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 Stars

Stars they shine so clear and bright, 

Like tiny jewels in the sky at night. 

Twinkling in the dark above, 

As I see a shooting star, I wish for peace and love.
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 Coffee time.

Sitting outside a café watching as people go by,  

Sipping my coffee some smile and say hi. 

Couples laughing to eachother as they go on their way,  

I finish my coffee and come back another day.
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 Dreams

Dreams they can take you to where you want to go, 

Some days you think I don't know. 

In dreams you can be who you want to be, 

Just drift and let yourself free.
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 Nature.

As the birds fly in the skies so high, 

Sun is shining it's warmth around, you can't deny. 

Flowers dance in the gentle breeze, 

Butterflies flutter around along with the bees. 

Every bit of nature is a wonderful sight, 

Mother nature always has it right. 

We must stop taking it for granted, 

Look after what mother nature has planted. 
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 Autumn 

As the leaves change their colour and fall to the ground, 

The wind starts up I listen to the sound. 

The mornings are darker and so still, 

As I walk fresh air, my heart it does fill.
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 Love

Love is a delicate emotion it should be handled with care, 

Because one day it may not be there. 

To give yourself whole heartedly is always a risk to take, 

But when it is gone there's the heartache. 

Life goes on while the heart heals, 

The feelings of loss no one feels.
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 Summer's morning.

The sweet smell of fresh air, 

A breeze gently blowing through my hair. 

Ripple of the water a lovely sound, 

Birds chirping in a spot I'm happy to have found. 

As the sun rises above a hill, 

I'm happy to stay and chill.
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 Darkness.

In the days of darkness you are my light, 

The dark goes on, but your words bring a light so bright. 

As the days go on the darkness is fading, 

I smile at the thought of the sea and my feet wading.
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 Music.

Music is my greatest love,  

Sending me peace like a turtle dove. 

Soothing mellow tones just flow, 

They take you wherever you want to go. 

The magic of the sounds, 

You can feel the rhythm through the ground.
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 Missing you.

Sometimes it's hard missing you, 

Not being able to hear you I feel blue. 

You are my saviour and my friend, 

One day when we're together our hearts will blend. 

My heart beats fast at the thought of life, 

One day maybe we'll be husband and wife.
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 Meadow.

In the meadow as I walk along, 

Sweet smells, fresh breathtaking the nature's song. 

The sun's rays shining down so bright,  

Flowers here and there, then what a lovely sight. 

Across the way there's a babbling brook,  

As I get closer I run to take a look. 

By the rippling water I see a deer, 

I stop and stay still it's beauty so clear.
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 Dark nights.

Dark nights are here again they go on forever, 

I see someone on a cycle all in black not very clever. 

Streets all lit up casting shadows across the way, 

Get home in the warmth till another day.
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 Night is here.

The night is here the stars are shining bright, 

You are forever my guiding light. 

Your smile those dark eyes so clear, 

I will hold your heart so dear. 

My heart beats to the rhythm of the song, 

The joy of life we belong.
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 Life together.

To me you are a breath of fresh air, 

My sun on dark mornings with a lot of care. 

You give me an insight of what is yet to arrive, 

Life with you will always make me feel alive. 

As we walk through our life hand in hand, 

We will cross the miles of this wonderful land.
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 Christmas.

Christmas is here it's a time of joy, 

When children get to play with their new toy. 

Families getting together to celebrate, 

Wearing their Christmas jumpers looking great. 

Christmas songs playing in the background, 

Children laughing as they play it's a beautiful sound. 

The smells of dinner cooking in the air, 

Granddad watching as he sits in a chair.
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 Walk on the beach

Walking along a lonely beach, 

The end seems out of reach  

Sound of the waves so gentle and light,  

The moon is out full and bright. 

Walking barefoot on the soft sand, 

A warm breeze touches me like someone holding my hand.
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 Life 

Going for walks in the early morning sunshine, 

The time out there is all mine. 

Time to think and reflect on life, 

A time when I was to be your wife. 

No going back it just wasn't to be, 

Like the birds I now fly free.
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 In the countryside 

As a young girl I liked to walk down a country lane, 

The fields were a lovely green then it would rain. 

Summer rain was so fresh and warm, 

I could walk for miles and come to no harm. 

The corn fields were a golden colour, 

Sitting by the side eating a picnic feeling fuller.
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 Walking life's path.

To me you are a ray of sunshine, 

Sharing life with you will be so devine. 

Walking life's path into the unknown,  

To see how our love has grown. 

Like the flowers in the garden we bloom, 

In my heart for you there's always room.
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 Snowfall.

Snow is falling just a little flurry, 

The flakes are delicate no need to hurry. 

As it falls landing the trees, 

Branches sway in the gentle breeze. 
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 Why.

Why does this have to happen to us, 

It's like being thrown under a bus. 

You are my world my destiny my soulmate, 

I know when we finally get together life will be great. 

My love for you is one so true, 

I'd be lost without you. 
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 New life.

New life new hope walk with a smile, 

Learning life's surprises takes a while. 

Go round one corner and there it is, 

With a beautiful feeling makes my heart beat wizz. 

New day filled with joy, 

Happy face of a young boy. 

Go on to ventures exciting and new, 

Take what life gives and don't feel blue.
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 Night life

Under the moon lit skies there's a sound,  

A mouse running under the leaves on the ground. 

Over head an owl flies hunting it's prey, 

A hedgehog on the ground scrambled away. 

As the wind picks up a little stronger, 

The silence here is no longer. 
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 The cabin.

In the woods there is a log cabin, 

Deep inside me there is something happenin. 

As I look around me the sights so beautiful, 

The skies are so blue never dull. 

Up high clouds so fluffy and white, 

Being there feels so right. 

The peace the beauty that is all around, 

It makes my heart pounding. 

Inside the cosy cabin is an open fire, 

All of this I truly desire.
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 New Chapter.

Morning is here, another day dawning, 

I stretch, get up and stop yawning. 

Here, it is still dark, 

Life is no walk in the park. 

Each day is part of the new chapter in my book, 

Going through the day, in the end take a look. 

Life is what you make of it, 

Like a glove it will fit. 

Look ahead and you will see,  

Life is your's so run free. 
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 The Cathedral.

Old and still standing in all it's glory, 

Every stone can tell a story. 

It stands so tall and proud, 

High above is a beautiful cloud. 

Walking round seeing the history and there is a lot, 

All in it's splendor never to be forgot. 

Stain glass windows telling their part in history, 

Some say it has so much mystery.
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 Beach time.

The waves lapping getting bigger as they move along, 

Rolling across so intense and strong. 

A surfer takes to the waves what an amazing sight, 

He glides like a bird in flight. 

The sea is so calm as the sun goes down, 

It looks like it is wearing a crown. 

As we walk along the beach hand in hand,  

We leave our footprints in the sand.
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 A deer

As I walk through a forrest filled with a gentle breeze, 

I see a baby deer which makes me freeze. 

To see such a beautiful gentle soul, 

Makes me feel in awe of nature's goal. 

To see such a wonderful sight, 

Is an honour and pure delight. 

It looks up to see me glance, 

Away it goes with a little dance.
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 Beach time.

The waves lapping getting bigger as they move along, 

Rolling across so intense and strong. 

A surfer takes to the waves what an amazing sight, 

He glides like a bird in flight. 

The sea is so calm as the sun goes down, 

It looks like it is wearing a crown. 

As we walk along the beach hand in hand, 

We leave our footprints in the sand.
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 Kitchens.

Some are a place to get together,  

Sharing a drink no matter the weather. 

Country style all warm and cosy,  

New and modern are so posey. 

They can be filled the smells of food cooking, 

Friends are invited to go in looking. 

Kitchens are the centre of a home, 

Feel free to come in and roam.
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 Sitting outside.

As the wind blows so blue is the sky, 

Flowers are still blooming their beauty you can't deny. 

The leaves are falling from the trees, 

Close your eyes and it's like hearing the seas. 

Looking at the white clouds as they drift along, 

The things I miss are the birds and their song. 
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 Just love

Love can be so uplifting and devine, 

One day maybe he will be mine. 

Just love can make you smile, 

It can take a while. 

Love doesn't happen over night, 

Like a bird it can go to a great hight
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 To meet someone.

Sitting having a coffee on a sunny morn, 

It feels so lovely and warm. 

The sky is so blue and clear, 

Abive the bird's song I can hear. 

As I walk down the street, 

My friend is there waiting for me to meet. 

As I got closer I thought he'd run a mile, 

That all changed when he gave a big smile.
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