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Is love a thought, a state of mind, the meaning in the action, a reason to be kind?


Are we more than the sum of our parts, more than just a nervous system feeling and thinking our way through experiences? This book of poetry about the nature of love is also a look at the nature of the human existence and what it means to be alive. It is the second book in a series of three and follows on from Veiled Nightmares & Ethereal Dreams, which looked at anxiety and depression.


Foreword

It was really great to have my last book introduced by somebody else, but this one feels really personal – like something that I should introduce properly myself.

When I first began writing poetry, I said to myself that I wouldn’t be one of those generic and cliché writers who writes lots of sappy love poetry. That didn’t last very long, so thankfully you have this book that contains a snippet of the poems that I’ve written on feelings and emotions which we all explore at some point in life.

While the first poetry book, Veiled Nightmares & Ethereal Dreams, looked at anxiety and depression as well as a little spirituality, this book looks at the duality of love, the dark and positive aspects of love, what makes us feel and its role in our lives. It also continues part of the story from the first book in terms of that spiritual question of the universe.

If you have been enjoying my poetry so far then thank you so much. The next book, following on from this one, is Angel Dust & Spirit Shards and will complete this little set. It will hopefully also complete the spiritual path that began with book one and continues in Crystal Hearts & Glass Souls.

This book is more of a personal and wailing cry into the void. It is staring full on into the eye of that void and bearing my soul to it, finally screaming the pains and traumas of it all away. And with that, there is something very freeing. Waving goodbye to love is probably the hardest thing we can do in life.

The first poem that I thought of when I went to read through the draft was ‘The Body’s Compass’. I thought, I hope I remembered to put that one in. It is certainly one of my favourite poems in this book; it has all of the themes I am trying to convey in this series: ‘Point to me as I seek you out, Through dreams and worlds of spirit, Look for me please scream and shout, Your love has power left within it’.

I tried to continue the theme from the first book with three companion poems that tie everything nicely together. Wanting something, that emptiness and feeling like we are without are difficult emotions to reconcile. I wanted to begin with that feeling that I have nothing, ‘Nothing, the absence of a thing, the lack of it, Like an empty void, The disappointment of defeat’. I then worked on the futility of trying to be someone’s everything, ‘I could be the raindrops that fall across the land, The dew inside your windows and the hand inside your hand’. I wanted to use the language to convey that love-drunk feeling of giving too much to someone.

I moved to end with the knowledge that it is the wanting that causes the pain. When you are okay with nothing, you have everything you need. I also made a spiritual point about the nature of desire and how we are potentially damaging the Earth and ourselves with this need for things. These themes will be continued in part 3. ‘Nothing’s ever good enough, everything will not suffice, All in all we want the things, we will pay the price’.

It is so difficult for me to choose favourites, but obviously ‘What Happens’ is special to me. It’s so difficult to write a poem that is both personal and universal. They each chose three important things for me to include in there. ‘Forever In Their Eyes’ was actually a practice or warm-up to writing that one (there were a few). I think that captures those feelings around marriage quite well but wasn’t personal to them, as it was more of how I felt.

From going off my final notes, ‘Total Eclipse of the Heart’ and ‘My Own Shoulder’ were written close together and are fairly recent. They capture a mood and vibe of me having a really tough time; they really get through that emotion for me in a way that I couldn’t perhaps convey earlier in my career as a writer.

‘Ether Dreamgirl’ really hits home for me, and ‘Suspended Summer’ was actually written when I went camping to try to get over my last break-up and was hanging in a hammock.


Prologue

I wanted this collection to be a look at a different set of emotions and type of situation than the last but still have a similar feel within the words and style of poetry. I feel very much that these poems do that.

Life is hard, people are complicated and relationships are doubly so. I spent a long time trying to learn to sleep again and learn to be happy with myself after my last relationship. I was forced to live in pain and live in the moment; here it was familiar, but it had changed in my brief absence… I was in so much pain that the very air rippled and the wind shone, the clouds looked so white, the sky so blue, everywhere took on an effervescent glow, and I do not regret this experience. I believe that love and pain can be roots to true enlightenment and inner peace. I have lived in pain most of my life. It has shaped me; it is in me and in my creations. Does that mean I am a morbid, morose and sombre character? From my poetry, you would be forgiven for thinking so, but those who know me and meet me, they know that isn’t the full case. I hope this book is slightly more upbeat than the last, but if you are reading then I hope you are expecting the style to continue, and it does.

I have found myself and I am happy. I have also had to face up to my diagnosis as an Autistic person, and I don’t mind sharing that with the world, as I am not ashamed of who I am. I hope my poetry can bring some insights and joy to other people’s lives.

Most of this poetry is really personal stuff. There were a couple I nearly cut and one I did, as I felt it was too dirty, I’ll let your imagination try and figure out what I wrote that could be worse than ‘Sex Slave’.


Loveless

Nothing

Nothing, the absence of a thing, the lack of it,

Like an empty void,

The disappointment of defeat,

But what does it really mean to be nothing? To have nothing?

When the day becomes empty and time becomes still,

When our thoughts cease flowing and we lose all our will,

When magic has left us and trauma flows in,

When we feel all alone and trapped in our skin,

When true love forsakes us and our plans come to nought,

When nothing awaits us, there’s no fight to be fought,

When silent times still us and laughter falls dead,

We find joy in the subtle and alone time instead,

I see daylight sparkle and the breeze take its shape,

I see marks of life and plan my escape,

When the darkness subsides and the light guides my way,

I’ll cease all my hiding, find the right words to say,

These empty passing days will feel full of joy and wonder,

When this sadness ebbs away, and life returns with thunder.

Too Much To Hold

I’ve too much fire in my bones and too much soul at my core,

I’ve too much love in my heart and too much thought in my mind,

I’ve too many words in my mouth and too much energy for you,

Too many tasks I should do and too much to ask of you,

These concrete streets aren’t enough, steel structures not strong,

Your cities are not tough and it won’t be very long,
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