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How should I begin this? Let’s be honest: this is little more than a filler, and it’s unlikely anyone will read it. Yet here you are, having made it past the first few lines, which means you’ll probably read a few more. Human nature is predictable — I studied it, even tried to teach it once. Tried being the operative word. One colleague told me I’d have been better off keeping quiet, though she never liked me anyway. Truth be told, I was never a good teacher, even if my intentions were decent. Some may disagree, but I doubt it.

I suppose I should give you some background, for those who care about such things. For those who don’t, feel free to skip ahead — I usually do. Let’s avoid the Dickensian flourish and start with something banal: I was born. Although my mother swore, I was spat out of the pits of hell, which may be more accurate. Perhaps she was right. Who am I to judge?

My formative years were... “interesting.” Bowlby would have had a field day diagnosing me, though he was something of an ass. (Forgive the speciesism.) As you can see, I’m writing this with tongue firmly in cheek.

Once upon a time, I had over a hundred poetry books published. Then Amazon decided I’d broken some obscure rule by creating a second account after they locked me out of my first account due to no fault of my own. Five years later, they wiped the slate clean — along with my books and my hard work. I should have been furious, but in truth they did me a favour. I think I sold one book in all that time, earning the princely sum of £3. At least I was spared the joy of filling out a self-assessment tax form.

So, I started again, publishing elsewhere. The lesson? Never give up. If someone’s being an ass, go with the flow — it might work in your favour. And honestly, it would be hard to do worse than I did with Amazon.

To make things more cost-effective for readers, I’ve combined several volumes of poetry into one. More poems, less money. Not that I write for money or fame — if I did, I’d have starved long ago. I write for myself, to clear the chaos in my head, and perhaps to help others see through the lies and labels imposed upon them. If even one person reads these words and feels less alone, or decides to strive toward being a better version of themselves tomorrow, then my efforts won’t have been wasted.

A note of warning: there may be overlap. Some poems appear in multiple collections, sometimes altered, sometimes rewritten entirely. Chronology matters too — I’ve arranged them in the order I wrote them, so you can watch the slow evolution of my voice.

Labels, though useful, are limiting. I refuse to be boxed in. I am not a label, not a number. I am simply myself — and by the time you finish this sentence, I am no longer the person who began it. Identity is fluid; don’t let others fix yours with their labels.

Beyond my narrative poetry, these collections range widely: Romance, Love, Life, Pain, Nature, Micro-poetry, Politics, Philosophy, Metaphysics, Spirituality, and Satire. To call them “Romance” alone would be absurdly narrow. If you must give them a genre, call it Voidian — or Voidian Cosmology — for they are nothing but echoes bouncing off the Dark Matter that surrounds us.

_____________________________________

The theme of this category is Life, Love and Pain. These poems are written to remind the reader that they walk no path alone. Life can be tender, and it can be brutal. It blesses us with moments of love so profound they feel eternal, yet nothing in this world is promised to last. When love fades or is taken from us, the ache it leaves behind is a language of its own — one that words can only ever echo.

In this collection, I explore these truths with clarity and compassion, tracing the quiet beauty and the deep wounds that shape a human life.

Many search their whole life seeking the meaning of life. Yet often we go through most of our lives with little to no thought.

I supply no answers as such. I hope that when you read my poems, they make you think with more care as you grow in awareness.

All of our lives are inextricably linked to each other. Each of our actions will always have some impact upon others, even if we remain unaware of it.

Treat others with the same care and respect that you would expect from a thoughtful and caring person.

I hope you enjoy these poems and that they allow your mind to travel free.

And with that, I wish you well. May you grow in wisdom, and tread your path in safety.

D. James

_____________________________

Please note that some of these poems also appear in the Echoes from the Past category. This is because the next category I address is Life, Love and Pain, and there is naturally some overlap. I felt it was important to include certain poems here as they speak directly to the themes of this section.
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​The Romantic​
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1

Desperately Looking for meaning; looking for love

Not looking for a hole in which our cock to shove!

Sex and love: incredibly far from being the same

Fucking out of habit is such an outrageous shame!

The Romantic: not going out for an expensive meal,

And fucking someone silly to complete a dirty deal!

2

Dressed in a red short skirt with their arse poking out

Overly done makeup and red lips now at full pout

By making yourself look sexy you will not win Love

Only find someone with a cock in a hole to shove

Romantic love is sacred and mysteriously warm

It brings wondrous joy; it does our soul so adorn

3

If you only want sex with no meaning attached
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