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This book is dedicated to the Goddess, Mother of the World and caretaker of all that exists within it. When we destroy this Earth, we destroy our own Spirit, which is bound up with Her. Let each person whom these poems touch strive to make the world a better place to live, by performing each action with kindness and love toward the Self, the Other, and the Supreme Being, however one views It.
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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 Where Have You Gone, Great Goddess? and Other Poems of Nature and the Spirit—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.)
~ ~ ~
GODDESS
Giver of life in the light and bringer of death in the darkness;
One being with many aspects: maiden, mother, crone,
Dark lady; muse and inspiration, shatterer of dreams;
Dread mistress of all that is: plant, animal, and person,
Earth, sea, and sky; friend and lover; temptress; captor;
Subject of epics and odes; object of eternal devotion—
She is woman, the Goddess incarnate.
The Sea Her Womb
The soil is the body of the Earth,
The sea Her womb, whence primal life did spring.
The waters call us from the time of birth
And guide us all in each and every thing,
So bare your soul in awe, and hear Her sing;
Fear not the mighty power of the sea.
The waters of the Mother’s womb do bring
Us sustenance and vital energy,
Yet many fear the power of the sea,
So, this advice I give, for what it’s worth:
Fear not the mighty power of the sea;
The waters call us from the time of birth
And guide us all in each and every thing,
So bare your soul in awe, and hear Her sing.
And the Horned God Dances
Bodhrains beat, sharp and strong,
The rhythm of a primal song,
Pipers play notes, loud and long,
As dead land springs to life—
And the Horned God dances.
Wild woodland creatures call
Amongst the trees, towering tall,
Singing songs for one and all;
With joy the land is rife—
And the Horned God dances.
The Horned God dances as his followers sing,
Rejoicing for what the new season will bring;
Winter has passed, making way for the spring—
And the Horned God dances.
A Brief Ode to Spring
That time has come upon us once again,
The time of year when Winter’s cold retreats,
When snowfall ends, to be replaced by rain
Dropping down upon the city streets,
The time of year when white and black and gray
Give way to green as leaves return to trees,
When flowers bloom, when birds and lovers sing
Their merry tunes, and troubles drift away
As life renewed sets restless souls at ease—
Oh, what a gift, this season we call Spring!
Derelicta
Cast out, degraded, and injured by men,
Outside the walls, in the twilight she cries,
Pain in her heart, bitter tears in her eyes.
Alone and forsaken, she wonders just when
Her people will ask her to join them again.
Rain falls from heaven, reflecting her tears,
Colder—quite cold—with the coming of night;
Drawing her crimson-hued cloak to her, tight,
She wards off the weather, and also her fears,
As she has done every evening for years.
The cold rain continues throughout the whole night,
But morning presents her a glimmer of hope:
As the day opens, the sun casts its light—
This glorious day and the future are bright.
The Twilight of the Evening
The twilight of the evening speaks to me
In tones not meant for ears but for the soul,
Foreshadowing the wonders yet to be.
Without a warning, fog begins to roll
Across the land, a gray and spectral shroud
That chills each living being it has caught;
The wind picks up and stirs the waves. The proud
Gods celebrate the havoc they have wrought.
To others this may seem a hateful storm,
A mighty and formidable assault,
The wrath of Nature given deadly form,
And all they ask is that it soon will halt.
But I can only hope for its increase,
For in such chaos do I find my peace.
An Elementary Lesson
Salamanders scurry, symbols of our base desires,
Through the burning brightness of our flaming inner fires;
Undines float on frothing foam atop subconscious streams,
Skimming softly through our psyches, giving form to dreams;
Airy sylphs with wispy wings of silk soar on the breeze,
Fleeting thoughts within our minds, that no one ever sees;
Gnarled gnomes run rampant round the earth in which they delve,
In darkness giving life to nightmares of our shadow selves.
Alone in the Field
Alone in the field,
With arms outstretched toward the sun,
To the will of the gods I yield.
They strike me down with the mighty power they wield,
And I feel as though I have been undone,
Alone in the field.
An eternity passes, and presently I am healed.
Weighed and measured, their patronage I have won;
To the will of the gods I yield.
Their plans for me have been revealed,
And I accept each one,
Alone in the field.
At this moment, my fate is sealed;
It cannot be undone—
To the will of the gods I yield.
Henceforth shall they be my shield
Upon this journey I have begun
Alone in the field.
To the will of the gods I yield.
Welcome, Summer
Atop the highest hill, the balefires burn;
Below, the maypole dancers prance and cheer,
While drums announce the Holly King’s return.
Atop the highest hill, the balefires burn,
To welcome summer as it takes its turn
Among the other seasons of the year.
Atop the highest hill, the balefires burn;
Below, the maypole dancers prance and cheer.
For light and life the village people yearn;
Atop the highest hill, the balefires burn,
To bring the light they wish for, and to spurn
The darkness of the winter—Summer’s here!
Atop the highest hill, the balefires burn;
Below, the maypole dancers prance and cheer.
The Cross Where Nobody Died
A river of blood flows down through time;
Follow it back along its course,
Through every land and every clime,
And you will find the pool at its source,
Beneath the cross where nobody died.
A river of blood flows from the veins
Of those who died in Holy War;
A river of blood flows, leaving stains
Upon the land, from shore to shore,
Beneath the cross where nobody died.
Two thousand years of innocent blood,
Shed for a tale composed of lies,
Threatens to culminate in a flood.
For the innocents, a young woman cries
Beneath the cross where nobody died.
The woman’s tears form an underground stream
That carries the truth on the path the blood made;
Above, an invisible sun shines a beam
Of light we can’t see down here in the shade
Beneath the cross where nobody died.
Fed by the bitter waters of tears,
And stained by the river’s blood, a rose,
Though slowly wilting these two thousand years,
Still lives, seeking the sun as it grows
Beneath the cross where nobody died.
Though cloaked in lies that grow ever distorted
And hidden in shadow, this hardy flower,
Fed by the truth and loyally supported,
Continues to grow and someday will tower
Above the cross where nobody died.
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