

  





  





  





  





  





  Further Ramblings of a Poetic Mind .....




  

    


  




  

    By Geoff C.

  




  

    


  




  

    Please respect my rights as the author of this work .....

  




  

    


  




  

    © October 2009


  




  

    


  




  Candles we lit ...




  

    


  




  

    



    candles we lit...




    thoughts we transmit....




    care to sit with open arms around...




    love from all to each..




    abound......
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  Dreams




  




  I wish I could own your dreams,




  and guide you through the realms




   of perfect

  fantasy.




  




  I wish I could own your dreams,




  and take you to distant lands




   far across the

  deep blue sea.




  




  Between the gates of Worlds




  we could stroll




  joined hand in hand




  'pon mystic flows -




   the melding of

  our souls.




  




  Above the aches




  of weary toil,




  we could reach




  the heights and shed -




   for a while,

  life’s mortal coil.




  




  I wish I could own your dreams,




  and from life's




   trials we could

  flee.




  




  I wish I could own your dreams




  and guide our footsteps to where,




   - where we would be free.
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  Seasons




  




  washed away my cares




  spring showers,




  opened up my dreams




  summer warmth,




  blood crimson fruits from blossom




  autumn cool,




  virgin white at end




  winter ice;




  




  nay year;




  begin,




  once again.
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  piddle




  a puddle




  piddle




  a pond




  what an absurdity




  get down from there...
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  Burden Me ....




  





  i am here,




  all yours;




  burden me with your fears




  and lean on my shoulders.




  as your heart trembles




  and your body pains;




  cry without shame,




  let me be there.
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  They've got us ....




  





  they’ve got us by the shorts,




  and by the curlies,




  cutting our gonads off.




  




  prostituting us




  upon their glory;




  thanking us




  but how?




  




  by




  




  kicking when we're down;




  shredding our dreams,




  once mighty, high and proud.




  




  insidious deeds devised,




   to justify.




  




  grown men weep and ladies wail,




  all now lost.




  




  but to some avail




  a moment blessed;




  chance renewed




  and life, fresh reviewed.




  




  they once had us by the shorts




  and by the curlies too .....
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  Autumn




  (Villanelle form)




  




  weep now, for warmer days are done,




  and summer's golden rays grow dim;




  alas, autumn chill nights have won.




  




  bid adeiu, now, those days of fun,




  as seasons spin and dance a hymn;




  weep now, for warmer days are done.




  




  winter comes too soon; cry begone!




  will ever global warming win?




  alas, autumn chill nights have won.




  




  days grow weary as nights stretch on,




  Selene and Jack tryst, on a whim;




  weep now, for warmer days are done.




  




  broad, ancient woods become as one,




  golden leaves fall from aching limb;




  alas, autumn chill nights have won.




  




  another season's duty run




  its guided course, as time doth spin.




  weep now, for warmer days are done,




  alas, autumn chill nights have won.
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  Autumn II




  




  summer leaves do darken now,




  and leaves but a rich autumn panoply,




  Mother Nature's Tao.




  




  weep now, for warmer days are done,




  well worn from toil 'cross northern lands,




  and summer's golden rays fall dim.




  bid fare ye well to waning sun,




  that sets now over southern sands.




  




  weep now, for warmer days are done.




  those days of yore, so full of fun.




  




  as season spanned we danced, and sinned,




  and summer's golden rays now slowly dim.




  




  fare ye well oh golden orb




  come ye back some summer day




  and dance a hymn




  to Mother natures due command,




  no simple melody there ....




  




  weep now, for warmer days are done.




  those days of yore, so full of fun.
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  Open Your Eyes ....




  





  Open your eyes, and greet the day,


  



  Open your eyes, see where you lay




  last night at my side.




  




  Open your eyes, and greet the morn,




  Open your eyes, at red hot dawn;




  you know you enjoyed the ride,




  last night..




  




  Open your eyes, and greet the day,




  Open your eyes, and come what may




  we'll love each other,




  ever more..
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