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Unnatural Attachment
A Celebration of Failure
Alone
For me another night is here,
Filled with loneliness, isolation and fear.
Throughout the day, I wished to leave the fray;
Pack my soul and fly away.
But alas: I’m still here;
I want to go, but don’t know where.
My convictions have waned,
My heart is tired;
And my meaning has all…
But expired.
When I Die
Who will cry when I die?
Will there be any to mourn for me?
Will I be missed by those who dwell around,
Or will I just fade into obscurity?
Will my passing be felt at all?
Will my poetry be read?
Or will my life’s loneliness persist,
When this battered mortal shell is dead?
Will the tears that fall for me be many,
Though those who cared for me be few?
Will I receive a stirring eulogy,
Proclaiming that my heart and aims were true?
Most of all, I want to know,
If at my funeral there will be:
A tender, gentle girl,
Who swears she loved just me.
In this Last Hour
Restless hour for the faithless child,
That sits and stares and nurtures his fears,
And wishes and dreams,
For the impossible, it seems.
This is indeed a strange hour,
When the rope promises more bliss,
Than that mad, far flung fantasy,
Of ever winning her kiss.
This just may be my last hour,
The last ebb before the shining sea;
The death knell sings in triumph,
For the end comes to claim me.
Be Comforted, Best Friend
Always Remember:
That when we leave
This world behind,
Our troubles and our closest fears,
Will be lifted by forces divine.
We shall dance in green meadows,
Our souls laughingly free;
And fly in the heavens,
For all eternity.
The beauty of the universe,
Will be ours to explore;
The stars and the planets,
Will keep us in awe.
But the greatest thing of all;
The very best thing will be:
Is that I will be with you,
And you shall be with me.
The Dark Passage
Time is a myth, and death is but a dream;
Floating, floating aimlessly in a mundane steam.
Life is a lie, albeit one so very cruel;
That beats to submission, the faithful and the fool.
Love is a nightmare, dreamt to make one cry;
Every day but a prelude, to the day we all must die.
The cheerful are ignorant - finding solace in belief;
The seekers confounded, in their quest for relief.
This world is desperate, living in want of answers;
A sad derelict, harbouring skeleton dancers.
And yet some live happily: yes! they find a way;
While we must simply grieve, before all must fade away.
Princess
Dance for me my sweet,
Dance and watch this poet’s passion grow;
Fill my wretched life with merriment,
And bid my melancholy to go.
Smile for me my darling,
Smile and set my life alight;
Spread your radiant joy around,
And replace my despair with delight.
Come to me my princess,
Come and make all the bad things all right;
Be merciful and give me your hand,
And make permanent my temporary respite.
Despair
Lingering sense of hopelessness,
That shackles and tortures my life;
And I am left in a state of abandonment,
That accentuates my burdens and strife.
Sometimes suicide seems the plausible answer,
Despite its visions of dread;
Wishing that the atheists’ belief be true,
And nothing is, when we are dead.
For living now or after,
Fills me with morbidity and fear;
And I would rather shed my blood just once,
Than part with another tear.
Spanish Princess
Spanish Princess,
Iberian Enchantress,
Clad in sombre dress;
Do you have any idea,
Of how you impress me?
When you speak your cultured discourses,
And dance your thoughts around,
It amazes me that in a place like this,
Such a Mediterranean treasure can be found.
What wonders your ebony eyes have seen,
The stuff of a poet’s most majestic dreams.
Oh dark-skinned beauty,
You fill my mind with delight;
Take me by the hand and let us
Disappear into the night.
None
There is no promise in tomorrow;
There is no hope in the end of sorrow;
There is no light with the coming of the new day;
There are no answers to the prayers we pray.
We are all slaves to darkness and fear;
We shall all succumb to despondency and despair.
And if you think that the world is such a wonderful place,
Then look at the tears on another’s face;
Then you will see the blackness in the future,
And our inevitable decent into disaster.
Encounter
She: the angel-faced loner, dressed all in black.
Death-dressed drifter, sweet spun sister;
Darling of the night, apple of my sight;
Origin of heaven’s light; creator of feelings,
I just cannot fight.
He: wears his shroud on the inside;
Moonlight on the midnight tide;
Seeking certain sanctuary to hide;
A constant hitchhiker without a ride;
A thoughtful boy, thinking of
Suicide.
They meet in deep forest laughing;
Hands distribute delicate warmth.
Their eyes drink deep from the well of feelings.
True feelings, these “love” feelings.
They make a circle, dancing wildly,
Joyfully, happily, merrily…
Sacrilegiously.
Two demons of the darkness,
Lost in their play: this is their way.
Night children, souls are stained,
Trying to reconcile the blackness in the rain.
My Dear Friend
Your human frailties,
Mean nought to me.
‘Tis only the soul that hovers beneath,
That enters my regard.
So perfect, unblemished and pure.
Your wondrous spirit
Fires my own.
Coupled together;
Intertwined by most high
Celestial joy.
We shall be as one
In the life hereafter.
I long for that time,
When our laughter
Shall ring throughout the heavens,
Heralding our release
From terrestrial sadness.
Promise of a New Friend
When I think of all the silken promises,
And all the things revealed to me:
I sometimes wonder
If they are all just
Folded promises of a dream.
When their slanted whispers come to me;
Their jagged words and huddled smiles
Torment me. (Oh! this is cruelty!)
Destiny calls on chosen few;
The rest are left
To find their own way.
The desperate hours come to reach,
And I think about today.
Then you tell me that you wonder “why?”
Everything I say and do is so “strange”.
I cannot answer you - for no one
Can answer any question anyway.
I tried to write a poem about a tree yesterday.
(But I could not.)
Then I tried to write one about suicide and death;
And that’s all I’ve been able to do ever since.
Oh why Lord…why?
Sing a song of love to me:
Give promise of sanity to me. Give to me.
Clasped Together as One
Every set of hands I see held,
Reduces me to a state of certain hell;
And I faint and I fold;
And I am filled with such a feeling
Of absolute longing; and more than a
Little hint of dread.
But what am I to do?
What can I do!
Persistent loneliness and morbid bitterness -
Another savage occurrence,
To fill my empty days
With something other than joy;
Something stranger than bitter irony.
And throughout it all,
I just want someone
To reach for my hand: to touch my hand:
To hold my hand.
I am quite uncertain
Of what will become of me;
Though it probably will not be pleasant,
And most likely something that
I shall want no part of anyway.
Today’s Uncertainty
I bare my rage
To the union of the pale blue moon
And the accursed night;
With the memory of a long ago winter,
That may as well be tonight.
Somewhere in my mind resides
A locket of uncertainty;
A grim reminder
Of life’s persistent indignity.
Northern travels to another place
Where promise seems so real,
But I am left to wonder, when I wander,
If I’m actually getting further
Or nearer to all those things
I know so well - and despise -
And that I am afraid of.
The Western Dream keels over and dies;
Writhing like a decadent snake
Towards no concrete destination.
Cursed Perceptions
My eyes are flawed, yet they still see too far;
I’ve seen the waning of the morning star.
I hear the sound of five billion
Discordant heartbeats, out of rhythm /out of time;
I seek sanctuary where there is none for me to find.
Each new day, brings my dejection to the fore,
Leaving me even lonelier, than I was before.
And everything seems so black to me.
Earth appears merely as a hell;
Where each new day promises:
Only another sorrow.
Mother
Mother when I’m dead, you’ll see:
All the demons that confronted me;
All the sins that ravished me;
How very little comfort there was for me.
Mother, maybe then you’ll realise:
How I loved some things so much;
How I loved some people
That I could not touch.
How I took the paths that came along;
How I found solace in books and song.
But nothing could quite compensate,
And no one will ever appreciate:
The good that was part of me;
The good that fuelled my misery.
They will see the wrongs I did;
They will rape the shames I hid;
And in death for me, will be no glory;
But maybe, at least, I’ll be free.
I’ll Never be Pretty
I’ll never be pretty…poor me, poor me.
Never be attractive to the one I love…oh pity me…pity me.
I’ll never be pretty - no matter how much I try;
I’ll still be ugly, up to the moment I die.
I’ll never be pretty - I’ll always be broken and flawed;
My inner-beauty hidden, its prettiness obscured.
It’s hell not being pretty, in this world that we live in;
Being unfairly punished, for some non-existent sin.
I’ll never be pretty here, and I’ll never get my girl;
Oh! how I hope that I am pretty, in the following world.
Faith Falters and Falls
The chaste whore, admired the task,
That lay before her / That sunk her into
The depths of misdeeds and false
Benediction. The future’s bleak
For one such as she; and if that’s
So for her, what does that say about me?
She only follows deja vu in her
Chosen vocation / of silliness and
Flagrant disregard for logical
Pathways. But what should one
Expect from outlaws from God’s
New scriptures? Left to run
Around and Around And Around
The corners of this weak nation;
With its foolish people. Let them
Drink their milk and honey now;
For little do they know what’s
In store for them in the life hereafter.
Why do these things seem clear
And quite certain, when certainty
Is just a type of cryptic
Illusion? Damn this day of
Desperation and Unkindness!
Beyond the Gates of Reason
Just outside
The Gates of Reason,
Without purpose, I wander.
Shackled by hatred,
Wounded from lack of love;
Contemplating the end
Of this miserable existence;
Distraught by this
World full of nothingness;
Tottering on the edge of oblivion;
Plagued by overwhelming despair;
I cry to the Lord for mercy,
For soon the darkness
Will consume me;
And the void
Will be filled with evil.
Words Written on a Windy Day
Delicate as the cold wind,
That couples the light on this beauteous day,
She is…and I wonder:
(I cannot help but wonder!)
Where she is.
‘Tis not easy being a poet
In a world ruled
By a muse of pain and disenchantment;
Gifted and cursed
By visions of astoundment and apocalypse;
The ability to see awe-inspiring glory,
And the most mindless of folly.
Come mighty wind!
Embrace me and take away their whispers
That annoy and attack this heightened sensitivity;
I cannot escape their thoughts and their voices.
This sea spans forever: I see no horizon.
Sister
Gazing at your picture:
Your smiling face sings songs to me.
Your enchanting eyes cast spells that do hold me;
Every tress of your raven hair,
Forms wonderful waves, beyond compare.
Your lithe figure - enrapturing to behold,
And my lonely arms desire only you to hold.
Long have my eyes stopped a-roving,
My heart convinced that paradise is in your realm alone;
Sister, you are as fair as the night, and I long to feel
Your saving embrace.
She Makes Love
She makes love to try to free herself
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/24501 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!