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Little Miss Sleek

Little Miss Sleek sits by the window 
and watches the world pass by. 
Little Miss Sleek preens her whiskers. 
and washes her long fluffy tail. 
She watches to see as the postman passes 
without leaving-her any mail!
Little Miss Sleek purrs her pleasure so loudly 
as  she curls on the garden seat so proudly 
Little Miss Sleek has ears so chic, 
And a tail she keeps incredibly neat. 
Little Miss Sleek’s nature is awfully sweet 
Which is why we call her Little Miss Sleek. 

The ickle house of Sleek

The icle house of Sleek
is incredibly tidy and neat.
Her crystal jars take pride of place
with poems galore on the walls
The ickle house of Sleek
is really her joy and pride
she keeps it well dusted and spick and span
With all her treasures inside.
The ickle house of Sleek
has memories of full of love
her feline friends, both present and past
will keep her busy, such memories last.
Of Aidan, Mother, Cookie and Pepe, her one true love.

The Tea Pickers of West Bengal

Above the northern horizon,

the Himalayas rose glass-blue. 

Tea bushes stretched 

like topiary for miles

Lalita waded through 

the waist-high bushes.

stooped over with laden basket. 

She gazed around at every sound

watching for Leopards which 
prowled.



The Road To Cushendall

Where Antrim's mountains rise and fall
down towards the grey stone wall,
there the sea mist casts its pall
along the road to Cushendall.

Upon the rocks and crags so bare,
wild long grasses here and there
catch the wind like mermaid's hair
as it blows down to Cushendall.

Where the dark hills slope and lean
towards the gentle vale of green,
here the sea spray falls like rain
upon the road to Cushendall.

Beyond the shores of reddish clay
and out across the peaceful bay,
the purple hills of Scotland lay
looking down to Cushendall.

Beneath the Red Arch hewn from stone,
a weary traveler all alone
along the coast road leading home,
riding down to Cushendall.

Promise we will walk again
along the pleasant winding lane
that stretches out across the plain
when I return to Cushendall.



 

 

Stalker

One year ago we met.  
Just one year - and yet,  
How can I ever forget! 
Sometimes I catch your shadow,  
Sneaking down an alley, 
 just around a corner,  
in the darkest recess of my brain.  
Stalking me -  
the ghost of what once was-  
and what might be again. 
I thought I had expunged you,  
drove you from my head  
in the halcyon days 
when poisons  in my blood rid me of your threats.  
I believed you would be gone for good! 
But here you are, my stalker,  

waiting -

while fear of your return fills my mind.  
Oh Cancer, why are you so unkind? 

Battling Cobwebs

Each morning while out in my garden,

the cobwebs are draped all around.

They stretch across fences and bushes,

all the way down to the ground.

Their invisible threads do annoy me,

as they brush up against my face!

I end up covered all over my head

and they cling to me just like lace.

It really is quite a battle,

avoiding those traps spiders lay,

I won't be one of their victims.

I have to plan every day.

So every morning with broom aloft,

Sweeping the webs right and left,

spiders fly all ways then scurry off,

Looking quite cross and bereft.

But as I look out of my window

I know they'll be back again,

And all I can do until morning,

Is hope that we have heavy rain!!



Anthem To Disability

Pretend you don't see, 
that's right -  look away 
as you pass by her wheelchair every day. 
You with your laptop and mobile phone 
so much in a hurry on your way home. 
Just stop and think as you rush for the train 
and remember this - she has a brain.
At sixteen she read Tolstoy 
and Chekov too, 
understood every word. 
How about you? 
At twenty she starred in an Ibsen play. 
Brought the house down -
"Who's Ibsen?" you say, 
as you vacantly stare through the evening rain. 
Remember this - she has a brain.

She belongs to Mensa and CND 
camped out at Greenham in '83. 
She fought for freedom in her youth; 
said "Ain't I a woman?" like Sojourner Truth. 
Take a deep breath, look back again 
and remember this - she has a brain.
She had seven children, 
strong girls and boys 
who lived in a house 
full of love and noise. 
She taught them to care for their fellow man 
and make a difference wherever they can. 
Look into her eyes so full of pain 
and remember this -  she has a brain.



Battling Cobwebs

So every morning with broom aloft,

Sweeping the webs right and left,

spiders fly all ways then scurry off,

Looking quite cross and bereft.

But as I look out of my window

I know they'll be back again,

And all I can do until morning,

Is hope that we have heavy rain!!So every morning with broom aloft Sweeping the webs right and left, 

spiders fly all ways then scurry off, Looking quite cross and bereft.!

So every morning with broom aloft, 

Sweeping the webs right and left, 

spiders fly all ways then scurry off, 

Looking quite cross and bereft.

But as I look out of my window 

I know they'll be back again, 

And all I can do until morning, 

Is hope that we have heavy rain!!

Each morning while out in my garden, 
the cobwebs are draped all around. 
They stretch across fences and bushes, 
all the way down to the ground.

Their invisible threads do annoy me, 
as they brush up against my face! 
I end up covered all over my head 
and they cling to me just like lace.

It really is quite a battle, 
avoiding those traps spiders lay, 
I won't be one of their victims. 
I have to plan every day.

So every morning with broom aloft, 
Sweeping the webs right and left, 
spiders fly all ways then scurry off, 
Looking quite cross and bereft.

But as I look out of my window 
I know they'll be back again, 
And all I can do until morning, 
Is hope that we have heavy rain!!



But they shall never die, 

all those boys and men 

because upon Armistice Day 

we will remember them.

1914 - 2014

Soldiers in the trenches 

filled with thoughts of home, 

of family and friends 

wherever they may roam.

How tranquil is The Somme now 

after  war is done, 

with blood red poppies dancing 

in the autumn sun. 

But they shall never die, 

all those boys and men 

because upon Armistice Day 

we will remember them.

Soldiers in the trenches 
filled with thoughts of home, 
of family and friends 
wherever they may roam.

How tranquil is The Somme now 
after  war is done, 
with blood red poppies dancing 
in the autumn sun. 
Names upon the war graves, 
of those who gave their lives 
as they fought to keep our freedom, 
made the greatest sacrifice. 
But they shall never die, 
all those boys and men 
because upon Armistice Day 
we will remember them.

Soldiers in the trenches 
filled with thoughts of home, 
of family and friends 
wherever they may roam.

How tranquil is The Somme now 
after  war is done, 
with blood red poppies dancing 
in the autumn sun. Names upon the war graves, 
of those who gave their lives 
as they fought to keep our freedom, 
made the greatest sacrifice. But they shall never die, 
all those boys and men 
because upon Armistice Day 
we will remember them.



Crumbs!

Eeeny meeny macaracca, 
Malted Milk or cheesy cracker? 
Its Garibaldis for Uncle Roger, 
but Aunty Sue likes Jammy Dodgers.
Granddad's in his garden hut, 
nibbling on a Ginger Nut, 
while Gran prefers a nice Rich Tea 
she sometimes shares a pack with me. 

Jaffa cakes are Jane's delight, 
she even eats them in the night! 
Chocolate Chips, just try a taste 
not one crumb will go to waste
Wagon Wheels, 
Toffee Pops, 
Cousin Joe thinks they're the tops. 
For me, before I go to bed, 
some Ovaltine and sweet Shortbread - crumbs!! 



The Disgruntled Fairy
Well - here I am, 
look at me; 
the fairy on top of the Christmas tree. 
Dress all torn, 
wings all tattered - 
and a magic wand that's bent and battered. 

My rosy cheeks are a little bit faded 
and my smile is looking decidedly jaded. 
I wish that Christmas was over and done 
as these pine needles stick in my bum, 
but I'll just sit tight, 
even though 
I suffer from serious vertigo! 

For two whole weeks I'm perched up here 
then it's back in the box for another year, 
squashed between a bauble and a bell 
no wonder I end up looking like hell. 
I suppose one day they'll throw me out 
with the left over turkey and brussel sprouts 
'til then they gaze at me from afar - 
but I wish they'd swap me for a bloomin' star!



Mrs Dalloway

Clarissa, Clarissa, 
Your beauty and grace 
Is apparent to all 
Who look into your face. 

When you buy flowers 
Or when you buy gloves, 
Do you think back  
through your life and your loves? 
You're known for the dinners 
And parties you hold. 
But life's not that simple, 
Were you never told? 

Never told of the hurt, 
never told of the pain, 
not told of the anger, 
not told of the shame? 

Do you ever think 
of the Glorious Dead? 
Or mourn for their loss 
as you lay in your bed? 

Did you know of Septimus, 
hear how he died? 
Impaled on the railings 
In front of a crowd? 

When you had influenza 
Did you think you might die? 
Or do you ever think 
your whole life is a lie? 

Clarissa, Clarissa, 
your charm and your grace 
is just a facade. 
Oh, it's such a disgrace. 



Sentinel

His speckled breast puffed out with pride,
head slowly turns from side to side,
and now and then his feathers tweak
while watching all with upturned beak.

The Mistle Thrush is keeping watch,
this Rowan Tree his private patch.
Red, juicy berries are his treasure,
he eats them one by one, at leisure.

Should a Blackbird fly down, tempted,
the Thrush's fury will be vented
as feathers fly and sharp beaks clash,
the Blackbird falls, and in a flash

makes his escape, and flies away.
Once more the Thrush has won the day.
Many try and many fail
to take the prize, to no avail.

The Mistle Thrush, voice like a bell,
stands proud. Stands firm. 

The sentinel.



August Afternoon

Out in the garden I sit and laze 
Feeling my skin begin to glow, 
sweltering in the summer haze. 
Listening to the Ashes on the radio.

The butterflies flitting here and there, 
wondering which way next to go. 
The bees buzz around the Roses, fair, 
then down to the Lavender bush below.

An aeroplane flies overhead 
visiting lands that I don't know. 
But I'll stay here by my garden shed, 
listening to the Ashes on the radio. 


