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Author’s Introduction to the Smashwords E-Book Edition
Greetings, readers!
In May 2005, I self published a limited edition chapbook entitled The Darkness and the Light and Other Poems—in essence, the same book before you now. This electronic edition contains the same 25 poems found in that print edition, albeit formatted slightly differently due to the current limitations presented by electronic publishing.
I had high hopes for the 100 copies of the printed chapbook, but sales were meager. I ended up giving away numerous copies to friends or as promotional material, and I never turned a profit. This is unfortunate, since my plans were to donate half of the net profits to local charities. As I write this, it is February 2009; I still have some copies of the chapbook available and would love to share them with the world, so if you enjoyed this electronic version and would like to have your very own printed staplebound copy, complete with original formatting, then please feel free to contact me at the email provided on my Smashwords profile page, and we’ll work out a deal.
Even if you don’t want a hard copy, I hope you enjoyed this e-book and will continue to read more of my work in the future.
Sincerely,
Travis King
Now...on to the poetry!
(For those reading on an iPhone or similar small handheld device, it is recommended that you do so in landscape format, as some of these poems contain relatively long lines of verse.)
~ ~ ~
Welcome to My World
Welcome to my world,
Where everything is as it seems;
Your paradigm has shifted here.
Things are done my way;
My perception is Reality,
And you see things as I do.
Demons, devils, angels, and gods
Lurk behind you and in every shadow.
Here, they are not fleeting dreams.
There, beside you, is a door.
Open it—it’s something more.
If you see a paradise, then that is what it is,
But if you see a hell, then be afraid,
For there is no chance of hallucination here
In my world of many facets.
Navigate your way through my unsurprising surprises,
Reach my hyperplane and read my thoughts,
And you will see the world as it truly exists.
Lines Composed on a Summer Day
Go down to the graveyard; see the convicts in their chains,
Preparing the beds for the drearily departed,
The clipped-winged angels, whose first flights ended
Not with a whimper, but with a thud,
The tailless mermaids, destined to float aimlessly
Upon a blackened sea, and the rest
Of the characters, the dramatis personae of dime-store novels,
With their lost dime-store hopes and forsaken dime-store dreams.
Be glad as you watch that you are not one of them,
And spare a cup of pity—or not—for those of us who are.
Shoreline
I am a paradox of
Technicolor hues:
reds, blacks, yellows, oranges, and blues,
An orange
melting in the sun,
the “bleak December” of the Melancholy One,
A blood-red rose, undying love,
A winged flyer, the soul-inspiring dove;
I am the bluebird of deadliness—blossoms wither at my
presence,
die altogether at my touch—
A caged bird singing love songs in the rain—
on sunny days, death filters through my brain.
A rainbow of decay
takes refuge in my soul,
melding with a golden stormcloud to make me whole.
Shadows Slither
Shadows slither on the walls,
Banshees scream within the halls,
Imps and demons lurk and play,
Night devours the light of day.
Hellhounds howl their demon-song
From dusk ’til dawn, the whole night long,
Ghouls and other fiendish things
Strike with teeth and claws and stings,
Peace departs where these things dwell,
These creatures sent to Earth from Hell.
I wish to leave this place behind,
But how does one leave one’s own mind?
Disneymind
My mind has become a swamp,
Filled with murk and muddy water,
Sludge dredged up from the lowest depths,
Swirling to the surface, thoughts
Waiting for a visionary
To build a theme park in their place.
Dragons
They travel aloft on their leathery wings—
The wyverns of Cymru, of which the bard sings.
I’ve never seen dragons, but thought I did once;
I stared and I said, “This is what the night brings.”
The sun rose this morning and pushed night away,
But in me a vision of dragons still rings.
The ghoulies and beasties of night frighten me,
But dragons do guard me against all these things.
I stand at a crossroads, the future ahead,
Behind me a past that held dragons and kings.
I Stood in a Forest
I stood in a forest beneath a tree,
Felt lupine eyes staring at me.
My pulse shot up, my breathing ceased,
But then a calming sense of peace
Took hold of me, and I stared back,
With nothing to fear from them, my pack.
in darkness born
endlessly waiting
for this fog to lift
waiting intently
for these winds to shift
hoping the sunlight
will make its way here
hoping that summer
will happen this year
certain it will not
in this dreary land
certain it cannot
occur where i stand
light likes to taunt me it certainly seems
shining down only at night in my dreams
ONE WAY
Black on white on black.
It is a ONE WAY sign,
The arrow pointing east.
But I want to go west.
It seems as though the road of life
Is filled with ONE WAY signs
Pointing me in a direction
I do not want to go,
Aiming me in the direction
Of stifled creativity.
Now I must choose my path:
Do I go down the ONE WAY street,
Or retrace the dusty road
Of the life I have tried to forget,
In the hopes that I might find
A westbound lane?
in blackness
lost in blackness
in blankness
in blankets of gloom
thoughts clouded
thoughts shrouded
in a blanket of doom
i ponder my future
my present
my past
thoughts wander
thoughts fester
how long will it last
i ask myself questions
that i’ve asked before
by trying to banish them
i dwell on them more
still answers
escape me
the answers i seek
silent in blackness unwilling to speak
I Sleep
I sleep.
They creep
Into my mind.
The dreams,
The beams
Of darkness, find
A way
To stay
In me. Unkind
Are they
Each day
I leave behind.
And I
Ask why
Was love so blind?
you speak of love. stop
you speak of love. stop
speaking. i have tasted
love, and it is too bitter
for my palate. you speak
of hate. stop speaking,
for i have also tasted hate
and find it too sweet. i
find that i prefer the spicy
taste of life uninterrupted
by these base emotions.
Lines on Paper
red white arrow, blanket on the ground
water salted air, damaged rural town
ensteinian maneuvers, implemented plans
deftly patched piano played by talented hands
i am asking questions, or am i stating facts
life built among ruins, month-old artifacts
simian transgression, window on the floor
ninety seven seven, ninety seven four
black suede stockings, cotton fishnet coat
i don’t understand a single word i wrote
Visions of a Faraway Land
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