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Chocolate has always been delicious. It is put into your mouth and chewed with glee, before being swallowed and forgotten until the next piece. Isn't this the case with a lot of friends? Some friends disappear too quickly, while only a select few wait around and bring tasty joy to your life, even when not-so-tasty things are swallowed. My goal in life is to have as many of the sticking kinds of friends as possible. And sometimes nuttier is better.

Life is made better when we are given different perspectives to look. Writing simply presents us with images through different lenses, and this is what I try to encapsulate in my writings. 

I urge you, the reader, to be inspired by the world around you. Find beauty where people see gloom; find brightness where the shadows loom; and be giving of your smile.

Within the pages of Place Your Hand In Mine and I’ll Take You There you will find a myriad of poems, short stories and other writings which I have compiled over the years. There are many genres to satisfy any poetry or story aficionados. I hope you enjoy reading them as much as I did writing them.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


POEMS

A Fish in a Pond 
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We live in a pond, the water’s grown stale.

There is no outlet, no air - we grow pale.

We’re comfy in amongst the rocks

and mud and weeds - no key to the locks

that stop us from leaving - we need to get out.

We become too confident, become too stout.

We live in a pond; we grow to be the shark

looking for fish to eat in the shadows of the dark.

We know not of the world, what fish call the sea;

we know not of what we have potential to be.

We know not of the dangers; nought of the cost–

Sharks, snakes and of becoming lost.

But deep in our shallow little pond, so easy to catch

with a hook thrown down, and bait to latch

Our teeth into. We get caught in the trap of life:

same old routine, losing our point like a broken knife.

We must make the journey before it’s too late –

we must do it now, do not wait!

There is one little escape route: a very small stream.

So narrow and shallow it is, so bright is the gleam.

We squint and we stop: too hard is the fight

to get through the stream, try as you might.

So you can stay in your pond and do as you should,

or venture out to the sea and do what you could.
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A Summer's Day
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'twas seven moons ago since I last saw your face.

Your twinkling eyes no trinket can replace.

No actor on stage has shown how I feel yet,

...not even Romeo loving his Juliet.

Thy brightest smile compares to summer rays;

it feels much warmer than a pleasant day in May.

Madrigals sing, my knees feel weak

every single time your sweet voice speaks.

Your leaving caused me to wonder why -

it seems the same as when dogs do cry.

An empty feeling, a vase made by a potter -

life, as I know it, is seeming to totter. 
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Flower Bed
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The day began when I Rose from my bed

and my eyes, sleepy, not white but Violet instead.

A yawn escaped from my mouth; my Tulips,

from a cup of Chamomile tea, took two sips.

I looked across to you, the beauty of your eyes,

the colour of your Iris, blue, speaks truth, there's  no disguise.

Outside, the wind moves underneath the sun's Flower

of light; no clouds, no chance of a rain shower.

You are a Flower yourself, getting visits from birds, bees,

and butterflies; you put face to the sun and dance  in the breeze.

Your Petals, so bright, so pretty, look anything but silly

as you stand there swaying, much like a dancing Lily.

Your Floral scent, on a zephyr, wafts wherever it goes.

Like a Baby's Breath I sniff your scent, it tingles my nose.

There's Birds of Paradise a-flutter within my bosom

as I look at you, and admire you, all a-Blossom.

My heart (now brave), its Dandelions give a roar,

and feels happy that you're a Sweet Pea, my heart wants more.

Aladdin's love for his Jasmine seems so dull and mellow

if you compare it to us, all bright and Daisy yellow. 

You'll wear a SnapDragon on your Lavender dress,

and I'll wear a Pink Carnation, but I do digress.

I speak of us wearing Flowers to a dancing ball,

when I want you forever in life - that is all.
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Cup of Tea
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You are the tea bag in my mug

jiggling in and out of mind.

Like an embrace, you make me warm and snug

then cold when you leave - I'm in a bind.

I am the biscuit you love to dunk

in the tea that you have brewed.

I'm the soggy cookie dipped into your bunk,

your smile always puts me a happy mood.

You are the coconut icing on my multi-layered cake -

spreading your love on me, missing many spots.

Your heart, so warm, makes this nervous body shake;

you're the ocean, swaying, but keeping me afloat.

I need you in my life like babies need their milk;

and you keep coming back like waves to the shore.

Your skin (so soft) to my fingers feels like silk;

an addiction you are, a drug, you leave me wanting more.

The tea, it's you, I want to drink you in;

I taste you (so sweet) as I take tiny little sips.

The cake, it's you, your taste leaves a silly grin

as you leave your crumbs, I'm longing for your lips. 
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Smile of the Sun
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I caught a glimpse of you on a day when I felt glum.

My heart beat faster, beating, beating like a drum.

Your smile is the rising sun, brightening up the day;

your enchanting eyes, perfect face stopped me looking away.

I caught your flowery scent (so fragrant and so sweet),

your honey-tongue speaks, makes me jelly standing on two feet.

You're my security, you scare away the sorrow;

I've never been happier than I've been since that morrow.

A world without you would mean looming dark clouds;

Come, smile on me again, speak and remove these shrouds

that flutter in the zephyrs. Come, make me explode with glee;

come, say you'll be mine; come, say you'll be with me. 
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Furry Ranges
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Silent furry animal lies on grass-flooded plains,

crouching curiosity of clustered craggy crust.

Water scars your surface, causes you great pains,

yet you continue to sit in wait, so willing to trust

the beings jumping and skating your surface like fleas.

Scattered around your skin are spikes – trees,

like parasites, feeding from your water to survive.

I climb on your scars, sweating to reach your peak.

Your mountainous swelling has catered for many lives

which have used you before - walking, lying or down on their knees.

You now have stripes, from tar, gravel and paint;

and your surface is lumpy - pure rocky imperfections.

We continue to wreck, to harm and to taint

your wondrous beauty, moving in all directions.

Too much rain - you've had enough - you give a growl.

An avalanche of rocks tumble tirelessly down your tum

and stop traffic - they only care that they've been blocked.

They care nothing for your hurt - we leave you feeling glum.

I admire your ability to sit still, your guns're never cocked.

I sadden at your misuse - your ruination to your bowels.
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To Be There
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I'm sitting here by myself wishing you were here.

Ever since you entered my life, I've been in fifth gear.

When I look at you, my heart spins in a whirl,

because in this world, you're the most beautiful girl.

My love for you puts me in a wonderful trance,

like every part of my body is wanting to dance.

I hate sleeping alone, the emptiness seems dead

because I'd rather be by your side instead.

In my wallet I keep a picture of you

because for you, my love runs true.

When we are apart, nothing seems right

because when you're with me, you make dark seem bright. 
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Lorikeets in the Orange Tree
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Raucous behaviour as they jump and screech

amongst each other and leaves of the orange tree.

Rainbow colours, red, yellow, green,

not cockatoos, but lorikeets.

Piercing sky, burst of noise

piercing ears, changing poise

as I look out window to see the fun.

Cat comes - feasting is done. 
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A Mouse in the House
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I've got a problem with a mouse in my house.

Yes, yes, I do. 

I am not catching any sleep, 

while they're scratching with claws and teeth. 

A plan is hatching, I can see. 

Poison dispatching, they'll eat for their tea.

Getting rid of them will be no mean feat,

but a slow and painful death they will certainly meet. 
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Winter Rain
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Glistening drops leak from blade - pointed

to the ground to scare mud - anointed

with freshly fallen rain. The air carries the scent

which gladdens your nose as if trying to repent.

Everything so green, wet and bright

lit only by cloud's dull light.

Tears fall, pattering spots, lonesome trees

as they brave the cold, chilling breeze.

Fresh goosebumps rise on your skin, 

as the cold comes seeping in

through the gap in the window pane;

but that's how it is when we get winter rain. 
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A Reminder of the Times
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The smell slaps my face as I walk to the door;

it leans on me - crushing pain to the core.

I knock on the wood - it rhymes with my heart.

A taste in my mouth; not sweet - tart.

You stand there (looking) hands on hips.

Your voice tastes like strawberry on my lips.

Carpet feasting on dust; spews

up its meal when squashed by my shoes.

The kids outside, they yell and holler,

probably wondering how you live in such squalor.

Grime explosion in the kitchen -

never clean, your husband bitchin'

that he gets home from the pub, no food

to eat, nothing's clean, sex - you're in no mood.

You deserve better than this terrible life,

but you turned me down to be his wife.

Seeing you again gave me time to reminisce

about the times gone past - we used to kiss.
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