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Books (3 - 5 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 3, 4 and 5 of a collection of five books written between 1999 and 2020, Friday’s kiss, Tomorrow’s rose and After the end. 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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Friday’s kiss - part 1
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Friday’s kiss

Loving you

Is the truth of me

And I am exactly pleased

My love finds no measure

I want new love

That touches Heaven

I won’t hold back

I will give you everything

Thoughts that dance as rain

Petals that fall below your steps

I will kiss you with flowers

And love you exactly as you are

F1001-2005

You make life a love poem

If you asked me if I

Could I find a new way

To say  that I love you everyday

I wouldn’t say no

I don’t believe in impossible

But I’d wonder how

I have no idea when I start

Sometimes I can’t think

My pen begins and it begins

Since you, life’s become

A poem I write as I go

You make life a love poem

I love you for it

And I always will

F1002-2005

Time

Oh time

What have you done to me?

What years

Have you chained me to?

What era

Have you trapped me in?

What did I ever do to you?

Besides waste you

Take you for granted

Ignore you completely

And blame you for death

‘It must have been her time’

Now you’re killing me

Stealing from me

I can’t trust you anymore

You must be stopped

You pull at my skin

Haunt my bones

You can’t reach my soul

Take what you can, time

I’ll never give you

So much as a moment

Again

F1003-2005

I’m scared too

I never felt like this before

It is all so new

Maybe I’m scared too

So many things unfamiliar

Confusion surrounds

My fears scream

Ripping holes inside me

Emotions dance in flames

Did you think you were the only one

Too frightened to move?

Did you think I was calm

Or unafraid to love?

F1004-2005

For anything

For all those who read me

And think tragic and sad

How foolish my smiles

And selfish my wants

Defective my life good and bad

These are the seconds of love

The songs that make me live

I wouldn’t trade them for safety

I wouldn’t trade them for anything

F1005-2005

Connections

Closer to you

Yeah, that’s what I want

Digital pulses

Brain waves microwaves

Concerns thoughts feelings

Worries working melting

Blending tearing sky

Bring us close

To say, hey you!

And Smile

F1006-2005

Words

Came by again today

Held out my hand

As they flew past

But they wouldn’t land

For a moment I thought of them

Forgot to write them down

They seemed like you

I smiled and watched

Your words have their way

I love when they come

Try as I may

I can’t get them to land

Then off, they’re gone

I think of them

Pause and wonder

When they’ll return

How many will come

I’ll be happy then

Bet they still won’t land

I keep watching

Hmmmm

F1007-2005

Snowfall

Impure snowfall

Surface water must be filtered

Harsh memories blanket mountains

Shameful thoughts

Settle in valleys of frozen souls

Unworthiness in still life

Sunlight parses angry clouds

Tears form streams

Erode soil and numb

They cut through rocks

Exposing mending hearts

Crystal pools of filtered love

Finding new homes

F1008-2005

Love me

Worlds of want to deaf ears

Not that they can’t hear

They don’t listen

Time served

From a teapot of haste

Noisy lust filled plates

Tiny cups of disillusion

Tattered sensitivity

Falls as simple crumbs

From holes in pockets

Forgotten there and never missed

The score is love-love zero-zero

Without the nail

That fixed time to the wall

Can you see me in this sound?

Can you reach me within nothingness?

Affection beneath paint

Applied to hide tagging

My minute fell off the bridge

And I can’t reach it

Why don’t you call?

Where are you?

F1009-2005

Not me

I’ve gone away

No need to hang around

Feel what it’s like inside

Pretend I’m not there

Let the knocking continue

It stops

What’s up?

Liar

You don’t want to know

Get away

I don’t have to tell you

I’m dead, get it?

I don’t exist

It doesn’t matter

Think you’ve touched real?

You failed

I choose who I let in

F1010-2005

Earth hear the heart

Earthheartheheart

Arthhearthehearte

Rthheartheheartea

Thheartheheartear

Hhearthehearteart

Hhearthehearteart

Earthheartheheart

Arthhearthehearte

Rthheartheheartea

Thheartheheartear

Hhearthehearteart

Earthheartheheart

Hhearthehearteart

Earthheartheheart

Arthhearthehearte

Rthheartheheartea

Thheartheheartear

F1011-2005

After a train

I don’t feel the sound

Of your love around

A short while after a train
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