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Music Speaks
Violins speak the language of my heart.
Mere words reach my mouth, but fall apart.
Strings plucking, bows sawing, their melodies spark,
Haunt my reveries, then feelings start.
Music speaks, days and weeks,
Music speaks,
Ride its waves, climb its peaks.
Horns lift my spirits to new heights,
Rise above the long days and nights.
Sounding out their power and their might,
Golden brass shines in the light.
Piano chords lull my soul,
Bass notes echo and fill that hole.
Friends have tried, but failed to cajole,
Silent notes like an empty bowl.
Drums beat out the rhythm of my languor,
Body rocking, I’m a head banger.
That’s how I release my anger,
Let it go or feel its rancour.

Rise
On a clear day, rise look around.
You may feel lost but you’ve been found.
No worries, in time you will find,
All the many things you left behind.
Everybody’s got something to show,
Look around then you will know.
Everybody’s got something to show,
Take your time, let it grow, let it grow.
Friends that have come, friends that have gone,
Hopes that once sparkled, hopes that once shone.
Take it all in your stride,
Keep your dignity and pride.
Leave all your fears in the past,
Time is moving on way too fast.
It’s all you can do to keep the pace,
So follow your heart, not the rat race.

Ploughed Heart
My brows furrow as I look within, my ploughed heart.
Upturned feelings frozen with winter chill, tear me apart.
But memories find a way to hide behind,
Hide behind those forgotten hills.
I search for you but you’re out of touch,
Gone forever from this world.
Fast approaching that time of year, the harvest has been gathered,
Seeds unplanted in sodden clay, holding my freezing tears at bay.
Waiting for some warmer climes, and the thaw to begin,
New hope blown and scattered by the wind,
A force without, a force within.
Scalloped contours, ploughed earth rises and falls,
Criss-crossed with furrows.
Scalloped contours, ploughed earth rises and falls,
Trees in the distance standing tall.
New life reaching up to the light, sprouting fresh green shoots.
Energy surging through the still dry earth,
Soaring feelings escaping from my heart.
Now feelings work their way through thick, tough skin,
Running freely, floating within.
But memories find a way to hide behind,
Hide behind those forgotten hills.

Rhythm of Sound

Floating above silence, drifting in and out of peace,
Time passes with a breath, and then a shudder of disbelief.
A place where I can touch the sky, reaching far, reaching high.
Tears escaping in the breeze, laughter bursting like a seed.

Rhythm of sound ~

Waves penetrate my lobes.
Drums vibrate my senses,
Shake my memories to the surface.

Bodies moving to a beat, feeling hot, feeling sweet.
Swinging hips, smiling lips. Tapping, twisting, sliding feet.
Rhythm of sound, a journey I have found,
Feel it all around, in the air and underground.

Feel My Heart Sing
In your arms I feel complete,
You make the bitter turn to sweet.
You are all I want and more,
Though I’m not rich,
I will never feel poor.
Don’t know much about anything,
All I want to do is feel my heart sing,
Back and forth, to and fro,
Feel that rhythm moving,
So slow, so slow.
It’s a bright new dawn, a different me,
One that’s learnt her lesson,
And can love more openly.
Let today be like tomorrow,
No more pain no more sorrow.

Paper Tower
In your paper tower all is not what it seems,
I bite the bullet, you live out your power dreams.
What keeps me awake, helps you sleep at night.
Always believing, that your way is right
I want to light a match to watch it burn,
Your paper tower that you don’t deserve,
And when the flames have died down, see the embers glow,
Send the ashes flying with one gentle blow.
Pass pleasant hellos, good mornings, goodbyes,
As you climb the ladder to dizzy heights.
The view from the top makes you feel so tall,
But it’s a paper ladder, after all.
We jump through hoops, through flaming rings of fire,
The pitch is not level, the bar gets higher,
Goal posts move, change like shifting sands,
Keeps us on our toes with your new demands.

Song of Ella
You placed a flower in my mind while I was sleeping,
It bloomed when I awoke, fragrance unleashing.
Sucking at the pure nectar, my memories buzzing,
Revel in the pictures, feelings humming.
I danced with you in the rain, splashing through the stream,
You appeared once again in my dreams.
Breeze blowing your hair your laughter and smiles everywhere,
Fill me up, leaving my emotions bare.
I chased a ball across the field, the crack and then your squeal,
Sailed over my head, they shouted ‘Howzat!’
You never thought you could whack it like that,
Claps of delight, your skinny legs take sudden flight.
I sit by your bathtub as you pretend to swim,
Letting your hair float on the surface, a sudden whim.
Stealing thoughts from my mind you speak them out loud,
You see my jaw drop and you look so proud.
Come back, back and visit in my dreams,
Day and night, anytime is alright, anything you like.

See and Be Free
You feel the world is closing in on you,
So look to the skies, then you won’t feel so blue.
That vast expanse, offers us freedom to dance,
Escape from this world, lose yourself in a trance.
Take a step into the void,
Can’t let life’s restrictions hold you back.
Face the change you want but avoid,
Find a crazy moment to get off track.
Feel the wind in your face, let your thoughts unwind.
Sense every sensation, stimulate your mind.
There’s beauty to see, horizons to explore,
Journeys to be made, it’s okay to seek more.
Know that fear is the keeper,
So turn that key,
Go on open the door,
Change your destiny,
See and be free,
See and be free.

I Wanna Be A Tree
I wanna be a tree, strong and mighty,
I wanna be a tree, cool canopy.
Immovable strength, immense beauty,
Will be your shelter, from the rain.
A shady refuge, from the midday sun,
Restore your calm, then you’ll feel as one.
Lovers sit beneath my leafy branches,
Sharing kisses, and secrets of the heart.
Carving their names, in my thick trunk,
Never believing that one day their love could be sunk.
Be a hive for busy bees,
A dinner break for birds of a feather,
A squirrels nest where none can see,
A place of shelter from the weather.

Just A Saying
She was a sight for sore eyes,
A blessing in disguise.
The house whose garden faced south,
A gift horse never looked in the mouth.
Many a true word spoke in jest,
Laugh ’til you cry, get it off your chest.
No doubt about it, life can be a test,
Whether you turn north, south, east or west.
You can run, but you can’t hide,
The truth is out to get you,
It’s sitting by your side,
No love without sorrow,
No pleasure without pain,
No laughter without tears,
So look for what you gain.
Sooner or later, who can predict,
You may be conned, you’ll never be tricked,
One day your ego’s gonna be pricked,
The fight must go on, you won’t get licked.
Your luck can always run out,
You’d better twist, you’d better shout,
’Cos only time can ever tell,
Whether you’re in heaven or falling to hell.

Dancing to a Different Beat
I step towards you,
You step away from me,
Like dancers in the dark,
Some sense of each other.
Two steps forward, sliding back,
Spinning in circles on the wrong track,
Twist and turn see the cracks,
The dance is over, it’s love we lack.
A stranger after twenty years,
So familiar predictable,
We love the same music,
Can’t get why we dance to a different beat.
Distance created, I step away from you.
A chasm grows and widens,
Spanned by a bridge our memories built.
Straining and creaking under the load,
No-one’s to blame, the structure’s bowed.
Meet in the middle, no feelings shown,
The ties are broken, it’s the end of the road.

Pebbles
We washed up together like pebbles on a beach,
Wore away our surfaces, until we squeaked.
Clatter against each other, then roll into the sand,
Buried beneath the place that we land.
Drifting in and out of connection,
As wave after wave,
Batters and pulls us far from the shore.
Together no more, together no more.
Still we find ourselves
On the same beach.
Time smoothes out the bumps
And the scratches.
Wears our outer edges thin,
Exposing the beauty within.
Deep down inside, deep down inside.
’Cos there’s nothing, nothing to hide.
’Cos there’s nothing, nothing to hide.
Nothing to hide, nothing to hide,
Nothing to hide.

Struck Down
It was three years ago when it all came to pass,
My darling, sweet love, left us so fast.
Without any warning, a storm cloud began forming,
A downpour of feelings, fear and unbelieving.
It was not the way it was meant to be,
You left before your time,
Can’t believe that you’re not with us no more,
Think I might lose my mind.
My darling sweet love, was just eleven years old,
The year that she passed saw her beauty unfold.
She was lively and vibrant ’til struck by disease,
Her life force was drained, her light faded then ceased.
We lost all sense of what reality was,
Seemed like a bad dream, no reasons for us.
Nothing made sense when we examined the facts,
Got through each day by making a pact.
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