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Books (1 & 2 of five) by Shall

[image: Sun fog and flowers in a field as Angel's of the meadow. The title of the book.
Doucefleur
Grass flower field in spring
Shutterstock image ID 753625174

Flowers in the meadow as hearts in the fog.]

These are books 1 and 2 of a collection of five books written between 1999 and 2020, Angels of the meadow and Rain forest. Line spacing has been optimized to match that of e-book structure. Each poem includes a scene index number according to the book, part, scene, and a dash followed by the year it was written or last content modified. Scene numbers are identical in all formats of the book.
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This book is dedicated

To hearts in the wilderness

Seeking to find their way home

Some that may be injured

And some that have injured

I’ve been you

I’ve tried to find me

These words reflect that path

Special thanks go out to

Doucefleur

Grass flower field in spring

Shutterstock image ID 753625174

Patryk Kosmider

Sunbeam ship wreck

Shutterstock image ID 88804585
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Angels of the meadow

They’ll be angels of the meadow

Like their mother

And we’ll give our lives

To light their world

So being a girl is special

As it was meant to be

Unlimited

Untouched

By blindness from the past

We’ll give them love

That spills from buttercups

And fills our hearts

So they’ll learn

To know their own

A1001-2002

Watching over you

I try to stay awake all night

To watch you sleep

Kiss you when you stir

Only to awake in your arms

Warmed by the morning sun

I must have drifted off

Somewhere in between

Heaven and dawn

A1002-2002

Of all things

Of all the things

I’ve lost since you left

I think I miss hope the most

A1003-2002

Damaged goods

I’m sorry I wasn’t a better catch

For you to your friends

Guess I didn’t net you a prize

In their eyes

Guess I was a void

That left stories unfulfilled

So I’ll be gone

And leave it to you

To bend and disguise

I’ll leave it to you

To paint pretty lies

A1004-2002

Sleep Inn

I asked for a wake-up call

At the desk of the “Sleep Inn”

Then I thought, what am I saying?

A1005-2002

Three consonants and I

This shit is his is it?

Is it?

It is?

Shit

A1006-2002

You

The reason

Short breath

Can’t concentrate

Want to scream

Cry for no reason

Want you here now

Always more bad

So much constant anguish

Smiles fear hate concern

Worry longing frustration

Illusion dreaming lust

Hiding naked uncovered

Confusion hunger

I am absent

In your not being here

You call, I say nothing

So shy wrecked guilty

Shamed present pleased

You hang up loss enters

It fills my soul

Lonely angry

Why?

A1007-2002

This world of color

It has been three and a-half years

Since my birth

Since I returned to a world of color

Where none existed

Through my callus for 27 years

This world of color is full of beauty

Feeling and warmth

Last night I heard that

A woman in Nigeria gave birth

Out of wedlock it is a capitol sin

She would be stoned to death

This world of color is full of pain

My heart is a freefall of tears

An emotional cascade

Salt burns within the wounds

No jest can heal this hurt

There’s no other way to look

Can't you see that it’s wrong?

Escape your black and white

Callused sanctuary

Live and love and hurt

This world of color

Needs our hearts to beat together

A1008-2002

Highway

Armed with a lethal smile

You blew by as a kiss

I hated you, I wanted you

It was mine to challenge

And you took it with taunting tease

Then ran away, on past seventy-five

Way past my fences

Speeding towards danger forbidden desire

My heart floored to chase

My pulse raced my wheels soared

But you were gone

Still, your taste remains

A1009-2002

Artistic noise

It’s like looking in a dictionary

To find a poem

For all the words it’s hard to see

What’s really there

A1010-2002

Someone told me

Someone told me I couldn't so I quit

Someone told me I was no good so I stopped trying to be

Someone told me I was too fat so I ate

Someone told me I was ugly so I hid

Someone told me that I was too old so I waited to die

Then a child told me "I love you"

And I cried

A1011-2002

Citizens of hate

I wish my father

Never used those words in my presence

I wish he was proud and brave

I wish he’d never lived in fear

Suspicious, disdainful and angry

I wish by his subtle actions

He’d never shown me hate

I wish those at the tip

Of the lash of his tongue

Were without fault of their own

I wish their actions at times

Didn’t lend merit to my father’s views

And at times reciprocate them

But they and my father

Are human not perfect

And as I loved him I must love them

As citizens of hate

We purchase no favor 

No tolerance of anger

No allowance to act

If you rape and defile

My brothers and sisters

You rape and defile me

Hate is a dagger

We choose to pick up or put down

A dagger of looks words and actions

Though I love you as I loved my father

I can be shamed by what you do

A1012-2002

Afraid of the dark

We have sex and our friendship

To fill gaps between love and hate

Sensuous challenge as hot oil

Frustration sickening sweet

As marmalade

Devour flesh into ego

Spit back seed and bone

Consume oxygen of flame we need

Flame we share, flame that owns us

Together we stand alone

Afraid of the dark

A1013-2002
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