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Phil Soar(28.06.1952)

I write as Ideas come to me. Nothing is ever as it seems and my poems are not
necessarily about my life or my feelings. The words just come.

I am born under the sign of cancer and my ruling planet is the moon. My poems
tend to ebb and flow with the lunar moons, and there is no common issue that I
write about
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1948

Whilst in the street the children played
In 1948

Years after the bombs were dropped
And just a little late

Debris all around us

Waiting to be cleared

Parents telling kids outside

There was nothing else to fear

At last a welcome daily scene

As kids enjoyed the days

And parents smiled, brushed tears aside
As all the children played

Phil Soar
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1953

In 1953

My mother said to me:

'Oochy Coochy woochy woochy woo'

I guess when said and done

I had only just turned one

And my mind meant there was nothing I could do

Phil Soar
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24 Hours

I managed to pass no comment today
Just idly passed the time away

Not worrying about anything, or no-one
Until 24 hours had come, and then gone
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24 Hours Of Fame

24 hours of fame

A poem by any other name

A winters walk

Chosen from a selection

Most apt?

When the winter has been so warm
And today it turns

Moves into minus figures

Chills the bones of us old ‘uns
Freezes car windows in the early dawn
Scrapers at the ready

Heated screens a bonus

Beds are warmer places

But work calls

Not long until retirement

A time to write more

More fame?
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700 Times

And so I reach 700 moments of lunar madness
So many words,

Written for no other reason than just making the reader think
Sometimes provoking a reply

Knowing I have touched just one person

Is enough to keep me writing

Thinking

Making up nonsense and laughing

Writing from the heart and crying at the result
Sometimes even touching me with it's simplicity
My moon is my controller

There is no doubt

And whether it is weak or strong

The words will come and I will move on

Once written

Almost forgotten

But resting here, to be recalled when needed
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A 3d Bycycle

My friend just bought a 3D bike

It didn't cost the earth

It snapped in two, in a minute or two
Accompanied with some mirth

With thanks for the laugh to Many Mehanical Engineers
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A Bad Bake Off

The greaseproof paper lined the tin

I poured the lovely mixture in

It rose in the oven like the recipe said
But dropped like a stone in a river bed
The oven door was ajar too soon
There I stood, a baking goon
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A Bad Lunch

He left his home this morning, with a lunch box and a flask

He fancied a fresh cake as well, but was afraid to ask

He'd fallen out with mother, and she'd baked while she was mad
He tried to smooth things over, and then fallen out with dad

The family was a unit, but at times the tension heightened

And when some things got ugly, certain members became frightened
You never knew how mother, would react in times of stress

And if she cocked her cooking up, the kitchen was a mess

So on that day, when he had lunch, and opened up that box
All he found were underpants, and a some really dirty socks
His mother had been angry, and had found them on his bed

And thought it would be funny, to make him eat those instead
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A Bad Mother

Nothing good will come of it

My mother used to say

She always stopped me doing things
In case I went astray

She always used to tell me

That I was raving mad

And I'd end up in a Looney bin
When I was just a lad

She once said I was mental
Because I liked to think

That I could be like Elvis

Or could write a book on drink

Oh yes, I had some vivid thoughts
It did not do me wrong

She called me very many things
As my life went along

And now that she is here no more
I can't imagine how

I've turned into the man I am

And how I've lived till now
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

10



A Bare Faced Walk

I walked along the footpath, taking in the sights and sounds
With signs along the way, indicating out of bounds

And yet my inquisition, would take me off the route
Searching for the best of nature, in my birthday suit

Oh yes, I am the naturist, and love the feel of wind on skin
Hoping I will not get caught, and told that I should ‘reel it in’
I walk along the footpaths, with no-one else in sight

But always in the darkness, of a warm and humid night
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A Beacon Of Light

The beacon shone atop the hill

A fire so bright, the world stood still
And viewed from many miles away

It burned by night, and flickered by day

Where people sought to find the will
To climb the path, toward that hill
And watch the embers start to fly
Upon the wind, into the sky

They prayed for peace and watched the flames
That danced in sync whilst ash remained

And where the light shined brighter still

They all looked up toward that hill
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

12



A Bed Full

I crawled into bed, Just after Fred

And before our Albert came home

We were three of fifteen, and our mum was obscene
In matters sexual, she was well known

By the time Reece and Ged, had joined us in bed
There were twelve of us struggling to cope

The other three were in the lavatory

Fighting over bars of soap

In our two up - two down, in the middle of town
Were tight knit but loving attention

And our mother's mishaps, were unknown to us chaps
And were seldom (if ever) once mentioned
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A Betting Man

I am not a betting man

that's what I tell myself

but the money flows like water from my bank
the horses run so slowly

and the football team is bad

and my wife thinks that I am a complete plank
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A Blessing In A Storm

Beneath a sea of anguish and above a world of pain,

The hurt affects him daily, and he hides his lonely shame,
His turmoil is infectious, and it seems there's no escape,

His life a mess, and his distress, needs work to now reshape.

A storm that started as a shower, became a hurricane,
Took away his dignity, and heightened all the blame,
And as the clouds began to darken, filling up the sky,
He sits alone in deep despair, and never wonders why.

He takes the signs of emptiness as something he must ride,
Even though the daily grind is building up inside,

And yet he still sees humour, in the darkest of his hours,

But is that just a mask he wears, amongst the stormy showers?

As much as he seeks sympathy, he hides inside his mind,
Even though his partnerships and family are all kind,

Maybe there's a blessing in the storm, to help him through,
Without the thought of sanctuary, there's nothing he can do.

The storm clouds will be distant soon, and skies return to blue,
Until that moment happens, there is nothing he can do,

He'll ride the storm with vigour, and a sense of emptiness,

But realise in times of need, he really should feel blessed.
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A Breeze

It continues to haunt me with effortless ease

The sound of the wind, as it blows through the trees
A whistle of something, sent here to tease

To make me love nature, and a warm summer breeze
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A Bully

Poking fun at someone

Used to be a daily treat

I bullied friends at school

And told them they had smelly feet
I liked to make them victims

Of my every whim

Throw youngsters in a local lake
To see if they could swim

These days to be a bully

Is something most obtuse

It's not so welcome anymore
To shout verbal abuse

So get you head around it

And don't you follow me

I'm 62, and worn right through
And nobody likes me
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A Can Of Worms

The can of worms he opened, led to torture and despair

His heart was dealt a bitter blow, no happy ending there
From deep within the secrets, that he found below the stairs
Were all the lies and bitterness, that meant she didn't care

The years he'd spent in love with her, not knowing all the facts
How love became a masquerade, not able to react

And when the final straw had come, and he knew that she'd lied
He Stared into a blackened void, and just lay down and cried
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A Cannibal Barbecue

The Cannibals had a barbecue

They didn't mean much harm

They ate their way through peoples legs
And the odd dismembered arm

And just for extra measure

They ate someone's minced eyes

And for some extra pleasure

They made some headless pies
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A Charitable Run

Blisters on the souls of his feet

As he ran through the wide and open street
Running for the people he may never meet

But he ran through the night with his blistered feet

He ran through the day for 10 hours or more

His blisters burst forth and his toes were sore

And yet no-one questioned what he did this for

As he ran through the day and the night once more

By the time that he saw that the end was in sight
He had run for the people who couldn't fight

And he gave all the money to ease their plight
And ran through the day, and all the night
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A Childhood Slap

I recall a time when sleep was so neglected
When childhood tears accompanied a slap
And now when I look back at how I acted
I'm not surprised my life is full of crap
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A Childish Dream

I had a dream of a mountain stream
I walked beside it flowing

And a great big cat, squashed me flat
Without me even knowing

I woke up in a cold, cold sweat

My bed and I were wet

My mum had fun, in the morning sun
And I've not recovered yet
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A Child's Moon

The child stared at the moon and asked if it was made of cheese
And this became a reason for some thought

For while a child's at school, they should not be made the fool

If this was something they might have been taught

To find their minds are subject to, everything we say and do
Their tutors should be careful what they teach

And give credit where it's due, kids learn much faster than we do
So we must be correct with our words we preach
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A Child's Rhyme To Mummy

Six months isn't very long

To get to know your mummy
But love is really very strong
And started in your tummy
Since I first saw the light of day
I've known you love me dearly
I want to tell you right away

I love you mummy, really
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A Child's Right

A child holds on to innocence, and doesn't harbor hate

They do not form self-righteousness, or contemplate their fate

A child learns much from others, and does not know right from wrong
They have no way of knowing if they're weak, or if they're strong

A child can learn so much from everything we say and do

So every day we should reflect, on how we see things through

We should not be complacent, and respect their need to know

For every child should have the right, to wonder, as they grow.
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A Childs Story Time

'Tell me a story Daddy'
Those words were magical
So I made stories up for him
That all were cock and bull

I loved to hear him giggle

So I conjured up some rhyme
With worms and things that wiggle
That he asked for all the time

I gave them lots of silly names

Involved them in adventures

And made them play some naughty games
That would offend the censors

But children have such open minds
And the smiles these rhymes created
Made him wait for story-time

And left him quite elated
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A Childs Tale

If you can tell a story to a child

and make them smile

and fill the tale with mystery and magic
plus some guile

and fill the pages in their mind

with many wondrous things

their lives will be that richer

from the joy your story brings

Kaleidoscopes of emanating colour
you convey

Leaving every listening child

with so much more to say
Questions that need answering
with every twist and turn

Their minds an ever learning place
and so much time to burn

No book can cover everything

your imagination can

filling theirs with motion pictures

and so much better than

the super heroes thrown their way

on many a big screen

Your stories fill their minds with hopes
and fun exciting dreams

No nightmares for these little tots

no waking in the night

they want the dreams that they create
to be so warm and bright

and as you take you story telling

to that place they know

you know your tales can only help
their minds to learn and grow
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A Child's Tears

It moved me to tears to watch him cry

As the world and it's mother was sailing on by
And although he was blissfully so unaware

It moved me to tears as I saw him there

I pictured his face when the tears ceased to flow
I held him until there were no more on show
And I kissed his small head as the sobs went away

And it felt like the start of a wonderful day
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A Chill In The Air

I noticed the chill in the air

My steps seemed to crunch as I walked on white grass
A misty shadow above a stream

Decaying leaves with a frozen edge

Water seems so clear in an otherwise dirty stream
Slowly it flows on its trip to the sea

The stepping stones across it, a slippery path

And the morning walk is pleasantly cold
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A Coastal Walk

I began to walk along the coastal road, and slowed my pace
Taking in the view, as salty wind blew on my face

I watched the waves far out to sea, all rushing for the shore
And wondered if my mind would like to wander and explore

The impulse just to sit and watch the day roll by, was great
To see how nature functions, how it urges to create

A varied world where every sight that greets a brand new day
Was not the same for every moment nature passed our way.

The rocks and fauna on the cliffs, and how the spray made sure

That flowers and blooms were everywhere, had made me want for more
And as I headed off inland, the urge to turn my head

Was only matched by hopes of future sights out there instead

Phil Soar

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

30



A Coastal Walk (2)

I took a walk along a coastal path
Where the sounds of waves that crashed upon the shore
Was music to my ears

And the wind that blew across the cliffs
Refreshed my face with a cold mist
As I soldiered on

Walking among heather and moss
Through fields where many walkers have crossed
I kept the ocean in sight

The view for miles kept my senses alert

Watching my steps as erosion had made an impact
And yet the sea retreated

On another day, I may have witnessed its force

As the sandstone gave way and was at its mercy
But not today

I took this walk with nothing on my mind

But took away so many endless dreams

And I WILL return

But not today
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A Cold Day And The Sun

And today the sun shone with a warm spring like glow
But no-one had told it, that the air was so cold

Even it's burning desire to burst forth

Could not push aside all the cold from the north
Whilst it's look pleased the soul, and was bright

The day was as cold as the night

And that glow in the sky, had us wondering why

It attempted to set things alight

Phil Soar
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A Comb And A Toothbrush

I took a comb and toothbrush
And brushed my hair and teeth
Then I took some toilet tissue
And cleaned up underneath
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A Compound

I made a certain compound

In my high school science class
I swallowed it accidentally

And it blew out my ass
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A Corridor Of Doubt

There’s a long dark corridor of doubt
That I just cannot live without

It haunts me every time I close my eyes
It's a necessary sin

And a place I live within

And a library of all my deeds and lies

No light in there to comfort me

No place to go to set me free

And its length seems never ending all the while
So at the opening, I stall

With my back against the wall

And try and think of things to make me smile
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

35



A Crazy Lovesong

I heard a crazy love song

Where the lovers made love all night
I never have accomplished that

Or attempted anything like

And as I'm getting older
Lovemaking passes by

I'm lost in a world of nothing

And I keep on asking why
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A Dance

Pick up the garnished litter,
scattered on the ballroom floor

and dance the polka one more time,
before you close the door

tap your feet to a melody

that is vividly entranced

and leave the ballroom happily
knowing that you danced
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A Database Of Thoughts

If all my thoughts were locked up in a database

How many 'brain bytes' would it take to store them?

For all the years I've had them, lines have grown upon my face
And it would take some effort to destroy them

So many things I can re-trace, yet some beyond recall

And entry to some feelings is disabled

And when I need them instantly, they just aren't there at all
And I need to make sure entry is enabled

As years go on my mind could need a re-boot
And a program to restore my thoughts assessed
But until then, I'll keep on adding data

In a way it brings me instant happiness

Phil Soar
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A Day Of Woe

I look to no-one special when the day seems full of woe

I have a welcome 'private' place, and that's where I would go
To sit and watch the world go by, and detox all my thoughts
Resolving to revitalise and plot a new life course.
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A Deadly Drink

I cracked open the bottle

Sat and stared into an abyss
Watched as the fire burned out
And drank until sleep became deep

I woke to crescendos of broken dreams
My head in a spin of intolerable intensity
The room spinning like a cotton wheel
Faster than the speed of sound

I cracked my head on the floor as I fell
The bottle falling from my grasp

I slept again, this time self inflicted

I saw a light at the tunnels end

White light blinded my senses

No warmth there, just cold nothing
I floated on a carpet of cloud

And met him at the gates

Heaven welcomed me.
Although I should have gone downstairs
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A Doctor's Way

The doctor had so many potions

SO0 many creams and lotions
dealing with the illness and emotion
how hard must their existence be?

Imagine the scene every day
keeping these troubles at bay

with little or nothing to say

writing prescriptions in his own way

Proposing a method or task
illness their medicine's mask
hoping the problem won't cast
a spell on the patient too fast
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A Driverless Car

I bought a new Driver-less car today
I tried to get in,
But it drove away
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A Falling Star

I caught a falling star and kept it in my pocket

Just like the song that Perry Como sang

I didn't see the need to place it somewhere that I shouldn't
But when it burnt my leg my flesh was gone!
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A Farmers Tale

It felt a little awkward

As I lay upon the grass

Naked as my day of birth

The sun burning my ass

My partner lay beside me

Her ample bosom blessed

And a feeling in between my legs
That brought me happiness

We lay there deep in love's embrace
With nature all around

She straddled me across the face
I couldn't hear a sound

Her lips were very welcome

My tongue explored her depths

I tickled her a little

And she gasped for her next breaths
Too soon the clouds developed
The rain came falling down

Just as I was thinking

That in her wetness, I could drown
A shame that it was over

We sat up to recover

A day that we would not forget

A farmer and his lover
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A Farmyard Party

I stood at the gate to the farmyard

I could hear all the pigs were a-grunting

It must have been all of their birthdays

As the farmer had put up some bunting

The sheep had been kept awake all night

By the farmer with his decorations

No matter how the sheep all counted themselves
They didn't sleep through the pigs celebrations
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A Fart

It begins somewhere so dark and grim
Welling up inside of him

Until it reaches an exit route

And leaves a stain upon his suit
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A Ferris Wheel

The Ferris Wheel Turns

Changing the view

Stopping now and then

Sharing the sky with strangers
Slowly bringing pleasure

Light winds brush the face

Miles and distance blending

Fields and valleys cross the horizon
And a heady feeling highlights senses
The Ferris wheel turns
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A Field Of Circumstance

I wander through this field of circumstances

and wonder if the seeds that set them punish me

did they have dna from hurt and painful consequences?
and when they blossom will they be the death of me?
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A Fishy Tale

They dined on Port and Caviar,
The Duchess and the Duke;

He pushed her just a tad too far,
And got a quick rebuke;

She slapped his face with relish,
Dislodged his silver spoon,

And splattered little bits of fish,
Across the dining room.
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A Fleeting Life

Whenever someone says that life is hum drum
If someone talks of nothing but dismay

Just point them at the stars above and tell them
That life is just a game that we all play

There is no point in us taking it so seriously
Our time here is a fleeting one at best
So don't hold in emotions when it gets to you

speak your mind, and get things off your chest
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A Flop

A trace of something spicy

A pinch of salt and sugar

A cake that flopped, and maybe dropped
That made me shout 'Oh Bugger'
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A Forgotten Soldier

His legs no longer useful, but his mind still at it's best

His dreams no longer valid, and his life in some distress
Abandoned by employers who did not see all the strife

Of someone who joined in the fight, and almost lost his life

The sadness of the injuries, has added to his grief
The loss of friends and colleagues, the loss of self belief
When help is all he really needs, and all the powers that be

Have left him on his own and lost in his recovery
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A Friend

You're sweet and kind, have a loving mind
Both things can be relied on

You're always wise, have soulful eyes
And cheeks that have been cried on
with shoulders that can bare the weight
Of people who need hope

And words that always compensate

For those who cannot cope

Your friendship is astonishing

You make people feel great

No chance of missing out on things
Whilst others have to wait

You have a certain way with you

And do things from the heart

You always meet your challenges

And never fall apart

So who looks after you, I ask
Because You deserve more
Your love is unconditional

Of that we can be sure
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A Friend And His Music

My friend could play the trumpet
He also played Bassoon

He would have had an orchestra
But didn't have the room

Phil Soar
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A Friends Life

My friend, your day will surely come
When life will turn a corner

And all those things you dwell upon
Would soon become the former
Your life would then have meaning
Which for you, is so damn clear

So make sure all your dreaming
Makes for you, a better year
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A Frightening Storm

I heard the storm clouds overhead

As I lay upstairs in my bed

As the lightning flashed and thunder rolled
I knew that I was getting old

The thunder gave me headaches

The lightning gave me jitters

As I went downstairs, my curly hairs
Frightened the baby sitters
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A Frozen Scene

A frozen scene as the morning wakes
With a hint of more from falling flakes
As snow begins to turn things white
The day starts fine, and I'm alright

A walk across a field so brisk

With just an element of risk

As careful steps begin at pace

And a cold white breeze engulfs my face

The earth so crisp beneath my feet
As hard as any cold concrete

And whilst I walk my time away

I wish there was no end today
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A Full Moon

The light shone through a darkening sky
The moon was full, and I

Loved to see it's outline

Against that darkening sky

I sat there looking skywards

And smiling to myself

When up there in that darkening sky
There just was nothing else
Spellbound by it's beauty

I almost shed a tear

Although it seems so far away

To me it seemed so near
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A Garden Thought

The garden that I tend to, provides a place of rest

Where colour betters blandness, and emits a fragrant smell

My time with shears and secateurs will help my garden flourish
And beneath the earth and up above, it has a tale to tell

Phil Soar

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

59



A Ghostly Accident

Ghosts that float around the room

And poltergeists that linger

Were they to blame when the lights went out
And I chopped off my finger?
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A Ghostly Figure

A ghostly figure floated by

It vanished through a wall

I stood there, quite atsonished
And fainted in the hall
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A Gift

I walked a mile to where I'd smiled when I was there before

Beyond the field that led through woods, that seemed so warm and pure
Away from all the bustle, and the daily office grind

To sit astride a country style, and free my troubled mind

To watch the day pass overhead, as clouds and wind flew by
To witness life in all its styles, and look up to the sky
As grey turned blue and the air felt new, my heart had such a lift

These sorts of days just made me smile, they really are a gift
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A Gnomes Tale

We used to own a garden gnome

Until he packed and left our home

He left us in a state of flux

Without a glance or backwards look

We've often thought, why he'd upped and gone
Until we looked in the garden pond

Deep in the mud, with a bullet in the head

Was another gnome that we'd called Fred

We thought they'd be the best of friends

But Fred has met a grizzly end

And our other gnome, without a name

We think must harbour all the blame

But where he's gone, we cannot guess

He might have gone to Inverness

In the Scottish Highlands, where he's gone to ground
And we don't think that he'll ever be found
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A Good Dog

They give us so much pleasure and have places in our hearts

Who knows how much they mean to us, or where the feelings start
Four legs to run and never ending wagging of the tail

How on earth can loving them, ever really fail?

Your dog can reach a part of you, which nothing else can match
Can fetch a stick or run for miles, or just sit there and scratch
But in the end our lives are better while they all exist

And when it comes to love, a dog is on my favourites list.
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A Grey Winter Morning

A cold grey winter morning

A slow and persistent rain

The remainder of the day ahead

The sun a saddened refrain

Where the clouds have no silver lining

And the wind doesn't help ease the pain

For the Winter is here, and it seems like a year
Until Spring returns for us again
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A Gypsy Curse

I cursed that gypsy woman

And she put a spell on me

She tried to sell me heather

And some pegs that were not free
I shut the door upon her

Gave her a bloody nose

And now I have ingrowing nails
From her curse I suppose
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A Heart And Mind

A heart already weakened can be broken quite at ease

A heart that's torn in two is very difficult to please

A heart that's lost its will to beat, can never really last

A heart that's lived for love before, must now look to the past

A mind that's been to many places, searching for the truth
Can recall within a moment, all its memories of youth

But called upon to see the future, many minds would crack
A mind that has no future, is forever looking back

A love that's lost its sparkle, seems to wither like a rose
Infected with a poison, it recoils, no longer grows

And when that love refuses to lie down and die in pain
The heart and mind will suffer, until control returns again

An emotion in the heart and mind, of someone in control
Can reach a depth of meaning, only found within the soul
A single glance, a single phrase, can rock it to the core

And make you wonder what on earth emotions are all for

In many ways, a truth in life is sometimes hard to find
It may prove quite impossible, and be the hurtful kind
And if when heart and mind are one, no matter what the cause

Time will ease the pain you feel, and put your love on pause
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A Heart Beats On

My heart beats on, as life goes by, at such a frantic speed
Reminding me that every day, is a welcome one indeed
It's a special vital organ, we suggest has feelings too
Without its seismic rhythm, what would we all do?

We hardly know it’s there sometimes, and yet it pumps away
Giving us the strength to live, and cherish every day

It's a well- developed counterweight, and keeps our life intact
We couldn’t live without it, and that’s a certain fact

So take care of this vital cog, and treat it with respect

For if it stops through ignorance, your life will then be wrecked
No matter how we live our lives, it makes the best of sense

To treat our hearts with sympathy, and not sit on the fence
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A Heart Not Mine

My heart does not belong to me
I cannot assume its fate

I cannot justify its pace

It beats at quite a rate

And if it ever stalls awhile

It will give me time to think
How lives are seldom perfect
And are over in a blink
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A Heart's Flame

Like a pilot light that stays aflame

My feelings for you remain the same

I can't turn off that pilot light

It flickers by day, and glows at night

It's fed by a pump with endless resource
It's called my loving heart, of course
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A Helpless Flea

Down in the woods beneath an old oak tree
Lived a homeless little helpless flea

He was lonely and sad and quite a grump

And the reason was that he couldn't jump

No passing temporary home for a day

For this flea with the grump and not much to say
So he sat on his own until he was almost done
And within a few months the little flea was gone
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A Highway Man

He trudges behind the truck

Cones lifted from their cage

Placed on the tarmac in rows miles long

In the dead of night they appear

Frustrating those who deem them a blot on the landscape

He put them there

And in time, will take them away
Until then he works through the night
Lining them up

In neat rows

Filling lanes

Robbing us of our time

Holding us up

He is A Highway Man
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A Hillside Dream

On a mist covered hillside, beside a stream
I lay my blanket down to dream

I slept until the morning dew

Wet my sleeping bag right through

I thought that I had wet my pants

But it was just the circumstance
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A Horse With No Name

He rode into town on a horse with no name
When he told it to halt it ignored him

It ran at a gallop, on a wide open plain

And the speed of the gallop quite floored him
He tried for some miles to rein the beast in
As his backside was getting a pounding

It's refusal to stop, was a pain in his ass

So he tossed himself off, which was grounding.
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A House Without Windows

He lived in a house without windows
Surrounded by nature and trees

He shared his abode, with a nominal load
Of animals up to his knees

There was no entrance door for his 'guests' though
They just entered through windows and then

Made themselves happy in various rooms

And turned them into their own den

There was no rent to speak of to charge them

Just a shared and rewarding existence

And the feelings of pleasure, he just couldn't measure
Without them to share this addiction
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A Journey Of Love

When first I made the journey

to the realm of love and chance

I never thought I'd question

How I could get so entranced

how many different feelings

there could be with every girl

or how the tides would turn around
and set my thoughts a-twirl

When first I thought I was in love
It did not last that long

I think I was just smitten

By the way she wore that thong
That stirring in the groin

with all the tension and release
the filthy thoughts inside my head
I thought would never cease

Through trial and error, lust so pure
And all that loving brought

The climbing through her window
hoping we would not be caught

the sense that this was worth it
even though it caused some tension
the 'quickie' in the kitchen

and some things too rude to mention

Until I found the reasons

to escape the jaws of bliss

no more the loving boyfriend
who was happy with a kiss

my interests only sexual

she said in some dismay

so I forgot about the journey
and she helped me on my way.
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A Kingdom Of Love

There's a kingdom of love out in the beyond
Where Princesses kiss frogs in an ancient pond
Where their dreams come to nothing

And to their dismay

They kiss all the frogs and they just hop away
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A Land Of Make Believe

Beyond the edge of nothing, lies a land of make believe

Where imaginary beings float around on motorised brown leaves
Where the land is made of candy sweets, topped with caramel
And children play in chocolate rivers and do not mind the smell

Where the mind is taken to places, that it did not know exist
And the trees emit a pungent haze of cheese and bacon crisps
With houses made of Jello, and meringue flavoured cars

And in the sky as bright as gold, a million biscuit stars
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A Lasting Memory

He left a lasting memory, wherever he felt calm

A walk along life's highway, never did him any harm
And just as life enveloped him with joy and happiness
He left his mark upon me, as he vacated his address
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A Leaf From My Book

She took a leaf out of my book

Just because I couldn't cook

I put some thyme, where I should not
And she left it in a pot, to rot
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A Leak

That trickle of water sounds just like a waterfall

Although it's just a dripping tap, it's like a thunder wall
Leaking from a faucet, with no sign of stopping soon

Where the hell's the plumber, when you need one in the room?
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A Lesson From Nature

And when you think that spring is around the corner
And plans you have for gardening please the mind
That's just the time when nature serves a warning
And the weather you encounter is unkind

If ever we became a bit complacent
And thought that we had beaten father time
There's always something there to cast a shadow

And remind us that appearances are blind.
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A Letter

I wrote a letter

I tried to make it uniform in phrase and composure
To try and tell a story with feeling

To position the reader in a comfort zone

But my words expressed only my worries

Lost in its negativity were the symptoms of my hysteria
How the jealousy had a grip that controlled my mind
Unrelenting and strangling my thoughts

I wrote in brief episodes of gloom

The words uncomfortable

The reasons complex

I tore up the letter

Tried to sleep

Nausea overtook my thoughts and led to a feeling of emptiness
No reason to start again

I put down the pen.
And then I cried
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A Life Of Mystery

There was a time when life held many mysteries for me
Where all the memories I made, were held in store

But now I can't remember what a mystery life is

And I think my brain has closed that open door

There seems to be a certain kind of madness

That tends to stir up thoughts inside my mind

And lately as my age increases, there's a kind of sadness
And to me, life has really not been kind

So as I close a chapter in a series of adventures
And the mysteries of life now puzzle me

I need to get something to fix my dentures
While my mind's set sail, and drifted out to sea
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A Lonely Cloud?

I wandered lonely as a cloud
How stupid was that vision?
For clouds are seldom on their own
Just check out their position

They rain on my parade a lot
And then they flee the scene
And leave their floods of water

Across our village green

Phil Soar

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

85



A Long Road To Nowhere

On a long road to nowhere, I spent so much time
Trying to work out these habits of mine

I would slowly develop a fixation with guilt

As I tried to evade all the hurdles I'd built

There were borders surrounding me, as life passed by

Walls where emotions escaped to the sky

No roof on the walls, so my thoughts just escaped

And my dreams flowing freely, where no curtains were draped

So the road led to nothing, and it formed a dead end
With no comforting words or embrace from a friend
And I wandered it slowly, and then turned around
On a long round to nowhere, nothing could be found
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A Male Striptease

I slowly took my clothes off

A sort of male striptease

Until my wife said &quot;Cover up!
You've got such wobbly knees&quot;
It kind of killed the passion

And I was all erect

My male striptease

Just did not please

So had not the right effect
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A Matter Of Taste

It's all a matter of taste

Some of us have little time to waste

And the pace of life leaves us in disarray

And the things we're told to do

Leave us devoid of what we knew

And make us pawns in the games that others play
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A Micro Moon

A recent Micromoon pasted it's spell on me
So far away but not so distant in my mind
And as the night flew by I knew I'd rather be
Alone with thoughts, and not so worldly blind

When smaller by a distance, it still brightens up my sky

And night begins to mean that I can sit and wonder why
The turmoil that it causes, in the back of my minds eye

Helps justify its presence as it slowly passes by
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A Midnight Sky

I like to stare into a midnight sky

At stars a trillion miles away,

Shining brightly as if on fire

I lose myself in the mystery of space
Watching for new arrivals

Hoping no clouds will spoil my view

Letting my emotions take control

And wandering off alone to where I never dreamed
Searching among the vastness for a new light
That could mean a new beginning

Like the birth of a new child

I stare into a midnight Sky
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A Mirage

Blinking

My palms shading my eyes

The sun so strong it hurt me
Effortlessly causing pain

Making me see things that are not there
Drawing me further across the sands
With promises of life

Only to snatch them away with nothing
Just more grains

And more miles of nothing
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A Morning Kiss

Each day you deliver something touching

the merest kiss upon my cheek feels warming

and if I wake up nonchalant, it lifts my very spirit
you must have known that this would be your calling

To make the start of each new day so memorable
means that you shed your light on all you touch
and for that very reason, your are wonderful

and that is why I love you so very much
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A Mother

Who knows how much we love them,
Or loved them in times past,

A love for every time of year,

A love that always lasts;

A fondness and a love so strong,
That nothing can Out-way,

A friendship that no words explain,
Or ever go away;

A Mother's love is effortless,

And borne of every one,

A love that lasts for all of time,
Even when our mother's gone;

It stays with us each waking time,
Envelops every day,

No matter how we think of it,

No matter what we say;

So take the time this Mother's Day,
To show them what they mean,
How love is pretty special,

So wondrous and extreme;
Without that very special love,
That every Mother gives,

Each one of us would miss those things,
That every Mother Gives.
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A Mother's Words

The distance from my pantry

to the edge of kingdom come

is something that my mother said
when my life had begun

she used to talk such nonsense
when I was only two

no wonder I'm a lunatic

My mother was one too!
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A Mountain Peak

Across a mountain peak, I chose I would not speak,

I stood amazed and watched the day go by

A sight with no mystique, just a show-capped mountain peak,
And a view that made me smile, yet also cry.

With the wind across my face, I was smitten with this place
And my mind was justifiably elated

For as far as I could see, there was so much mystery

And my place on earth indelibly related.
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A Mountain Stream

The mountain stream was crystal clear

Flowing water passing by at speed

Pouring from above, where snow is melting
Refreshing as it moves at pace from where it lay
Giving a new freshness to the land

Feeding everything on its way

Then flowing into rivers and spreading nutrients
The life it re-awakens thankful

And a cycle continued

Until the winter returns

And then it pauses as it waits for spring

This crystal clear mountain stream where I drank
And sat for a while

And watched

And marveled at the complexity
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A Mountain To Climb

I climb the cliff of confidence

each day when I awake

I've never been that sure of things
and that is my mistake

I really should be positive

that helps to ease the brain

but my negative side just haunts me
and I've always been the same

Through mountainous areas of my life

I've struggled to compete

my lack of hope and self esteem

has knocked me off my feet

and yet I've managed to maintain

a sense of right and wrong

to get through my life with a welcome smile
and the sound of an occasional song
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A Nation Fell Silent

A nation fell silent, no audible sound

A nation said thank you, to those on the ground

The ones who we grieved for, the many that fell
Those loved ones whose lives were a permanent hell

A nation fell silent, for a minute or so

A time to remember, a nations echo

A moment reflected in so many ways

For those who gave all, during those yesterdays

A nation fell silent, the whole world did too

Remembering sons & daughters, fathers, mothers, and you
Without them, things might have been awful I guess

A world with no future

A world in a mess.
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A New Day For The Old Man

I stretched this morning when I woke
It almost made me have a stroke

The pressure on my heart was great
I'm not that super-fit of late

It takes me all my time to move

To raise myself, get in the groove

To go downstairs and have some bran
And take a trip to the toilet pan

And when I'm done, and feel all flushed
I'll take my time and not be rushed

But by the time I'm ready for the daily grind
I've usually left myself behind

And I just can't wait to be back in bed
All buggered up, undressed and fed
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A New Spring

The nights are getting shorter, now the year has just begun
A time for seeing in the year, and having lots of fun

And wishing for an early spring, and all that will entail

For after all, when winter's gone, how can spring ever fail? .
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A New Spring (2)

The sound of water, on pebbles in streams

Can sound like pure magic in overnight dreams
And the birdsong amazing, as dawn seeks out day
And the troubles of winter seem so far away

When the ground seems like carpet, as spring's underway
And the nature around us has something to say

Just to sit and breath quietly while taking it in

Is a pleasurable hobby, at the start of the spring

Phil Soar

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 101



A Nonsense Route

En route to somewhere new

I had nothing much to do

So I chose to read a book about the war
After maybe chapter 4

I didn't know what war was for

And so I drew some circles on the floor
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A Passage Of Time

The passages of time are like tunnels through my world
They take their toll on every step I take

And when this world is done with me, I'll reach that light
And know the life I led was no mistake

Recorded in my memory, and stored in cells so secretly
I keep my thoughts where no-one else can find

And knowing I have done my best repeatedly

I'm satisfied and have a peace of mind
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A Passing Storm

The early indications were that there would be a storm

And so I put the kettle on and wrapped up nice and warm

I then looked out the window, at the grey and misty sky

And hoped the storm would dissipate, and quickly pass us by

And like a bolt of lightning, there was noise and wind and rain
And yet in half an hour, it had come and gone again

The wonder that is nature, had expressed itself once more
Had thrown all that it could at us, and exited the door!
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A Pastel Coloured Field

A summer field of pastel colours, blending with the green
Somewhere to sit and drift away, perhaps to sleep and dream
While buzzing insects flew around, on wings so beautiful
You'd never say that summertime was ever really dull.
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A Patch Of Heaven

Sitting alone in the wooded glade
Listening to the evening breeze
Welcoming the leafy shade

I watched the shaking of the trees
While everything around me

Got on with all their lives

A thought passed by me gently
How everything survives

No matter how the day goes by
Or how the evening closes
There's a patch of heaven if we look
Right under our noses
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A Perfect Night

If there ever was a perfect night

Where maybe Northern lights lit up the sky

and comets flew at lightning speed

where new stars were found in distant galaxies
and the moon was new

and a slight mist hovered above a tranquil river
then how romantic would that be?

You and I alone among that wondrous scene
exchanges glances, kisses too

And all that these things mean

A shooting star we watch across the blackness
gone in an instant

Unlike our love, which lingers like a soothing aroma
and envelops the senses

then how delightful would that be?

And as the dark skies fade to light

and the redness of the dawning sun appears

we adjust our mood and vision to take in the morning
Forgetting just how long we have been there

and we smile.

A perfect night for those of us lucky enough to love
To enjoy
To feast on nature and the earth

And want the same tomorrow
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A Pirate's Tale

'Avast There', said the pirate

As he spied a welcome sight

An isle on the horizon

Just to the ships right

'Alright me little darlings'

He beckoned to the crew

'Prepare to man the rowing boats
There's much for thee to do'
They tied the sails and anchored
Three hundred yards from shore
And headed for this island

Where no man had stood before
Upon the beach a native stood

A girl of tender years

Her breasts stuck out like rugby balls
And so too did her ears

She motioned to the bushes
Where a tribal party lay

And singing in a shrilling voice
The girl began to say

'Fifteen men on a quiet beach

Are heading forth this way

You wait until they get quite close
And then the old we'll slay

The young we'll use as breeding stock
Until their manhood droops

And then we'll cut them up in bits
And put them in our soups'

The Pirate waited on the ship
Until the darkness came

Then one by one he shouted out
Every Crewmans name

He got a silent answer

And not a sound was heard
Except for a gull that shit on his head
I ask you, How absurd! .
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A Place To Go

I've been looking for a place to go
When I am feeling oh so low
Somewhere that only I can be

To shake the hurt and pain from me
A place where all my doubts and fears
Vanish in my salty tears

I wipe my brow, I dry my eyes

I cast aside all I despise

That place I'll find and settle down
With no-one else but ME around
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A Plumber

I know a local plumber whose pipes are all on tap
His Cisterns are made of plastic

And his toilets rather crap

He spends his time out fishing

And his charges are extreme

He lives in a shed in Walthamstow

And his life is a pipe dream
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A Pool Of Thought

Relaxing in a pool of thought

The memories came flooding back
And all the time my youthful past
Was coming under thought attack
As age began to feel the pain

Of all the things that went before
I tried to embrace yesterday
Thats all I had been looking for
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A Prank

The rumors started as a prank

I stored them in my memory bank

And promised I would get revenge some day
But as I found the culprit

I was standing in a pulpit

Blaming god for leading them astray
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A Remedy For Love?

I took the remedy the doctor gave me
Hoping that it might just help to save me
But how can he repair my broken heart?
When everything I take seems to inflame me

She buggered off when I thought all was well
And left me in a sort of mental hell

She ran off with a nurse from off the ward
Because she felt our love had left her bored

I might have been a pain in her posterior
But leaving me has made me feel inferior
Especially as she ran off with nurse

I feel my love life really has been cursed

The only plus sign that could ease the pain
Was that she was a lesbian all along

The doctor diagnosed that I was ill

And all the time I knew that he was wrong

I ask them over sometimes and I hope
That I might catch them in a sort of grope
There really is something affecting me

Inviting Lesbians around for tea
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A Request For Silence

I sat alone and listened to the hum of traffic
Thought about where i might sit in silence

But knowing I cannot be where no sound occurs
I left

Again I sat and listened to the hum of the traffic
And yet I had moved a hundred miles

Hoping for silence but receiving none

I left

And now I sit by the river and watch the flow
No traffic now, but the steady sound of water
Making me want to pee

So I did

No-one saw me, except a passing farmer
On a tractor
Breaking the sound of the water

So I left
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A Rhyme For You

I wrote a rhyme or two for you
It flowed across the page

And when I strove to finish it

It seemed to take an age

And so I just completed it

With words that made no sense
And then I left the garden

And sat upon the fence
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A Robins Song

I surrender to the robins song
Listening to it, all day long

It cheers up the mind

In my moments of doubt

And brings all the pleasure of living out
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A Robin's Song

I didn't walk this way too long

I had to stop and listen to the Robin's song

I heard it from a distance away

And stopped to hear what it had to say

This territories mine, sung with such aplomb
And yet nothing more beautiful than this song
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A Rock Pool

In a rock pool by the shore
I swirled the net around
Searching for creatures

In crystal clear water
Turning over stones
Disturbing sand

Watching it settle

Moving on

I spent time with a crab
And when the tide came
Pools became oceans

Until it left

And the pools became new places of adventure
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A Rose

The trellis where the rose climbed, fills with colour
the scent as you pass by, is beautiful

the senses burst as summer is expecting

a rose to stir our spirits', seldom dull

The petals feel like velvet as you touch them
protected as they are by sharpened thorns
the rose makes every garden very special

and enlightens every garden they adorn
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A Rubbish Garden Poem

I prepared the bed and lay them down
Covered them up with manure

Watered them well, with some care I shall tell
In the hope they would grow I am sure

My patience is slim

When It comes to gardening

As you don't get an instant return
So maybe I should

Invest in some wood

And wait while I watch it all burn

Phil Soar

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 120



A Scrabble Friend

My friend plays scrabble every day

To pass the waking hours away

He doesn't have a job to do

Since he retired in 2002

And so he makes up words like bombilate*
And hums so he can concentrate

And words like dactylion* too

So he can look and point at you

He's become a scrabble connoisseur
With words so good they're like a blur
He's won a prize for the longest word
It was 'batrachophagous* absurd!

*Bombilate: to loudly hum or buzz continuously
*Dactylion: The tip of the middle finger
*Batrachophagous: One who eats frogs
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A Sea Of Love

I drift sometimes in endless seas
Across the ocean waves I dance

And though my mind has countless dreams

I'd like to give some love a chance

Alone with thoughts of loves embrace

I'd set my life adrift
And hope to see a smiling face
That gives my soul a lift

Within my heart I have a place
Where I can keep the tears at bay
Just thinking of a welcome face
And trusting love will come my way

And until then I'll drift alone
Across a cold and open sea

Until the time when I come home
And you will be there just for me
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A Seasons Greeting On Padded Knees

On padded knees I tend the lawn
Neatly trimming its edges

Noticing the new growth in the borders
Signalling a new season

A new day

And opening my world to life again

Each day is like an episode of a TV drama
Weeds needing to be eradicated

Whilst I tend the new growth

Helping it with some feed

Searching under pots for slugs

Trying to give the young shoots the best start
By and by, I coax the slugs to death

Knowing there will be more

But the challenge is competitive

So on padded knees I kneel before them
And enjoy the day

And the season.
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A Sentimental Rhyme

A sentimental rhyme or two

Of something good, or something blue
Can help to ease the mind in time of need
And in times of deep despair

It's just so good to know it's there

And a welcome solace at the time indeed
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A Short Love Letter

I composed a short love letter
To try and woo the girl

And I feel so much better
Now that she is in my world
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A Silent Fart

The silent fart is always quite ambitious

It smells like what you ate was not nutritious
It hangs up in the air for days on end

And leaves you lonely without any friends
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A Silly Rhyme

Dirty clothes on a washing line

Filthy shoes on a rack

Long grey hairs on the carpeted stairs
And moles on the gardeners back
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A Snowflake

There's a crystal clarity within a snowflake
It mesmerises mind and sight alike

It's like a spirograph with detailed symmetry
And never fails to set the mind alight

It falls as if it's really on a mission
Develops as it falls to reach the ground

Its heaven in an ice cold grey horizon

And lands to earth without making a sound

And leaving in its wake a pure white surface
Mixed in with others of its kind it glows

You never know how long it will delight us
And miss it when it finally melts and goes
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A Soldiers Lament

I painted a shadow on a moonlit wall,
Without even knowing I was there at all,
It followed my path,

I watched it fall,

Oh how I wish I was home once more.

The paleness of death passes overhead,
As I lie in this trench wishing I was dead,
But the longing for life,

Takes preference instead,

Oh how I wish I was home again.

Silently I sit, and pray for peace,
That all hostilities will cease,

As each day passes,

I await my release,

Oh how I pray for peace to reign.

Whilst all at once it's dark and cold,
That certainty I might grow old,

Is shattered. Sold,

To a dampened soul,

Oh how nice to be home once more.
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A Spring Day

It's a treat to be out on a warm spring day

To wander all alone as the cattle stray

To linger in the woodland among the trees

To marvel at the flight of the bumble bees
Engaging in the beauty all around

The birds flying high, the mammals on the ground
Walking by a river as the water flows

Treading very carefully as the flowers grow
Loving every minute while the sun shines bright
Until the day is over and it turns to night
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A Spring Feeling

Nothing quite invites the senses to take part

Like Springtime

To sit and watch as the growth of new shoots surface
In Springtime

To listen to birds begin to mark territory in song

At Springtime

To see the opening of daffodils and snowdrops

To relish the sight of Hellebores and snake heads

To never know if the day will be warm or cold

But heading out in it anyway

There is nothing like Springtime
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A Stitch In Time

I turned the page and read aloud

My wife told me to stop it

She was sewing a balloon onto a coat
And I thought she was going to pop it
The stitching was a work of art
'Happy Birthday Love' it read

I tried to keep my mouth shut

But she stictched it up instead!

I hummed some words of anger

She giggled to herself

She stood the Balloon on a nearby ledge
Next to a porcelain elf

Her smile could light the darkened sky
She was soon an emotional wreck

And she took a page from the book I had
And stitched it to my neck

By now I looked a nutcase
Who escaped the local asylum
She had knitted some slippers
Made from uncooked kippers
And drank from a bottle of rum

Drunk as a skunk at evening time

Armed with a needle and thread

She was stitching me up a treat (I thought)
And maybe I'd end up dead

She stopped short of mass intraction

As I struggled to move my mass

She'd sewn my legs to the armchair

And a knitted a coat for my ass!

What a weird and wonderful evening
I spent with the my lovely wife

She can't help her art with a needle
And she's equally good with a knife

Her carers came to collect her

She had to go back to the home

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 132



They took her away in a woollen van
I was stitched up and left alone.
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A Storm

I watched from on the beach,

as waves crashed awkwardly to ground
From heights I'd never seen before,
The storm raged all around

Feeling safe in my position

Amazed at what I saw

A storm so epic in its size

It knocked me to the floor

And rushing back to safety

I ran back to the dune

In the hope it would relinquish

And my day could then resume
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A Storm Of Words

At times the flow of words can slow me down
Words among my thoughts, all twirling round
A cyclone, whipping up the rhyme at first

A hurricane, developing from verse

Somewhere among the debris in my head
The emphasis is lost, my mind goes dead
Writers block sets in, the storm grows more
I fear my words will wash up on a shore
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A Striking Resemblance

A striking resemblance in the mirror
The face of a man who has aged
Looking like his father

Not a doppelganger, just a reflection

Lines on the forehead show signs of fatigue
Eyes tinted red where white should be

An image of someone I really don't know
A moments reflection of and ageing torso
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A Stroll With Nature

I strolled through fields of Barley and wheat
With a dog by my side and no shoes on my feet
The feeling of nature had walked with me too
Alongside with the images that came into view
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A Summer Park

I dwelt for a while in a sea of green

Relaxed in a park in a summer scene

The grasses were blown by a summer breeze
Whispering to me and caressing my knees

The air warm with essences, from the wild flowers
I dwelt in the parkland for hours and hours

And never a thought for the bustle of life

Lying there quietly with my dear wife
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A Summer Treat

I treat myself on days like this, as summer sun bakes skin
I eat a bountiful amount, could I eat myself thin?

Oh no, I feel I must express my feelings for this treat

A Cheescake on a patterned plate, the dog sat at my feet

A smile a lot on days like this, as summer bakes my skin
Sitting on the patio, watching summer win

The battle with the winds of spring, banished for a year
Summer's here and I smile a lot, and wipe away a tear

That tear was just the joy of it, as summer bakes my skin
The bees and insects gather in such numbers my mind spins
And as the days get warmer and the colours spread around

My spirits lift as daylight fades, my skin's a shade of brown
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A Temporary Lull

A temporary lull in my efforts of late

No time to sit and just contemplate

Why the world is in turmoil and nothing seems right
And why I can't sleep in the dead of the night

While my trials and affairs are translucent

And events move so fast, I feel useless

There seems little chance I might learn from mistakes
And be careful in future, of which road I take

So forgive this brief gap in the way that I write

Don't feel any sorrow, for my daily plight

And believe that somewhere in the coming few weeks
I'll return better balanced, and perhaps reach a peak
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A Testament To You

I wrote a testament for you

explaining how you move my soul

describing how you rule my world

and how you hold my heart for evermore

the echoes of your sweetened voice

recall your love was just your choice

and I was the recipient of something even more

I speak of you with candor

explaining how I trust you so

describing how you mean so much to me
how your effervescent life

makes me glad that you're my wife

and nothing else can separate you from me
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A Testament To Youth?

A testament to youth

All the pains in old age

Did I enjoy my younger days too much?
Is it a punishment?

I would like to think it's for a life well led
A testament to youth

And all the sport played

The fun had

The pain of failure

The joy of success

All heaped in between education
Which I hated

But has helped me through life
Lessons learned

Teaching patience and honesty
Although without the grades

But nevertheless not holding me back
In life

In Marriage

As a parent

As a pensioner

A testament to youth?
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A Tighter Grip

A tighter grip I lost with time
Holding onto life and pride

That grasp of everything I knew
Fading like an ebbing tide

With all the whispers in my mind
Telling me to give up now

I wipe away the stress and tears
That brush across my furrowed brow
Tomorrow is a brand new day

And nothing will I contemplate

In search of something meaningful

I hope my dreams are not too late

A tighter grip I hold on to

With hands that hurt and cling onto
And not a thought sends dreams askew
That tighter grip I hold on to
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A Trail Of Leaves

Trails of leaves decaying on the floor
Autumn is upon us once more

Red and yellows, green and brown
As those leaves come falling down
Scattered upon the forest floor
Returning to the earth once more
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A Treasure Of Embraces

A treasure trove of my embraces
Etched on many ladies faces

Or that's what I would like to think
While standing at the kitchen sink

Looking out across the moors
Dreaming of my younger scores
When time was just so full of lust
And the sights of many ladies busts

Not too many nymphos though

Just girlfriends coming by, you know
Staying awhile until they're spent

As fast as they came, they also went
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A Trip Away

I took a trip away from home

Not long you understand

Where I could find some peace

And dwell awhile on virgin land

A place where worries vanish

A spell of quiet and bliss

And the feel of a breeze upon my face
Is natures blessed kiss
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A Trip To Mozambique

On a trip to Mozambique

I climbed a mountain peak

And when I reached the top, I felt elated
But then there was a storm

And the clothes that I had worn

Got sodden, and I felt rather deflated
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A Trip To My Past

I find myself looking backwards
Age has taken hold

Reminiscences that I recall
Leading to tears

Longing for those 'old' times
Reversals of fortunes

Stretching my limitations
Ignoring the future

History repeating itself
Looking for excuses

Unable to let go
Yet wanting more of the past

A tribute of sorts
Seemingly, it was all good

Remembering only the good times
No recollection of the bad

Promoting what I felt was great
But now bears no relation to the 'now'

I must look to the future
Before I wallow in self pity

So much to look forward to
I stop looking back
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A Trodden Path

Following the path

Wondering who has trod this way before me
Knights in shining armour

Victorian Lords and Ladies

Children with their parents

Driving each other crazy

Their footsteps left in patches

Where time has overgrown

Wandering this well worn path

Who knows how far they roamed
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A Twisted Mind

A twisted mind, a turgid past

What makes this seem like it will last?
And evil spell that's cast adrift

A fart let out in a crowded lift

The demons that infest my brain

Like pilots on an aeroplane

Circling in a darkening sky

And Kkilling time while they pass by
The judgement day is nigh on near
Where chaos rules and nothing's clear
A twisted mind, a short refrain

Until I start this rhyme again
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A Voice In The Wilderness

I stretched my limbs and yawned as morning dawned
The epicentre of my life was all around

Surrounded as I was with natures beauty

I wish I could have shared this day with you

A long and painful road had led me back to here

The purpose of this visit circumstantial

I breathed the cold air, said a prayer and thought of you
Your voice was heard, although I know you're gone

The wilderness was just the place where I could grieve
Where only I could dwell on seasons past
Where ease of thought would lead me down to where you lay

And comfort me and make my journey last
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A Wake Up Call

I woke to sounds of birdsong

It was only ten to four

My feathered friends sang jauntily
Until they hit the floor

I'd taken an air rifle

And shot them from the trees
And lots of little dicky birds

Were falling through the leaves
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A Walk

I walked beside a waterfall

Without a care in the world at all

And the sound of water soothed my aching heart
And the sight of Natures wealth

Improved my ailing health

And stopped my life from falling all apart
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A Walk In The Woods

Leaving nothing but footprints
As I move through the woods
Taking nothing but photo's
Of the places I've stood
Walking through many places
Where the wildlife has trod
Occasional faces

Appear from the sod

Feeding the many

Sharing the land

Walking together, with you
Hand in hand

Nothing as beautiful

Strikes me this way

The pleasure of nature
Around us each day
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A Walk Too Far

A walk too far no longer suits my dogs and my regime

Just cross the road, into the fields, and sit beside a stream

Take in the view and stay a while, until it's time to go

And wonder where the stream will end, and where the water flows
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A Wall Of Silence

Whilst a wall of silence speaks volumes
And your mind plays tricks on you

To quieten someone's anger

You resort to nothing new

You've been through this mood before
In your efforts to ignore

The truth will out, you know

And your memory will grow

So use your moods to recreate
The feelings that you contemplate
Choose silence if you think it's best

To get those feelings off your chest
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A Warm Embrace

A warm embrace can calm a child that's hurting
Can soothe an aching heart that's under stress
And arm around a stranger in a time of woe
Can only end in peaceful happiness

The comfort of an arm around a shoulder

Has such an impact at a time of need

That feeling that there's someone there to hold you
Gives you a sense of feelings being freed

So rest a while from time to time in comfort
And feel the warmth of someone else that cares
And take a stride towards a happy ending

For after all, it's best that love is shared
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A Warm Setting

Kisses from around the world, now wouldn’t that be good?
Arms that hug and hold you close, Fires burning wood
Warmth and glowing comfort on a cold and autumn day
Watching leaves cast by the wind, floating on their way

Through picture windows, reds and yellows, glistening on the trees
Nature conjuring a spell, a sight just made to please

No troubles cast their shadows, across this placid scene

A drama played in episodes, and quite a surreal dream
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A Warm Summer Day

I felt her touch and wandered on the trail ahead

The breeze and smells refreshing on the way

The colours dazzled in the light, my eyes were wide and fed
And everything was fine on this warm day

Phil Soar

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 159



A Welcome Release

A walk in a park on a mild autumn day

Can help blow the cobwebs of sorrow away
And the feeling it gives you, of being at peace
Is by far and away a welcome release

A stroll in a lane on a hot summer's day

Can help you unwind in a pleasurable way
And the feeling it gives you, of being at peace
Is by far and away, a welcome release

A space to relax in, at home or away
Can re-charge your battery restart the day
And the feeling it gives you, of being at peace

Is by far and away, a welcome release
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A Winter Cold

Her words cut through me as a knife
My loving ever soulful wife

'Get up man, It's just a winter cold'
I'm lying there with snotty nose
Feeling old

Feeling old

She's right T know

But won't admit

I'm not that ill

Well, a little bit

Wallowing in self pity

No time for her knife

My self and righteous loving wife
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A Winter Walk

A winter walk after a heartfelt Christmas day

No clouds, Blue sky adorn the sights along the way
The distant traffic noise, unwelcome harmony

Nothing but the sound of birds accompany me

Two dogs enjoying smells and searching high and low
A fox, a hare, a pheasant passing to and fro

No place to hide, no place to go

Cold enough to glow your cheeks, or maybe snow

No other footprints trace our steps or follow on

Deep frost has cast those steps before in earthy brown
Where previous winds have split the pine trees to the ground
The sights and sounds of wintertime are all around.
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A Winter Walk 2

There was a crispness to the morning air
A frosty glaze hung everywhere

A clear blue sky with a bright New moon
Daffodils beginning to show their bloom
A colourful scene so blessed with light
Senses touched by the sun, so bright
Eyes affected by the morning glaze
Touching in so many ways

A winter walk on a February day

The cold chills you along the way

Hands rubbed together to encourage flow
Of blood vessels round the heart they go
And the sights and sounds of the countryside
Warms the very heart inside

A crispness to the morning air

And cheerful smiles are everywhere
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A Woodland Dance

I waltz through woods where bluebells glow
Where wood anemones stand toe to toe
While a gentle breeze disturbs the air

And the Larks song fills the sky with flair
As the smell of pollen affects the nose

And where mice hide in the undergrowth
How wonderful to be surrounded by

A woodland beneath a clear blue sky
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A World Away

Half the world away and many miles from home

A place where magic happens and the stars are blown
Creating patterns in a sky so full of light

Guiding them upon their way, every single night
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A Young Artist

A young childs painting, with brush strokes in gold
An infants impression of how to get old

Made so lifelike, even though they're so young

An artist of imagination, where once there was none
That expression of colour and the wonder of paint
All coming together, like the prayers of a saint

And speaking in volumes of how life should be
Painting a picture for you and for me
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A Young Mind

Striking conversations of an intellectual kind
Stretch imagination and influence the mind
Communication overload has left it's mark on me
I don't know what to do with it, as I am only three
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Abacus

I bought myself an abacus
I couldn't count upon it

It fell into some disrepair
and had no beads upon it
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Above

Heavens above

Beyond the stars

Billions of miles

Amidst a trillion scars

Left by comets

And space debris too

Endless Galaxies to far to view

Black holes and asteroids
Stranded through time
Travelling swiftly

Not getting too far

In terms of the light years
Reflections of darkness
Unseen from the earth
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Above And Below

Under a clear blue sky I sit and wonder why
Beneath a bright full moon I sit and swoon
Above the clouds I wish that I could be
Floating in a different galaxy
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Abracadabra

The magicians among us can cast a good spell
Where the tricks we employ have a meaning as well
If we place life's importance on a sorcerers skills
We'll need to be wizards to cure all our ills
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Accidental Tourist

I began my affair with travel

When I had an extraordinary trip

From inside the wilds of Alaska

To the glacial waters I'd sip

From the stunning terrain I encountered
From the many and bountiful sights

To the days full of daylight and midges
To the months with a permanent night
It had made me want more from my ventures
To explore where I wanted to go

With fields full of nothing but distance
And the mountains abundant with snow
So now I have made a decision

That I need to expand my world more
To spend what I can on vision

To travel the world and explore
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Aches And Groans

I realised my fate was sealed the moment I bent down

And age had crept upon me, and I couldn't help but frown
For trying to get up again, was now a painful task

The pain upon my furrowed brow is something I can't mask

The groans and moans accompany me, wherever I may go
Where once I would have sprinted, now I'm oh so slow
And as the days get shorter and darkness settles in

The winter of my discontent, is a time I should stay in
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Aches And Pains

The aches and pains that come and go, are stretching my resolve
I know it's how the process goes and how our lives evolve

It doesn’t really matter that I think I'm twenty-one

I won’t be happy until all the aches and pains are gone
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Aching Tree

I sat below the tree and listened to it ache
Branches swaying in the wind

I worried that they'd break

The times I've paid a visit

It always welcomed me

I sit and breathe and listen to

That beautiful aching tree
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Across The Room

I blew a kiss across the room
And hoped she would respond
After all, she'd smiled at me
So I thought she must be fond
Of flirting with me instantly
The moment that she looked
And figured that instinctively
That I was almost hooked

So when she flashed her bright blue eyes
And looked across at me
About that time I realised
She'd seen the best of me

My trouser zip was open

And my 'friend' was poking out
She realised I liked her

And there wasn't any doubt!
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Actions

Actions speak louder than words
Unless the words are spoken through a megaphone
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Adrift

Adrift on a raft on the open sea

No sign of land or duty free

Oh won't somebody rescue me?
And take me home to Cheam for tea

Phil Soar

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 178



After The Big Day

And so the big day started at the crack of early dawn

With not so much a whimper, as a great enormous yawn

We felt that the front doorbell, was on fast repeat

As countless people then arrived, and parked there in the street

It seemed the day had finally come, and washed away our fears
Just sunshine at the break of day, with showers of father’s tears
And giggling females moving round, like hyperactive drones
Flying round from room to room and all feeling at home

Artists for the make-up, and stylists for their hair

Lots of females in the home, all flitting everywhere

And father looking on with such a vacant awkward stance
Just like a lost contestant, waiting for a ‘strictly’ dance

It seemed like time was beating, at the heart of everything
And there was such excitement, every time the bell would ring
And father stood there looking like he hadn’t got a clue

With nothing he could contribute, and little he could do

So the dogs came to the rescue, as he led them down the street
He needed to escape awhile, as his heart skipped a beat

The girl he loved with all his might, was having her big day

And he just couldn’t quite believe, he’s giving her away

But as the morning moved at pace, and smiles were all around
Dad returned from walking dogs, to step on hallowed ground
And almost with precision, all is ready for the bride

With tears of joy all welling up, and quite a bit of pride

And up until mid-morning, dad was coping with the scene

And then his princess gave him something he could not have dreamed
It brought a wealth of Happiness, and yet filled him with tears

Words expressed, with loving thoughts, of dad throughout the years

The camper van was in the street, the bridesmaids looking fine
Just waiting for the Carriage and the horses to arrive

And then she made her entrance, and she glided down the stairs
And there was dad, so proud of her; she knew how much he cared
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With bridesmaids looking stunning and the bride a perfect sight
And dad had scrubbed up well and wouldn’t give them all a fright
While outside a pair of stallions with a carriage looking grand
Awaited dad to take his gorgeous princess by the hand

Some hiccups on the way to church, with roads closed, and the like
That made us think that maybe we should have used a tandem bike
Imagine that, the two of us, cycling there like mad

A girl set on a mission, and her pedaling frantic dad!

Arriving late, as brides can do, and holding the proceedings
The groom could wait around a bit, and hang on to his feelings
And then the general entrance, as the choir and music played
The scenes of joy, for girl and boy, and relief as all had stayed

The wedding vows exchanged, in what appeared to be a flash
The congregation smiling at this most fantastic bash

The cameras, light and action, seemed to blur at such a speed
With grins and tears on faces as the bride and groom appeared

Now man & wife, they looked so good, a pair so matched in love
I'm sure that god was looking down on them from up above

Not only did he bless them, with a day bound to impress

He gave his blessing on their lives, and WOW, that bridal dress!

So onto the reception and the speeches and the thrills

As everything around them seemed to mirror all the bills
And just worth every penny, to see them have their day
A friendship blessed with everything in every single way

With dad a nervous wreck by now, but able to keep still
He read his poem to the guests, without making him ill
While Paul and Chris completed things, with speeches so sublime
And Mason adding compliments, which made us, want more time

And so the evening flew away, and when it all was done

A father gave his daughter to her perfect number one
All that could be said, was it was perfect through and through
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And when the day was over, there was nothing else to do

Remembering each moment will give hours of joy and bliss
From the moment it all started, to that first man & wife kiss
And so for Curt and Kylie, we saw their marriage taking place
And watch as everybody, had a smile upon their face.

And poor old dad, by now, a quivering jelly of a mess
But happy as a pig in **** about their happiness

A celebration of my Daughter (Kylie) wedding day on Saturday 26th
September 2015

Nothing prepared me for the emotion of the day, and yet it was spectacularly
good.

Phil Soar
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After Work

Coming home after work is a pleasure for me
Looking forward to family and a meal for tea
Spending some time sitting on our bums
Until the time when the weekday comes
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Ageing

The hairs upon my head are missing now
though growing in some places new to me
the ears don't function as they used to do
and my sight just isn't what it used to be

My knees have quite a creak when I get up

and crack at just the slightest strenous task

I'm no longer fit and agile as a pup

there are lots of things right now I'd rather mask

The skin is dry, requiring certain creams
Libido is a word I use in scrabble

an erection is a thing I have in dreams

and sex something in which I seldom dabble

getting old is like a waiting game
until my very being's run its course
It's like warm dessert or apple pie
requiring just a touch of ageing sauce
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Ageing (2)

I put drops in my eyes

I put drops up my nose

I've syringed my ears for many years
And clipped where hair now grows

I limp because my ankles ache

My hands are painful too

I sometimes think ‘for goodness sake'
When I go to the loo

I'm either constipated

Or I'm loose from down below

And where the hell it all comes from
I really do not know

My back goes into spasm

Whenever I bend down

And the smell whenever I pass wind
Is the foulest smell around

I guess it's part of getting old

When everything starts failing

And things we did, when we were kids
Are harder, now we're ailing

Now sitting down's a pleasure

And sleeping even more so

The thought of walking up the stairs
Is painful to my torso
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Ageing Bits

Knobbly bits

Sagging tits

Signs that your body is ageing
Wobbly bellies

shaking like jellies

No longer nice or engaging
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Agony Aunt

I wrote an angry letter to a local agony aunt

She gave me some advice I'd tried to follow, but I can't

She said I should go home that night, and give my wife what for
And so I did, and then I spent the night upon the floor
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Ahoy There!

The look-out in the birds nest shouted &quot; Ahoy&quot; all the time
He had Tourette's and a dirty vest

And his eyesight wasn't fine

They told him that he shouldn't shout

Unless he had spotted land

He held his hand out just to wave,

And a Gull shat on his hand.

It wasn't his day.
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Aiming To Please

He said 'l aim to please’

and then he shot her

he put two bullets in her derriere

and while she writhed around

he stood there laughing

Until she said 'why did you shoot me there? '
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Aimless

He'd fallen by the wayside, and his aim was past it's best

He couldn't hit a barn door, let alone a person's chest

His eyesight failed him badly, as he just turned 83

Which explains why he shot the cat, when he had aimed at me!

Phil Soar
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Air Traffic Controller

He guides the planes down every day
From just a few short miles away
And when he has a toilet break

The pilots have to circle and wait
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Alaska

Whenever I think of Alaska

I remember it's wildness, and then

I wonder if I will return there

And If it will thrill me again

Such a vast and quite beautiful landscape
For hundreds and hundreds of miles
Raising my spirits and lifting my mind
And creating a world full of smiles
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Alfred The Great

Alfred the great, made a garden gate

using some wood he had purchased,

He bought creosote too, and a wooden canoe,
that he place on a lake on the surface.
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Alice Mcharris

Alice McHarris moved to Paris

She was Scottish, but more a Parisian
She would spend every hour

Up the Eiffel Tower

Until someone said she was missing
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Alien Encounters

Encounters of an alien kind, are seen as something strange

You can't expect to be believed, you'll just be classed deranged
You may have thought a spaceship, had beamed you up to space
But then you got arrested, for being ‘Off your face'
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Alien Goings On

“Greetings” said the Alien, when found roaming the street
It had a head like a bowling ball and donkey’s tails for feet
As people ran away in shock, it gave a puzzled look

It had landed at the local library and wanted to read a book
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Alien Visitors

If Aliens came down to see us

All the way from the planet Venus
And landed on a 18 hole golf course
What would they think of us all?
Whacking balls with Clubs into holes
They'd think we were minus our souls
Walking in groups or on carts

Trying to get round in pars

Would they decide they would stay
Or quickly depart on their way?
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 196



All Around The World

All around the world someone somewhere starts to stir
Someone goes to bed to sleep, someone sits to have a weep
Someone says I love You, and then someone feels inspired
Someone feels so full of life, while others just feel tired

All around the world, the toils of life affect someone

Somewhere, a new life begins, and somewhere, someone's gone
Somewhere two are joined in love, and somewhere, some retreat
And somewhere hatred rears it's head, and that spells a defeat

All around the world a smile can make it all seem great
Sometimes just a grin can make someone accept their fate
Sometimes when you need a lift, a wink will light the way
And make you realise that everything is all okay
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All Roads Lead There

Take a road that leads to somewhere magical
Even though the trip might be illogical

Raise you will, and make a move to places new
Come back home and write about your daily view

Sail across a sea of calm sobriety

Drift on oceans full of life and majesty

Leave your spirit there and on the way back home
Write about the things you saw, as your soul roamed

Walk another mile in case you miss a wondrous sight
Don't stay in one place alone, but just take flight
And when you reach the top of every hill you climb

Stay a while and write something your mind can find
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All That Flies

The patterns on the wings of things that whiz in on the wind
Reflecting nature's beauty and the happiness it brings

The daily transformation of the lives of all that flies

Makes you turn your vision to the beauty in the skies
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All There Is

When meadows share their beauty until autumn comes around
When birds sing out in joyous trills, we marvel at the sound

When all that might surround us, seems to gratify the soul

These sights and sounds can lift us up, and make us all feel whole
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All Those Things

Butterflies and hover flies

And Wasps and all that sting

Birds in trees and nest years seeds
And all the joy they bring
Hedgehogs, toads, and nematodes
And all that might be slimey

They make our lives so happy

And make me shout out 'BLIMEY! '
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Alone

I am here alone, or so it seems

The others are asleep

Lost in their world of distant dreams

Wish I could take a peep

They could be in the land of nod

Where thoughts and schemes transpire
And be cast into a wonderland

That can take their world much higher

Up to a heaven where only they

Can imagine what they will

A tranquil lake, a windswept field

Or the apex of a hill

Where they can stand and oversee
Where their dream can stop to think
Where swallows and Amazon's pass them by
And where their minds can stop and drink
Take in the sights imagined

Expose themselves to joy

Remember all their childhood days

Their home

Their favourite toy

But they can keep these secrets

As I sit and watch them sleep

Their eyes that twitch

The softness of breath

The sighs that are so deep

Exhaling all the excess cells

They used up yesterday

Returning to a world of pace and energy today.

For now, I am alone with them

I watch them sleep,

And breathe and dream

And all that matters is right there
Across the room, it seems

I watch them with a love so strong
It overwhelms my soul

For without them here

Without their dreams
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Our lives are half, not whole.

Phil Soar
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Alone With God

I sat alone with god, and watched as comets passed us by
Underneath a glowing moon, and above a darkening sky
And having him around me, I felt that I should rejoice

His company was good for me, and even more, his voice

I watched as day turned into night, my feelings were inspired
No longer was I anxious, or alone, and oh so tired

And as the moon was waning, and my heart began to race

I knew right then that life was good, and so hard to replace

I held my breath a moment, as the time passed slowly on
Until the dark became the light, and all the stars had gone
And after that, I prayed awhile, and god had left my side
His company was good for me, and I felt great inside

I sat alone, and watched as thoughts returned about my past
No longer was I frightened by the things that couldn't last
And just as I stood up to go, I felt my spirits rise

For I had sat alone with god, before my very eyes

Phil Soar
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Alternative Prayer

My Lord, you are my shepherd,
I shall not leave the flock,

I dressed myself this morning
But couldn't find my sock,

I couldn't find my underpants,
So had to go without,

But remembered I'd a hankie
And turned it inside out,

I tied it like a nappy,

And wore it on my bot,

And later on my skid marks
Were mixed up with my snot,
It's not a pretty sight Oh Lord,
And I blame you for this,

I really think you've sh*t on me,
And often take the p*ss,

You can reach me on this humber,
I'm lying in the Crypt,

My life is an unfinished film,
And you haven't read the script.
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Always

Always looking for somewhere to roam
Always searching far away from home
Always meaning to be more attentive
Always close to being more inventive
Always lost for words at nature’s size
Always watching through my questioning eyes
Always greeting each new day with joy
Always as excited as a boy

Always thinking one day we’ll prevail
Always welcoming a brand new tale
Always at Gods utmost beck and call
Always worried that I might just fall
Always knowing there’s a better way
Always dreaming of a brighter day
Always searching for somewhere to roam
Knowing I am never far from home
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Always Loving Dogs

I've always loved the way dogs wag their tails
When all else fails, just wag their tails,

I've always loved the way they make me smile
Not only for a minute, all the while

I've always loved the way they share their time
With those that pay attention at the time,

And when they’ve milked emotions to the core
They’re ready just to milk a little more
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Am I Disturbed?

Someone thought that I was disturbed
They knew me very well

I was overcome with the absurd

And said, 'Can't you just tell'

I like the many facets

That make me incomplete

Like the way I do not wash my socks
And have such smelly feet
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Amanda Peat

Amanda Peat had two left feet

She tripped and fell quite often

She bought some shoes to heel her blues
And some cream to help them soften
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Amazing

Many things amaze me

Best of all my feet

How do they hold my weight all day
Whilst walking down the street?
How do the many miles I walk

Not impact on there state

I better wrap them up in wool
Before it is too late.
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Amazing Nature

Tides that turn

And Fires that burn

Rivers rise and fall

Heavens open

Rain pours down

And helps a waterfall

Winds that toss the trees about
Grasses reach their peak

I opened up my eyes to nature
And was too amazed to speak
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Amazon

I visited the Amazon

And now I cannot avoid it
Everywhere I go

They are there too

Watching my every move
'Primed' to my every whim
They seem to know all about me
All my friends

What I am buying

Offering me the same for less
If T join them

One trip and now I seem to be their property
Looks like I am on their 'watch list'

They are not on mine
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Amelia Earhart

Amelia Earhart

Had a hell of a fart

As she flew through the skies she exploded
She would leave quite a trail

From the rear of her tail

As her ass seemed as if it was loaded
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Among The Rubble

Don't search among the rubble for the evidence you seek
Don't stop to think of what you say, just go ahead and speak
Rely on what is in your thoughts on any given day

Don't let the words become a cell, preventing you from play
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An Aching Heart

An aching heart
Shows no Mercy
Only pain

Tears no longer help
As they leave the eyes
Only stain

Memories linger

Not being erased

For years

Removing photographs
Deleting words

Nothing remains

That aching heart
Ashamed
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An Arm And A Leg

It cost me an arm and a leg
When I left the prosthetics store
I went in there with a open mind
And I won't go there no more
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An Army Of Words

An army of words

Marching to a stanzas beat
Sweeping me away in rhyming
Knocking me off my feet

An intoxicating rhythm

An alphabetical rhapsody

An application working overtime
Washing minds out to the sea
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An Artists Dementia

He relinquished his brush when his memory slipped away
Nothing to paint that he could remember

An artist with no purpose

An easel stand alone

In the corner of a studio a light has gone out

And no-one is at home
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An Autumn Mist

The mist almost reduced the view
to something dark and eeire

like a fog it rolled across the grass
and made it look quite dreary

and yet it did not quell the joy

of this still Autumn morning

for as the sun warmed up the day
it vanished without warning
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An Autumn Morning With My Dogs

A brisk October morning,

The grass bathed in the glow of the sun
Reflecting off the falling leaves

The colours so deep and meaningful

Death becomes them, as they lose their pigment
Crisp under my dogs feet

And brightening up my morning with their glory

A glorious start to another day

Though there are those who will miss this

Trolling off to work in there thousands

Clogging the highways with their gas guzzling motors
Whizzing past on speeding trains as my dogs and I walk by
In fields so colourful it take my breath away

And I wait for my old friends to catch up

Like me, my dogs are ageing now, still we walk
Because not to would be giving in

We trudge along at a snails pace

But not leaving a trail in our wake

Just strolling, taking it all in, storing the memories
I wonder what my dogs think, if they do

But I'm happy to think that, like me, they do

An autumn morning, with my dogs.
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An Echo

A distant echo casts a sound across the mountain slopes
Moving with amazing speed, and raising all my hopes

A sound so rich and bass like, from among the rocks and snow
It echoes across the airwaves, and it sets my mind aglow

Reverberates around the space, across the many valleys
Exhilarating as it goes, and builds more as it carries

The waves are more than substance, moving me to tears
And passing overhead it seems to take a million years

That sound has such impact, that I fall and bow my head
Enchanting echoes passing by, and once arrived, have fled
And lost within a moment, the silence then is stunning

A sound that made a difference, that left my heartbeat running
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An English Afternoon

I sat while the orchestra played

I stood as I watched the parade
I lay in the grass while I slept

I watched as the grey sky wept
A typical summer, U.K. style
Dreary and wet, yet nevertheless
Enchanting
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An Essence Of Time

Time is something you can't change
Nor should you want to try

Time just changes everything

And here's the reason why

Each day the clock is ticking

And no matter where you are

Time just changes everything

No matter WHO you are
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An Evening Under Stars

The lights were out, the moon was full
The birds had flown to roost

And nothing like a quiet warm night
Can give the soul a boost

And sitting under the moonlight

On a night of shooting stars
Rewards the inner senses

And infiltrates your scars

Relieving all your doubts and fears
And soothing out the stress

A night under a star filled sky
Creates infectious happiness
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An Evening With Misty

She lies in front of me

The evening turning into dusk

She's panting like she's short of breath
It isn't even lust

She's just a dog, relaxing

In the muggy evening air

Staring at me as I write

Though I am not aware

The laptop screen in front of me

Hides her shape and form

She pants away, at the end of the day
We both are really warm

Her eyes pierce through my laptop screen
She's begging me to see

That she's staring at her tennis ball

And saying 'Play with me'
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An Interview

Explain in five words, the applicant read

Tells us about what goes on in your head

Why we should employ you, and grind you to bits
And just what you think of being bored off your tits
Where will you be in the next 20 years?

How can we grill you and fill you with fears?

What can you bring to the table with you

And how you'll react when there's nothing to do

Can you do without breaks for a wee and a fag?

Will you do what you're told and not let yourself sag?
If you meet our requirements we might pay you as well
But how we will achieve that, we really can't tell
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An Island Of Roses

I created an island of roses

Among all my garden of flowers

The smell and the joy of aromas
Were soothing after summer showers
The addition of such a small island
And the nature of what it could do
Left a mark in my memory forever
Just as nature meant it to do
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An Ocean Floor

Beneath a sea of turquoise blue
Among the coral now in view

The sight was almost mystical

And filled with scenes so beautiful

And as the colours danced in swirls
Some powerful images unfurled

We saw things that would raise a smile
So stayed entranced for quite a while
And when the time to leave was reached
We washed up on some island beach
With only memories galore

Of Beauty on that ocean floor
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An Old Man And His Pills

There's a cupboard in the bathroom
where I keep an abundance of pills

at this time in my life, I have to assume
that maybe they'll cure all my ills

but the mountainous build up of regions
where my aches and my pains now reside
mean that I just need a pill for all seasons
that maybe I'll take in my stride

Though that stride is no longer as agile
and the way that I walk is unsure

I need some support as I'm fragile

and I don't feel as stable no more

so the pills and the things I take daily

I hope will permit me to live

for as long as the doctor's decided

he's prepared to prescribe and to give
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An Open Book

My life is like an open book

With Chapters full of life's embrace

Recording all I see and do

And sending warmth across my face

A smile generated by a memory

A tear manufactured by a sad day

A grimace at something I would rather forget

A blush when I read of my rise to puberty

A cheer during moments of accomplishment

A worry when my offspring make their own way in the world
A song when we celebrate the many days of holidays
A reminder how short this life story seems

But still a book of many pages

Some to be held in the memory forever

Some to be mainly forgotten

But all of them a library of my life

And blessed am I for living it.
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An Oscar Winning Dream

I left the world behind me when I slipped into my dream
With eyes wide shut I drifted to a large and silken screen
Where images before me played a film within my mind
In Multi-coloured dreamland, I was leaving life behind

Where sunshine is a fact of life, the sky a shade of blue

I'd never even seen such beauty, that was coming into view
Where all my favourite sights and sounds, all mingled into one
And nothing was too much for me, I was quite overcome

My senses tingled, as the pictures highlight every scene
A drama of expressions, building memories serene
And once awake, this Oscar winning story is complete

And the epitaph is fixed within my mind, set on repeat

Phil Soar

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 231



An Unknown Princess

A princess from her head to toes
Although she doesn't really know
No limit to her charm and grace
That quirky smile upon her face
Her smart external look beguiles
The endless ways she raises smiles
Her cloth cut from the best there is
Her character has zest and fizz
She doesn't understand her gift
How much she gives your life a lift
A princess in a thousand ways
Who brightens up the dullest days
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Ancestral Nonsense

I tried to trace my family back in time to find ancestors

But after searching for a while, my mind began to fester

I really couldn't cope with knowing how my family was then

Some whores, and thieves, some bores and many independent men

Back in 1830, seems a man named Albert Briggs

Begat a girl of ill repute and fed her many figs

She farted during intercourse and covered him in grime

And when I looked his name up, he had died covered in slime

And back in 1723, a lady wed a butcher's mate

It seemed she had a slice of him, she kept by her back gate
She thrust herself upon it, when she felt a little twinge

And got a massive butcher's, stuck inside her minge

I gave up tracing ancestors, and saved some time and money
And made myself a business, from making bread and honey
I sold it in a garage sale, and made a lot of cash

When sales were slack, I took some crack, and blew it at a bash
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And Birds Sang

I sat in the garden while birds sang

Some I recognized, as if they were on repeat
Like music on a compact disc

And my favorites were all there

Announcing their territories
Calling their young

So many overtures
Beautifully sung

A welcoming orchestra
Singing in tune
I sat there and listened

All spring afternoon
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And Now I'll Rest

I sat behind a desk when I was four

My chair was always screeching on the floor
And life's the same now that I'm sixty-four
Sitting at a desk eight hours and more

But now I have the gout and aches and pains
My chair has small dark patches from tea stains
And all this work is boring and it drains

The wit and things I've learnt inside my brains

At school, the teacher often praised my wit
But now my boss is really sick of it
And though no longer young and full of zest

I think it's time for me to have a rest
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And Still

And still

Everything was still

The air held a spell on me

No breeze to break up the monotony

No rain to freshen the air

And the birds did not sing

The grey sky blanketing the blue behind it
And misery reigned

Winter had it's grip on me

And everything was still
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And Still I Rise

Each day I wake expecting something new
Each day I have adventures just like you

Each hour is measured by the tasks completed
Each minute I know I will not be defeated
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And The Band Played On

I sat while the orchestra played

in the bandstand they made a formidable sound
unlike any other I had heard in the park

they played until daylight was turning to dark

The way they made music was delightful to see

you could close you eyes and believe it was a dream
celestial notes played by angels on high

that's what all the music seemed like to me

You could rest and be charmed by the smooth rhythmic tones
no matter you might have been sat there alone

you could drift on the sounds, like a tidal mystique

just the sound of the music, no words left to speak
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And Through It All

And through it all, when feelings touch my very heart and soul
And life shares streams of poetry, that makes the mind feel whole
And through it all, if something special takes the breath away
That moment should be treasured, and remembered every day

And through it all, when sharing is the thing that lights the way
And words expressed so magically, can brighten up the day
And through it all, when dreaming takes you to a happy place
That moment should be captured, and a smile put on your face

And through it all, let no-one take your feelings to excess

Don't make the words you whisper, into words that just depress
And through it all, when times are rough and sadness might prevail
Break down your wall of silence, lest your feelings become stale

And through it 