance.

Her rays enhance insanity

we can't afford to take a chance.

I do my rounds reluctantly

I check and double check again
I feel mad thoughts chaotically
impinge upon my tired brain.

When daylight comes the tensions fall
and stillness permeates the air.

A brooding silence lies over all

the patients who are in our care.
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A full moon without incident

I can report to my relief.

Which he accepts without comment.
I know we share the same belief.

I can go home my shift is done

and seek the comfort of my bed.
Next month there’ll be another one.
But I will be on days instead.

15-Aug-07
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Futility

The scarecrow dressed in cast off clothes.
Sticks grimly to his given task

But does he frighten off the crows,

that is the question we must ask.

When he is new perhaps he will
but crows are wise and realise.
This ragged figure stands stock still
and will not take them by surprise.

He cannot move, inanimate.

Which leaves then free to eat their fill.
A guardian quite inadequate.

He does not and he never will.

Frighten the crows who are too wise
to be afraid of straw stuffed clothes
Though he appears in manly guise
he can’t deter the hungry crows.

The scarecrow fails in his attempt.
He never really stood a chance
Crows treat him with amused contempt

and disregard his vigilance.

5-Aug-08
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Future Imperative

Essential to efficiency.

When writing prose or poetry.
Elegant simplicity,

will enhance the clarity.

Of what you’re trying to convey

in the most artistic way

Although it makes me sad to say
Standards are slipping day by day.

Communicating at high speed.

Young people do not see the need.

For rules they think needs must impede.
The messages they want to read..

The youngsters use technology
to sweep away the pedantry.
By far the vast majority
adapted to it readily.

A small vocal minority

Bemoaned the loss of purity

And stubbornly refused to see.
That language changes constantly.

That in the future there would be
a greater need potentially.

A switch towards simplicity

and even less formality.

The flowery language of the past
was very slowly overcast.

It was too cumbersome to last.
When change is due it happens fast.

The need for speed bound to increase.
That does not mean that we should cease.
To write in ways that please

and make each work a masterpiece.
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Communicating speedily
a modern day necessity
But we don’t need to let it be
Destroyer of our literacy

We have free will so we can choose
What form of language we should use
What to accept or to refuse

We stand to gain more than we lose.

We can store electronically
more books than any library
of any merit literally

on one small chip quite easily

The nerds can txt phonetically
Where speed is a priority.
While scholars maintain purity

Of classic prose and poetry.

Sunday,21 August 2011
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Future Imperfect

Beneath a gray and weeping sky

I watched a horse drawn hearse go by
A sight we very rarely see

It seems to have more dignity

Than any slowly driven limousine

Two horses black as ebony

A well matched pair walk sedately
Almost as if the horses know

The must put on a finer show

Than any slowly driven limousine

The hearse itself is gleaming black
With etched glass windows in the back
Through which it’s possible to see

The coffin more respectfully

Than any slowly driven limousine

The cortege as it passes by

Is guaranteed to catch the eye

It is a sight that seemingly

Most people would prefer to see

Than any slowly driven limousine
Though fashions change there is a cost
The sense of dignity is lost

Although I'm sure they do their best
Nothing attracts less interest

Than any slowly driven limousine

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Future Imperfect For Friend Ben

The world today is in a dreadful mess.

No one accepts responsibility.

It seems that truth and honour matter less
than expedience apparently.

The only thing we value is success

although it's been achieved dishonestly

The values which our forbears knew are lost
and everyone of us will bear the cost.

Ottavo Rima

23/08/2009
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Future In The Past? For My Wife

I dreamt that she and I had met
when we were young and fancy free.
It is a dream I shan't forget

but will remember happily.

We fell in love and we were wed
together raised a family.

I see the pictures in my head.
My dream was Oh so right to me.

It was a dream that could not be.
We did not meet we did not wed
but yet I hold the memory.
Perhaps allowed to look ahead

See what in time would come to be.
She married but she was betrayed
I wed and raised a brood of three.
A sad mistake which fate had made.

When we were old and fancy free.
We met as we were meant to do
The fates had reversed their decree.
Brought us together and we knew.

That you were meant to be with me
and I was meant to be with you.
Too late to have a family

I am content just finding you.

Perhaps it's possible to see

some things which haven’t happened yet
That in due course will come to be.

A vivid dream you can't forget.

Some sort of future memory.

I only know my dream came true
when you agreed to marry me

I had to wait so long for you.
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24-Jun-07
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Future Perfect Dialect Poem

Future Perfect

Two auld biddies gossiping

aboot their hubbies suffering.

My Albies plagued with aches and pains
Ye knaa he’s got varry close veins..

That's aaful pet her friend replied.
With eagerness she could not hide
My Fred has a cardiac heart.
That’s bad enuff just for a start.

He has a gastric stomach too.
He’s hard to live with I tell you.
Aah dee me best as ye well knaa,
he’s only happy doon the bar.

Supping beer he shouldn’t have
he’ll drive me to an orly grave

Ye knaa hinny but for us

they’d starve to death Its curious.

Theres neither of them fit te work
Aah wonder sometimes if the shirk
but we gan on as women dee.

We have nee time to be poorly.

They said Tara and went their way.
They’d had their gossip for the day.
There’s hoosework waiting to be dyun
we get nee help from anyone.

His lordship likes to lie in bed
He’s like a bear with a sore head.
If Aah distorb him early on

before the noonday buzzers gone.

He gets up shouting for his grub.
His breakfast forst then doon the pub.
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It hurts to see him suffer so
aah doot he hasn’t lang to go.

His funerals paid for at the store
that’s one worry aah can ignore.
Aah’ll be a widow woman then

Aah divvent think aah’ll wed again.

AAh’ll get mesel a bungalow

wi lace cortins in the window.
Aah have a black dress put away
ah divest wear it ivory day

Aah keep it by for funerals

it's ower fancy for me gals.

Aah’ll wear it when they bury me
a sight Aah will not live te see.

AAR’ll be alone when Fred has gone
but dee me best to carry on.
Nee lazy man to bother me.

Aah think aah’ll manage easily.

8-Sep-08
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Fuzzy Logic.

Between the worlds the boundary.
Sometimes grows thin and disappear.
Fantasy and reality

Which is which no longer clear.
Imagination can supply
Alternative scenarios

Where normal rules do not apply
But are they real? nobody knows
It may well be that it is so

I can accept a different view

I do not really want to know
whether or not that it is true

I can believe quite easily

there is no definite boundary.

Sunday,17 January 2010
ce. com/poeticpiers
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Game, Set And Match For Friend Thad

Without a word I had to yield
to powers greater than I wield.
Without a word I quit the field.

The lady had enraptured me
I could not fight a Force Majeure.
Without a word she captured me.

What choice had I a simple man
but to surrender gracefully.
The power held by a woman.

Is such that no man can resist
because he’s overtaken by
confusion once he has been kissed.

The predator becomes the prey.
The role reversal is complete,
the woman has the final say.

I know men think they chose their mate.
Although the opposite applies
when they give up their single state.

Ladies are content to allow
the man to think it was his choice.
Ladies do not need to think: They know

how fragile is the male ego

.Encourage him in his belief
it was his choice. Though it’s not so.

She wastes no time on argument.
She knows hers is the victory.
Her plan has worked, she rests content.

5-Oct-08
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Genenology

When I researched my family tree.
I found out that quite possibly

I should conceal my ancestry.

They were not as my mum believes
aristocrats but cattle thieves.

It's odd how family pride perceives
their ancestors as respectable.

It makes them feel more comfortable
although it is a load of bull.

I'm not ashamed why should I be
because of my discovery

It makes no odds I am still me.
You will do well to bear in mind

you may not like what you will find.

11-Apr-08
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Generally Speaking

The guns fall silent and the dead

lie quietly they’ve played their part.
The night hour’s pass heavy with dread
at first light the big guns will start.

The sound of the artillery

will fill the silent skies again.
Eroding further bravery

of the war weary fighting men.

The brave young men on either side
are doomed to die face down in mud.
Nowhere to run, nowhere to hide.
Their dug outs do but little good.

A shell burst may not kill just maim
The lucky ones are those who die,
they are the winners in this game
when thick and fast the bullets fly.

Opposing sides move to and fro

to capture trenches they’ve just left.
For no good reason that they know
obeying orders quite bereft

of any sign of sanity.

The generals are safe behind the lines
Unlike the vast majority

who fight to fulfil their designs.

Lions by donkeys badly led

Young men by the thousand died.

A foreign field their final bed
because good sense was not applied.

In Flanders fields the poppies grow.
The soil enriched by their hearts blood
What have we learnt we did not know?
Nobody won Nobody could.
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There are no winners none at all
except perhaps the carrion crows
They dine well when the soldiers fall
as mighty nations come to blows.

Survivors return home broken men
with small support and little praise.
Until they’re needed once again

when countries their new armies raise.

Another war to end all wars.

We do not learn from history

For men can always find a cause.
Why this should be a mystery.

18-Feb-08
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Generation Gap For M Lady Dee Daffodil

I wonder why some parents try
to make their children satisfy.
Ambitions they did not achieve.

A subtle form of child abuse
which proves to be of little use.
It seems such parents can’t conceive.

Their children may not want to be
what they desire so fervently.
Apparently they can’t believe.

Their children will point blank refuse
to fall in with parental views.
Because their children don't perceive
the world the way their parents do.
They have a different pint of view.
Which does not do much to relieve.
The stress and tensions which arise
until they reach some compromise.

It can be done I do believe.

11-Jan-09
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Get Out Of My Face!

I may be growing paranoid.

I find it better to avoid.

Those members of the human race.
Who rudely intrude on my space
And think I should be overjoyed.

I firmly show them I'm annoyed.

I do not wish to give offence

But I must act in self defence.

I make my feelings very plain

and treat them with a cold disdain
Some are so insensitive.

They find it easy to forgive.

What they perceive as my shyness.
I have work hard to impress.

My dislike for their company

I don't care what they think of me
The space that’s personal to me

Is sancrosanct or it should be.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Glass Ceiling.

Business women power dress.
Their sole intent is to impress
The world with their efficiency
and not their femininity.

Though many try few will succeed
Men are unwilling to concede
That any woman possibly

can hope to claim equality.

Men think that masculinity
confers superiority.

Though women know it isn’t true
There’s very little they can do.

To change the system that exists.
The old boy’s network will resist.

Thursday,03 March 2011
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Glimpses

I strain my eyes, peer through the clinging mist
My mind can conjure up strange fantasies
surrealistic unrealities

I know are not real, but they still persist.
Perhaps in fact somewhere they do exist.

false copies of forgotten memories

arising when and how they please.

They have a power I cannot resist..

Sometimes I comprehend the scenes I see
and other times I do not understand.
Impressions pass me by so speedily

Their rate of progress I cannot command.
I sense a strange familiarity

With things I glimpse impressionistically.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Global Warming; Phooey

The morning breaks it’s dull and grey
another wretched winter’s day.

There’s some mistake the month is May.

It's not a day I have to say

to rise up smiling from your bed
far better stay and sleep instead
Enjoy the dreams which fill your head.
There’s little more that can be said.
Perhaps tomorrow will be bright

I will awake to bright sunlight

and greet the new day with delight.
The weather man has got it right.
But then again he might not do
another day for feeling blue.

28-May-08
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Global Warming? I Think Not.

Snow has fallen, snow on snow.
The temperatures remaining low.
There is no sign of any thaw,

In fact we are expecting more.

It’s snowing intermittently.

With intervals of weak sunshine

but it is freezing constantly.

With dread black ice the bottom line

A hazard for the traveller

who has no choice but has to go

Though most of them would much prefer
to stay at home out of the snow.

Authorities are struggling to
ensure the major roads are free
of snow to let the traffic flow.
Albeit very carefully.

Its more than thirty years ago.
Though some of us can still recall
the problems caused by heavy snow.
But memories don't help at all.

We have to cope with here and now
and not what happened years ago.
We have to show that we know how
to overcome this winters snow.

We do not know when thaw will come
as it has always done before.

But we are sure we will welcome,

the sight of snow free roads once more.

Tuesday,05 January 2010
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Glosa

The curfew tolls the knell of parting day.

The lowing herd winds solely o’er the lea.

The ploughman homeward plods his weary way
and leaves the world to darkness and to me

The curfew tolls the knell of parting day.

A hush descends upon the countryside,

now is the hour when owls come out to prey.
Like ghosts on silent feathered wings they glide

The lowing herds winds slowly oe'r the lea.
Quite soon they will be relieved of their distress.
The bursting udders emptied easily.

Their heightened pace betrays their eagerness.

The ploughman homewards plods his weary way.
He’s more than ready for his evening meal,

he and his horse have worked along hard day
and both were glad to hear the tocsin bell.

And leaves the world to darkness and to me.
I wait and watch for the stars to appear

and marvel at their punctuality.

I wonder if they too some signal hear

Poeticpiers aka ivor
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Godivas Granddaughter For Friend Denis Joe

Sky Clad she rode her motorbike
around the town at normal speed.
No one had ever seen the like

but all the fellers were agreed.

That she deserved a rousing cheer.
She’d livened up a boring day

They hoped she would again appear
a sight for which they’d gladly pay.
The lady had fulfilled her bet.

None knew her real identity,

the townsfolk talk about it yet.

But it remains a mystery.

Just who she was and why she chose
to ride Sky Clad nobody knows.

20-May-08
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Gone Astray A Rant

Gone Astray

A solemn silence fills the space
contained with cathedral walls.
A sanctuary filled with grace
But over it a shadow falls

There are few worshippers today

and they’re engaged in private prayer.
Although the tourists make their way
to see the wonders which are there.

They gladly pay the entrance fee
a charge imposed to help defray
the maintenance that has to be
paid for. This is the only way.

the church authorities can find
the funds which are necessary.
Although the ancient rules defined
access to worship should be free.

The churches now are businesses
and not what they were meant be.
It seems religion matters less

to the presiding hierarchy.

Than making profits to maintain
these symbols of authority.
Although the signs are very plain
Because they do not want to see.

That piety has less to do

with structures glorifying God.
Provided by the wealthy few.
Who did not think it at all odd.

To see this as their entry fee
to buy a place in paradise
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A triumph for hypocrisy.
I think today we are more wise.

No longer ruled by the dead hand

of church enforced religious laws.

We are entitled to demand

the church must find a different course.

The world has changed and so must they
We aren'’t required to obey

church leaders who have lost their way.
And do not meet our needs today.

It matters not which creed you choose
they do not practice what they preach.
Their teachings are of little use

If they don't believe what they teach.

Intolerance and bigotry
Fostered by narrow minded priests
are prevalent it seems to me.

Truth does not matter in the least

21-Nov-08
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Gone But Not Forgotten

The water meadow by the stream
where I was wont to sit and dream.
Has disappeared, replaced by
much less pleasing to my eye.

A street of brick red bungalows.
You can’t halt progress I suppose.
This used to be a pleasant place
of beauty now there’s little trace.

Developers just do not care

they’re building houses everywhere.
Despoiling every beauty spot

in search of any vacant lot.

Though city dwellers wish to live
Somewhere at least an hours drive
from the city where they strive.

I do not think I can forgive

Destruction of my riverside.

Now ugly bricks and mortar hide.
the water meadows where I dreamt.
I owe them nothing but contempt.
2-Feb-08
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Gone But Not Forgotten.

My father's bald and wears a wig

My older brother shaves his head

I wonder is it infra dig

Agreeing with what mother said.
About masculine vanity.

Women prefer a man with hair
Though they accept that it might be.
Only temporarily there.

The hair you run your fingers through
By middle age may disappear

The only thing that you can do.

Is stroke his ego not his hair.

He's still the man you chose to wed.
Although his hair has departed.

Wednesday, 18 April 2012
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Good News To Share

Now what’s amiss?
No welcome kiss
That'’s not like you

Usually
you will give me
a kiss or two,

Your smiling face
tears now replace
What is to do?

Why are you sad
or are you mad.
Now tell me true.

Did I offend?
I will amend
I promise you.

I am not mad
but I am sad
I cannot do.

All T would will
I feel too ill.
I really do.

Once out of bed
I vomited.
What should I do

What did we want?
You are pregnant
I'm sure it’s true.

We soon will be

not two but three.
I'm proud of you.
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We will be three
a family

I'll care for you.
So frown no more
smile as before.

Come kiss me do.

All will be well.
Who first to tell
I leave to you.

7-Jun-07

Rhupunt welsh bardic form
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Good Question

Of what does happiness consist?
Merely a feeling of content
is it enough to just exist?

Is it just a sometime thing?
Which we experience now and then
that stirs our hearts so they must sing.

If we don’t know the opposite
how can we know that we are glad?
I think it only apposite.

We meditate and celebrate
all the emotions we can feel.
So we with confidence can state.

Today I am not sad but glad

to be who and where I am.

All in all life’s not too bad.
Sadness balances happiness

as sure as day must follow night.

This truth I feel I must express.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Goodbye Blues For Friend Marvin

When you are finding life too tough
and feel as if you’ve had enough
There’s only one thing you can do.
You must conduct a life review.

Weigh up the good against the bad.
Recall the good times that you‘ve had,
I am quite sure if you reflect

although life is far from perfect.

I rather think that you’ll agree

if you reviewed things honestly.
Things aren’t as bad as they appeared
and find your blues have disappeared.

Expose your problems to the light,
when written down in black and white.
You can resolve them one by one

until the very last is gone.

Don’t leave them festering unseen
Just give your mind a thorough clean.
If you adopt this strategy

you'll find it works immediately.

Your life takes on a rosy hue
because you’ve changed your point of view.
A simple change of attitude

is all you need to lift your mood.

26-Aug-08
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Goose Fair For My New Friend Baylei

A regiment of honking geese,
disturb the early morning peace.
As they are driven to the fair
by girls with flowers in their hair.

The goose fair is the great event

and the excitement's evident.

As Farmers, wives and serving maids
and hucksters join the great parade.

Small tinkers carts of pots and pans.
Dispute the way with caravans

of gypsy families who meet

at the goose fair. Where they compete

with local merchants. They all try
to persuade fair goers to buy.

The fairings that they have for sale
gilt gingerbread and bottled ale.

Hair ribands of every hue.

“golden” rings and brooches too

At least that’s what the hucksters say.
As they attempt to make you pay.

much more than what their wares are worth.
A cause to wiser heads for mirth.

But the young will not be told

that all that glistens is not gold.

It would be wasting time to try

to persuade them not to buy.

What they perceive to be bargains.
Excitement has addled their brains.

There stands a stall of pewter ware
The finest value at the fair

with pots and plates of every size.

The pewtersmith does not tell lies.
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There’s something to suit every taste.
Be quick, be quick no time to waste
The merchants cry in unison

your only chance will soon be gone.

There’s games to play to test your skills
and fat quack doctors selling pills.
Which they’re prepared to guarantee
will cure your every malady.

Your rotten tooth you can have out.
The dentist knows what he’s about
He does not claim it is pain free
but pulls it out efficiently.

There’s stalls of boots and stalls of shoes
which make it difficult to choose

from whom you'll buy your merchandise
Prepared to haggle over price

You have to have the cash to pay
for anything you buy today.

This simple rule to everyone applies.
And woe betide the fool who tries

To steal the goods he cannot buy.
For they will raise the hue and cry.
The baying crowd will join the chase
the thief will find no hiding place.

They will harass him mercilessly
until he’s caught eventually.
Then he'll be locked away to wait
his trial by the magistrate.

He has been beaten black and blue
as angry crowds are wont to do

He faces transportation

or even execution.
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If valued at twelve pence or more
then only death will pay the score.
If it is less he will sent

to some far distant settlement.

Where he must labour for the time
that was thoughtmete to fit his crime.
The angry crowd have had their fun
and soon forget what they have done.

They drift away as twilight falls
completely deaf now to the calls

of merchant who still have goods to sell.
They make for home with tales to tell.

The merchants must remove their stalls
although outside the city walls

They must be gone by break of day

or they will have a fee to pay.

The fair is over for this year.

The finest Goose Fair anywhere.

The local worthies proudly boast
about the Goose Fair which they host.

It has been held for centuries
and still today it guarantees
a fun filled day for families

Although today you see few geese.

3-Jul-08
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Grace Notes For M Lady Tara

I'm haunted by a memory.

A tune I cannot quite recall,

in quiet times it comes to me

as into reverie I fall.

Somehow it seems to soothe my soul
makes all my troubles disappear.
Knits up the pieces makes me whole,
assures me that I've nought to fear.
A harpist plays the melody
accompanied by a silver flute.

They blend in perfect harmony

as if it was composed to suit

my taste when in a pensive mood.

I would record it if I could.
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Grace Notes Echoinf For M Lady Olfa

The eastern sky is growing bright.
Signalling the end of night.

Soon in due course the rising sun
confirms a new day has begun

The morning silence broken by
a lark that carols from on high.

Instinctively when she takes wing
.She knows her duty is to sing.

Because she has survived the night
Because a new day has begun
Because she free to fly on high.

Because she knows that her singing.

Is something she’s required to do.
Yet every day her song is new.

Tuesday,02 February 2010
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Graduated Success

The World’s my university.

Where lessons are taught painfully

I made mistakes as all must do

and to be honest not a few

I missed some opportunities

but I learned slowly by degrees

When things looked too good to be true.
You'd best step back and review

the situation once again

and save yourself a lot of pain.

Nothing worth having comes for free.
So weigh things up judicially

Then if your certain go ahead

but still be careful how you tread.

The best laid plans can come to nought
when things don’t go as you thought.
You're bound to fail a time or two

such setbacks can be good for you

You have to learn from your mistakes
resilience is all it takes.

Life knocks you down; get up again
and in a short while you’ll regain.

Your sense of purpose and move on.
There’s nothing more you could have done
Another lesson you have learned

you sometimes get your fingers burned.
Just persevere and you’ll make good
the way you always knew you would.
We don't award fancy degrees

nor give cast iron guarantees.

What you learn are realities

unlike other universities.

24-Jun-07
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Gramercy

Why should I live in agony?

my life a total misery.

Because you find you can’t agree.
to help me die with dignity.

Who gave you the right to choose?
whether to allow or to refuse.

To end a life of little use

I think it is gross abuse.

of your assumed authority.
To decide what is best for me,
you will not listen to my plea.
I choose death voluntarily.

I am no use to anyone.
I'm well aware my race is run
and I am anxious to be gone.

The choice is mine and mine alone.

And therefore should be left to me
But in your wisdom you decide.

I must live on in agony

You won't assist my suicide.

01/05/2009
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Grandchild M' Lady Chitra

She walks in beauty innocent.
Too young as yet to understand
beauty can create discontent.

Men will regard her with desire
and other girls with jealousy.
Emotions that she will inspire

in other folks against her will
She is content to be herself,
she has her own dreams to fulfil.

She is not quite a woman yet
retains a trace of childishness.
Which in due course she will forget.

As she matures and comes to know
the power that her beauty brings
But can she use it wisely though?

Or let power go to her head
and use her beauty to control
and gain her selfish ends. Instead

of being what she’s meant to be.
Some one who cares for other folks.
Oblivious to their jealousy.

and to the lustful looks of men.
Continue to act naturally
as she does now. She is open

to the demands circumstance.
What influence is brought to bear
which will define her future stance.

She walks in beauty innocent.

There is so much for her to learn,
before she becomes competent
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to choose the way that she will go.
The choice she faces hers alone,
and not a gift I can bestow.

She has free will as we all do.

I dare not offer my advice

after all what do I know.

18-Nov-08
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Grandmama

She sits and rocks contentedly.
She’s grateful for the evening breeze
which is perfumed by lilac trees
and cools the air considerably.

A picture of serenity

a comforter across her knees.

As she recalls fond memories

from long ago with clarity.

What day it is she does not know
her short term memory is gone
She sits and rocks quite happily
and watches as the sun sinks low.
She understands when day is done
but little else apparently.

She’s cared for by her family.

Who make sure she is comfortable
She is no longer capable

of living independently..

No longer as she used to be.

A sight that makes them sad to see
as she regresses mentally.

Though they are glad she does not know.
Appears to suffer no distress

quite happy in her mindlessness.
They think perhaps its better so.

10-Aug-08
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Grandpas Rocking Chair For M Lady Chitra

On the front porch a rocking chair
nobody uses no one dare

Nor dare they move it anywhere.
Grandpa decreed it must stay there

What grandpa said was what he meant
he left no room for argument.

He simply stated his intent

Though other folk felt different

When Grandpa died the family tried

to set his iron rule aside

You'll rue this day their Grandma cried
Your Grandpa will not be defied.

They moved the chair to show they could
though grandma did not think they should
She warned them all that nothing good
would come of this. She understood

although she knew Grandpa was dead.
She knew he’d rise in wrathful pride
to reinforce what he has said.

His last command before he died.

The chair was moved despite her pleas.
Her warnings were not listened to.
From that day on they knew no peace
Til grandma told them what to do

The rocking chair must be restored
to where Grandpa said it should be.
They all agreed of one accord

the chair replaced immediately.

Sometimes at night it seems to be
moving gently slowly rocking
Although there’s nothing they can see
they know that Grandpas visiting.
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To see his word is still obeyed.

That no one moves his rocking chair.
Nobody will they're too afraid.

They know sometimes he still sits there.

27-0ct-08
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Green Shoots

My morning stroll, a search for signs of spring.
The sun is bright although the temperature is low
But has been lower throughout the long night
Beneath the trees the grass is frosted white.
Frost crystals sparkle with reflected light.

But still I search for signs although I know.
Until the soil is warm nothing will grow.
Despite the fact I can't see anything.

Beneath the soil ready to germinate.

Seeds bulbs and corms are waiting patiently
For soil conditions to become just right

Life held suspended in a dormant state.

One day soon, they will suddenly break free.
Spring will arrive at last to my delight.
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Grin And Tonic For M 'Lady Marilyn

I sometimes have a jaundiced view
when I survey the world today.

I have to pause and look anew

to try to see a different way.

It all depends on upon my mood.
The way in which I choose to see
and my prevailing attitude.

So in the end it’s down to me.

I wear an artificial smile

which will conceal the way I feel.
But oddly in a little while

I find my smile becoming real.
What I pretended has come true.
It works for me: why mot for you.

01/05.2009
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Grown Men Do Cry

Old memories which linger still.

Can bring the tear drops to my eyes
Sometimes they take me by surprise
and cause my tears to freely spill.

I'm not afraid to say they do.

There is no reason I should be.

My memories both old and new
are an integral part of me.

Sometimes they’re tears of happiness
and I am smiling through my tears.
Though other tears recall sadness
that I have suffered through the years.
Old memories reminding me
of joy and sorrow equally.

Monday,09 November 2009
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Guardian Angel?

I think I'm being haunted by

a female ghost who constantly
Appears to want to be with me
Although I can’t imagine why.

I ask her but she wont reply.

She seems afraid to meet my eye.
I think she thinks she and I

have shared some common history.

I see her as faint image.

A blurred impression from a page
of fashions from a bygone age
Or some actress upon the stage.

A misty figure clad in grey

stays close to me by night and day
I ask again but she won't say

She cannot seem to stay away.

I don’t know who she is or was
and I will never know because.
She thinks I ought to know of course.
Which in itself should give me pause.

She only comes when no one is here.
I sense her presence drawing near
then hazily she will appear.

This silent ghost from yesteryear.

I see no reason for alarm

I know she does not wish me harm
In fact she has a certain charm.
Her quietness a healing balm.

Which soothes my mind and set me free
from all the noise which bothers me.
Incessantly and ceaselessly.

She offers quiet company.
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She places no demands on me.
She is content apparently

to visit unobtrusively,

when she desires my company.

I do not know if she chose me
or I chose her subconsciously.
Sometimes I doubt my sanity
but she is very real to me.

Perhaps she’s just a fantasy
I'm well aware that she might be.
Or some forgotten memory
of someone who was dear to me.

My mother died when I was small
it could be her who I recall.
I have no memories at all

The passing years erased them all

7-Nov-08
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Guardian?

Guardian.
Surreal scenes of beauty lie
silently beneath the sky

You find them unexpectedly.
If you are lucky you will see.

Scenes seldom seen by human eyes
A veritable paradise

Which nature has successfully
managed to keep completely free.

From outside interference.
Secrecy her best defence..

Now you have glimpsed this paradise.
You will forget if you are wise.

Where you have been what you have seen.
You know too well what it would mean.

If it should become well known.
Instead of leaving it alone.

Some businessman would surely buy.
In search of profit he would try.

To sell it off as building lots.
A common fate of beauty spots.

What can you say to convince me
You will maintain the secrecy.

If you cannot then you must die
and with the other strangers lie.
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I will kill you reluctantly
to maintain the security.

Of this secluded beauty spot
Have I the right or do I not?

Friday,09 July 2010
http;
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Guilt 08 For Friend on

The slow soft sighing of the breeze, recalls a stir of memories.

Some good, some bad, some sad, some glad. concerning all the friends I've had
All of my youthful dreams which failed young love affairs which quickly staled
All of my petty victories I can recall with greatest ease.

My failures too are on parade, all of the errors I have made.

Insist on coming to the fore, they do not matter any more.

I have regrets of course I do I can’t deny that this is true.

Now looking back I clearly see. It wasn’t always up to me.

sometimes because of circumstance I was prepared to take a chance

and acted irresponsibly. Instead of thinking carefully.

When I was young, naive and green Made promises I did not mean

in order to achieve my ends. Now it’s too late to make amends.

Some memories come as punishment and other memories are meant

to comfort me in my distress. Assuage the sins which I confess.

I think perhaps this might be true of each and every one of you.

I offer in my own defence that I learnt by experience

the lessons which I needed to as everybody has to do.

1-Jun-08
blog my
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Gut Feelings?

I can read omens in entrails
of cockerels I sacrifice.

my inner vision seldom fails.
I am the local Haruspice.

Although you may not understand
the message that I give to you.
I must do as the Gods command

as I am bound by oath to do.

The Gods enjoy their little jest.
They make their messages obscure.

Although I always try my best.
There is no way I can be sure
The message I relay to you

is the one I am supposed to.

Saturday,11 September 2010
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Hannibal's Lecture A Cautionary Tale

She was pretty clean and neat
from her head to her bare feet.
The kind of girl to whom I cater.
She looked good enough to eat.
so I did I cooked and ate her.

Now she has become part of me.
Although perhaps you won't agree
I did the only thing I could

I made a maiden fricassee

I have to say she tasted good.

My given name is Hannibal

an unasham’ed cannibal.

I see no reason to waste meat

I am convinced that after all
Fresh human flesh is good to eat.

I was locked up but I broke free

as I think rather cleverly.

I prowl the streets in search of prey.
There is no prison can hold me.
Maybe you’ll meet me one fine day.

I do look rather ordinary
There’s nothing visible to see
to mark me out from other men
I tell you confidentially

That I intend to feast again.

Perhaps I have selected you

to be one of the chosen few

To satisfy my appetite,

to braise or roast or make a stew.
To dine upon tomorrow night

But do not worry you won't know.

I'll kill you with a single blow
I don't believe in cruelty
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I'll kill you quick but cook you slow.
Enjoy you Gastronomically

Although recognise my name

I am quite certain when I claim

That should we meet one day by chance,
as part and parcel of life’s game

I would not rate a second glance.

This is the key to my success

I do not dress up to impress.

So should I ask you out to dine

there is no chance that you might guess
That the pleasure will be all mine

I'm Hannibal the Cannibal

a predatory animal

I find the taste of humans sweet
To you its reprehensible

to me you are a source of meat.

I dare to break this strict taboo
which makes me different from you
I see no reason for the ban
Although you may deny it’s true

but man has always preyed on man.

Now who am I to change the rules?
although they are not taught in schools.
I believe that they should be

If only to protect the fools.

From roving predators like me.
30-Nov-08

Http:
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Happpy Heretic

The seven deadly sins must be.
Reserved for Cardinals and such
who are completely out of touch
with everyday reality

For they believe apparently.

That greed is asking far too much
but gluttony can be a crutch

for those who live in misery

And seeming sloth could be M.E.
Rendered blind by their own pride,

They raise their voice in righteous wrath.
I think perhaps they envy me

because I do not have to hide

my sins. I'm free to choose my path.

18-Oct-08
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Hard To Bear 2010

Like spectres in the gathering gloom.

White lilac trees are in full bloom
and fill the air with sweet perfume
The perfume that you used to wear.

When first I set my eyes on you

I knew you were my dream come true

Quite certain no one else would do.
We were destined to be a pair.

You smiled at me and then I knew
my darling that you felt it too

For once Dan Cupids aim was true
he hit his targets fair and square.

Two separate hearts now beat as one.

We both knew that we’'d undergone
a sudden transformation
And so began our love affair.

We had been wed for forty year.
Known happiness beyond compare.
But death took you left me to bear.
My grief alone. Life is unfair.

Like spectres still white lilac trees

their perfume carried on the breeze.

Refreshing my fond memories
of perfume that you used to wear.

Although I know it can’t be true.
I sometimes sure I can see you.
Smiling at me as you used to do.
But as I watch you disappear.

An old mans foolish fantasies.
Or do you really visit me?

Do I see what I want to see?
‘Cos I won't face reality.
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I know your watching over me

I feel your presence frequently.

Let other people disagree.

they think I'm mad but I don’t care.

Wednesday,28 July 2010
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Hard To Bear. For M 'Lady Tara

Moonlight on the water glimmers.
Highlighting the naked swimmers.
skinny dippers, just having fun
They do no harm to anyone..

It isn’t right the whingers cry,
who happen to be passing by.
It's rude, it's lewd, lascivious.
Perhaps because they’re envious.

They'd like to join in but don’t dare
display themselves completely bare.
Which probably is just as well
because as near as I can tell.

They’d add no beauty to the scene.
They’re grossly overweight: Obscene.
I have a different attitude

though I am old I am no prude.

If I was younger I would be
amongst them playing happily.
I used to enjoy swimming nude
I really wish that I still could.

Old age and disability
effectively preventing me
I cannot do what I used to do.

Though I can still enjoy the view.

27-Aug-08
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Harmless Gossip

An avenue of stately trees

whose branches meet high overhead
exchanging gossip with the breeze.
This is the way that rumours spread.

When lovers stroll beneath the moon.
The trees observe their every move.
They dance to day to the same tune
their forbears danced to when in love.

Though fashions change, some things do not.
The trees have seen it all before.
All that they’ve seen is not forgot
but added the their growing store

of gossip which the trees then share
with every passing breeze that blows.
The trees will spread it everywhere
to all and sundry I suppose.

Be very careful what you do.
Although no one can see.

Know that the trees are watching you
and they will share quite happily.

Everything that they have seen
with any breeze that happens by.
With consequences unforeseen
By trees and breeze or you and I.

When strolling in a moon lit glade
Beware the moons soft silver rays.
That stir the blood of man and maid

to think this is the time and place.

19/09/2009
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Harmless Pastime For Friend Thad

When I survey the skies at night.
I try to count the points of light
although I know it can’t be done
I still attempt to just for fun.

The light which we perceive today
has taken centuries they say.

To travel at the speed of light

from stars beyond our human sight.

Perhaps its true, perhaps its not
but does it matter. Not a lot.
The stars I think that I can see
are part of my reality.

Though they burnt out eons ago.
the speed of light seems very slow.
I see them as they used to be

and that is good enough for me.

I understand each is a sun

but still I count them just for fun.
Those distant twinkling points of light
To me a source of pure delight.

I like to sit and fantasise
about these beacons in the skies.
Set my imagination free

as I sit watching quietly.

6-Mar-09
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Harmonic Accord

When ebony and ivory

combine in keyboards they provide
cacophony or harmony.

Its up to you must decide.

You find one colour limits you

in what you can and cannot play
You wisely choose to use the two.
Because there is no other way.

To create music old and new

Both black and white each play their part

Why is it that we choose to
see others races as apart.

Because they’re not the same as us
We miss the similarities

which makes me rather curious
What is it causes us unease.

Intolerance and bigotry
or merely simple ignorance.
It seems we see selectively

quite unprepared to take the chance.

That they might be like you and me.
Despite the colour of their skin.
If we look closely we can see

They're not so different from our kin.

Both ebony and ivory

It seems so obvious to me
need to contribute equally
for any kind of harmony.

2-Nov-08
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Harmony Restored For M Lady Ernestine

The vicar, such a nice old gent.
Sees both sides of the argument.
But there is little he can do.

He will not choose between the two.
Maintains a strict neutrality

and prays for guidance reverently

The Sabbath should pass peacefully,
quite free from all hostility.

But Oh Dear Me it isn’t so

the organist will have to go.

So we regain tranquillity

and hear the choir properly.

The organist will take offence.

But we must act in self defence.
The vicar acts reluctantly

and grants the choirmaster’s plea.
The organist just has to go.

He played far too fortissimo.

05/11/2009
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Harsh Reality For M 'Lady Fay

Although I truly empathise
with your desire to fantasise.
It is my task to emphasise.

Although you day dream happily
escaping from reality
Your must return eventually.

There is one rule all must obey
although you would much rather stay.
Your fantasies must fade away.

You know that what I say is true.
Although your job is boring you.
It's something that you have to do.

So save your dreams for when you sleep
and have no deadlines you must keep.
If you do not the price is steep.

You will get fired right away
you’ll have no job and get no pay
But you’ll be free to dream all day.
If you are wise you’ll listen to

the sound advice I'm giving you
and do what you are paid to do.
You cannot live on fantasies

you have to pay for groceries.

That's one of life’s realities.

22-Dec-08
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Hauptstrasse Heidelberg

I seem to see superimposed
upon today’s reality

An older world a fantasy

this high street as it used to be.

Pondering with eyes half closed.

I can imagine easily.

This old streets chequered history.
Today a lasting legacy.

Perhaps in truth I merely dozed
and only dreamt that I could see.
This cobbles street completely free.
From all modern technology.

A great deal different I suppose.
No mobile phones, no cameras
no bicycles, no motor cars.

Then in my mind a question rose.
Was there a possibility

my poet’s sensitivity.

Had actually enabled me.

To slip through times firmly closed door
and see vignettes from history.

A gift that fate had granted me
however undeservedly.

I do not know nor ever will.

It must remain a mystery
Just what I saw or did not see
Is etched deep in my memory.

I am compelled I must compose
A verse or two of poetry

Say how this street affected me
The how and why, eluding me
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He Calls Me Honky.

My friend’s as black as ebony

and he delights in teasing me.

He says I am the coloured man

I can’t deny it no one can.

My hair is blond my eyes are blue.
His words are obviously true,

My facial skin is pink and white.

to anyone with normal sight

His eyes, his hair and skin are black
I cannot counter his attack

But he’s my mate so I don't care
His banter isn’t hard to bear

We're much the same bar for our skin.
What matters most must lie within.

Monday,16 November 2009
Http:
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Healing Hand For M Lady Ernestine

I don't conduct experiments

to prove established precedents
I try to keep an open mind

to things by science undefined.

I do accept telepathy

and other forms of ESP.

I see no reason to deny
Some may have this ability

Some heal by laying on of hand
a process no one understands
But one that works obviously.
The evidence is plain to see.

To see someone become pain free
when they have been in agony.
Though all the doctors are quite sure
that healers can’t provide a cure.

The patients know that healers do
that’s why the will not listen to
The scientists who cant believe
the cures that healers can achieve.

Sometimes alternate therapies
do work much more efficiently.
Than what the doctors offer you
Both you and I know this true
23-Dec-08
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Heaven Belongs To Me

Enclosed within rose red brick walls.
A garden from a bygone age.

A view which instantly recalls.

An Elizabethan image.

Remembered from a magazine.
A glossy illustration

An Idyllic English scene.

Which comes close to perfection.

Although the house is very old

It's well maintained in good repair.
According to what we've been told

A reigning monarch once slept there.

A local legend probably

Which can't be proven either way.
It could be true quite possibly.

It doesn't matter anyway.

It really was love at first sight.
This house will suit me perfectly
I'll buy it if the price is right.
I'm hopeful that it's going to be.

I made my bid successfully.

I hope to move in right away.
I shall live here happily.

I think until my dying day.

Some dreams come true but some do not.
But Lady Luck has smiled on me
I am content with what I've got.

As I have every right to be.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Heavenly Messenger.

Heavenly messenger.

As morning breaks the still, dark lake
reflects the opalescent light.

The waterbirds begin to wake.

Then somewhere near a lark takes flight.
This tiny bird whose melody

informs the world of a new day.

She rises singing joyously.

The blackbird adds his roundelay.

A pleasure for the ears and eyes

of early rising men who see

the pastel colours of sunrise.

Spread from the east above the sea.
I am content to listen to

her hymn of praise forever new.

Saturday,11 September 2010
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Hello World

We start our lives as parasites
and selfishly take all we need

to satisfy our appetites

to mothers wants pay little heed

Inhabiting a paradise.

A place of comfort and delight,
it comes to us a surprise

to be expelled into the light.

Our first reaction is to yell
protestingly to no avail
Expelled from paradise to hell,
just the beginning of our tale.

We are presented with a teat

and fall to suckling hungrily.

The breast is warm the milk is sweet
we feed and then sleep placidly.

In my small world there’s only me.
Nothing and no one else exists.
Save only what I feel and see.

A point of view which long persists.

I make my demands forcibly
because I rule the universe.

My mothers there to comfort me
and feed me when I wish to nurse.

In time I came to realise

my mother isn't part of me.

My wants and needs she still supplies
but does so voluntarily.

I recognise her by her smell

and fret when she’s away from me
I scream in anger and rebel
because she has no right to be
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anywhere but in my sight

and so she sings to comfort me.

I give in and cease to fight.

Then when I'm sleeping peacefully.

She can get on with other things

the household chores which must be done
But she flies back as if on wings

if I should stir or cough of course.

My daddy sometimes watches

me while mummy has a well earned rest.
His antics make me with laugh with glee
but I still love my mummy best.

I've ceased to be a parasite

I can live independently.

I know when mummy’s not in sight
she’s never very far from me.

I still return to paradise

when mummy sings a lullaby
and rocks me ‘til I close my eyes
and fall asleep obediently.

5-Aug-07
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Help

Angels come in many guises.
Different shapes and different sizes,
concealed by their odd disguises.
Angels manage to surprise us.
Sometimes we do not recognise
because of blinkers on our eyes

or the dark clouds that fill our skies.
The title angel still applies.

To those that lend a helping hand

or only try to understand.

The problems which seem to demand
resources which we can’t command..
Your guardian angel will appear

to calm your mind and quell your fear.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Help Wanted

I am compelled, perhaps obsessed.
Would be a better choice of word.
My muse allows me little rest.

She is convinced that she know best
No matter how much I protest

She insists she has the right

To make me write by day and night.

I sometimes feel I am possessed
Although the idea seems absurd.

My judgement marred by lack of rest
I find reality is blurred.

I'm sure my muse abuses me

I'm tired of her tyranny.

I really think that it would be

Better if she left. Undeterred

She still insists that she knows best.
And acts as if she hasn’t heard.
That poets can dismiss their muse
When they are guilty of abuse.

I'm sick of being under stress

Although I would have much

preferred not to cause my muse distress
She pretended she misheard.

When I told her we were through

It was the only thing to do.

I did not like her attitude.

But now I am without a muse.
Although I have some aptitude
I must arrange some interviews
I will be careful when I choose
Some muse to fill the vacancy.
A muse that will not bully me.

Monday,17 October 2011
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Helplessy Hopeful.

The shells are falling all around.
Destroying lives and property
The city streets a battleground.
Death strikes indiscriminately.

The government determined to
Enforce the rules which they dictate.
It seems they are prepared to do
Anything but negotiate.

Dictators do not want to see.

That times have changed and they must go.

They cling to power desperately.
Try to maintain the status quo.

A task which proves impossible.
Because the vast majority.
Have decided that they will
Fight to reclaim their liberty.

The winds of change have reached gale force.

Which no dictator can defy
Although they're bound to try of course.
To no avail they must comply.

The peoples will is paramount.
No man can rule without consent.
Dictators will have to account
for all their sins that's evident.

The winds of change will sweep away.
Dictatorships and tyranny.

Although there is a price to pay
Peace will return eventually.

But until then the suffering
will continue day by day.
The world condemns but does nothing.
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Just watches in a helpless way.

Sunday,08 July 2012
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Helpmeet For M 'Lady Ann

I don't pretend to understand

the workings of a woman’s mind.
It is much easier I find

to let her know she can command
My full attention when she needs
someone to listen to her woes
and this apparently succeeds.
Though why or how no man can know.
She doesn’t want solutions

she merely wants to ventilate.

(A fact few men appreciate)

until her fit of blues is gone.

The female mind’s a mystery
which responds well to sympathy.

2-Apr-08
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Her Own Choice

She could no longer cope alone.

Knew all too well that it was true

and there was something else she knew.
Her race was run, time to move on.

She did not wish to vegetate

in some well run establishment
Where lunch became the main event.
With no attempt to stimulate.

The workings of an agile mind,
trapped inside a useless shell.
A body which had served her well.

Before her health was undermined,
by ailments which progressively
destroyed all of her abilities.

The time had come to quit the game.

So she decided she would die

in her own bed in her own home
To be pain free would be welcome.
So she died voluntarily.

The cause of death no mystery.
She chose to exercise her right,
While she had the will to write

the finish to her life story.
22/04/2009

http;
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Here And Now For M 'Lady Ernestine

I know a bank beside a stream.
Whereon the shy white violets grow
An Ideal place to sit and dream.

At least I know it used to be
but nothing ever stays the same
The world is changing constantly.

You can't return to yesterday.
Though if you try then you will find
there is a price which you must pay.

If you are wise just stay away
retain your cherished memories.
It's very different there today.

I could not even find the stream.
Instead a clutch of bungalows,
A cheap and nasty housing scheme.

I came away without delay.

I left as quickly as I could.

My cherished dreams in disarray.
I was a fool I should have known.
You can't return to yesterday.
Far better leave the past alone.
Concentrate on the here and now

Where you can wield some influence
if circumstances will allow.

08/08/2009
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Here And There For M'Lady Mary Gordley

To you they are pure fantasy.

To me they are reality,

So we are bound to disagree.

In worlds I visit frequently,

you can see dragons flying free.
But only if you have the key.

To open up your tight closed mind
to all the wonders you can find
when reality is left behind.

Try it out what can you lose,
travel anywhere you choose.

You have free will you can refuse.
But when I need a holiday.

I close my eyes and drift away.

7-Jun-08
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Hi Mom; Remember Me?

Tissue warning.

Her eyes abrim with unshed tears
She tries her best to hide her fears.
But tells her beads compulsively.

Her soldier son a fighting man.
Is serving in Afghanistan.
She prays for him continuously.

She prays he will soon be home again
And bring an ending to the pain.
She cannot hide effectively.

But those of us who love her know
She is prepared to undergo
Her sufferings stoically.

It is her choice to hide her fears
It is her choice to hold back tears.
So we pretend we cannot see.

It is our choice to show respect
We know she’s trying to protect
us from sharing in her misery

but we have a secret too
We know her soldier son is due
to land almost immediately.

But he swore us to secrecy
Though we agreed reluctantly
We will stay with her until we see.

Him say “ Hi Mom remember me.”
The she will let her tears flow free
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whilst she is smiling joyfully.

Sunday,22 January 2012
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Hidden Scars

To most of you who have not killed

and suffer not from dreaming filled

with flash backs known to fighting men.

Who must relive the moments when

they had no choice, they had to kill

or be killed. Which haunt them still.

It may be they disturb your dreams

with grunts and groans and muffled screams.

Be patient try to understand

these dreams they cannot countermand
are far too vivid to ignore.

So comfort them try to restore

their sense of being here and now

until their racing heart beats slow.

They say in time these flash backs fade
but until then the ghosts parade.
Across the minds of sleeping men

and drag them back from now to then.
Survivors sometimes suffer more

than those who died whilst waging war.
The guilt they feel is all too real.
Wounded minds are slow to heal.

17-Mar-08
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Hidden Watcher. For M'; Lady Francesca

Hidden watcher.

The salt marsh stretches endlessly
and forms a perfect habitat
Where migrant birds nest in safety
to brood and raise a family.

Few hunters ever venture here,
because they fear the boggy ground
That’s noted for its treachery.

So most prefer to hunt elsewhere.

Bird watchers come the whole year round.
They only shoot with cameras

and they avoid the boggy ground

They know that rare birds can be found.

In the salt marsh beside the sea.
It is a twitcher’s paradise

They record meticulously

each and every bird they see

The salt marsh lies beside the sea.
As it has done since time began.
A panorama of rare beauty

That is changing constantly.

It changes as the seasons change.

I does not stay the same for long.

Nature can and does rearrange

to make the landscape look quite strange.

An eerie place and frightening
when covered by a dense sea fret.
When you can see and hear nothing

above the roar of waves breaking.

There’s nowhere I'd prefer to be
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Than esconced in my favourite hide.
To watch the birds in secrecy
I can see them They can’t see me.

Sunday, 15 August 2010.
Http:
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High And Free

Though magic mushrooms may transform
change your perceptions from the norm
then lead to flights of fantasy.

Escaping from reality.

Some prefer Acapulco Gold

to loosen up, let go their hold.

To drift and dream in mellowness
where nothing matters more or less.

Still others choose a line or two

of the White Lady takes them to

a place where they no longer care
about the burdens which they bear.

Whatever poison which they choose
I see as forms of self abuse.

I much prefer to meditate

Till I achieve an altered state

of mind which will set me free.
To create my own fantasy.
Poetry is my drug of choice
Triumphantly I can rejoice

and share the visions which I see
in black and white poetically.

I suffer from no side effects
which every addict must expect.

I get as high on poetry

as I would ever want to be
I dream but I dream lucidly.
I can control my fantasy.

18-Mar-08
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High Stakes For Friend Thad

The sun scorched desert lies in wait.
Implacable but patiently

Its moving contours undulate
moving swiftly but silently.

There are no landmarks men can see
to know exactly where they are

On every side hostility

the desert’s not particular.

They have no way to navigate
across the ever changing sea
of endless dusty real estate
which alters imperceptibly.

The sunlit slopes and shadows change
more quickly than men think they can
The desert’s free to rearrange

the landscape and so baffle man

That he despairs surrenders to
the tactics that he cannot fight.
Then as so many travellers do

is lost forever to men’s sight.

Implacable hostility

the desert show the human race
and also its ability.

To erase men and leave no trace.

Though sometimes sun bleached bones appear
by constant friction polished clean

Then just as quickly disappear

almost as if they’d never been.

The sun scorched desert lies in wait
today as it has always done

For foolish men to challenge fate.
Though very seldom men have won.
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History In The Making

The time has come to change the rules.
The powers that be think we are fools
Though they will find to their dismay.
It isn’t true and they will pay

The penalties long overdue.
The people have the power to
demand and to enforce.

A change to the existing laws.

Which seem to be designed to
Benefit only the rich few

Who think they are above the law
They see themselves as superior..

The peoples will is paramount
and we will call you to account.
Exposing your dishonesty
Publically for all to see.

The boot is on the other foot.

We will divest you of your loot.

Ill gotten gains you have amassed.
Your unfair rule will be overcast.

Look round the world and you will see
A demand for democracy.

The people’s voice must be obeyed
The peoples will can’t be gainsaid.

The fat cats and the bankers must
Recognise they have to adjust.

The way they think and how they act.
Accept as an established fact.

The winds of change have reached gale force.

The time has come for a change of course.
You've had your own way far too long
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It's time to sing a different song.

The once silent majority.

Have spoken with authority.

You can't ignore the peoples will
But if you try you will foot the bill.

Rebellion is in the air.
With people rising everywhere.

You can’t afford to make mistakes
A single spark is all it takes.

Thursday,27 October 2011
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Hold Back The Night

Hold back the night. Let not the light
fade and disappear from view

I still have duties yet to do.

Hold back the night I'd fain put right
and leave with honour shining bright.
Mistakes I made as all men do.
before I bid this world adieu

and then accept the fall of night.

I'm truly not afraid to die.

Because I know I've done my best
and that is all a man can do.

I hope I'll be remembered by,

when finally I'm laid to rest.

Those who I loved, who loved me too.

16-Jun-07
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Honest Politician For Friend Thad

Self confidence is often found
where it cannot be justified.

In naive fools who love the sound
of their own voices, full of pride.
Oft in the young an arrogant.
We can forgive them easily

but when the politicians rant.
We listen to them warily.

All of their florid verbiage,

we disregard we know they lie
Their promises mere persiflage
which when elected they deny,

So vote for me an honest man
I'm out to get all that I can.

My honesty makes me unique

I want to board the gravy train.
You can believe these words I speak
Because I state I hope to gain

a seat which will entitle me.

to pursue my own interests.

Claim my expenses easily

for M.P.s there are no means tests.
I can employ my relatives

and claim back their salaries.

The art of nepotism lives

So vote for me I ask you please.

I do not promise that I will do
anything at all for you.

2-Jun-08

http; blog
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Honestly

A good luck charm an amulet.

yes superstition lingers yet.
Despite vaunted modernity,

the human race is still not free
from their belief a lucky charm.
Will somehow keep them from all harm.
Although it defies common sense
it seems to boost their confidence.
I don’t subscribe to this belief.

I check and find to my relief

the lucky charm she gave to me.
Exactly where it ought to be.

My only reason I declare

for wearing it. It pleases her

9-Feb-08.
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Honesty

When I was young I lacked the sense
to realise I'd cause offence.

By asking questions frequently

and challenging authority.

I asked because I wanted to

believe that what you said was true.
But you denied me a reply

and I was left to wonder why.

Children should be seen not heard.

To my young mind was just absurd.

I think you were afraid to show

There were some things you did not know.

So you forfeited my respect.
I learnt thenceforward to expect
From most adults dishonesty
Because they could not possibly.

In any shape or form confess

that they might possibly know less.

Much less than what they thought they knew
and passing time has proved it true.

If I am asked I find it best

to admit that I fail the test

and simply state that I don’t know
but that I do know where to go.

I recommend the library

where you may find quite easily
The answer that I can’t supply.
I find that's satisfactory.
12-Nov-07
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Honourable Members? ?

The politicians all agree they have more rights than you and me

They are convinced that they should be. Divorced from life’s reality

They should be allowed to make claims. to further their own ends and aims
Gain money from the public purse. Which should willingly disburse
however much they choose to claim. Because they referee the game.

The present rules are much to lax they even cheat on paying tax.

They say they play within the rules. They seem to think that we are fools
Though in the past we may have been. It is past time to change the scene.
They must repay ill gotten gains although each one of them complains
They only claimed what they were due. I don’t believe it nor do you
Perhaps some few claimed by mistake. Though most of them were on the take.
They may have started honestly but were corrupted easily.

There’s no excuse for their abuse. Their complaints are of little use.

Their penchant for dishonesty casts doubt on the integrity.

On all who just might be untainted by dishonesty.

I am quite sure there are a few who won't object to the review.

Which seeks to introduce new rules and put in place the correct to tools.
Which will derail the gravy train and let the honest men retain

the respect which they deserve. The ones who truly try to serve.

The thieves are a minority and should be dealt with severely.

If they prove guilty by intent then they deserve imprisonment

Like any other citizen and not allowed to stand again.

Making repayments will not do there must be prosecutions too.

They must be made to pay the price for their greed and avarice.

It was their choice to cheat and lie and I can see no reason why

the rule of law should not apply to all men even handedly.

03/11/2009
poeticpiers
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Hooked.

I'm sure, deprived of poetry
descent into insanity

would follow.Inevitably

It is my prime necessity

Poetry is my drug of choice.
Without it I would have no voice

either to lament or rejoice.

For I depend on poetry
to validate that I am me.

I am addicted hopelessly.

Wednesday,23 December 2009
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Hope Overcomes Experience.

I understand that love can die.
Without a cause apparently.

There is no point in asking why.
We must accept that agony
replaces erstwhile ecstasy

We used to share so long ago.

So we decide reluctantly

the time has come we must let go.
We can retain fond memories

or do our damndest to forget
though neither can be done with ease.
Because we are not ready yet.

No doubt we'll fall in love again
undeterred by our past pain.

Thursday,27 May 2010
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Hot Gossip

I tell you in strict confidence.
Because I know you can't resist
Passing what I tell you on

To anyone and everyone

You can contact by telephone

Or even send an e mail to

The choice is yours and your alone
I cannot control what you do.

I have no qualms in using you
although I know it isn’t fair

You do what I intend you to
Despite the fact I made you swear.

You won't betray my confidence
and stick to what you said you’ll do
I know you lack sufficient sense

To know that I am using you.

I never tell you anything

I do not wish to be broad cast.
You have to pass on everything
you hear from first to last.

When the rumours prove untrue
Nobody knows I am to blame
They are quickly traced back to you

Whilst I maintain my own good name.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Hourglass

The sand flows through, marks grain by rain
the minutes which won’t come again.
Moments of pain, moments of pleasure.
They record with equal measure.

They mark them with a steady flow

the sand above drips down below.

Then when the final grain has dropped
It does not mean that time has stopped.
It’s time to turn the hour glass

so that the grains may freely pass.
From up above again below.

Time will not stop if they don't flow.

But if it did how would you know
without the sand to tell you so.

8-Oct-08
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House Hunting For M Lady Ann Beard

Some houses seem to welcome you.
You feel at ease immediately.

It is if the walls recall

What happened here and store it all.

The triumphs and the tragedies
Firm memories of past events
Have been recorded faithfully
Each and every incident.

If you are at all sensitive

You tune into the ambience,

the positive and negative.

Impinge somehow so you can sense.

That something dreadful happened here
It may be faint it may be strong

but it affects the atmosphere.

You know at once this house is wrong

You're certain that it will not do.
You have no doubt, no doubt at all
You know the house is telling you
it has no choice it must recall

All the unpleasant memories
which it has stored so faithfully.
For decades perhaps centuries.
You choose to leave immediately.

The next house which you choose to view
affects you in a different way.

It seems prepared to welcome you.

You can decide without delay

It is not hard to make the choice

This is the house that you will buy
You listen to that house’s voice
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because you know it cannot lie.

You go ahead complete the deal
prepare to move in right away
You are content because you feel

that everything has gone your way.

You know that it was meant to be
It's all that you were looking for.
This house responds positively
You need not look at any more.

21/07/2009
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Household Goddess

She moves with fluid stealthy grace.
Although compelled by circumstance
to accept now a lowly place.

A loser in life’'s game of chance.

She can pretend to be a pet

But don’t be fooled make no mistake,
for she remembers even yet.

When the whole world was hers to take,

to freely do with as she chose.

None had the power to say her nay,
deep in her savage heart she knows.
That she will reign again some day.

You might think she is just a cat.
Exactly as she wants you to.

Though she is not, she’s more than that.

One day she will reign over you

when she resumes her rightful place.
As the ancient Egyptians knew,
each cat a goddess in her own right.
But until then she will make do.

She lets you think you’re in control
Yet she can rule you easily

I think that truly on the whole

you recognise her majesty.

The feline race were born to rule.
Which they all know instinctively.
If you think otherwise: You fool
yourself most comprehensively.

13-Jun-07
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Howdy For M'Lady Mary Gordley

If you should catch a passing smile.
Then wear it for a little while

before you pass it on again.

You cannot lose you always gain.

For smiles are most transferable.
Most everyone is capable

of giving and receiving smiles

in many forms and many styles.

They take less effort than a frown

and lift you up if you feel down.
Surprise a stranger with a grin

a gesture that’s born deep within.
Strangers are friends you have not met.
A smile’s something they won't forget

29-Jun-08
http;
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Hunger Is A Fine Sauce

Nature intended me to be

an omnivore: That's what I am.
I will make no apology

because I enjoy beef and lamb.

Though others may have different views.
I find no cause for argument

if they enjoy their meatless stews.

A vegetarian precedent.

I do as nature bids me to
I eat what is available
and feel no guilt because I do.

Eat meat and fish and vegetables.

We have no choice we have to eat
I see no fault in eating meat.

30-Dec-07
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Hydrotherapy

I rose before the sun today

And slowly walking made my way.
Down to the shore where I could see.
The waves that roll in endlessly.
Although my travelling days are done
I can remember everyone

Each journey that I ever made

Fond memories I would not trade

For anything with anyone

The journeys I look back upon

Can make me feel quite young again.
I can forget the constant pain

Of the disease that’s killing me.

My erstwhile mistress comforts me.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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I Am A Man!

I am a man full grown.

I have the right to choose
To make my way alone
What have I got to lose? .
If I refuse to do

as you expect me to.

I owe nothing to you

I will choose my own way.
Today and every day

I am man, my own man

Friday,05 March 2010
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I Am My Own Man For Jt Ellison

They say I'm mad but I don’t care
It's merely eccentricity

If I was poor I would be mad

but I am not which makes me glad

I have my own psychiatrist

He thinks he knows much more than me.
He has delusions which persist

Which I encourage quietly.

So he advances theories

meant to explain what makes me tick.
Tries to diaghose some disease.

He cannot see I am not sick.

I did not choose to be a clone

accept opinions tailor made

He is a fool he should have known
That I would see through his charade.

I am not mad just different.
Simply because I choose to be
I go my own way quite content

Proud of my eccentricity.

12-Oct-08
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I Am Still Me.

I'm not the man I used to be

When in the first bloom of my youth.
Who had abundant energy

I must accept the awful truth.

As I grow old I realise.

I'm not the man I used to be

I have no choice but recognise.
I must conserve my energy.

It's for the best quite probably.
I have to think before I act.
I'm not the man I used to be.
I can’t deny that simple fact.

I can do what I need to do
Though I must plan it carefully.
I am quite sure you feel it too.

I'm not the man I used to be.

Saturday,15 May 2010
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I Am That I Am For a

I speak to those who choose to hear
To those who choose to see, appear
If you believe you will perceive

if you accept you will receive.

The blessings that I offer you

and in return I ask you to.

Attempt to love your fellow man.

It is not easy but you can

What does it matter black or white
all men are equal in my sight.

You have free will and you must choose
to listen to me or refuse

Be still and let the silence speak.

I am that for which all men seek

23-Dec-08
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I Am What I Am

I am what I am

I try my best to show
So other people know
That I'm a gentleman.

Because I think it best
to differ from the rest.
I am not a macho man.

I am content to be
seen as ordinary.
Though I am a gentle man.

Balassi Stanza
13/05/2009
Http:

Parameters

Three three line stanzas
Rhyme pattern

aab

ccb

ddb

first and second lines 6syllables
third line seven syllables

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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I Believe 2012

When moonlight filters through the trees.
I sometimes hear sweet melodies.
Carried towards me on the breeze.

Music guaranteed to please.

It comes from where the fairies dance.
I'm not afraid to take a chance.

To follow it and steal a glance.

Which would do nothing but enhance.

My belief that fairies do exist.
A fact that others may resist.
Despite the legend that persist.

Although I am a realist.

And not some dreaming fantasist.
I claim to be a pragmatist.

Wednesday, 15 February 2012.
http: :
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I Believe In Fairies Too

Sometimes at night across the sky.
I see the silver dragons fly.
Although not everyone can see

the dragons dancing gracefully.

My friends think I have lost the plot
but I assure them I have not.

I don't know why they cannot see
what is so very clear to me.

Perhaps I have an open mind
and they do not, so they are blind.
Moonlight reflecting on their scales.
This is a sight that never fails

to make me stop and realise.

For M Lady Ernestine

Some cannot see though they have eyes.

They don’t believe the evidence
of their own eyes. It makes no sense.

Because they can't believe it’s true
and won't adjust their point of view.
But I believe and I can see

the dragons flying easily.

When twilight falls if you just try,
you too will see them fly
Unless you too, have closed your

mind and don’t believe in dragon kind.

2-Jul-08
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I Can And I Will! !

Welsh Bardic form
Written in heptasyllabic (7 syllable) Quatrains

Line three cross rhymes with the central syllables of line four.
Lines one, two and four carry the main Rhyme

Rhyme pattern
XXXXXXa
XXXXXXa
XXXXXXb
XXXXbXa

Example

There is no way I can know
Trials I must undergo.

This must be hidden from me
Lest I should be laid down low.

And see time as my mortal foe.
It is mete I should not know.

A mans future has to be

a deep mystery and so.

It was decreed long ago

No man is allowed to know
what his fate will come to be
in dire jeopardy or no.

The years will pass quick or slow.
Troubles come and troubles go
Insofar as I can see

Nobody is free to know.

I need no one to tell me so
We go where we have to go
Until we eventually

are allowed to see and know.
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20-Dec-08
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I Can Revisit Yesterday.

Sometimes I sit, sometimes I think.
At times I can combine the two.
Time passes by quick as a wink

As I nostalgically review.

Where I have been, what I have done.
I wander down memory lane,

Just sit relaxing in the sun.
Recalling happy times again.

I let sad memories fade away.
They do not hold my interest.

The happy ones are here to stay.

I try to choose only the best.

The memories which make glad.

I don't waste time on feeling sad.

Wednesday,15 August 2012.
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I Can Still Look.

Ripe breasts like apples tempt my eye.
Although I try to look away.

my eyes continue looking avidly
Nature designed all men this way.

I may be old but I still can

appreciate a shapely maid.

Like any other normal man.

Some times I find my eyes have strayed
back to beauties on display

and memories flood back unsought

of when I was not old and grey.

I thoroughly enjoy the view.

I'm not ashamed to say I do.

7-Feb-08
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I Can.

Inverted hexaduadad.

I can

choose to be a man.
Stand tall upon my own two feet
Or to retreat.

The choice is up to me.
Though not quite free

I can’t refuse

I am compelled to choose.
What shall T do.

I will not change my view
I will be the best man

I can.

Saturday,10 July 2010
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I Can'T Decide. Story Poem

Oil lamps burn on either side

Of a polished stone centrepiece.

Its only purpose is to guide

The task performed by the high priest

The celebrant is crimson clad.

He speaks a language long since dead.
The strangest dream I ever had

Which filled me with a sense of dread.

I knew I dreamed but it seemed real
I tried to wake to no avail.

Held in a trance as strong as steel
My puny efforts doomed to fail.

It was as if against my will

I was transported to the past
By some magician with the skill
The bonds of time to overcast.

I could tear my eyes away
Beneath the altar though unbound
The sacrificial victim lay

Willing to die: His faith profound.

His death would bring fertility
Ensure the future of his clan

So they could thrive successfully.
Thanks to the courage of this man

The priest despatched him with one stroke
The young man died without a sound

The priest turned to the crowd and spoke.
The words he uttered echoed round.

Although I could not understand

a single ow I knew

That he obeyed his Gods command
As he was duty bound to do.
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Then I awoke quite suddenly
The sacrifice had set me free.
But was it fact or fantasy

I cannot say positively.

Perhaps some racial memory
embedded in the D.N.A

My forebears had passed down to me
Had been triggered in some way.

That vivid dream still bothers me
It is a dream I shan't forget

I choose to call it fantasy

But I have doubts that linger yet.

Alternative reality

Or just a dream about the past

It could be neither possibly.

But I was glad when it had passed

I think about it frequently.
But find that I cannot decide
If it was fact or fantasy.

It seems my doubts will long abide.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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I Choose My Path

Experimental form

Why

Should I try?
to be

What I am not.

I

Cannot be
what you
expect of me.

I

can't fulfil

the dreams

Which you could not.

You

had your chance
and failed.

It's my turn now

I

will pursue

my dreams.

They may come true.

Wish

me success

is that

too much to ask.

I

have no choice

I must

follow my dream.

To
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win or lose.
A chance
I have to take

So
say goodbye.
Then smile

and wish me luck.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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I Choose To Protest Openly.

I choose to protest openly.

I'm cynical, satirical.

Politically incorrect.

Though you agree in principal.

I sometimes think that you suspect.

I'm sometimes economical
With the truths I try to expose.
You think it may be probable.
My acid comments are a pose.

You hold your tongue in self defence.
Although you do not disagree.
You hesitate to give offence.

To the prevailing powers that be.

By staying silent you assent.
To tyranny by government.

Sunday, 15 January 2012
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I Chose My Way

The road I took came to a fork.

I had no choice but to decide

which of the two paths I would walk.
One narrow way, one broad and wide.

Whichever path I choose to take

a question lingers in my mind.
Perhaps I've made a grave mistake
but I press on leave doubts behind.

The narrow way; I made my choice.
Although I chose impulsively

I listened to some inner voice.

That whispered it was right for me.

I reached my goal successfully
which made me what I am today
Although I wonder where I'd be
if I had gone the other way.

Once you decide don’t second guess
but execute the choice you made.
The only way to reach success

is to keep on unafraid.

20-Jan-08
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I Dare You Adult Content

I can recall quite vividly

the day I solved the mystery.
How girls and boys were different
. We were so young and innocent.

Our youthful curiosity

was satisfied quite easily.

She showed me hers. I showed her mine
Noting the different design.

We were too young and innocent

to understand quite what it meant.
Why she was different from me

it made no sense that we could see.

Until later years when we

were fast approaching puberty

Our bodies underwent great change
as hormones tried to rearrange

and reinforce the difference

The things began to make more sense.
We'd left our childhood days behind
and we were struggling to find.

A new sense of identity

which would provide stability

Though we were hovering in between
what we were now and what we’d been.

We settled down eventually

and we were ready physically

To fall in with Dame Nature’s plan
Unaltered since the world began.

I must confess when first I tried

it left us both unsatisfied

I was too quick she was too slow
there was so much we didn’t know.
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Practice makes perfect so they say
and so we practiced every day

and learned to bless the difference.
We realised it made good sense.

That boys and girls were different
If this was sin I won't repent.
Although the priesthood say I must
It was not simply down to lust.

To us it was a learning curve
apprenticeship we had to serve.
I still recall it vividly

a not too painful memory.

4-Apr-08
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I Don'T Regret What Might Have Been.

When the sun sets and the world is still.
I seek release in solitude

This is my time for memories

Some I can recall vividly

Selected from the multitude

Of dreams which I could not fulfil.

Some were my own and some were not
I can look back in retrospect.

Though some quite unexpectedly
Decide to surface suddenly.

Each one is worthy of respect

Although they have been long forgot.

The quiet time that lies between

The end of day and fall of night

Would seem to be appropriate

To sit alone and meditate

After the sun fades from sight

and contemplate what might have been.

Eventually I must conclude.

That I am where I'm meant to be
Some times I tried only to fail

My efforts were to no avail.
When I look back nostalgically

I know it’s just an interlude.

I'm well aware that all too soon.

I must accept reality.

The humdrum world of every day.
Is never very far away

And banishes my reverie

Beneath newly risen moon.

I face the morrow with a smile
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Because I know the sun will set
Then I seek my solitude

Enjoy the peace and quietude.
That I so very seldom get.

If only for a little while.

I tend to stick to my routine

I am too old to change my ways

I see no reason why I should

The peace and quiet does me good
As I review my glory days.

I don't regret what might have been.

Sunday,04 September 2011
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I Found A Friend Or He Found Me Storypoem

I see strange phantoms in the mist. Most quickly fade but some persist
Some few I recognise as trees but others still are mysteries.

Fogbound I cannot trust my eyes and my subconscious mind supplies some
memories which frighten me. I cannot discount easily.

Of travellers lost in the fog who end up choking in some bog

I am no fool I shall remain until the fog lifts and I see again

The cold damp fog chills me to the bone. I start to feel that I'm not alone
Something, someone is watching me I dare not think what it might be.

I cannot run, I cannot hide I have no choice I must abide.

I feel a presence near to me but there is nothing I can see.

I'm not afraid I'm is this thing so close beside

me that I can feel its panting breath. Is this the day I meet with death.

I feel a warm touch on my hand and finally I understand.

A stray dog’s found his way to me desiring human company.

Now that he’s found me he won't leave and I am ready to believe.

That each of us has found a friend someone on which they can depend.
His very presence comforts me. We wait together patiently.

The fog will clear and we’ll go home He will no longer need to roam

and scavenge for his daily food. He is mine now that’s understood.

A bargain struck without a word but by our inner senses heard.

13-Sep-08

ivor or ivor.e hogg

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 760



I Go Where Moonbeams Go

I wake from sleep and hitch a ride
Upon a moonbeam passing by
Where shall I go I can't decide
no matter how hard I may try.

I am content to simply glide

and go wherever moon beams go.
Dark city streets where shadows hide
the shameful secrets which they know.

Along slate roof tops wet with rain
my faithful moon beam carries me.
Far out to sea and back again
there is so much for me to see.

When morning comes I'm back in bed.
My mother says it was a dream

but I just smile and nod my head.
Tonight I'll catch a new moon beam.

29-Apr-08

ivor or ivor.e hogg

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 761



I Have A Dream

I want to write real poetry

But I'm not sure how I should start
I need someone who can teach me
the basics of poetic art.

I do not know if it should rhyme
and meter is a mystery.

I have the will I have the time.
I somebody will please help me.

I have the urge I have to write
I really want to get it right

What makes it poetry or prose?
there is a difference I suppose.

I know there’s different schools of thought
an ongoing controversy.

I'm simply looking for support

to help me with my poetry.

I have the basic writing tools

a pad a pencil and P.C.

I need to learn the basic rules
which turn prose into poetry.

I am willing to study hard

and heed advice that’s offered me.
By any older wiser bard

who's skilled at writing poetry.

26-Apr-08
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I Have A Family! !

I have a family

My ancestry a mystery

I was abandoned as a child.

I had no family history.

To which I am now reconciled.

From nursery to children’s home
Until I was adopted by

A couple who made me welcome
With whom I lived quite happily.

They had three children of their own
Who readily accepted me?

An orphan parentage unknown
Addition to their family.

I had three sisters instantly
And better still a mum and Dad.
Who had especially chosen me
to be their only little lad.

I vowed to make them proud of me
I studied hard did well at school.
Then on to university.

I showed the world I was no fool.

I'm a successful businessman
My Family is quite proud of me
which only goes to show you can
overcome successfully.

With the support of family

the problems which you have to face.

To become what you want to
and be a winner in life's race.

My mum and dad mean more to me
than accolade I may earn.
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They fed and clothed and nurtured me
now I support them in my turn

An orphan boy who they took in.
They raised me as their only son
with loving care and discipline

I think I was the lucky one.

They say success is down to me
That I worked to make my way
but we agree to disagree

I love them more than I can say.

4-Sep-08
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I Have Become A Pragmatist For Friend Leslie

I have become a pragmatist

I've been betrayed by so called friends
and people who I thought I knew.
With no attempt to make amends.

I sometimes wonder if it's true.

Was I myself in part to blame

for trusting far too readily

that’s not the way to win life’s game.
Now that it’s too late I see

I acted rather foolishly.

I should have been more sceptical

and checked them out more thoroughly
at risk of seeming cynical.

I am no longer so naive

I've learnt my lesson I believe.

16/08/2009

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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I Have Decided: Finally.

My family donated me to mother church, a priest to be.

Because no one consulted me, I had no chance to disagree.

So in due course I was ordained and found I'd lost more than I gained

The church had educated me. I'd won a double first degree

My parents did what they thought best they acted in my interest.

There was no way I could protest. Though I must say I'm not impressed with the
way that things were done and recently I have begun.

To realise resentfully my future was mapped out for me.

I am expected to repress the normal feelings I possess.

A problem which all priests address. I am a man no more no less.

I am quite certain that I would not have chosen the priesthood.

I have decided that I should quit the priesthood and for good

The practice of celibacy seems quite unnatural to me.

I am convinced a priest should be free to have a family.

The church has made a grave mistake expecting every priest to take

A vow which causes so much heart ache. I must resign: Make a clean break.
To earn my living honestly in some profession where I'm free

To wed and raise a family. Celibacy is not for me.

Monday,26 April 2010
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I Have Grave Doubts

Long ago when the world was new

It was a perfect paradise

Which every living creature knew
And none of them thought otherwise.

But then the Lord created man.
Equipped him with a brain to use
That's when the troubles all began
Man decided to refuse

To do as he was bidden to
Defied the lords authority

He thought he was entitled to.
As it turned out mistakenly.

Man was cast forth from paradise.
Or so the bible stories say.

A mixture of half truths and lies.
The church is teaching still today.

We have free will so we choose
What to accept or to reject
Amongst the many varied views
Promoted by each different sect.

I choose to disregard them all.
Despite their claims to know the truth.
The tale they tell of Adams fall

I can't believe without more proof.

I think religions are designed

to exercise social control.

A fact I do not really mind.

Which seems effective on the whole.

But when the founding figure dies
His followers will fight to take his place.
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His spoken word no longer applies.
He is impossible to replace.

That's why we have so many sects
Which all attempt to dominate.

and show each other small respect.
With no attempt to integrate.

The separate wisdom which they teach.
Although they are quite similar.

Nor do they practice what they preach.
My words may sound familiar.

Because they have been said before.
By men much wiser far than me.

I am no fiery orator.

Nor do I think I'd like to be.

I see no point in taking part

In debates or arguments.

Which have no base from which to start.
Reviving ancient discontents.

What I believe is up to me.
Though I admit I might be wrong
It's my responsibility.

I merely try to get along.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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I Have Returned.

I have returned to carry out,
the task I had to leave undone.
You will soon that Jacks about.

I'm Jack the Rippers great grandson.

I was reborn to continue

my campaign started long ago.
Although you can'’t believe it’s true.
That show how little that you know.

I'll rid the streets of prostitutes
who try to lead good men astray
Reducing them to lustful beasts.
These women are my lawful prey.

To prove that I am really Jack.
I will leave my usual clue
at the site of each attack.
In the same way I used to do.

I'll take some little souvenir
to add to my collection

A kidney or perhaps an ear
As I did in days long gone.

I will select them carefully

The women who I've come to Kkill.
I know police will hunt for me
which adds a little to the thrill.

I slew my first victim today.

In Whitechapel would you believe.
You can rely that what I say

is no more than I can achieve.

There is no doubt that fear will reign
amongst the ladies of the night
As I renew my old campaign.
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I am still Jack I strike at night.

I am not just some copy cat

who seeks to emulate my deeds
You can be very sure of that.
This is a warning all should heed.

My name is Jack and I am back.
Despite modern technology
I will be just as hard to track.

If Lady Luck still favours me.

18/10/2009

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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I Have The Right

Alas and alack: My lord is dead.
Now who will protect me in his stead
I must wed, I can’t rule alone.

It seems to be traditionally.
That no widow lady can be
allowed freedom to reign alone.

Although I have proved competent.
The powers that be are not content
My ascent, they cannot condone.

They view it as a prime disgrace!
A woman ought to know her place
They can’t face the fact. He is gone.

I am the ruling castellan
I do not want another man
Any man to usurp my throne.

I will defy their foolish laws
because I have no other course.
Use of force. I defend my own

My men swore loyalty to me
although the lords may disagree.
I am free. They serve me alone.

They respect my ability
despite my femininity
Quite happy that I rule alone.

Offended masculinity
must accept the reality
which for me. I rule, he is gone.

I am prepared to stand and fight

with naked blades defend my right
day or night to hold what I own.
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I Hear

When the trees sing what matters is knowing.
That the trees are singing at all.

their gentle music ever out flowing

for those attuned to hear its call.

Although all children hear and sing along,
most adults have forgotten how

to listen to the trees and hear their song
They're far too busy to allow

themselves to be distracted by the trees
Their minds are fixed on other things

and do not miss the melodies

The gentle breeze amongst the branches sings
It makes no difference at all

The trees still sing as they have always done
in summer, spring winter and fall.

I listen for the music of the trees

those sad but sometimes joyous harmonies.

10-Dec-08
http;
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I Hear And Reflect

A bell tolls sonorously

one single chime. Then silence reigns
It wakes me from my reverie.
Conscious again of aches and pains.

I had lost temporarily

in contemplation of the past

That single knell reminding me

Of the long years which quickly passed.

Before the years caught up with me
For old age does not come alone

It brings along infirmity.

Which hitherto you have not known.

When you are young you do not know
What future lies ahead of you

but as you live and learn and grow
You will become as others do.

Much more aware than what you were
of how your body will re- act.

To the stress and strain you bear.
That you must think before you act.

Gone is the energy of youth

You used to waste without a thought
You slowly come to learn the truth

That rude health can’t be sold or bought.

As long as I can hear that chime
which has disturbed my reverie

I can be certain that this time

The death knell does not ring for me.

Each day an opportunity
To do things I can still do
although slow and steadily.
My body still allows me to.
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Although I pay in aches and pains
I do not think the price too high.
My interest in life remains.

I am too busy far, to die.

I know I will eventually
but do not let it worry me
It is the only certainty

the bell will toll one day for me.

23-Nov-08
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I Hesitate For Friend Konstantin

I walk in darkness seeking light.

I search for truth to no avail

I can't distinguish wrong from right.
I know not if I can prevail

against the problems assailing me.
I cannot say with certainty

if satisfaction can be found.

The only thing I'm sure about.

I have no choice I must go on.
Despite my fears I have no doubt
that I am not the only one.

Who suffers such uncertainty

yet still continues hopefully.

2-Feb-09
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I Keep My Head For Sdi Mahtrow

I am a bard with tales to tell
I know my trade I know it well.
I am made welcome when I call
at any manor house or hall.

I have sweet tales of courtly love
which will the ladies spirits move
and epic tales of battle lore
to entertain the men of war

Plus jests and japes of every kind
All carried in my well stocked mind.
I travel round the countryside
collecting news from far and wide.

I try my very best to be

certain of my accuracy

Although sometimes I stretch the truth
some puissant lord’s anger to soothe.

I pride my self on honesty
although some critics disagree.

All bards at times are forced to lie.
There is a simple reason why.

I would much rather live than die
and when my life’s in jeopardy
I lie as well as any bard

to go on living my reward.

10-Jun-08
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I Know

A busy woodlouse wends his way
across the tiles of black and gray.
A vast expanse beneath the sky

I wonder where he goes and why.

A tiny creature harming none

he journeys on his way alone in danger
from the birds that fly.

I wonder where he goes and why.

Wood lice have no defence at all
except to curl up into a ball.

He hurries on determinedly.

I wonder where he goes and why.

Now he will travel on no more
he has become the breakfast for
a hungry blackbird passing by.
I know where he’s gone and why.

Revised sep 07
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I Know I Have A Copy Somewhere

Wherever you may choose to look
You're guaranteed to find a book.
Perhaps a murder mystery.
Anthologies of poetry

Reference books and picture books.
Books on witchcraft and black magic
Tomes on almost any topic.

Some by authors long since dead.
Books which try to look ahead.
Books of every shape and size.

As I have come to realise.

Enough to start a library

Though jumbled up haphazardly.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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I Know What Is Best For Mel

I did not think I'd live to see.
Three quarters of a century.

But I'm still here hale and hearty.
I shouldn't be statistically.

The doctors make me furious
and not a little curious.

They say they what’s best for us.
To me it’s very obvious

They have convenient memories.
As they promote their theories

of things they say will damage us.
I find it frankly ludicrous

I started smoking when I was ten.
Doctors advising way back then
to anyone who would listen.
Smoking did no harm to men.

But this is now and that was then.
The modern breed of medicine men
Have changed what they believe again
Admitting they were mistaken.

If they were wrong back in the past
And those beliefs are over cast.
They may have got it wrong again

I wonder why they can’t explain.

Why I should believe their views.

I find they are of little use.

They change their minds too frequently
I am entitled to refuse.

I disregard their theories.
I choose to live the way I please.
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I smoke and drink because I choose.
A gamble I can win or lose.

When I reach my centenerary
I will review most probably.
The latest views of medicine men

I have no doubt they’ll change again.

Thursday,26 August 2010
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I Know Who I Am.

I slept and in my sleep I dreamt.
I must abandon my attempt

To achieve worldly success
There is no one I need impress.
With a display of luxuries.

I only have myself to please.

I do not care what people say

I choose to live in my own way

I see no reason to court fame.
I'll never be a household name.
Though some may find it curious
I'd rather be anonymous.

Than subject to publicity

Like some well known celebrity.

Friday,20 April 2012
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I Live For My Dreams.

She comes to me in dreams at night.
And holds me as she used to do.

But disappears by morning light

So I am left to grieve anew..

There’s no one left to comfort me
My family are long since gone.

I wait for nightfall eagerly

Just for a while I'm not alone.

Each night before I sleep I pray
My love will come to visit me.
Although I'll face another day
of loneliness and misery.

They say that passing time will heal.
For some perhaps it may be true.
But not for me because I feel

the anguish still of losing you.

I know somewhere you wait for me.
You can’t return and won’t go on.
You know we have eternity.

That I will follow where you’ve gone.

When death released you from your pain.
And left your spirit free to fly.

You promised me we’d meet again.

Now all I do is wonder why.

Fate decided that we should be.
Forced to go our separate ways
Parted arbitrarily.

Condemning me to lonely days.

She comes to me by night in dreams
and holds me as she used to do
When for a while at least it seems
as if my dreams will soon come true.
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I pray each night I will not wake.
To be set free to rejoin you.
A journey I will gladly make.

There’s nothing here for me to do.

Tuesday,15 March 2011

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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I Lnow I Think So I Must Be For Friend Michael

I think therefore I am; To me
this does not seem at all correct.
I am therefore I think; Would be
much more accurate I suspect.

I do not let it worry me.

Though e was concerned

I am content to merely be.

That is one lesson I have learned.
Why should I worry needlessly
about the things I do not know.
I have my own philosophy

I just accept it must be so

I can think, therefore I exist.
That is the truth I must insist.

Monday,17 May 2010
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I Love My Daughter: But

I know, I know the exact word

I use it very frequently.

Then suddenly, it's quite absurd.
I cannot trust my memory.

I've always trusted it before

and it has never let me down.
But that’s is not true anymore
and forms a reason for my frown.

My daughter says it just might be
because I'm getting on a bit.

I cannot possibly agree.

I'm aghast at the cheek of it.

I'm not old just eighty three.
I do not doubt that I will be

the first one of my family

to reach my own centenary.

What does it matter I forget
some little things occasionally

I know what’s getting me upset
Her lack of sensitivity.

The word will come if I just wait
That is a racing certainty

But I do not appreciate

a recaltricant memory.

There must be something I can do,
to stimulate my memory.

I think I'll take up something new
Some thing active probably.

I may be old but I'm still fit

to think and act competently
My daughter talks a load of bull
I won't forgive her easily.
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I Love You For My Lady Irene

February the fourteenth day

is not the only day I say.

To my beloved I love you

I try show in every way

on every day and any day

my love for her is strong and true.
One day a year just will not do
because she is entitled to

those little words I'm glad to say.
In my own simple honest way.

I say I love you and it’s true

it's something that I always do.
Because I think she needs to know
my love her for will always grow.

13-Feb-08
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I May Be Wrong

I'm sure I've passed this way before
and certain that I will again
I do not worry any more

although some questions still remain.

What is my purpose in the plan.

I do not know and none can say
what is the value of a man?

What role am I supposed to play?

I do believe I'm here to learn,

gain valuable experience.

As every soul must in its turn.

It seems to me to make more sense.

Than being judged on one life span.
A moment in eternity

It's far beyond the scope of man

to reach perfection speedily.

I'm sure I've walked this road before
and certain that I will again.
Obedient to the Karmic law

which rules the fate of everyman.

I don’t believe vague promises
that learned priests all guarantee.
Visions of their paradises,

which simply don’t make sense to me.

28-]Jan-08
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I Paid My Dues

I've loved and won and loved and lost
and never stopped to count the cost.
For love’s a gamble you must take.
You have no choice make no mistake.
An age old question, ever new.

Which sometime will be asked of you.
Will you wager on happiness

and bet your life upon success.

Or are you too afraid to try

and let your chances pass you by
Then when you’re old and grey and bent
.How bitterly you will repent

the opportunities you missed.

You can’t remember being kissed.

12-Jun-08

ivor or ivor.e hogg

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 790



I Prescribe A Purgative A Rant

The body politic is ill

in urgent need of medicine
It seems that lack the will
to exercise self discipline.

They claim to act within the rules.

When they make dishonest claims.

Which proves they are short sighted fools.
Some say the system is to blame

But I for one do not agree

I think each person has to use
The same standards of honesty.
The systems open to abuse,

which does not mean they have to cheat
Although it’s obvious some do

The time has come for a complete
review of rules; long overdue.

Who made the rules? The same M/Ps
who benefit from laxity

Who seem to do just as they please
and have no fear of penalties

The body politic is sick

and it grows sicker every day
This is no time for rhetoric
we have to act without delay.

Expose the loathsome parasites
who now wax fat in secrecy

and curb their greedy appetites.
It is the only remedy

The public is entitled to

demand an end to secrecy.

Insist all claims both old and new
be subject to close scrutiny.
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I Rebel

The Norns who weave the tapestry
which rules the fate of mortal men.
Can make mistakes apparently

and some time have to think again.

Though each one blames the other two
and none will admit to their mistake
They have to weave the threads anew.
A lengthy process which can take

almost the life span of a man.

But even Norns are governed by.
The need to heed the master plan,
they have no choice the rules apply

A single thread that’s out of place
can alter mankind’s history.

So they comply with little grace.
What is to be must come to be.

Has man no choice but play the part?
They've woven in their tapestry

His path through life right from the start
is fore ordained: no man is free.

The three weird sisters can foresee
future events and bind them fast,
As pictures in their tapestry.

No mortal man can overcast.

The lasting spell the sisters weave.
Although he thinks his will is free.
It matters not what we believe
and therein lies the mystery.

If we believe that this is true.

We are but puppets on a string
and there is little we can do.

To change the slightest little thing.
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But I rebel I don't believe

and make my way as best I can
Accomplish what I can achieve
I am no puppet I'm a man.

22-Sep-08
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I Refuse To Be A Clone.

From birth to death it seems to me.
That we are never truly free.

To be what we would like to be.

We are expected to conform

to what'’s accepted as the norm.
Dictated by society.

WE go to school where we are taught.
To memorise the things we ought.
But no one spares a single thought.
About what we would like to be.

They do not care apparently.

We can't escape too firmly caught.

Though some of us a very few.

Rebel and we refuse to do

What the system wants us to.

But most accept the status quo.
Because they aren’t allowed to know.
That they are entitled to pursue.

Their cherished dreams in their own way
and no one has the right to say.

That they cannot but they will pay.

The price for their rebellion

against the states opinion.

But some. still do it anyway.

I'm happy to defy the state

and take control of my own fate.
Because I don't appreciate
being told I must obey

When I can see a better way
than that dictated by the state.

Sunday,09 January 2011
http: ”
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I See

Some few have the ability

to see what others cannot see.

Is it a blessing or a curse?

A process that they can’t reverse.

Some few but they are very few

are happy that they can preview.
Future events and be forewarned,
Although their prophecies are scorned

by those who are unwilling to
expand their narrow point of view.
Blithely ignore the evidence

which tends to support prescience.

When things foretold prove to be true
They cannot change their narrow view.
Perhaps afraid that what seers see
must happen: Inevitably.

But those who have the second sight
do not claim they are always right
The fleeting visions which they see.
They may interpret wrongfully.

Nor do they claim they can foresee
every eventuality

They know too well the scenes they see
may be long past or yet to be.

In due course most will decide
to keep quiet; try to hide

the fact that they sometimes see
the future intermittently.

If you have this ability

then you will surely understand.
You won't see what you wish to see
it is not under your command.
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I See, Do You?

I see what all men see

but I regard it with a poet’s eye.
Find beauty in the ordinary

which other men will just pass by.

For there is beauty everywhere.

The world is more than passing fair,
especially to an artists eye

who has the time to stand and stare.

So many look but cannot see.

I find it extraordinary

that other men pass beauty by.
That is not how things ought to be.

The have the opportunity

which they don’t take although it’s free.
Perhaps they are afraid to try

to understand the worlds beauty.

14-Feb-08
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I Shant Be Long

The swamp lies still beneath the moon
Cicadas whirr incessantly

the bull frogs add bass to the tune.
Natures night time symphony.

I walk the paths we used to walk.
Together always hand in hand
recalling how we used to talk.
The children do not understand

my need to walk alone at night.
Where I can feel your presence near
It has become a sacred rite

a ritual that I hold dear

Whilst I wait impatiently
to join you where you wait for me.

28-Mar-08
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I Should Have Known

Dined with the devil yesterday.
A charming chap I have to say.
He was quite debonair and gay
and conversed in a cultured way.

He did his best to tempt me to
do the things one shouldn’t do.
But as he offered nothing new
to my own standards I held true.

I do not claim I'm innocent

I have done things which I repent.
A truth which is self evident

and not a cause for discontent.

He smiled at me disarmingly

and whispered to me charmingly.
He was content to wait and see
Sure I would fall eventually.

That he could wait there was no rush.
I had to jump he could not push
He wished me well, went on his way

but stuck me with the bill to pay.

12-Jun-08
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I Was Wrong: So What. Todays Idiocy

I say that it's impossible.
You cannot eat soup with chop sticks
Though it is highly probable.

Someone will try to prove he can.

To demonstrate his cleverness

and show he is a better man.

What will it prove should he succeed?
That I'm mistaken in my view.

I will be happy to concede

the victory to some buffoon.

Who can eat soup using chop sticks.

I still prefer to use a spoon.

I think soup should be eaten hot
I do not like cold soup a lot.

20/06/2009
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I Will Not! !

I see no reason to conform

to what'’s accepted as the norm.
It's not mere eccentricity

I see the world quite differently.
I have a brain and I can choose
what to accept what to refuse

I am prepared to listen to

other peoples point of view.

The average man does not exist
despite what experts may insist.
Each one of us is quite unique
.Remember this before you seek
to conform to the common view
There can be only one of YOU.

15-Jan-08
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I Wish

From where I'm standing I can see
the seagulls wheeling gracefully
I'm well above the high tides reach.

This is my favourite stretch of beach.

The waves which roll in from the sea
in summer, do not threaten me
I love to watch the seabirds fly

and hear their raucous shrieking cry.

They circle, waiting patiently

for tasty titbits which the sea
will leave behind at turn of tide.
Their needs will soon be satisfied

Then they will squabble noisily
these flying bandits of the sea.
The land is not their true domain.
They’ll quickly feed then fly again

The masters of the sky and sea.
Present a spectacle for me.
I sometimes wish that I could be
a gull instead of being me.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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I Wonder Why

Veiled in mystery
Men cannot foresee
what will come to be.
But still we try

We are not meant to see
what must come to be
inevitably

But still we try

To see through the veil
athough bound to fail
We can not prevail

but still we try.

Curiosity,
we can't satisfy.

Is the reason why
men have to try.

Bound by fates decree.
We go on blindly

until at last we see
and then we die.
9-Feb-09

Ifor ap richard
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I Wonder.

In Flanders Fields red poppies grow.
But long dead warriors lie below.
Their rotted bodies nourishing

The scarlet poppies flourishing..

As if to draw attention to.

The graves of men who never knew.

That they would not see their homes more
But here they lie for evermore.

In Flanders Fields lost heroes lie.

In unmarked graves beneath the sky.
Far from the which gave them birth
They add their substance to the earth.

Which Belgian farmers cultivate.
Selected randomly by fate.
There can be few survivors left

But those of us who choose to go
To Flanders where the poppies grow.
All make the trip to show respect
Numbers dwindling as you'd expect.

There's very few now left to go.

To see the scarlet poppies glow

The numbers grow less day by day.
When they are called they must obey.

Rejoining those who went before.
The men who fell in the Great War.
I wonder will poppies still grow
When there's no one left to go.

Monday,25 June 2012
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I Work To Make My Dreams Come True

My working day draws to its close
The light is leaching from the sky.
The western sky shows tints of rose
appealing to my artists eye

I rose this morning with the sun

And broke my fast at break of day
Then did the chores that must be done
For soon I must be on my way.

I am not yet self sufficient
Although one day I hope to be.
For now I have to be content
with working in a factory.

I am well paid for what I do

I earn enough to pay my way
and add some to my savings too
The same old routine every day.

At half past four I cycle home
Back to where I'd rather be

My collie dog bids me welcome

I loose his chain and set him free

My pot bellied stove may be old
but it still works efficiently

To me it worth its weight in gold
I have no electricity

It heats my home and cooks my food
Cost less than nothing to maintain
All it requires is firewood

And a good clean out now and again

I have my own sweet water well

Although the pump is in the yard
The water flows clear as a bell

I do not need to pump too hard.
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Whilst waiting for my meal to heat
There some things I need to do
Before my working day's complete
I feed the goats and chickens too

Then I shall brew a pot of tea

My stew will soon be heated through
I sit relaxing comfortably

There's nothing more I need to do.

Except to eat my meal and plan.
Improvements I intend to do.

I have no doubt at all I can

In time make all my dreams come true.

I am a very patient man

Dreams don't come true overnight.
I knew this when my dream began
It will take time to get it right.

I am quite sure one day I'll be
Free from the need to earn my pay
Escaping from the factory

To live my life a different way.

Growing what I need to eat.

and tending to my goats and hens.
No longer needing to compete

To me my dream makes perfect sense.

Although my friends think I am mad.
To choose to live a simple life.
I am quite sure I shall be glad
To leave behind the cares and strife.

Which daily I'm subjected to
Whilst working in a factory.
Where I am told what I must do.

It is less satisfactory.

Then living independently.
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In my own house on my own land.
Which one day soon I hope to be.
My own domain which I command.

No one to tell me what to do.
No one to say me yea or nay.
I work to make my dreams come true

and it draws nearer day by day.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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I Would If I Could

An old man sits on a public bench
And eyes up every passing wench.
Recalling sometimes wistfully

What life was like at twenty three.
When he was looking for romance
and was prepared to take a chance.
But now he is content to dream.

No longer has to plot and scheme.
His days of thrusting youth long gone
Although the urges linger on

He lacks the capability

To perform adequately.

He can't do what he used to do

It takes some getting used to

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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I Would If I Could

Philosophers considering

the mysteries if the universe.

May seem to be woolgathering

or dozing off which would be worse.

But they are not: They’re deep in thought
Oblivious to reality

They contemplations of a sort

which is akin to fantasy.

Their thoughts are on a higher plane
I don't pretend to understand.
Although they try they can’t explain.

So they dismiss me out of hand.

At least I work to earn my pay
I cannot sit and think all day.

13/05/2009
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Ideal Candidate

The face of politics we see

is not the truth. That lies below,

corruption and chicanery

exist but are not meant to show.

If you can fake sincerity

then you are just the man we want.

Improve our popularity

with your own brand of pious cant.

You portray honesty so well
the general public may accept.

The half truths and the lies you tell.

Your presentation is perfect.
It comes to me as no surprise
that politicians all tell lies.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Idle Thoughts

Chaos ruled the nothingness.
Only potentiality

existed in the timelessness
The universe was yet to be.

We cannot know the primal cause
which overcame the entropy.
Forced it to take a different course.
It must remain a mystery.

From nothing came reality

A fully orchestrated plan

Which could not happen possibly.
So says the finite mind of man.

So we build up hypotheses

and legends trying to explain
Rejecting others theories

Though there is nothing we can gain.

Arguments based on ignhorance
are bandied freely to and fro.

If we found the truth by chance
it's probable we would not know.

We know the universe exists.

We can’t deny the evidence

and yet the legends still persist
Though logically they make no sense.

Did God create the universe
and if so who created God

I do not wish to seem perverse
but I confess I find it odd.

Why is that mankind pursues

this useless quest obsessively.

I think the questions too abstruse
For us to view objectively.
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I just accept the way things are
Which seems the wisest course to me
and hasn’t troubled me so far

But then perhaps I'm just lazy.

25/07/2009
http;
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If You Dare

Although I'm fond of poetry.I find

the modern free form style lacks appeal for me.
I prefer disciplined formality

because I think it clarifies my mind

I chose my words, so my thoughts are well defined.
I cannot claim impartiality

nor dare I quote any authority.

All poetry I think should be designed

to serve some purpose which is clear to see.
Some train of thought the poet wishes to share.
Something he has seen in reality

or high flown fantasy beyond compare.

This is the art of writing poetry

To prove that you can do it, you must dare.

ivor or ivor.e hogg
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Illogicality

In the beginning was the WORD.
So we are told but not who spoke
Which seems to me to be absurd.
I m forced to treat it as a joke.

No one to speak no one to hear
Which seems to be improbable
and fails to satisfy I fear.
I find it to be impossible

I w