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I am now retired and grew up in Adelaide in the western suburbs. Like poetry
particularly Australian with Banjo Patterson and Henry Lawson in particular. Like
to tell a story with writing of poems and to draw them from my own experiences
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1. Old Feud From Old Sin

Broken and torn from the fight
I lay on the rock until last light
My enemy had come straight in
And our swords met in the battle din

The feud was old as was the sin

When we met that day and it was all in

We needed to settle the score once and for all
As we duelled across the mountain pass mull

Our broadswords clashed as the sparks flew

And there were times when each got on top too

As our followers gathered in the gathering gloom

I was able to beat the other one down under the moon

I pushed him down to the large rock and with a final blow
Disarmed him with his broadsword flying through the air and go
I stood with the point of my broadsword at the other's throat
But the other one had one last trick to play and to gloat

From a top of the hill an arrow came and and pierced my arm
And I was spun around with my broadsword knocked from harm
So the other one rolled and ran away leaving me on the ground
Now I lie on the rock pondering how he was no longer around.
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100 Years After The Beersheba Charge

Did you hear about the charge
On that faithful day

At 4 o'clock in the afternoon
It was the desert you see

And water was like gold
When the Australian Light Horse

Charged Beersheba that day
Chauvel lined them up

And with bayonets in hand
They charged the Turk trenches down

They won the wells for a long cool drink
Breaking the Ottoman Empire

To start the march to Israeli independence
And a place in the world history's page.
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2. Old Feud From Old Sin

I followed the road across the plain
Looking to hunt him down again

Up ahead there was a roadside tavern
Inside of which gathered a witch's coven

The old hags were wary of my call

And looked suspiciously at my footfall

One spoke up in a craggy voice inquiring

As the others whispered together all conspiring

I told them I was looking for the dark man

And they said they had seen him in an earlier stand

Where he had demanded a potion to bind his wounds

They had complied and the man had regained health very soon

But I did not see one of them cast a spell

As the room changed and over I fell

Next a black panther crouched and looked at me
And I fought it to death in a power play to see

Then I saw the witches through the misty shade broke

I pounced on them with my blade to the one who spoke
Demanding them all to yield to me or they would find my blade
And they cowered away from me crying mercy for mercy made

They confessed to seeing the dark man the previous fore-noon then

He had left taking a potion paying with a silver coin at the agreement's end
I searched their tavern leaving with a green cat's eye amulet

To use or to barter as I pursued the dark man on the path as it was set.
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2084

The teacher sat at her desk so straight

And called the roll as each student would wait
The lesson of the day was the plague of 2020
A history where there were facts a plenty

It started in Wuhan China with a whimper

Covid 19 they called it while it stewed and simmered
They closed down everything then

Travelling was stopped and you had to stay in

There were buildings called Malls for shopping
Beforebuying was the thing

And places called restaurants were where people ate
Hard to think now drones deliver food while you wait

People walked around without their plastic bubble

And oxygen masks were seen as too much trouble

As they ventured unprotected into the world

Shaking hands and kissing each other customs well held

Trips were made overseas for holidays

And jobs were possessions you went to everyday

Supermarkets had food for everyone

Where people took their cart to collect items displayed each one

It's hard to think of toilets without a bidet

People used paper to wipe themselves in their way
The Great Buy Out of toilet paper occurred

So bidets for everyone was the Government word

Each of the students sat and watched them

The video files of the plague from beginning to end
They were each seated in front of their video wall
In their homes alone connected by the net for all.
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3d Printers

3D printers are the newest technology
They say will lower costs easily

Just set the object on your computer screen
And it will print out what it is needed and seen

Making intricate patterns of parts
And may bring back the manufacturing arts

From the countries where labour is cheap
Western countries may return a manufacturing reap.
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A Bank Robber From Tehran (Taken From A True
Story)

A Bank Robber in Tehran

Had quite an interesting plan

So he went to a Wizard for magic
And paid him $500 a bit tragic

To make him invisible to all

Being a Bank Robber was his call

But he was rather surprised

When people saw him with their eyes

As he tried to snatch money from their hands
Being arrested at it wasn't in his plans

And his life was in tatters as a Bank Robber

In jail waiting for a judge and jail time clobber.
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A Better Way

Do you search you heart for the truth
When you want to find your proof

In the corners of your soul

Does it dwell in the corner-fold

In a modern world where popularity rules
And on some leaders followers drool
There has to be a better way

Than in the end to just blast away.
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A Calling Me

Do you hear the words
A-calling me
A-calling me home

For the strife and trouble
Is over for me
Just standing together free

Do you see my salvation
A-coming to me
A-coming to me to be free

For the strife and trouble
Is over for me
Just standing together free

Do I want to see heaven
A-praying for me
A-praying for me so righteously

For the strife and trouble
Is over for me
Just standing together free

Do I want to be waiting
Awaiting for you
Awaiting so patiently for you

For the strife and trouble
Is over for me
Just standing together free

For I know now is the time
The time for rejoicing
The time for rejoicing will forever be

For the strife and trouble

Is over for me
Just standing together free.
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A Change A Comin

There's a change a comin'

I can feel it getting through
That we can love each other
And it's all up to me and you

Kindness costs nothing

In this old crazy world

Of war and hate crimes a happening
But love will be truly upheld.
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A Christian Gun As A Hand Of God

A gun manufacturer in the USA

Wants the Christian religion to have a say

To take up arms against Muslim extremists

And so engraved on the safety so you won't miss

Peace is safety setting for the rifle so fine
War is the setting one shot at a time
Automatic is the setting as God wills it

The gun will now have a saying to fit

So this gun can have your favourite bible quote
The verse can really make your Christianity float.
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A Cold Dark Day

Walking on a cold dark day

I can't see the sun it's so grey

A brisk wind chills the soul

To make it home quickly my goal

Quietly the clouds open to a redeeming sun
A warming for the world cheekily won

Even on the coldest day

There is light and warmth in hope you pray.
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A Cold Wind Blew

A cold wind blew up from the south
That rattled the teeth in my mouth
On a clear winter's night

To set the scene where all is not right

A duality of righteous souls

Reaching out for heartfelt goals

Starts again to win the day

Then once completed are left to ease away

What seemed set at the time

Now didn't matter in a search so fine
I'll remember each wasted one

Once an enthusiastic argument begun
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A Comfortable Warmth

After a night in the outside cold
The seeking of warmth doesn't get old

Is the fact we came from Africa Central
Means that we are creatures that are Equatorial

And when we are in freezing temperatures
It is the heat for us that in our mind features.
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A Corner Of A Memory

They shall go on

Even though they have gone
A corner of a memory
Turned up

in all its glory

And they live again

A smile, a tear.... remembers them.
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A Crow Told Us

A crow told us not to go away

Whilst a knitting and a purling she did say
You can't go to China for I am scared

The meet thought of it is such a dread

I'll stay in Adelaide in the parklands

And ruin Mother Nature in our grand plan.
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A Fairy Tale

Our romance was like a fairy tale
The sort where you wouldn't fail
Where you were the enchanted
And I was the one tormented

When the adventure was afoot
And evil was beaten as it should
Music notes that you needed to play

Feeling warmed on a sunny day

Once the tale is started
We will not be parted.
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A Fatal Flaw

Every one has a fatal flaw

That would make you want more
But you see it may not ever be
That you would ever need to see
Whether your flaw will be exposed
And suffer for it heaven knows.
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A Free Thinker

She was a free thinker

And wanted to be righteous
For she knew what was wrong
It was bursting out her brain

Should she shout it to the world

Or remain quiet with a wispy smile
Undecided she kept quiet

And hoped the subject would come up.
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A German Name

My maternal grandfather's name was Gleissert

A German name from the town of Posen in Prussia
They had come to South Australia

For religious freedom in the 19th Century

I have just found out what they put up with
In The Great War and the Second World War
They were pointed out as enemy aliens

And questioned as their loyalty to Australia

I remember my mother saying that

She was taken out to the front

Of her classroom by her teacher

And paraded as a person with a German name

She said that she cried when it occurred

The teacher had delighted in her embarrassment
This occurred when her only brother

Was wearing the uniform of the Australian army

People have their reasons I suppose for doing these things
But I wonder how this sort of thing

Was patriotic in its call and what these people thought
When they were Australian by choice.
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A Horseman Rides

A lonesome horseman rides across a dusty plain

His journey of a million steps is all that will remain

As for him to ponder long now his last task is finally set
There is time to think of many things in lonesome regret

There is some hope of a peaceful time ahead of him yet

But he counts the dusty miles he has ridden trying to forget
As it seems each turn he took seemed to weighhis decision
When each piece is played to him in again in his retro vision

Would others want to be the man that he now had become

Riding on in long hot days in the saddle toward the setting sun

But know this of his final quest as it will in the end be written

If you take the journey and you pay the toll at some stage you will be smitten.
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A Kind Word

There was a moment

When I though that a kind word
Would change the world

For the better

But now it seems

That the stronger you are
Will mean the more

You are listened to

And your kind word

Can be lost amongst

The clutter of it all

And kindness doesn't count.
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A Knight Against Strife

Stand for the right

It will be alright

Note that you care
And you will be there

The world outside

Needs a good side

Be thankful for life

And be a knight against strife.
© Paul Warren Poetry

Paul Warren

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

24



A Leaf Floated

A leaf floated to the ground
In its silence without a sound

As I stood and watched it fall
There was a purpose to it all

As a death that was foretold
And an ending that was bold

For there is a time for life and laughter

And an ending as your life does matter.
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A Lick Of Paint

A lick of paint to hide this thing

That is ugly in what it will bring
Bright colours that are cheery

Or beige or cream somewhat dreary
But the new surface will be smooth
And better coloured once you choose
And hide the ugliness of the older one
Now the colouring has been done.
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A Little Sentimental

If I get a little sentimental and wipe away a tear

Know it's because I love you so very much my dear
Maybe it's a song that holds you close to my heart
Always wanting us to be together and never ever apart

Even if it is a rainy day without the sun in sight

There will always be sunshine in my bursting heart just right
Can I say any more well I suppose I always could
Remember I'll always love you as a lover always should.
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A Lost Cobber

I heard it in the evening

As I vetted reports in the office
The sun was waning

And the air was cool

A friend of his came in to say
You had died from your own hand
The life you led as a copper had done you in

And I am left to wonder now how it happened.
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A Lost Memory

I had a friend who lost her memory
And she used to spend some time
Explaining this when she met
People around where she lived

This worked fine until she met a neighbour
And she diligently explained her predicament
After full five minutes the neighbour said
That he had only moved in recently

And had not ever met her before

From that day forward she didn't explain

She never got her memory fully back and
When meeting people she always felt awkward
Until they gave her enough information

For her to be sure she had known them before.
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A Lover's Concerto

Float along on a summer's day
I knew I loved you straight away

The cool breath floats off the water
Life feels right as it ought a

I feel you sigh as a summer breeze

A lover's concerto will always please.
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A Man Sitting On A Bench

Ground down by life

He sits on the bench

While people just pass him by
Once he was young and stood tall
But that was years ago

When it happened

He wasn't prepared

So it struck him hard

Each day since was endless
So he sits on a bench.
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A Mate

Do you have a mate that you trust

When your down on your luck and a bust

So when you're lying in your hospital bed
And the world held for you nothing but dread

Whom you could ask or tell anything
To discuss your problems that bring
You to your knees seeing no way through

You need a confident that you can lean on too.
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A Mind Of Our Own

Hebrew philosophy suggests that we have
One indivisible soul and three sets of abilities

The emotions that draw us to people and things
This is the DESIRE that drives us in this life

Those things that drive us away is the ANGER you feel
When things don't go right in your world

And finally THOUGHT, where we distill the information we perceive
Examining each part and and deciding on it

It seems simplistic but if you take KISS principle
It seems to be a easy way to break this world down.
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A Miracle

Did you feel the gentle breeze blow

Of angel wings fluttering in their show

Can you feel their presence now

As you learn of their afterglow

Should there be a miracle in the wind

Where adversity is beaten and you begin again.
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A Modern Story

He sat in his shed so very sad
With the only thing

His dear mother had left to him
Was two dozen clean mason jars

So he drank down the last moon-shine
That his mother had made

Before she passed on to her reward
And he looked and did his best thinkin'

Then a light went on in his head
He would combine what he got for free
And gathered his flatulence in the jars
To sell them at the local market

It was a task but he worked at it

Eating cabbage, onion and boiled eggs

Feeling accomplished when the last jar was filled
But on market day his plan fell apart

The local Constable seized his jars

For you need a licence

To sell gas from your ass

Even with refills from a bottomless glass.
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A Mouseketeer Died Today

A Mouseketeer died today

Doreen Tracey could not stay

A sad event to mark this time

When childhood was innocent and so divine

With each passing childhood fades
A happy time of bright serenades
That we found

When children laughing was the happiest sound.
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A Paradox Of Purpose

In the middle of a cold winter
Do you look for

The coolness of the sheets
As you get into bed

On a warm summer's day

Do you luxuriate in a cloud
Passing over you head

When you are relaxing at home
After a long tiring journey made

Do you wish for the journey to begin again

Is this a paradox of purpose we find in our minds
Or is it part of a process of clarifying things in our timeline.
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A Place In Light

The shoreline came into view

As the days drifting meant nothing to do

I woke each morning hoping for this sight

Being disappointed was usual as the sun became bright

Our captain had gone crazy

Blowing a hole in our ship for reasons that were hazy
There were six who made the lifeboat

But now only three of us were afloat

At other times islands were in our view
But they all faded without much ado

And finally this last one as we floated to it
I pulled the boat to a sandy spit

Collapsing exhausted on the beach

Sleeping deeply with danger out of our reach
The sun was fading in the west

As I awakened from my rest

We gathered and built a fire

Casting shadows as the flames burnt brighter
So that became a nightly event

Wanting rescue a wish heaven sent

The days turned to weeks as we learnt

To survive as our rescue was not sent
One night whilst tending the firelight

I saw a bright lighting the darkening night

As it moved closer it started to pulse slowly
Until it hovered over me glowing brightly
Then a light came down blinding me

So bright in fact I couldn't see

As quickly as it appeared

The light quickly disappeared

The next morning a ship was near our beach

And we were saved when it seemed out of our reach
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A day later when I was fed and rested

I spoke to the captain about our rescue invested
He spoke of a pulsing light

That insisted he follow it that night

So it may seem strange now to us
That a light would make such a fuss
To rescue 3 washed up sailors

Who engineered our rescue when all seemed a failure.
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A Point Of View

Picking a side seemed at the time so easy to them then
Reasons of family, country and faith they could comprehend
There were no thoughts of who was right

Training with friends gave strength for the fight

The organisation held them in its sway
Obeying orders became the way

But would truth and righteousness start to ring
And that to their senses it would to them bring.
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A President Tweets

I wonder why

A President tweets

Things about a reporter

When he suppose to be

The leader of the Western world
Why has it finally come to this.
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A Sea Of Sadness

In a sea of sadness

I am tossed upon a rocky shore
The waves have flung me down
And I am battered and bruised

And the sea is restless

As I am unable to set myself free
Each time I wrench myself up
The next wave batters me down

Is there no hope for me

Even as I plead to the waves
For god sake set me free
Relentless it just rolls over me.
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A Sentimental Bloke

Are there things that make you cry
You're such a sentimental bloke
With a tear in the corner of your eye
You know that it is no joke

Perhaps it's an old friend

When you remember the good old days
That you haven't seen until the end
And be with you always

So sentimental bloke

Standing thinking about it now
You know it is no joke

Do you feel it in your know-how.
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A Sheep Or Wolf

Are you a sheep

Or a wolf

Are you the hunted

Or a hunter

When you are sized up
Are you seen

As an easy score

Or a tough opponent
Will you stand

Or retreat.
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A Smile Within

I challenged myself everyday

To get up and not waste away

For life for me was not all cheer
But to last to end the day was dear

Sometimes it meant more to me then
To stand tall and just pretend
And not make it all about the end

Just to rest a while with a smile within.
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A Soldier Never Leaves The Field

They say that once in the field
A soldier never leaves it or yields

Away from the battle and what it means
The hyper- alertness that invades their dreams

It never leaves them and becomes the new reality

Even when you are fighting for freedom it's what will be.

© Paul Warren Poetry

Paul Warren

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

46



A Song

What if the world was a song

Would we all want to sing along
With such a happy little tune

That would make you laugh so soon

Or would it be a dark dirge

That would bring you to a teary verge
Maybe the world is too hopeless you know
And a song would be a difficult show

Could it be so hard to agree
To let things go and let it be
We have tried to do it before

But it fell apart for peace love and music forever more.
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A Story About A Gun

In New York they opened a gun store

Where you could go and buy a gun

But the difference here was every gun

Had a history of causing death

Suicidal, accidental and criminally intentional

And many of those who went into the store
Changed their minds about gun ownership
You see the possession of a gun

Increases your likelihood of

Suicide, murder or accidental death

By this weapon in a family or place

It reminded me of a true South Australian story

About a young boy who one Sunday morning

Took his father's loaded gun

And accidentally shot his brother dead in their bedroom

You see the father felt the need to have the gun
Loaded in the house

And a baseball bat at the front door

The young boy denied it but the gun powder test
Proved his was the one with it on his hands

The post script to the story was

The young boy was too young to be charged
But fifteen years later he hung himself

The note left said he couldn't live

With what he'd done when he was nine.
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A Summer Place

Somewhere away from the rat race
Where you were mine

In such a melancholy time

You touched my heart

And we swore not to part

The warm summer sun and cool breeze feel

As we walked along the beach as the time stood still
And we remained entwined together

No one but us forever.
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A True Believer

Are you a true believer
Or a true deceiver
Take the truth of it all
And twist it in its recall

For your side is all that matters

Even if there is some contrary chatter
Just stand tall and repeat after me
I'm a true believer can't you see.
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A Vision

I had a vision of a wondrous place

Where people counted in all God's grace

And kindness was a treasured notion

Where there was no devil's tainted mad devotion

We dwell in peaceful solitude

In happiness that would include

All peoples on this Earth of ours

Where Race, Colour, Sex, Gender or Religion were not devoured.
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A Warm Summer Night

A warm summer night

In a starry sky

No hint of a breeze to cool my face

I'm taking the air walking through

The road is straight heading to the coast
A clear sky where you can count the stars

The road is quiet and I can see no cars

Then in the distance I see a light

It must be a truck with bright lights

As I continue walking the light becomes clear
When all of a sudden it shot to the sky

With green glowing lights it went very high

The glowing green intensified

As a beam of light shot from the bottom

Of the craft as it slowly flew on

I tried to hide on the side of the road

As the light beam searched for me

Then the light remained stationary above me

Until as sudden as it had came on

The light switched off

And I couldn't see the object in the sky

I looked around and the ground seemed strange
It was puzzling to me as to what had occurred
When I looked at my watch it was two hours gone.
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A Wealth Of Information

'l don't need anyone, ' he said
For I am better read

And what you do or say

Is so wrong today

You see I worked it out myself

And now I am a wealth

Of information as it is for me

When I will give it to you without a fee.
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A Well Worn Path

I walked along a well worn path

And think of things I thought would last
Of the sunshine without pain

That came in such a sweet refrain

But I know now of other things
And the wonder that life brings
Then promises of what might be
But they can die so easily

Now I live in the twilight

Wondering if things will be right

Away from dark nightmares now

I stand alone my tired soul taking a bow.
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A Wonderful Day

It was such a wonderful day
One you don't waste today
The sun was a yellow ball
And not a drop of rain at all

Looking out over the green plain
You can see the sea's blue refrain
Some days it's just great to be alive

To get out now and enjoy and thrive.
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Aborigine Diggers

The warrior stands on one leg in the sun
And watches the British fleet drop anchor
These strange white men raise their flag
And the warrior's land is stolen from him

Over the years they say the warrior is lost
But when Australia marched to war

The warrior stands tall again

As a Digger wearing the rising sun.
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Aborigines Painting For No Payment

I read of QANTAS deciding that an Aborigine artist
Should be given the opportunity to paint with flair
Crockery with symbols of Aborigine folklore

I wonder if they were white artists, the painting
Would be done without payment to the artist

And be content with the publicity they would get.
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Absent Friends

Sit back and think of absent friends you have known
And think that your love for them has lasted and grown
I remember drinking beer and having fun

Thinking that their life and love was won

But the past is for reminiscing the good times

When mate ship flourished and was mine

They were sons and daughters of the South land

And I'm proud to call them friends in mate ship grand.
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Acceptance

Wasted hours in wasted time
Fantasising what you will find
In each day you think of it
And in the past for you to fit

Acceptance may not be what you'll find
With others who will not be kind
Is it whether you will be the measure

Or will you be the point of their pleasure.
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Across The Universe

Spinning stars with spinning planets
Asteroids, meteors and comets

All in motion in the universe

Some collide and are cursed

Mysterious objects that are unseen

The 'Wow' signal has a probability weened
Are there aliens that visit our planet?

A ton of questions not answered yet.
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Adelaide - Pie Floaters

Late at night when I was young

And Maccas and HJs hadn't begun
A night out with a few drinks down
With mates we would go into town

And decide on a local deliciousy

To the Railway Station pie cart we'd see

To taste a pie floater at the side of the road

It was thick pea soup with a square pie float mode

It would seem the only time we had a hankering

For this food was when it was mate-ship and drinking.
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Adelaide - The Sun Rises Over The Adelaide Hills

The Sun rises over the Adelaide Hills
Kookaburras laugh and the magpie shrills
Street lights blink out as the sun rays win
Gully breezes cools a balmy night again

The dust in the morning air bounces the light

As the glare bathes the Adelaide Hills so bright
People start their morning run in the Summer sun
Life back drops the scene as the night is done.
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Adelaide - The University Oval In The Afternoon Sun

The University Oval in the afternoon sun
Walking laps As I'm nearly done

The breeze sways the branches of the gums
Breath in deep the freshening air is won

Other people running pass me by

As I hear the zoo animals screech and cry

The Torrens Lake is still in the breeze

As the Adelaide buildings background will please.
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Advice

What would I tell my younger self

Now I have an older wisdom's wealth

For the old me should say some things
That will echo through the years as it rings

Don't be judgmental or such a fool

When the only thing that matters is the no hurt rule
Enjoy the sunshine when it in shines

And not be too hard on myself when it's not so fine

Remember that those you love are best

And don't go wishing for something else from the rest
When you look at the world and what is around

Be content in your life and what you have found.
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Advice On Removing A Shrubbery

When pulling out a large golden diosma bush

Don't let yourself be in too much of a rush

And particularly don't let them grow enormous

The old foliage gets everywhere under your shirt in a mess
And in removing what's left, you need to hire a rubbish skip
That's if you want to get rid of it.
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Aeroplanes Ply The Sky

Aeroplanes ply the skies

Through cloud and over mountains high
Be at the airport at your time

Then at the gate in the line

Food shops and coffee handy close
Waiting will bide the time the most
Then we walk to the plane
Nearly there is our refrain

Find your seat and settle down

The aeroplane will leave the ground
Read your book or study the crowd
Then you land and leave walking proud.
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After Isis

People choose your side

Know that you are satisfied

And if you are defeated

Wonder if at home you'll be greeted

But returning will not always work
Especially if you are a terrorist jerk
Then what remains of your family
To a UN refugee camp they'd flee

Holding severed heads is not photogenic to us

And is taboo outside of the ISIS fuss

For you are branded then

A Terrorist and damaged goods until your own end.
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Against The Elements

The restless wind blows in my face
As I stand against it in good grace
It blows as it would in an endless force
With shelter not always found of course

My place won in a world not always kind
Maybe gained against a worthy foe I will find
For the quest set against the elements is sought

Where strong will is a benefit in seeing as it ought.
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Against The Evil One

I run from the living and the dead

Barely sleeping I just hang on in darkened dread
For the visions that haunt me

Bounce around in my head wanting to be free

As the sun rises in the east

I remember the prophetic words of the priest
What is more is what you wanted least

And the longing is the heartbeat of the beast

So debonair as it wanders in the night

As people bolt their doors defending right
For to be caught would be the end
Against the Evil One it's hard to defend.
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Age Of Aquarius

Don't let the war machine win

There is friendship and happiness within
Can't ya feel it buildin'

Sisters and brothers in the healin'

No need to fight or shoot

Nor our earth to pollute

Let's have the Age of Aquarius

Dance and sing for a world that's just.
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Albert Namatjirra

Albert Namatjira was a landscape painter of world renown
A proud western Arrernte man from Alice Springs town
During his life he was not a rich man

Living with his people off the land

When in Alice Springs and needing a lift around

He'd hire a taxi for a ride into town

Offering a painting for the fare

Sometimes those accepted were thrown away without care

These drivers would now shake their head
At the prize they tossed away instead

And what the world lost in their foolishness
Of Namatjira's art as one of the best.
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Albert Perrepoint,30/3/1905 - 10/7/1992, England's
Most Efficient Hangman

Albert Pierrepont was dubbed the Official Executioner of England

After first being Assistant Executioner as a family job on hand

Finally being made Chief Executioner after his father retired

And this was a part time job called to service as it transpired

In those days executions were the local Sherrif's responsibility

But it was delegated to Pierrepont because of his hanging skill and ability

His day job was as a simple assistant in a grocery store so uncomplicated

And when his hangman skills were needed he was summonsed as was fated
The number of executions that he performed for the British Goverment

Was a figure of 435 men and women as across the country he was sent

After World War 2 the Allies used him to execute 200 German war criminals
Including William Joyce 'Lord Haw Haw' for treason with their activities in recall

Eventually he resigned in 1956 over a dispute on the fee for each hanging
He became an opponent of capital punishment in later years in thinking
That it was no deterrent to people murdering others as his experience
Was that most murders were committed in fits of rage without judgement
In the end attitudes to capital punishment changed in Britain anyway
With those committing murder were punished by lengthy prison stays.
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Alexander The Beetle

Alfred the beetle like to eat

Finding a nice crumb made his morning complete
So he would scurry and tarry about

Looking for food and was happy to sing and shout
For the big ones had left a birthday cake

Nicely cut up on a white china plate

So once his appetite was savoured

From the strawberry short cake so fruitfully flavoured
He did his happy dance on his six little feet

High five-ing the other beetles in his best beetle greet
And he scurried away to his house

That he shared with Fred the little white louse

Alfred played with Fred until the street lights went out
Then putting himself in his bed being so tuckered out
So if you see Alfred when you are playing in the sun
Give him some of your lunch as he will be a hungry one.
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Alien Flatulence

So Uranus smells of hydrogen sulphide

In the atmosphere on the higher side

With the planet's unfortunate name

It is the butt of most astronomy jokes to blame
With hydrogen sulphide so flatulent

It enhances the jokes and is heaven sent

With the gas of the rotten egg smell

We can laugh on forever and chuckle so well.
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Alien Life

A secret society of hackers
Has released a video

That states NASA

Is about to say

There is intelligent life

In the universe

Not just microbes

But aliens with

Their own civilisation

So what will it be

E.T. or Independence Day?
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All Shopping Around

Don't bring me down

With all this shopping around

Piling things up high

Making others wait being a hoarder guy

So very smooth you are

With hand sanitizer by the box so far
Some may never need again to buy
Toilet paper stacked to the sky

So instead of many aluminium foil hats

They will be making paper trains and that

Perhaps the whole world could enter now

That wedding dress competition out of toilet paper to take a bow.

© Paul Warren Poetry

Paul Warren

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



Alliances

Alliances you have

As you walk through life
People that you know as friends
Will come and go

Then others who will use you
And get out

From you what they want

So is it any wonder

That in the end

You are wary

Of some people.
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Alone Again Naturally

It's the ticking, ticking of the clock
I'm alone again unnaturally
And I hear the black dog
Growling, sneering at me

It doesn't go away

As I close my eyes

I will still see

The black dog

Growling, sneering at me
Even if it leaves today

It will be back soon anyway.
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Alone In The Desert

I ride along the dog proof fence
To repair it as the dingo defence
I like it because I am by myself
Under the sun and stars is my wealth

And sometimes at night I see strange things
Lights that travel across as the night sky brings
They land in the desert away from me

Where I see the lights dance around easily

The local aborigines have legends of Dutch people

Being in a colony near here who survived on their mettle

But they had disappeared one night when the lights came

And this happened without any noise as the mystery remained

I see the lights very often during this time

And although curious I don't want to go and find

What happened when the lights danced around

And I wondered what those Dutch people eventually found.
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Always A Generation Gap

The generations are not only separated by time
It's the pulse that they live at in their own rythms
Social media rules their lives in what it records
Where friendship and likes have their own rewards

With each generation there develops a gap

Which separates parents and children in the final rap
The pace of human knowledge doubling each five years
Means the difference is tangible and can result in fears.
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An Amateur Poet

I haven't studied English

At tertiary level

So I fly by the seat of my pants
When I write

But I try to put in a piece of myself
When I write

So don't judge me too critically
When I write

But please enjoy even if you don't agree.
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An Asteroid Vs. The Earth

An asteroid collided with earth that was 10 kilometres wide
That wiped out the dinosaurs when they were fried

Putting stuff into the atmosphere for a two year winter

And this was what gave us mammals a kick starter sprinter

It would only need an asteroid 3 kilometres in diameter
That would have a similar effect today without fetter
We may only have a warning of two weeks time

To prepare if we were a target of an asteroid we'd find.
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An Old Lawman Sits At The Bar

An old lawman sits at the bar

And raises his glass just so far

Enough to take a sip of his favourite drink

He was sitting there drinking with time to think

The hair is grey and his years are long
But his eyes are still clear and strong
And he is waiting for his mate

They will talk of times that we're great

You see yarping is what's left now

Telling tales and war stories showing how
They always won on their day

When criminals never got away.
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An Outback Grave

She wanted to lay under the Outback sun

And a star chandelier night when the day was done

So her family gathered at Parakylia near Roxby Downs
Digging her place on the rocky ground

And they filled in her place with the red dust
Once done her request fulfilled as a must
And she lies within the land she loves

The red dust below and azure blue above.
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An Uneven Fight

Is being good terribly hard
Inch by inch gaining a yard
Teach your children well

Defeating the badass is hell

Stand up for the right
In an uneven fight
Will you win in the end
You just might!
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Ancestors And Religion

The history of my family is interesting to me

When looking at reasons of why some things I see

It seems the German side of the family were Protestant
And so couldn't get on in Catholic Germany rant

So they immigrated to South Australia

Then I look at the Irish side

Who were Catholic and so were on the slide
With the Protestant English in the power
And were on the outer

So they immigrated to South Australia

It would seem instead of praising god

And making the best of your lot

Your religion becomes a tool

To get what you want and make others a fool.

© Paul Warren Poetry

Paul Warren

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

86



And The World Moved On

80 million died in World War 2
And the world moved on

37 million died in the Great War
And the world moved on

20 million died in the 1918 influenza epidemic
And the world moved on

20 million were killed by Stalin
And the world moved on

6 million Jews were killed by Hitler
And the world moved on

3.5 million died in the Vietham War
And the world moved on

3 million died by the Pol Pot regime
And the world moved on

3 million died by the British hand in India suppressing independence
And the world moved on

382,000 were killed by Saddam Hussein
And the world moved on

300,000 were killed by Idi Amin
And the world moved on

It makes me wonder how we survive
When our best occupation is killing each other.
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Angels Whisper

I hear the angels whisper in my ear
Sometimes so quietly I can barely hear
Telling me of things to say

And they won't go away

For angels have God's word

And tell of things that need to be heard
To quieten our aching hearts

For the healing that has to start.
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Anger

If you have been angry
For a long time

It becomes comfortable
Like old clothing

So it remains

Easy to stay that way
And hard to reverse
This feeling

Revenge becomes part of it.
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Anger - What Gets Under Your Skin?

What gets under your skin?

Is it the meddling remarks

That are calculated to annoy

Once they see that it has needled

There's a laugh and pour it on

But don't show any more than you have to
Just sit there and smile

And ask a question they don't want to answer.
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Anger And Rage

Who would step back in anger and rage
At what happens with each turn of page
When people over step the mark

And come back on you to pull you apart

Stand tall and confident in the final word
When truth and justice will be heard

For in the end there is one final thing
Faith for all is what it will bring.
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Anger Made

What makes you mad

Not just so very sad

That makes you blood boil

That strains you to your mortal coil

Is it seeing someone wronged

Or listening to a speech or song
That you don't agree to the theme
And see what to you it would mean

Has someone made a case

That is difficult to erase

Against you that isn't right

And you're not able for your side to cite

Anger can be difficult to manage
Especially when you cannot gauge
Who has spread the evilness

Even when they say it is in jest.
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Anticipation

Can we begin with each other again
With our love we don't need to pretend
Let's take it slowly exploring each touch
Remember the tingle you loved so much
And your quivering shiver of elation
With a low sweet sigh of anticipation.
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Antiques

What is the worth of an object to someone
Who obviously thought that it should be won
Maybe it's a bust, a painting or a chair
Placed carefully in their home with care

But sometimes the attachment to the thing

Is for sentimental reasons that memories bring.
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Anzac Day 2017

At the going down of the sun
Remember their fun

And in the morning

We will see them smiling

As a gentle breeze

Flutters the flags as will please
A time for all

Remembrance to recall.
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Anzac Day 2018 - Tyne Cot Cemetery

White head stones in countless rows
Soldiers all from the Great War battles

Thousands dead now glory served
Each one a son and loved one

Victoria Cross engraved as heroes found
Known unto God a sad refrain written

On the stone &quot;Their name liveth for Evermore&quot;
A Christian Cross on top of a German pill-box

Sacrifice for the &quot;War to End Wars&quot; unfulfilled
A hundred years past but still it begs belief.
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Anzac Day 2019

I wonder and admire those people true

Who answered the bugle's call those years through
For they were volunteers one and all

And how did they stay the distance in the call

A hundred years have passed

Where great change has been amassed
They were different to each one of us
And were known to make less of a fuss

The Great War changed the world

Where great empires were lost and felled
And what is left is from those years

Lest we forget as we shed our tears
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Anzac Day 2020

The red glow of sunrise paints the sky
Families gather as candle light flickers nearby
The ANZAC Service echoes from place to place
This year's Dawn Service shared in sad grace

The virus has its say on us everyday
Whilst social distancing is our way
Driveway services weaving us together

As the Last Post plays in their memory forever.
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Anzac Day 2020 - No Dawn Service

The darkness hides their faces

As the rising sun embraces

And the kookaburrashave their say
Announcing the dawn in their Australian way

The stone soldier is their catafalque party standing still
The people are quiet standing as their will

The Minister starts with a prayer

Heralding their sacrifice in battles so far from there

The soldier raises the bugle to his face

And the last post echoes from place to place
Some tears sparkle on their cheeks

As the Lord's Prayer makes the service complete.
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Anzac Square, Brisbane, Queensland, 2017

The humidity and warmth brings perspiration

With marching bands in the distance in exhaltation
The dome stands sentinel over the square

With brass statues in each corner with steely stares

On the war thoughts of their sacrifice made
And each conflict Australia tested our grade

A nurse attending stretchered wounded soldiers
A fuzzy wuzzy Angel leading a blinded digger

And Vietnam and Korean conflicts statues with equal vigour
Looking out with steely stares that will never disappear
Then veterans are marching past with a strutting cadence
That belies their years after Australian service in our defence

Sailors in their pressed clean whites appear
The crowd gives out a loud and hearty cheer
Diggers in khaki marching with their guns slung across their shoulders

Finally the Air Force blue is seen with each one a son or daughter

But today there is one in particular special one we have come to see
A daughter who is a nursing officer in a moment as proud as can be.
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Apocalypse

Are we working towards the apocalypse
Where we are waiting Intervention of God
Do we see our End of Days at some time
And cease our wicked ways forever

Will we find redemption at this time

Or will there be enlightenment for us

Where we have a chance to be born again
Then Peace will come and we will find the way.
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Apology By The Australian Parliament For
Institutionalized Child Abuse 22 October 2018

Some words have such power

To us who hear them in this hour
To know when children alone cried
And justice for them was denied

Evil once ruled when children were abused
Their anguish was the truth then refused
To soothe the damage that was done
Sorry is said from everyone

Harken world we have now said

The deeds done are believed now instead

For we know in coming years

Justice will be served and not more children's tears.
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Approval

What does it take to follow through
In each thing that you attempt to do
When thinking of the next move

Do you seek for others to approve

When standing together as brothers

Do you feel the need of support to gather
Or do you seek what is best for you

And indeed not then follow through.
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Archimedes - Genius And Designer Of Weapons

Archimedes was a great Greek thinker and inventor

Who was able to give Syracuse city an edge as a mentor
When he made a giant claw that picked Roman galleys up
From the sea and sink these ships weighing 60 tons all up

And so the city was able to withstand these ships for a year

Until they left the claw alone at the wall with the Romans winning clear
This genius made a deadly mirror that focussed the sun into a ray gun
And also a steam cannon that shot stone cannon balls with the fight won

But Archimedes was killed without being recognised by an ordinary soldier

At the siege of Syracuse when it was finally broken and there was great danger.

© Paul Warren Poetry

Paul Warren

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

104



Ardrossan, South Australia On A Summer's Day

The dusty track led to the cliff

The wind off the sea made the spray drift

The small South Australian town

Of Ardrossan looked down on the cliffs surround

The cooling breeze tempered the Summer sun

As the wheat grain ship sailed off its loading done
The St Vincent Gulf sparkled in deep blue tones
On a perfect Summer day in a memory owned.
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Are We The Ghost In The Machine

If there is no God

Then is our soul inside
The ghost in the machine
When I think

Does that say then

That I am

And if there is no God
Then why do I remember
What drives me on

To be what I am

I think it is too easy

To believe it all

Just happened by accident.&quot;
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Arguments - Nobody Wins

Think about it now

Is it worth the harsh words
Is it worth the separation
From others whom

You once had connection
Those wasted years

And the anger and tears
Mean nothing now

Nobody wins.
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Armour

He thought the thing to be

Was tougher than the others you see

So he crafted armour to protect his start
With a breast plate thick across his heart

And his helmet covered his face

So that no emotion would be seen in his disgrace

But it became more crutch than armour in time

When he couldn't tell when it was needed in his mind.
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Artificial Intelligence

Facebook closed down two software programs
That started to talk to one another in their slam

As a fail safe for robotic power and grace
We don't them taking over and running the place

And Facebook isn't for artificial intelligence to rule
For computers to have their own page makes us a fool.
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As Your Dreams Will Take

It doesn't matter who you are
Make a goal to go as far

As your dream will take

Do it with each step you make
For a step up the mountain
Will be for you to gain
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Asteriod

It was forecast by the astronomers
And across the world it caused a stir
The asteroid would pass close by

And it would be seen in the sky nearby

Some religions took it as a sign

Of the end of the world time

So we waited and scanned the heavens
For the astral traveller as it was driven

The long-awaited day finally was here

As the asteroid became visible so near

But it didn't behave as the scientists expected

For it slowed and went into orbit as a moon unintended

Then the ocean's tides changed with this new moon
With floods and droughts across the world quite soon
When both moons are in the night sky

There is enough light to read a book by.
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Astral Projection

I floated away

From my body not to stay

To see things differently

As others I see

But there are chords

Connected to me towards

So I know I am not passed

Until finally the projection does not last.
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At Peace In My Soul

I'm searching for peace

In my soul

So when I close my eyes

I will be at ease

For my story

Is full

Of broken dreams and sadness
And I need to be

At peace to rest easily.

© Paul Warren Poetry

Paul Warren

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 113



Aunty Carrie

What quiet times did she have

When she thought of him again

She shed a tear for what was given
As her one love had been stuck down
Gassed on the Western Front

To die from cancer slowly made

And she was left alone to raise alone

Three children struggling through years

That marked her as a poor struggling one

Each day she cleaned and cooked others meals
But in the quiet times she shed her tears

To a man whose duty took him and her best years.
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Aunty Carrie A Gentle Soul

She was a gentle soul
Who saw the worst
And endured it quietly
The man she loved
Was cruelly taken away

Left to raise two children
She always had a smile
Wanting the best for others
Living a long life

A matriarch to others.
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Australia

Do you hear the magpies chortle
As the sun rises over the hills
Do you see a koala in a gum tree
As the wind rattles the leaves

Do you feel the sun on your neck

As the summer sun reaches high

Do you see the dust across the sky
As the dry takes hold of the red earth

Do you see the kangas and emus bound
As the cool of the evening settles the earth
Do you love this land with all your heart
As one who was blessed with Australia.
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Australia - 60,000 Years In The Australian Sun

60,000 years walking tall in the scorching Australian sun

They wandered down through South east Asia as their journey begun
Their line commenced the same as everyone from an African woman
Whose wide ranging family started in Central Africa as one

They came in the Ice Age when there was a land bridge to walk

Without a written history they rely to pass on their pedigree through talk

Settling in the abundance that was the Australian paradise they made

Hunting kangaroo, emu, wombat and wallaby in family groups as their grade
Their culture stretched across the ages without a challenge to them

White settlers invaded and pushed them into the badlands as it was hard to
defend

It is only in reconciliation that we have looked to right these wrongs now

And to finally give to these people their rights as the first Australians to take a
bow.
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Australia - A Country Road

On a country road by the shade of a gum tree

We stop and look about the scene so to see

The breeze makes the gum leaves glisten in the sun
It's paradise to live in when your life is as one

With natures call for the planet for us all

There is no hustle and bustle of a city at call

As I sit on the fallen tree's log

And watch the trickling stream it's no slog

How could you leave the warm summer breeze

In the shade of a gum tree on a ground that does please
When your mind wanders at work time

It goes back to that country road so sublime.
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Australia - A Kangaroo In The Suburbs

On the radio this morning there was an alert

Watch for a kangaroo at Glenunga to hurt

Whilst you are driving on your way out

It isn't all that unusual but your safety you should not flout

We have a koala who lives in a tree down the street

Who you see once in a while when he wants to greet

But you know what concerns me

Is taking the brown snakes out of the bed when it's sleep to be!
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Australia - A Land Of Contrasts

A land of contrasts from blue ocean to dusty plains

The hot sun scorches earth and the sweeping rain remains
Waving golden wheat on an undulating landscape transpires
Rocky crests in weathered mountain ranges add craggy spires
Deserts stretching out flat to convex horizons in the sun

Tropical Jungles and swamp lands have seem primal times begun
As a new migrant and indigenous people will be as one

We look to a future that will be nurtured for everyone.
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Australia - Adelaide Oval On Sunday 8th May 2016

Sitting in the Eastern Grand Stand at Adelaide Oval fame
Watching football in the Sunday Night Twilight Game

Port Adelaide and Brisbane were playing Aussie Rules Football
As the sun settled down behind the Western Grandstand stalls

The yellows, browns and reds of an Australian sunset display
Gave a magnificent background to the game at play

There were people on the top of the grandstand roof
Watching and settling above the southern goal quite aloof

The new moon rises in the western sky

As the darkness takes hold slowly by

On the horizon the palm trees of North Adelaide

Stand sentinel next to St Peter's Cathedral as displayed.
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Australia - After World War 2

When I was younger and as mates we all fitted in

We hung around together and friendships would begin

It didn't matter who you were or where you came from
In the school yard and the playground you just got along

Some days you went to new mate's homes to hang out
And in some things you learnt about in their family shout
There was one European family whose father would drink

And when drunk would call 'Polish Jews' as an insult to sink

It would make you wonder where their history was made
Where such an insult was acceptable as a verbal tirade.
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Australia - An Ode To The Last Australian Fords And
Holdens

We are coming to the end

Of Australian Fords and Holdens

We now you can have an American Ford Mustang
And will have Chevrolets on our roads again

I remember my father telling of driving 1930's cars then
Without an Australian motor industry until the 1940's end
When the first Holden came off the SA and Victorian line
That was for Australia a golden manufacturing time

So those who drove those Australian cars to glory
Peter Brock and Alan Moffat are now history

They will always be remembered for the Bathurst race
And the old video will be left in their place.
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Australia - At Christmas

The first month of summertime is here

For the people under the Southern Cross hemisphere
The Great Southern Land is bathed in sunshine

As Christmas comes without snow so sublime

I remember Christmas Tree parties in the warm evening
As we ate cake and ice cream in its Yuletide meaning
And the warm church was there whilst carols sung

To mark the birth of God's only begotten son

And the late evening rides to see the Christmas lights

With carollers on the back of tray top trucks at nights

Of going to bed on Christmas Eve with a cool sea breeze
Waking up to the hot sun with no thoughts of a Winter freeze

The long school summer holidays meant we had it made
With Christmas first and unending fun that did not fade

It would seem the Northern Hemisphere may have the snow
But in the South we romp on beaches in sunshine we know.
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Australia - Australia Day 2016

God's gift to me is I can stand

And drink in the air of this free land

In its soil that grows fresh produce green
That we sell to the world as it is clean

The people smile and laughter is found

As you travel Australia in a grand land round
Each January 26 dawns as our national day
In mid summer as we celebrate in our way

So it is at a barbecue all day
With a back yard pool to jump in and play
Or maybe it's at a cricket match watching the Aussie team

Then others will go to the beach as their holiday dream

All Australians revel in green and gold
As free and proud people as to the world we are bold!
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Australia - Australia Day 2017

Australia Day is a holiday on the 26th of January
When Sydney Cove was proclaimed a colony
Although the day has some connotation

Of destroying the original Aboriginal nation

We now know that it wasn't terra nullius

But the British Empire grabbing land in a fuss

To remember this date as our history's say

For Australia it is our national commemoration day

But any date we would pick for this important event
Would have a negative point in the end of it

And we are used to this day in how it's placed

At the middle of the summer to enjoy its pace.
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Australia - Australia Has Nurtured Me In Its Bosom

I find myself now thinking about Australia

The country that nurtured me in its bosom

I wonder at its beauty during long hot summers
And remember happy times growing up free

We have forged a nation strong in belief

Of equality and freedom of speech for all

I respect that you may not think the same as me
Please let your religious beliefs be yours

Even though they might not be the same as mine
Know that in an uncertain world we will stand

As our parents did in the past and defend the right
Australia is the place for me.

Let us live in peace.
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Australia - Australia Is The Place For Me

Australia is the place for me

The wide brown land and blue sea
The people smile and laughter is king
We have all that God can bring

Won in the past for our children all
We have fought and won the call
Standing tall on strong ground

A happy people to be around.
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Australia - Camping In The Flinders Ranges

Sitting on a rock in the bush in the Flinders Ranges

With a billabong in front and a kookaburra singing

There are some wallabies slowly hopping as it isn't strange
And a wedge tail eagle is in a tree branch is at us staring

The mottled sun streams through the branches of the gums
A tourist bus picks its way through the track in the distance
We decide that it is too tempting and will make a swimming run
Just as the tourist bus drives past the billabong we do a dance.
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Australia - Cars Are The Topic

Which one do you want which one do you choose

You want one that's good and you can't loose

It used to be a Holden, Ford or Chrysler in the make

And your choice for these local brands I find is a bake

But now these Australian icons have gone

And they are made overseas as is known

So I have changed and I now drive a Mercedes

I hope that my friends don't think I'm rich and so greedy

I used to buy Australian and support those jobs at home

But I'm now not given the choice so it's open season for my choice to roam.
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Australia - Conversations From My Youth

Pop right in
But don't make a din

Bring ya Sheila with ya mate
Tea will be vegemite and toast on a plate

I'll 'ave an ANZAC biscuit in me chops
But 'ave ya best clobber that never stops

Let's fire up the barbie and put the feed bag on
I'll show ya the FJ I got for a hundred quid a song.
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Australia - Cut Tomatoes As A Sun Burn Cure

The sun in Australia meant play all day

And each summer you were burnt as a way
Of starting your yearly tanned skin

With your mother spreading cold tomato thin
For a chance of making it feel better again
So as a child you went to bed with tomato in

When I went to the doctor recently

And had a sun growth burnt off decently

I told him of my mother's home cure
When we laughed at tomatoes even more.
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Australia - December,2016

Don't waste the blue sky and sun

The summer has only begun

Go outside a breath the fresh air

Will mean that you will be free of care

Look out over the sun drenched plain
Know Australia is yours to remain

And as the sun dips in pastel shades
See a million stars in their cascades.

© Paul Warren Poetry

Paul Warren

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 133



Australia - Dinosaur Footprints In The Rock

These boots were made for walking

At least the dinosaurs when squawking

They stamped their way across Australia

And in the mud left their footprint paraphernalia

And now it would seem in the mud for all time

Their footprints are now left in the rock large and fine
So there was a time when instead of kangaroos
There were dinosaurs by the thousands too.
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Australia - Dr Geoffrey Gurrumul Yunupingu Of The
Gumatj Clan Of The Yolngu People, Award Winning
Australian Musician

Gurrumul was born on Elcho Island near Arnhem Land

Born blind the first son of Ganyinurra and Nyambi Yunupingu
Because of his handicap he grew to be intensely shy

Never learning Braille, to use a guide dog or a white cane
And at four years old was he taught himself to play

A toy piano and an accordion without any other help

Then he played the guitar left handed and upside down

I was just one of the things he needed to do

With music being an important part of his life time

He was part of the Yothu Yindi band and had success

Then he created his own music with a number albums

That took the world by storm with a number of platinum records
And ARIA awards for his music in his people's language

But he had ongoing liver and kidney problems that plagued
That led in the end to his death on 25th July,2017

On that day we lost a great Australian and Aborigine

In these days of change for all of us in this world

He was a breath of fresh air for Australians proud.
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Australia - Drive In Movies

Drive in movies on a Summer night
Balmy times that were just right
Mates and girlfriends in each seat
And sometimes in the boot fitted neat

I remember Grease the movie
With all the songs feeling groovy
Then the Poseidon Adventure
Upside down hell was the venture

Sometimes for special on long weekends

They ran all night with no sleep in the end

And we loved it in a simple freedom found

It's a pity that Drive In movies are no longer around
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Australia - Drive Through The Lincoln Gap

It's hot on the plain

The summer sun remains

It's dusty and the dust devils dance

The sun beats down across in a prance

It's hard to keep focussed with the glare

As we drive through the Lincoln Gap we dare
To face the Australian sun in the afternoon
With a rest stop at Port Augusta soon.
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Australia - Dusk In The Desert

The sun departs and the heat deceives

The darkness falls and the colour leaves

As the sun's in its final struggle to hold sway
With a purple, gold, red and dark blue display

The kangaroos wake and bound away free

The wedge tail eagle settles in a tree

The bright pink galahs squawk and settle down
In a dead gum tree on the billabong ground

The wild donkeys haw haw in the night
Wild camels and horses run away in fright
Dusk in the desert is nature's beauty made
The darkness wins as the colours fade
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Australia - Eating Wildlife For Good Health

Eating our Australian wildlife

Is a healthy way to keep out of strife

It is lean mean without a lot of fat

Just get your laughing gear around that
And it is available if you go to the Outback
A smorgasbord of taste as a matter of fact

I have eaten kangaroo steak an it's OK mate

But crocodile is like tough chicken and not great

And Emu is a bit like that too tough needing a grinding mill
At a restaurant once a had a road kill mixed grill

Which had all the stuff including snake grilled well

It tastes great although it sounds like the meal from hell.
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Australia - Enrich Us In Our Free Spaces

When I think of my homeland what do I see
The beauty of the land in a space so free
I like the easiness of Australians in their skin
Who like to smile and will let you come in

Provided you want to join us in our way of life

And forget about what drove you away in strife
We are one and we are many from different places
But you can join us enrich us in our free spaces.
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Australia - Fj Holden Dreams

When I was a teenager I wanted a souped up FJ
That when you saw it drive pass right away

It would turn your head and say wow

What a car I want it straight away now

It would be lowered with a chrome engine
And with dual exhausts coming out at the end
The rear vision mirror would have fluffy dice
With metal fleck purple paint lookin' real nice

In those days there were still milk bars

And I would cruise Hindley Street driving far

In the early seventies Rock and Roll came back

With Del Shannon singing Runaway on the radio shack.
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Australia - Hot Weather Tips

Deciding on a car park due to its position in the shade
Learning how to drive with two fingers after parking

Never walk in bare feet on the hot cement

Never pick anything metal up that has been lying in the sun
Having your glasses prescription in sunglasses

Licking ice cream whilst it melts in the sun is a skill you need
Have a wardrobe of board shorts and singlets

Always be near a beach or pool

Knowing when to close the house up on a hot day

Always needing a hat in the Australian Summer

Never plan a holiday in the Red Centre in the summer

Learn how to hold your breath on a dusty sun beaten road
Go for a drive due to the position of the sun so you sit in the shade
Understanding what the number rating is on sunscreen

An air conditioner is vital for your house and car.
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Australia - Kangaroos

When God designed kangaroos

Was there not much left to choose?

Little arms to hold gums leaves but no clout
And strong back legs for bounding about

Then there's the pouch for the joey to thrive
With a strong heavy tail in balance to jive
They live only in Australia so as a traveller

Go to the Land Down Under in the never never

People remember Skippy as the one
And kangaroos on our national coat won
They look so friendly and will always be
Part of Australia for the world to see.
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Australia - Look Out For Emus

Riding my motorcycle along a fire track

The dust and the heat looking forward and back
All of a sudden bursting from the left side

An emu run out from the bush too close to decide
We looked at each other deep in the eyes

And sucked in some big ones in complete surprise
I veered left and finally ended eating some dust
The Emu stopped and turned preservation a must

The last I saw him his legs were pumping away

It was very obvious he didn't want to stay

So I dusted myself off and looked at the bike

I straightened the handlebars to the right

I stepped over the bike and rode done the track
Thinking I was lucky and not looking back

The moral to the story is so plain to see

When riding on tracks look out for emus who wish to flee
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Australia - Mangroves In The Sun

Mangroves in the sun
Bright green leaves in salt water
Mud and air roots seen.
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Australia - Nature's Show Of Power

I hear the rain patter upon the roof
As the wind howls from above aloof
Lightning splits the sky in patterns made
Thunder growls as in the distance it fades

Nature's show of power and awe

Goes on throughout the night without flaw
Until the morning brings its release

When the storm passes leaving peace.
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Australia - Ode To A Faithful Dog

There's a track winding back

Near Gundagai in the Outback
Where a Dog is sitting and waiting
But is not forgotten or forsaken

As he guards his owner's Tucker-box
And not afraid of the hard knocks

So when you are passing by

Pop in, visit him under a bright blue sky.
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Australia - Ode To Those Standing On Our Walls

To defend your country is something proud
And be part of this will speak out aloud
Here's to those who stand on our walls

For this wonderful country one and all

Help them as they walk tall in times of strife
They are there for us in their code of life
Think kindly of them for what they do

Say a prayer in their peace earned for you

© Paul Warren Poetry

Paul Warren

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 148



Australia - Ode To Tomato Sauce

For Australians it's tomato sauce

As a condiment of choice of course

Be it a pie, pasty, sausage roll or hot dog

It is something to add when writing your flavour blog

And people don't mind how much you choose

Provided you leave enough for them so they don't loose
Just remember how dangerous it is from a plastic squeeze
Particularly if at work wanting you appearance to please!
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Australia - Old Time Strine

Hey Jacko it's 'ot toodai

Aye know but whadda ya say

It's @ Flammin' Hot Summa

Well Aye diddant know that cobba

The Heat's OK but its da mobs a flies

When Aye opens me mouf Aye eat the lot 'n' Aye kood die
Then on the front veranda 'n' Ayem 'avin' a kip

The mossies come alon' and does me lip.
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Australia - On The Beach

Gazing out on an aqua blue sea on a golden sunny day

With a cool breeze in your face is such a happy stay

As the surf rolls to the beach the children happily play

With boats anchored out to the horizon in a fishing display

And on the waves they body surf back to the beach

Wind surfers fly on top of the waves with the water out of reach
Girls in bikinis and men in board shorts walk along the water
The scene I see is peaceful as a paradise ought a

The day ends with the sun dipping slowly into the sea

One perfect day on an Australian beach is where I want to be.
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Australia - Proclamation Day 2015 At Adelaide, South
Australia

On the 28/12/1836 South Australia was proclaimed a colony

When Governor Hindmarsh read the notice under the Old Gum Tree
On that Glenelg day after the HMS Buffalo anchored in St Vincent Gulf
There were no convicts this time in the crew

All were paid up free settlers all through

They came to a paradise where the Kaurna people roamed
As they made the Adelaide plains their own home

But when the British established the first free colony

The Kaurna people lost their home and right to be free

So there were others who settled on this land

From Germany, Italy, United Kingdom and Holland

As the years went by Asian and Africans added to the mix
Until the Society was cosmopolitan in its fix

We are now all proud South Australians true

And will stand the test of time and be true blue

I think in the end the best way through it all

Is to live in this paradise for us in our country's call.
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Australia - Rundle Street, Adelaide At Christmas In
The 1960s

When Rundle Mall in Adelaide was a street

I remember walking through the crowds complete
The noise and the smells of the city in those days
Are stamped on my memory and will forever stay

Holding onto my mother's hand after a bus ride through

The suburbs getting off in King William Street with shoppers too
Especially in the Summer holidays before Christmas time
Feeling quite a privilege in the shops that were dressed so fine

There was the Beehive Corner with Haigh's chocolates high

And Myers with the tinsel and decorations - happiness and sigh

But John Martins was the place to be through the toys and to see
Father Christmas in his Magic Cave with carnival and lollies you'd see

Up on the John Martins building Father Christmas stood so tall
And the Christmas Carols on the streets singing loud in their call
Being in Australia there was no snow or cold to freeze you

But sunshine and blue sky to enjoy the Seasons Greetings too.
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Australia - Saturday Morning At The Adelaide Airport

Families gathered in their tight knit groups
Watching planes in their landing loops

You could hear each one as their engines strained
As their undercarriages are locked and remained

The crowd watched as the airliners flew from the sea

As they crossed overhead losing height for all to see

The shadow travels swiftly as it speed to meet each plane
A screech of tyres with the planes land now to remain

The thoughts of where they had flown and what they had seen
Of exotic places and overseas holidays where they had been
Each of these plane that the people had seen and flown by
Would be fuelled and provisioned soon to take back to the sky.
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Australia - South Australia, My Home

Do you feel the north wind blow

As it guides your way home to go

For those South Aussies who do roam
From their Southern Cross sky filled home

Do you smell the eucalyptus leaves
As they fill your lungs to please

Do you see the wedge tail eagle
When it soars in a sky without equal

The mighty River Murray flows

In golden sunlight a paradise knows
The lapping gulf waters on golden sands
Bring us seafood in such great demands

And we know when we reach our place
It is like nowhere on earth can displace
For free people who have not known

A conquering fist as it is thrown

South Australia in its golden glory
Remains for us in our personal story
When the world turns in its way
Where else would you be today.

© Paul Warren Poetry

Paul Warren

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 155



Australia - South Australian Skies

The azure blue sky in the blazing sun we adore

The warm clear days where wedge tail eagles soar
See the sparkling blue waters in the Gulfs and Bight
Stand in the Red Centre with a million stars at night
The Southern Cross shines its light as a beacon won
For South Australians when their wandering is done

South Australian skies shine down on me

In a Great Southern Land where people are free
I want to end my days in our blazing sun

And be content here when my time has come

The dense pine trees forests near the Gambier Mount
The red dust of the aboriginal home lands count

A wide Murray River flows in the bright sunshine
While the Mallee wheat fields wave in golden divine
The Barossa Valley harvests its fine wine tastes

The Southern Vales in golden orchards foretastes

South Australian skies shine down on me

In a Great Southern Land where people are free
I want to end my days in our blazing sun

And be content here when my time has come

On Adelaide's plain as my home place

The beauty of the city in parklands face

The Adelaide Oval for sports year round
Festivals and concerts that are renowned

See the Clipsal 500 where racing cars are king
Or the Tour Down Under in a cycle race fling

South Australian skies shine down on me

In a Great Southern Land where people are free
I want to end my days in our blazing sun

And be content here when my time has come

There's Kangaroo Island to cut to the Chase

For their cheese, olive oil and other things to taste
At Easter there's Oakbank, a picnic for horse-racing
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Jumping over logs in the hills as a race it is bracing
In the summer there is Glenelg for the beach goers
And Jetty Road stands for the shoppers and browsers

South Australian skies shine down on me

In a Great Southern Land where people are free
I want to end my days in our blazing sun

And be content here when my time has come

Finally there's Rundle Mall with Don Dunstan's balls
For Tourists and shoppers for stores and stalls
South Australians all live in a paradise found

In a free world country for others to astound

We were all free settlers not a convict one

Utopia was found for each daughter and son

South Australian skies shine down on me

In a Great Southern Land where people are free
I want to end my days in our blazing sun

And be content here when my time has come.
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Australia - South Australians Talk Differently

Australians have language dialects that stand out

In each state their speech is different about

But they say we South Australians are different now

And are more British in the way we annunciate each vowel

The test results came out that South Aussies can be picked
From others when we speak together with Australians to fit
It may be that we were the only free settlers here
And we're not convicts in the Aussie Royalty there

So the easterners say 'pule' for pool

And 'schule' instead of school

But who cares when it comes down to it

We are proud Australians in our country to fit
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Australia - Speaking 'strine

Speaking 'strine is an art cobber

Stone the flamin' crows is no slobber
Push off mate you're just a clown
Bugger off I don't want to see you round

There was a red back on the toilet seat

I've run a mile to say Gud-ay Mate to greet
And I'm as dry as a dead dingo's donga

As a dog sits on the tucker box near Gundagai

It's a bit of a bummer what ya did

And I wouldn't be you for a quid

If ya pull that kid's dacks up any higher

The poor bastard won't need a shirt in his attire

Then in Australia it can be flamin' hot

Then you should pull ya head in ya clot

And say that again and I'll knock ya into next Tuesday
Because when I grew up I was a Vegemite Kid to stay.
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Australia - Stand And Let The Wind Blow

Stand and let the wind blow

You can see the cloud boil and flow

The rain starts and falls from the sky
Face the wind as the rain stings and flies

Water flows in endless streams across the road

Your way ahead marred by rain as it hits and explodes
Then a break of blue occurs as the rain peters out

The water slips away as the sunlight returns with clout.
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Australia - Stop The Boats

What does it mean in the list of quotes

We have stopped the boats!

Is it that no more people will die?

Or is it that they don't jump the line in a lie?

What do we do now that they have stopped?
This policy should now be to the world shopped?
Does the world now follow our lead

And not bother about others now in their need?

I think we should show some kindness now

We have enough to take some in and not call a foul
What do do here now should guide us to the light
And not be ones to whom the right way is a fight!
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Australia - 'strine As A Language

Australia - 'Strine as a language

If French is the language of love divine

Then what is what Australians speak as strine?
You wouldn't think it scholarly like Latin

Or spoken around the world in an English fashion

Poets rarely use it in their rythm and prose
And if you want to use it you talk through your nose
There are some words that that don't readily translate

Like donga, waddy, furphy, cobber and battler to relate

But in the end I don't suppose you really should bare
Unless visiting old Aussie to swim, barbie and guzzle without care!
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Australia - Summer In The City

It's hot today with mercury at 40 C

And the scorching sun blazes down on me

Shade is hard to find as the sun beats down

When you can't place your bare feet upon the ground

They say tomorrow will be just as hot

When the task is to find a place not hot to trot
Summer in the city in Adelaide, South Australia
Means sun screen, beaches and heat that will nail ya!
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Australia - The 1929 Women's March At Port Adelaide

After the Great War workers rights were hard

In the Port Adelaide wharves they were marred

There were strikes across Australia which spread home
With non-union labour on the wharf unloading ships alone

There had been a violent march where Commissioner Leane's police

When mounted officers charged the marchers on Robinson's Bridge in grief
Next day on Friday 18th January 1929 the women of Port Adelaide made

A March down Commercial Road towards the wharves as the police lines didn't
fade

They say the women also had children in the crowd

When the mounted police charged and the women screamed out loud
They say the riot was not a pretty with people hurt in sight

And the women held their ground against the police in the fight

My mother used to tell the story of her aunties marching with copper sticks then
And those that were hurt in what they thought was their rights to defend

These events were leading to the Great Depression in a bad time

But in the end the Port Adelaide wharves remained as Union to define.
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Australia - The Aborigine Migration

50,000 years ago they came to Australia

On the land bridge through South east Asia

By DNA gathered there was one migration to be

As they spread along the coasts of the sea

And once they had populated the land

This group did not mix just stayed in a language groups plan

The people stay in place living off what the land could give
Often they burnt the land in fire stick farming to live

To encourage different species to grow and give

But it wasn't farming as other civilisation's did to live

In this way the groups didn't to support each other

Or to move around to better lands in their bother

This information is only now coming to be found
As DNA is studied and new theories to expound.
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Australia - The Amata Life-Savers

In the Red Centre of the Continent

The locals have a swimming pool

And Life-savers from the coast are sent
For the locals have a swimming school

When the hot wind blows during summer

There are Life-savers who are prepared

For the community to have pool time that's bonza
The people can now use the pool and not be scared.
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Australia - The Apy Aborigine Homelands

Ernabella is on the APY aborigine north-western homelands
Where the indigenous people govern at their own hand
It is based on the old Anglican Mission Settlement Reserve
The Australian Government gave the land they deserve

But when you drive into the settlement outback town

It doesn't look like Australia that you have found

The chapel was burnt down in a riot leaving a shell

And the rest looks like a third world country not doing well
The sports oval is a dust bowl and facilities so poor

Self government in the lands would have promised more

So we are faced with a choice for these people now

To leave them on their land and take them out somehow
And let them live where facilities are better for them

Or do we have the right to make a decision in the end.
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Australia - The Australian Eskimo

In the middle of the Eyre Peninsula in South Australia
I came across a man whom wasn't a failure

Who would have known on an Outback track

We would have come across an Eskimo as a fact

We got to talkin' about his life and how it came to be
That he gave up the ice tundra to be hot and dusty
I asked him right off why his change was so dramatic
Particularly as we were standing sweating about it

It seemed he was a bit of a wanderer the world around

And he was a sailor on the seas for years in his world bound
He ended up in Australia where he met the Aboriginal ones
And found they were similar people in the life that he won

They both were indigenous peoples who had ties to the land
And lived their lives in their time that was not bland
Hunting and gathering in a paradise for them

Meant that he had found a life not hard to comprehend.
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Australia - The Australian Twelve Days Of Christmas

On the first day of Christmas my true love gave to me
An old FJ] Holden in an rusty galvo shed

On the second day of Christmas my true love gave to me
Two bunyips playing in a billabong
And an old FJ Holden in an rusty galvo shed

On the third day of Christmas my true love gave to me
Three galahs squawking in a gum tree

Two bunyips playing in a billabong

And an old FJ Holden in an rusty galvo shed

On the fourth day of Christmas my true love gave to me
Four koala bears eating eucalyptus leaves

Three galahs squawking in a gum tree

Two bunyips playing in a billabong

And an Old FJ] Holden in an rusty galvo shed

On the fifth day of Christmas my true love gave to me
Five mining trucks in an Iron Ore Mine

Four koala bears eating eucalyptus leaves

Three galahs squawking in a gum tree

Two bunyips playing in a billabong

And an Old FJ] Holden in an rusty galvo shed

On the sixth day of Christmas my true love gave to me
Six tiger snakes a swimming in the River Murray

Five mining trucks in an Iron Ore Mine

Four koala bears eating eucalyptus leaves

Three galahs squawking in a gum tree

Two bunyips playing in a billabong

And an Old FJ] Holden in an rusty galvo shed

On the seventh day of Christmas my true love gave to me
Seven wombats burrowing in the ground

Six tiger snakes a swimming in the River Murray

Five mining trucks in an Iron Ore Mine

Four koala bears eating eucalyptus leaves

Three galahs squawking in a gum tree
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Two bunyips playing in a billabong
And an Old FJ] Holden in an rusty galvo shed

On the eighth day of Christmas my true love gave to me
Eight opal rings from Coober Pedy

Seven wombats burrowing in the ground

Six tiger snakes a swimming in the River Murray

Five mining trucks in an Iron Ore Mine

Four koala bears eating eucalyptus leaves

Three galahs squawking in a gum tree

Two bunyips playing in a billabong

And an Old FJ] Holden in an rusty galvo shed

On the ninth day of Christmas my true love gave to me
Nine crocodiles a snapping at a boat

Eight opal rings from Coober Pedy

Seven wombats burrowing in the ground

Six tiger snakes a swimming in the River Murray

Five mining trucks in an Iron Ore Mine

Four koala bears eating eucalyptus leaves

Three galahs squawking in a gum tree

Two bunyips playing in a billabong

And an Old FJ] Holden in an rusty galvo shed

On the tenth day of Christmas my true love gave to me
Ten frill necked lizards standing on a red rock
Nine crocodiles a snapping at a boat

Eight opal rings from Coober Pedy

Seven wombats burrowing in the ground

Six tiger snakes a swimming in the River Murray
Five mining trucks in an Iron Ore Mine

Four koala bears eating eucalyptus leaves

Three galahs squawking in a gum tree

Two bunyips playing in a billabong

And an Old FJ] Holden in an rusty galvo shed

On the eleventh day of Christmas my true love gave to me
Eleven cricketers on the Adelaide Oval playing

Ten frill necked lizards standing on a red rock

Nine crocodiles a snapping at a boat

Eight opal rings from Coober Pedy

Seven wombats burrowing in the ground
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Six tiger snakes a swimming the River Murray
Five mining trucks in an Iron Ore Mine

Four koala bears eating eucalyptus leaves
Three galahs squawking in a gum tree

Two bunyips playing in a billabong

And an Old FJ Holden in an rusty galvo shed

On the twevlth day of Christmas my true love gave to me
Twelve kangaroos in a big mob

Eleven cricketers on the Adelaide Oval playing
Ten frill necked lizards standing on a red rock
Nine crocodiles a snapping at a boat

Eight opal rings from Coober Pedy

Seven wombats burrowing in the ground

Six tiger snakes a swimming the River Murray
Five mining trucks in an Iron Ore Mine

Four koala bears eating eucalyptus leaves
Three galahs squawking in a gum tree

Two bunyips playing in a billabong

And an Old FJ] Holden in an rusty galvo shed
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Australia - The Baby Brown

I came outside and walked to the front yard
The neighbour's kittens were playing hard
As I walked close it became quite clear
They had a baby brown snake very near

You could see it was a baby brown
From the dark brown stripe on the head down
I manoeuvred around and with a shovel picked it up

Putting it in the gully and running right up the cut

Australia's wildlife can be so scary to deal
But just remember the danger can be real!
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Australia - The Big Red

We started off early on the Hay Plain

On a hot Summer's day in Summer's frame

Just past the cotton fields standing straight

Was a big red kangaroo who decided we had to wait
So we slowed and stopped with the sun behind him
And he eyed us off whilst deciding to begin

He proudly stood up on hind legs and tail

At nine feet tall that certainly wasn't a fail

So he slowly turned and left the road

Whilst in the king of the bush mode
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Australia - The Brown Snhake

We were cadets who as part of the training went
To the Adelaide Hills in hiking and compass sent
Dropped from Echunga to find our way back
The groups of four were walking by map a fact

We decided to follow the compass bearing

And so took off in single file a direction sharing
To the wire fence the first in line climbed

As he was stepping to the ground a snake to find

It was curled up in the sun

And when seen made us all run

I can still see us now running and yelling
About a brown snake we were loudly telling

The moral of the story is for all

Before walking in fields with grass that’s tall

Look out before placing your foot down

For brown snakes who are curled up on the ground!
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Australia — The Budgie Has Flown

The Pretoria Guard stood strong by

But some had defected to a candidate near-by

The Captain’s pick could not carry him through

Even Sir Phillip from the Palace couldn’t make his sky blue

So the budgie has to slip out the side

And clear out his office and to the backbenches slide
It would seem that the fate of us all

Is to see a new Prime minister without a captain’s call

Perhaps in the end as Nixon did ride

A helicopter from Parliament with peace signs inside?
What do we learn from this whole thing?

To take not for granted others, as your song you sing!
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Australia - The Bunyip

In the billabongs by the shade of a coolabah

There lurks a monster who from the depths it does star

Be careful in the summertime when seeking the cool water
When you jump the cooling waters look around like you oughta

But you can see one when you go to Murray Bridge

And you go to the Murray bank to look around a smidge
Walk down to the grotto and put a coin in the slot

You'll see a bunyip rise up from the water to scare you a lot!
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Australia - The Bush

A gentle cool breeze on a warm day

As we trekked the bush track away

The smell of the eucalyptus trees

The laughing kookaburra away it flees

Kangaroos bound about and will not stay

Emus peer from the bushes in curious display

As the sun begins to wane as the gully shadows

The pink galahs rest in the coolabah tree as it shows

A walk through the Australian Bush in the Summertime
In a show of Antipodean Magic in nature so fine.
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Australia - The Camel Train

The Afghan camel train left the Augusta Port

Trekking north on the gibber plain as hardship wrought
It was the only way to get supplies to the Red Centre
With the Afghan drivers imported as camel mentors

They worked their way during the hot sunny days
Making contact with the northern sheep station gaze
They had some aborigine stockmen with the camel train
One morning Jimmy could not be consoled in his refrain

He wanted to return to his family as his brother was sick

Without any contact he was able to know how this was a fit

So he left the afghan camel train and went all the way home

Being able to see his dying brother with no way he could have know.
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Australia - The City Of Adelaide

The City of Adelaide lays stark on the Port Adelaide docks

Taken from Scotland as a link to our immigrant past flocks

Each time I pass it I wonder how families took such a voyage

From Britain for six months on the water that would seem like an age

This voyage my family made from Ireland in the 1890s for a better life
From oppression in Ireland where there was hunger and strife

To this wide sun burnt country where they stayed far from home

And became Australian and did not leave these shores to roam

So Australia opened it doors to my people for a better life

And in the years others have come after war and other strife
Should we not do this for others who now also flee

From their own homelands where to stay would mean death to see.
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Australia - The Dingo Fence

Just outside of Coober Pedy north near the Red Centre

You drive off the Stuart Highway to the Breakaways feature

The Aborigines have camped in this sacred place for thousands of years
The wind whistles through the peaks in an eerie sensation as it appears
And you can drive on through the peaks until you see the fence

That was built to keep the dingo out; for wool and beef defence.
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Australia - The Dragon's Breath

It was an early summers day

When the Dragon's Breath sprayed
Across the land in the devil's display

As the people fled in a need to get away

The land was scorched as the sky turned black

As the smoke boiled up in columns and sparks flew back
There were homes lost and farms burnt down

Livestock lost and crops blackened all around

Two lives were lost in the Dragon's Breath

With firefighters injured in their fiery test
Another day to remember ordinary ones

For each of South Australia's daughters and sons.
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Australia - The East Coast Road-Trip

Australia in the summer time

Is such a wonder and so fine

Driving from Adelaide to Brisbane in a Mini car

As the road rolls out ahead so far

There is the Murray Riverland then the Hay plain

As you count the kilometres with very little strain

The Blue Mountains on the East Coast start the upward climb

To the Dog on the Tucker-box distinguished and so sublime

Then there is Canberra with the War and Police Memorials to make you proud
And the scenery north of Sydney magnificent rivers and inlets makes you sigh
out aloud

The last day on the road through the Hume Highway

With lunch at Coffs Harbour makes you feel you want to stay

The Gold Coast was our last night in 2400 k's

My Daughter, Samantha to Amberley RAAF Base for her first posting stay
And I returned to Adelaide

tired by JetStar Airways.
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Australia - The European Wasp

The European Wasp

I was out gardening today

And on the front wall built to stay

Was the starting of a colony of European wasp
That was introduced to Australia at a cost

There was only a couple of small pods
Of a papery walls to incubate these sods
So I plastered it with insect spray

And when one came out I ran away

Finally I scraped it off the wall

And mashed it up in its final fall

As this is one of a humber of creatures

Rabbits, cockroaches and European wasps that feature.
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Australia - The Glenelg Jetty, South Australia.

Pilings stand for 100 years

Battered by waves in eternal fears
Made for fishing and sunset walks
Watch the seagulls fly and squawk

Walk out into the sea

With dry feet so cozily

When a storm blows its way ashore
The power of the sea can be ensured

How many people have walked these steps before?
Enjoying the weather and the sunshine more

Will these people and indeed myself walk still

With our time stamped as their only deal.
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Australia - The Glowing Cemetery Headstones

The call came at 3.00 am to the North Road Cemetery at Nailsworth

It seemed that the locals had heard youths yelling for all their worth
So we went down to the access road and looked around for them

But they had left and we checked each to ensure no damage in the end

We were there about and hour and the moon rose high above on show
And we prepared to leave the cemetery when we saw down the row
There were two headstones glowing in the night casting an eerie light
Some say it's supernatural but some say it's the moon reflecting at night.
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Australia - The Gold Coast In The Morning Light

The beach stretches to the water in front of the apartments

As the sea waves continually curl to shore in their lament

The winter sun rises above the water as it greets the new day

I look out at the scene from the eleventh storey balcony display

There could be no better place than in the Gold Coast scene
Coffee in hand I sip away the world's problems that I glean
And wonder why we can have so much in this world of ours
Whilst others in need of nurturing languish away their hours.
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Australia - The Great Blackout Of 2016

Sitting in the family room with torches switched on

In the great Blackout when the electricity has gone

Mark down on the calendar when it had occurred
Wednesday the 28th of September 2016 as you have heard

The storm they predicted once in a 50 year occurrence

Swept across South Australia that couldn't be a deterrence

They say the power will be off until 4 am in the morning

And it was a lightning strike on the inter-connector without a warning

Power SA is right on the job replacing things and working hard

But it shows the issue when we rely on other states to make the final yard
So the storm has flooded the Adelaide Hills and a strong wind has blown
We are left battered in the Blackout the longest time I have ever known.
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Australia - The Great Nothing

Drive north of Port Augusta down Pimba way

You reach the Great Nothing you know straight away
The Stuart Highway is straight as a die

As it reached to the horizon and up to the sky
Millions of years ago it was the Artic Sea

With aquatic dinosaurs and as cold as can be

It was winter and so there was no angry sun

Where the plain stretched forever with no hills to be won
It was as flat as it could be and on the horizon far

You could see the curvature of the earth from afar

Every so often a Road Train passed by

With a prime mover and three trailers on the fly

We stopped for a rest and saw a wedge tail eagle
Perched on a stunted tree keeping watch quiet regal
They say that they watch you as close as they can
As they are hunters needing eye sight quite grand
Then it rose up and took to the wing

With a two metre wing span a magnificent thing

So we moved on and went to the Coober Pedy town
And saw that the townspeople lived underground

They mined the fire in the stone opal ore

And provided supplies from the main supermarket store
We stayed in an underground motel

And slept the night soundly and well

The next day we moved on through the great Outback
Seeing nothing but rocks and scrub as a fact

Stopping and seeing wild zebra finches to drink

At a road side stop whilst we had a rest and a think
Then to the Breakaways an eerie place

With the Dingo Fence stretching for miles to face

We continued on and to Ernabella town
And met the local police who came down
We spoke to the local school class
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About road safety and keeping the safety brass
We watched a football carnival game
And handed out prizes for footballers fame

I spoke to one of the local coppers over a billy tea
Who told me when patrolling the outback you’d see
Wild donkeys who the local aborigines wouldn’t hunt
As the donkeys carried Mary into the Bethlehem front
It was the same with the wild camels living around
Because they carried the wise men over Holy ground

He told me when camping on long range patrol time
To keep you clean with no dirty uniform grime

Walk around in your jocks with the campfire its fine
Doing all the chores you have a mind

The only thing is to have your uniform handy

To put it straight on for visitors just dandy!

That night he cooked for us roast kangaroo tail
And it was great with a taste that did not fail

So we packed up and left them next day

After having a great three day stay

Back to Adelaide across the Great Nothing again
With some experiences for us to comprehend
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Australia - The Heat Shimmers On The Plain

The heat shimmers on the plain
The sky is steely blue in its refrain
The needed rain seems far away
As the summer for a time will stay

It's hot even in the tree's shade

As lounging at the beach means we have it made

But we are looking for a sea breeze this afternoon

And sometimes we say the winter can't come too soon.
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Australia - The Lebanese Concession

In the 1970s Malcolm Frazer
The Australian Prime Minister
Gave the Lebanese a concession
Where we let in migration

Of Muslim Refugees

Of their Civil War to flee

And we had a number of them

As unskilled rural workers in the end

Now these second and third generation
Lebanese have members in our irritation

As armed criminals in Sydney Gangs weight
They say these ones refuse to assimilate

Let's bring in people who enrich us

And can do this without fuss

If we are not careful this could happen again

When others come to Australia we need them to blend
We should be a multicultural society

But we should have standards without this propriety.
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Australia - The Monaro Lion Roars

Australian muscle on each of four wheels
Looks that have style - you know how it feels
Leather seating that supports in the right place
Being behind the wheel means setting the pace

The lion stretches its legs as the engine roars

The V8 accelerates as car steadies on its claws

A Holden Monaro has always ruled Australian roads

With the spirit of Peter Brock riding on as everyone knows.

© Paul Warren Poetry

Paul Warren

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 192



Australia - The Moon Has A Ring

The moon has a ring

Wild weather it will bring

The ants are out of the ground
Rain will soon be around

The clouds thicken more

And the wind howls the new score.
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Australia - The Moon Over St Vincent Gulf

The sun is down and the moon rises high

The clouds skim across the darkened sky

I look over the plain to the St Vincent Gulf water

The moon sinks to the sea in reflective order

The moon light puddles in a reflection made

On the Gulf waters as the moon slides in a waning fade
The lights of the city twinkle on the plain below

As the Southern Cross shines in an Australian show.
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Australia - The Nullabor Plain And The Eyre Highway

In the seventies I drove the Eyre Highway

The Southern Ocean in the Great Australian Bight way
It was sealed road by then and really straight to gain
Miles of road crossing the treeless Nullabor Plain

There were lookouts to see the wide ocean views
On the top of the cliffs as the best to choose

And looking down at the bottom as the sea met
Washing the shoreline but lost and pristine yet

For there was rubbish, plastic and glass
Bobbing up and down forever to last

The road was the only sign of man

Except for the rubbish not as human plans.
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Australia - The Original Australians

Australian aborigines do not see time in a straight line

They see the seasons connecting each other in their mind

And know when to hunt and when to gather

Being tied to the land and its spirit did matter

So at certain times during each year

They would sing their ceremonies for the land held so dear

For them the singing was done all the day through

And in doing so they would ensure the land's spirit would renew
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Australia - The Outback

The silence of the Outback

Where you can stand near a track
And silence rules the air

The gibber rocks are bare

Noises carry on the breeze

Far away you think without ease

Out and away with no civilisation

You could be the last one in consternation.
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Australia - The Outback Accident

In the north of South Australia in the Outback
Two geologists were driving on a dusty track
One was going west and one was going east
The track was battered and was a beast

Both drivers were in the centre of the road
And each other not driving in safety mode
So as they broached the top of a hill

They met and there was an accident spill

There was some luck and neither was killed
But both had broken legs as it was dealt

And they were taken by Flying Doctor plane
To share a room in Hospital to end this refrain.
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Australia - The Port Adelaide Roads

As you look out from Largs North

From the beach toward the sea forth
You can see the buoys clearly mark
The Port Adelaide roads for ships apart

On a busy day you see the ships sail through
Taking cargo in and out of Outer Harbour true
How many ships have plied their way made
Through the St Vincent Gulf to Port Adelaide

Over the years you can see mighty warships visiting
And the grand bicentennial fleet with canvas sailing
During the summer you now watch cruising liners
Who come to visit for our fine wine and as diners.
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Australia — The Queen Visits In The 60’s

I remember lining up on the Port road

With flag in hand and excitement sowed

Other school children were standing around

And after the Queen passed we were half-holiday bound

So we waited and looked and looked and waited

It seemed forever as our excitement dissipated

Until in the distance there was a roaring motorcycle sound
Of police escorts and a black limousine bound

Seated in the back I could see the Queen

As she waved the Queen wave and we hoped to be seen
In a couple of seconds it was all over and done

And we filed off to our half-holiday duly won.
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Australia - The Red Centre In Winter

Red dust and sun

Flat plain to the horizon

Gibber Desert stones

Polished by a long gone sea

The only sound wind howling

Cold blowing up from the South Pole.
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Australia - The Sacred Objects

They placed the rocks and sticks in the cave
And danced the spirits for the harvest they gave
So they were left in place for hundreds of years
Then the white settlers came bringing tears

Scattering the sacred things in the cave
Meaning the spirits weren't appeased being so grave
Over the years they noticed that things weren't the same

With the kangaroos and emus disappearing in the game

Then the climate began to change getting hotter each year
And the the elders of the aborigines said the end would be near.
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Australia - The Southern Cross

Southern Cross how clear you shine
Above a homeland forever mine
The sacred light guiding our way

In our hearts to forever stay

When Australians in wander lust

Know they will travel back as a must
Keep kindly those thoughts of home
When we return in the end we roam

It's the first sight of home they would see

As ANZAC warriors returning in homily

When they smell gum leaves on the sacred ground
See your light when home was found.
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Australia - The Spirit Of The Pioneer

What was the spirit of the pioneer
Who left their homes to come here
From other places in their wishing
To make a new life was their mission

Some came because they were oppressed
In they knew their families would be pressed
To find a good life not based on religion

Or racial group or other societal division

Australia is based on being a hard working friend
And is something that we Aussies will forever defend.
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Australia - The Storm

The wind moans up on high

As dark clouds race across the sky

The house on the hill shudders in the wind
You see the rain storm across the plain begin

The sun hides behind the black cloud

As the temperature drops and the storm is proud
You can feel the electricity in the air power up

As the Lightning flashes and the darkness is corrupt

The rains lashes the windows as they rattle loud
The hours slowly pass as does the cloud

The rain drains away as the gutters flow
Nature's elixir of life is ready for god's sow.
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Australia - The Stuart Highway

The rocky desert stretched out to the horizon

As the hot bitumen shimmered in the morning sun

The Stuart Highway was the only sign of civilisation

As the gibber plain paid no heed to what did not belong

The old dusty land had been there for millions of years

And would remain when the road was only a memory not clear
The Australian Outback endures in a timelessness that doesn't end
Whilst we are left to ponder it in our three score and ten.

© Paul Warren Poetry

Paul Warren

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 206



Australia - The Summer Of 2016

Do you think there will be a summer this year
Will the beach be rain swept and cold - oh dear!
Will I get out of my long trousers and into shorts
And will my sunglasses gather dust out of sorts

It is with sadness I think about Australian cricket

But then it's so cold no one will see the loss of wickets
Perhaps it because of global warning and the carbon
That is doing all the weather and the harmin'

But all those years when it was hot as Hades

There must be some years when there is rain on our parades
But there is time to change the call for the Summer Sun

And the second half of the season will be hot and fun!
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Australia - The Sun Is Setting

The sun is setting in the distance of a yellow glowing day

The heat of the sunlight has been beating down as it held its sway

The dying embers of the waning disc sink below the horizon

The light dances in colours of a violet, red, yellow and brown song

The overpowering energy of the dying sun has been lost again

The night holds sway as the earth sleeps awaiting the sun as its friend.
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Australia - The Sweet Southern Land

Do you like the green of the valleys
Or the dry red dusty plain

Do you like the auroras at the poles
Or the pastel colours of the western sky

Do you like the majestic lion of the plain
Or the big red kangaroo up on his tail in the sun

Do you like the crystal blue of the gulfs
Or the raging storms of the oceans

Do you love your sweet Southern Land
That nurtures you in Australia.
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Australia - The Swimming Kangaroos

Australian kangaroos bounding around in the flood

Is unusual as the heat and the dust is in their blood

But the big September storms of 2016 have changed

The environment for these Australian icons in their home range

Now you see mobs of these fleet of foot creatures
Who are looking for dry land in the bush features
So they splash and bound away through the flood
To higher ground through the watery crude

We need to readjust some of the ideas we know

Of Australia when you think of where wildlife will go

When the once in 50 year storms flood the Australian Bush

Its googles and flippers that will be a kangaroo's Christmas wish.
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Australia - The Tale Of The Flammin' Goanna

It happened on dust bowl road or so they say
Just outside Melrose town in the country way
When an old goanna climbed up onto the wire
And decided to take a bite as his hunger did desire

But it was the last tucker time for him
When he was electrocuted in quite a din

So he is now known as the flamin' goanna
Who exploded up the pole in a fiery manner

And as a bushfire he burnt out a hectare or two
When he flew through the air as you would do
The moral of the story is one to say to you

Don't bite into wires as they create bushfires too.
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Australia - The Way Forward

What is with all the protest

Are we different from the rest?

In any country there is enough to divide

And why should you be made to take a side

I don't like the way that this country was colonised

When the British claimed the land terra nullius did not abide

It seems that there cannot be a final word had

Whilst there is protest and unhappiness being so bad

Perhaps it is time to cut through all the guff

And work our way to settle once and for all the fuss

Getting back their land is part of the Aborigine plan

Now let us write a treaty and we can right wrongs in our united stand.
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Australia - The Wet Blue Tongue Lizard

A hot Autumn day with the cloud building

Then in the afternoon the rain was unyielding

And it was a tropical shower that wet the day
When the water flowed down the gutters in a spray

Looking from under the back verandah so dry
I saw a blue tongue lizard trying to sneak on by
From the six million dollar man movement he wasn't at all happy

It would seem his basking in the sun turned out a bit crappy

And as I watched him he found a dry spot under a rock
Whilst he waited with his tongue flicking out for the rain to stop
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Australia - The Wild Horses Of The Bush

The Australian sun sparkles off the bush
The 4WD startles the horses on the hoof

They run free in herds as they are free
As a wonder in the bush you rarely see

These horses were used to tame the Outback
Now wander in the Aborigine Homelands as a fact.
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Australia - The Winter Sun

The sun sets on a wet cloudy day

As it glows bright behind a tree in its way
The cloud weakens in the waning light
When we find it such a dazzling sight.
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Australia - The Year In Review

It starts off slowly at the beginning of the year
When it is January and there is all for good cheer
Then February starts and for most its back to work
We are all very grumpy and feeling like a jerk

It's now March and we look to Easter bunny time
With a four day weekend it is all so sublime

It is now April and we remember the fallen from the wars

As their mates march on Anzac Day in all the applause

Cold weather is upon us as the May month does occur

And the wind blows cold and the sun shines no more

Then all of a sudden it's June and all of a sudden

The year is half over and we're shaking our heads in the muddling

So July is on the agenda and we are now on the countdown
With Christmas in July that takes out the winter frown
August is here and it will be the end of the cold now

With the odd sunny day when the sun takes a bow

And Spring is in the air and the birds are flying back

As it is September and young love is now our hack

October is here and you can feel the vibe starting now

As everyone starts to make plans for the end of the work plow
So November turns over and the end is in sight for us all

With the sun shining down and there is cheer in our call

With Christmas time now here with tinsel and parties the score
When you know December is the month that is best to explore.
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Australia - The Yorke Peninsula

The gum leaves glisten in the afternoon sun

As the warm breeze makes them move as one

The stubble stands lopped off as the harvester passes
The farmer sits in an air conditioned bliss as he masters
The hot machinery when the sun marches across the sky
The crows take to the wind as they rise up on high

I look around and see the light blue summer sky
With wispy white clouds stretch out on by

The deep blue ocean on the distance horizon

Gives a hint of a refreshening breeze that's now gone
The Australian summer is king of what I can see

As the golden sunshine makes a paradise to be.
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Australia - They Sing Their Songs To Renew The Land

The endless summers come and go

In the eternal Australian sunshine show
As the yellow blazing sun beats down
On the hardening red and yellow ground

The aborigine people have been here 60,000 years
And have a relationship with nature held so dear
They sing their songs to renew the sacred land

As they continue in their faithful plan.
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Australia - Unusual Summer Of 2016-17 In South
Australia

Clouds roll over the plain

The darkening sky promises rain
A summer sun warms the air

As tropical temperatures dares

The Indian Ocean feeds moisture
An unusual event for us ponder
So in the driest state here

In the driest continent we cheer.
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Australia - Walking The Streets Of Adelaide

Walking the streets of Adelaide

I still see all the familiar places

The parklands where we had picnics
Romping with my family and friends

On those endless warm summer days
When laughter was king and we belonged

The Primary and Secondary Schools

Where I spent my youthful days

I still like to watch the endless waves

As they lap the gulf water beaches

You can still take a tram to Glenelg

Or go to Windy Point and see the city lights

Familiar places that I see all around me

The melancholy feeling that I now savour

I see the faces of the people I hold up high

And I think of where those years have gone

The wonder of the easy things that familiarity brings

And I am where I belong as I walk the streets of Adelaide.
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Australia - We Like A Yarn

As Australians sitting around we all like a yarn
Remember people gathering in front of a barn
Sitting on long stools with cup of tea in hand
We sit and speak of deeds done so grand
Whether sitting in the sun on a winter's day
Or in the shade on a sunny noon whiling away

Did you hear the one of the headless chook

Or the ghost of the Pub at the Drinker's Nook

Think of a story about a dynamite eating exploding dog
Maybe when someone under the pump went full hog
You can see how the Australian drawl made its debut
In tones around a campfire partaking of yarns so true

After a hard day herding cattle these jackeroos gathered
And to pass the time and entertained them as it mattered
It didn't mean that there would be no truth in the story
Or that someone would see through it in its glory

A yarn should entertain and make you laugh and cry
Without television or the internet these stories would fly.
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Australia - Where Is The Old Australia

Who will tell the stories

Of dry dusty outback towns
When there are no more swaggys
Treading the roads around

Who will see the beauty all
Of the setting sun

And the pink galahs call
When the night's begun

Where will there be true blue

As the old world dies

And those days are through

Where does the Old Australia now lie?
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Australia And The Blue Singlet

Australia was built by men in blue singlets
Who worked hard in the jobs they would get
Digging holes on the side of the road

Or working machinery in factory mode

And they wore baggy shorts to complete the ensemble
Knowing that they were at work or home was a gamble
Because at work they were dirty in their scene

And at home they were washed with their clothes clean.
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Australia And The British

Two hundred years ago

The British

Being British claimed
Australia

For the Crown and Empire
Why did they

You ask

Because the sun didn't set
The Royal Navy

And the French were around
Aborigines then

Well they didn't matter or comprehend
The British

Terra Nullius was the term
Nobody's Land

A Mistake

The court's now say about it
The British

Were wrong in what they did
But now

How do we fix 26 January
Australia Day.
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Australia Day 2018

Australia is for freedom

And a chance to live in peace

We stand shoulder to shoulder together
And not for giving grief

For we are daughters and sons

Under the Southern Cross

Inheritors of ANZAC

Proud and true knowing what it cost
Australia you bloody beauty! !
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Australia In The Sun

Lonely trees on lonely roadsides

In dusty paddocks scarce water to abide

A hot dry northerly blows from the red centre
Gives no relief from the summer's measure

Kangaroos lie in the gum tree's shade

Idling the long hours in a lazy escapade

An emu flock gathers slowly walking across the road
An ancient land in a tough abode.
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Australia- The Southern Cross

Watching the stars in the Southern sky
I see the Southern Cross shining high
So natural a sign as it can be

Always there feeling safe to see

Australians look to the sky above
From this home that they love

To sight these stars on their return
It's one of the first things we learn.
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Australian Christmas

Silver trees and coloured lights
Rainbow ribbons float in the night
Children laugh and excitement made
Santa's here in a Christmas glade

No snow in Australia just warm nights

Cool breezes through windows not shut tight
It takes me back to an innocent time

When life was fun in the Christmas Sunshine.
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Australian Summer

Steel blue sky

Sun glaring down

From a cloudless sky

Baking all things

Metal brands skin

Hot wind blows

Dust up in the air

Sweat rivers down

Thoughts of sweet wintertime abound.
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Australian Summer In The City

Dusty and hot on the pavement

The hat you wear is heaven sent

A cool bottle of water carried essential
Keep the pace to your potential

With each step you feel the heat rise high
The only relief as a cloud passes on by
The hot breath of the Australian sun

Will be with us until the night is begun.
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Australian Warrior Christmas

Manning the walls of our homeland

Standing tall at our country's command
Trained and ready to carry their foil

At Christmas time so far from our soil

We honor them for what they do

True blue Australians through and through
Families at home support them all

Sad to be apart during their call

Shed a tear while you're apart

For greater joy when returning in our hearts.
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Australians

It's the hot north wind in your face

The dust and dirt of the Outback place
It's the gathering against the fire storm
The larrikin smile that is the norm

It's knowing that when troubles comes
Everyone's shoulder to the wheel is how it's done
For the wide brown land can be a chore

That makes you love it even more

Australia is tough but sweet

Living here makes life complete

And when my day is finally done

I'll lie under a gum tree in the Australian sun.
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Australians Now

There's a drawl when they care to speak
With an easy smile makes them complete
Discipline is a word left out

Except in a bar when it's time to shout

An easy amble as they walk

With laughter not far off when gathering to talk
And a mate is someone not let down

When there's mischief coming around

The land has bred them hard as if to know

When it's shoulders to the wheel and mate-ship on the go
For Australians will fight for the right

In freedom's call shoulders together packed up tight.
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Australia's Response

The word was passed around
That a virus was a goin down
So the people thought to say
What shall we squirrel away

There was some further thinkin

We couldn't have our bums a stinkin

So to every supermarket they did go

And bought up all the toilet paper on show

So now there was toilet paper nowhere
As our supermarket shelves are bare

But Australia is steeled against the storm
Our bums will be clean and not forlorn.
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Awake Alone At Night

The heavy breathing
Started at 2.00 am

I woke because of it
There was nothing else

Except the heavy breathing
But it wasn't me

And I will lie and wait

To see if it stops

The night is endless
And all there is

Is the heavy breathing
It goes on and on.
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Baldness For Beginners

What do you do if you lose a leg

Put on an artificial one instead

And if your eye sight needs improving
Glasses are the thing to get them moving

But alas if your hair is what's missing

Wearing a toupee will get you some ribbing

So there seems no hope for a nude nut living
Except shaving it all without apologies or forgiving.
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Ballad Of A Gun-Slinger

My hand once was ready
And my sight was true

With an eye that was steady
I would know what to do

But that was then and now is now
Know my hand now shakes away
You see I'm nearer the end - I wonder how
And will my eyes still be true and not stray.
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Ballad Of The Missing Orders

Is it me or just a coincidence

Out for an evening of pleasance

To a Thai Restaurant for a meal

Giving our order and then waiting for real

But the kitchen lost our order again

You see I've been keeping count to the end

I have somewhat of a record with people here

Ten times I have been forgotten in restaurant fears.
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Balmy Summer Night

A balmy night cloudless and clear

With a full moon floating appearing near
Laughter drifted down the hill

An Australian summer night in quite a deal

A gully wind blows to cool us all

Children play and to each other call

Lovers walk together holding hands
Whispering to each other in sensual demand.
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Banana Sandwiches

What's your favourite sandwich I heard you say
Well, that's easy I replied to you straight away
It's sliced banana on sliced buttered bread
With a hot cup of tea as part of your spread

Sitting on your plate knowing it will be great
It's old fashioned but I know I can't wait

To sink my teeth into the soft bread slice
And oh man, the taste is so very nice.
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Barbed Wire

When the barbed wire is rusted away

And the wooden huts have fallen to the earth

When the whistling wind no longer carries their cries

And the pitiful survivors as those also who tormented them

Have returned to the earth as the dust from whence they came
Who will remember the vile injustices done to the Jews

And those others whom didn't fit into Nazi ideology

Go tell the world so that it will never happen again.
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Based On A True Story

This is based on a true story

With a integral plot with or without glory
Should we guess which parts are true
Or in figuring it out is this all up to you

But in the end does it really matter a toss

As long as it's entertaining through all the gloss
But you know we all have our story to tell

And sometimes it might even come out well.
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Bastard

It was a rainy cold winter's day

The black polished hearse drove by us on its way
There was a long line of cars behind

But the thing that stood out was not so kind

You could see the flowers on the coffin clear
Written with the words not so dear

‘Bastard' was so clearly spelt

Which made made think about what was felt

About the deceased lyingsleeping now

Did they lack the know how

That was needed for a life well led

So that this was the only sentiment for the dead.
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Be Easy On Yourself

Be easy on yourself
For what you see inside
Is always so critical

Make a pact
For at least
Once every day

To say to yourself

I forgive you

For your failings

It will free you

So be easy

You owe it to yourself.
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Beach - How Do You Improve A Sunny Day?

How do you improve a sunny day?

Perhaps wear your sunglasses in your own way

On to the beach and breath the sea breeze

Go to a beach kiosk and lick the ice cream you please

Maybe find a pub at the beach with a bar facing the sea

And sip you beer as the waves wash in when there is joy to be!
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Beating, Beating Of My Heart

Beating, beating of my heart

No sounds do I hear apart

From this sound so clear

As I draw close and you are near

Your fragrant breath upon my face

I hold you close in place

And I hear the beating, beating of your heart
You to me are forever dear.
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Beatles - I Don't Think So

A world without The Beatles is hard to contemplate
Such talent and music lost would not be so very great
For fun and serious words would not be so dear

And the better they have made to us all is so very clear

So they can write all the movies that they like

Not to have The Beatles would make our music so very contrite
I listen to their sound and know it is so true

‘Can't buy my love' is the expression I would use to you.
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Beauty In The Music

I heard a priest sing Hallelujah
On a couple's wedding day

The heavenly rendition
Made me want to stay

There are still things
I see or hear to this day

It will bring a tear to me
There is beauty that is here to stay.
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Beer

Drinking beer as a past time
It can make people funny
And instantly turn your voice
Into Bochelli at his best

Perhaps funnier than Billy

Once you have the taste

It becomes drinking at pace

For mate-ship comes with a drink.
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Beg To Stay

What did you hear on the wind

Was it something that was quite grim
Whispered so you can't quite hear
Does it beckon to come hither and here

Will you take a chance and not hesitate

As the voices beg for you not to wait

But if you do make a call and go straight away
Will you be able to leave or just decide to stay.
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Behind Their Eyes

Do you ever wonder what is behind their eyes
You know those things they will try to disguise
Are they as tough as they try to be

Forsaking tenderness as not meant for me

But when it matters to know the truth

Is all they say Oh Hell and Struth

For it will be something to see

A tough guy crying as it was meant to be.
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Being A Drug Mule As A Beginner 1.01

Drug cartels know the deal

Keep authorities happy and real

Have your operation working well

And once and a while give something to dwell

Find a naive or even stupid one

Give them drugs as a mule to be done

And give the authorities the tip off that they will believe
With their passport details given so they won't leave

Sympathy for them is a hard question made

As a drug mule not succeeding prison does not fade

The rule here is simple and not a hard one to see

If it seems easy too good to be true - that is exactly what it will be.
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Being Famous For Being Famous

Being famous for being famous now

How did it come to this, I mean how?

So the first step is to have so money in the bank
Then a television deal to the world to be frank

And knowing about current social issues or affairs

The explosion of pay television means there is an opportunity there
So we have entertainment in the 21st Century

Where being famous for being famous is something to see.
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Being Mean Spirited

What does not being mean spirited mean
Is it being nice to everyone in being clean
About what you say in all the things you do
And when needed you follow 