*May 9, 2010

A collection of all my poems written prior to this date*

Isabel Parody
An achromantula was the creature Isabel met

He could not resist a gamble and he loved to bet

He looked identical to a spider, oh how scary

All eight legs so big and hairy

“Let’s make a bet, young dear.

I can eat ya in two bites, starting in the rear.”

Isabel, Isabel didn’t worry

Isabel didn’t scream or scurry

Then Isabel turned around

And with a bat, put him to sleep real sound.

Candle Light: Figurative Language
Candle light candle light

Candle can lead into the night

It may uncover hidden treasure

Or enlighten a secret pleasure

But candle light is an expression 

The expression of faith on a profound mission

Candle light shows bravery and strength

Candle light is a guide 

A guide always on your side 

The base of the candle light dances on a wick

It dances keen it dances quick

The candle light dances through the pool that is night 

The Sea Shore: Haiku

The sun heats the sand 

The tide crashes on the rocks
The seaweed dances
The Cellist: Limerick

There once was a fellow

He was amazing at playing the cello
The boy was skinny but cellos are fat 

But when it came to swimming the cello wasn’t good at that

That is the story of a boy who will never again play the cello

A Butterfly’s Wing: Repetion

The flap of a butterfly’s wing

Is a wonderful, and marvelous thing

It is quick and it’s nimble

And, like peace, is quite simple

The flap of a butterfly’s wing

Is a wonderful, and marvelous thing

It is much to fast to hear 

They move to the beat of time, each second so near

The flap of a butterfly’s wing

Is a wonderful, and marvelous thing

Little Lucy: Alliteration

Little Lucy loves luge

Little Lucy loves the library

Little Lucy loves learning lots on lightning in the library

Little Lucy learns lots on lightning and loves lemons and limes

Little Lucy loves luge lightning lemons limes and libraries

Little Lucy loves lots

The Thunder Cloud: Onomatopoeia

The sun crawls behind a cloud 

The dark and full thunder cloud

It grumbles as it approaches

The thunder cloud looms overhead

A dark shadow beginning to drip

Tip toeing down the lane

Umbrellas come out along with this cloud

Rain claps against the gutters

The thunder cloud starts the parade

The ha ha has of the partying cloud

The joyous clashes of the lightning the thunder cloud brings
The thunder cloud roars triumphantly

Dinner at 6:15 Sensory Sentence
We dined in a dimly light room, lit by a single candle, and the scent of fresh citrus zest filled the air.

Smiles: Personification Sentence

The moon grins back at me, so very welcoming.

FREE FORM POEMS

Solitude
I wait 

The room is silent

I have not a word to say

I am alone in the solitude

But yet thoughts come through my head

I wait 

I wait in everlasting solitude

The Presence of Nature

I sat once more in solitude

A question in my mind

Am I really all alone as I sit and wait?

I soon get my reply

First the rain whispers

Then the grass stretches 

And the birds sing in four part harmonies

My answer then came to me

One is never alone in the presence of nature 

Inspirations

They are hidden and concealed

They are why we make our dedications

They are inspirations

Inspirations fly through the wind

Inspirations can crawl with the worms in the soil

Inspirations may walk down the bay

Inspirations are what I find in you

Easter

What is Easter you might ask
It is a day for chocolate and candy
But why

I know we celebrate that Christ is Risen
But why must He have gone

Jesus was crucified for us

To have us born anew to be forgiven for thy sins

Even though Jesus left God was still within us

The benevolence God puts inside us was completed by Jesus’ lessons

So we celebrate the day when we were completed once again

What is Easter you might ask

It is a day we are whole a day we are one with Christ
That is why we celebrate
The Giant of Earth

The oak tree is the giant of Earth

The trunk so sturdy and tall

The arms of the oak greet his neighbours 

The oak tree is the giant of Earth

The voice of the oak as low as a bass

Accompanies the soprano winds

The oak tree is the giant of Earth 

He is firm and decisive

But exudes serenity

A Night of Rest Except for One
The sun goes down

The moon then arises

Night swims out overhead
The winds snooze and snore

Worms retreat back into the soil

Birds are finished with their lullabies

All creatures engulfed in a night of rest 

All except for one

The owl now awakens alone in the dark
The owl observes his surroundings

Becoming wiser and wiser each second

Becoming wiser and wiser while we are all asleep

Now that you’ve left

Now that you’ve left I understand my need for you

When you leave the cover of love evaporates

I’ll have no blanket when it’s winter

No seashells in the summer

No golden leaves in the fall

No colourful foliage in the spring

I am lost on a mountain trail, no sense of direction

The magnitude of your love may seem to lessen 

Yet the more that I neglect your love the more I’ll need you 

I hope that now you know that you just can’t leave me anymore

A Mind and a Rose

A rose is a flower

A flower radiant with beauty

The beauty in our thoughts ideas and minds

Ideas in a mind

A mind radiant with beauty
(The following poem has been exclusively printed as a Mother’s Day surprise)
When I Come Home

When I head for home 

I know a fire will be burning in the winter

I know a trowel and seeds will be in the garden in the spring

 I know a flower will sit on my windowsill in the summer
I know a fresh pumpkin pie will be baking in the fall
When I come home I see you tending to the fire in the winter

When I come home I see you holding the trowel in the spring 

When I come home I see you watering my flower in the summer

When I come home I see you baking the pumpkin pie in the fall
When I come home I can’t wait to find you
The previous publication of “When I Come Home” has been dedicated to my momsicle, and my nana.
