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Of Swans And Stars 

This book is dedicated to all the love seekers out there. Seeking out love, despite the pitfalls, makes you courageous. I salute you. 

Introduction
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I didn’t do one of these introductions last time: I jumbled all the poems together into a theme of some description and just let them fly. It felt right that way. These ones feel as if they should all be in together, somehow. 
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When I was sixteen, I first started writing poetry, most of which I have long forgotten although I remember the catharsis when writing them, the release from the agony that I needed to write about. But there is one I still remember. 
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It was called Love Lost and Found. And now, almost 30 years later, I am still reflecting on that poem, on that voice, and this volume of poetry is what I have to say about it. 
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If you want to read the poem, it is here:






If love could be defined 

Then we would all be free 

To set down or take up the yoke 

As needs be. 

But how do we define 

Mourned, unrequited love, 

Love past its sell-by date? 

Do we change the rules 

Or leave it to Fate? 



Shuddering at an unwanted touch
The wounds of a meaningful look 

Left by the road 

The howling gap of a vibrant soul gone 

Or the shaking silent scream 

Of betrayal and hate? 

How do we explain that away? 

So how do we ever get a say? 




––––––––
[image: image]


I still don’t have a complete answer for that past version of myself, and perhaps I never will. I don’t think we can ever get a say. Love is a force that throws us in different directions and the pain of losing it changes us. Would I change it? Probably not. Life without love, without that yoke, isn’t really life at all. 
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This book has some darker themes that might not suit all readers, in particular poetry about emotional abuse, grief and early childhood trauma (Orphan Suitcase).

I have split this volume into three sections: 
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Love Lost: This is for me when the pain of love rips you apart and you just need to howl into the void so you know you are still alive. Lost love is not just about my loves, but also my losses, my sadness, my father’s death and my childhood. 
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Love Found: This is the glorious part where every part of you feels like you are dancing. Everyone has felt that once I think, or sometimes more than once, but every time it feels so fresh and original and new. 
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I don’t think that flying feeling is restricted just to lovers, either. I think you can find it in all sorts of places. With that in mind, I have written poetry about friends, family and even pets here, as well as lovers. There are all kinds of love in this world. 

Love Past Its Sell-By Date: I think this is the saddest one of all. It’s like finding an old treasure that is now dusty and forgotten, shoved into a corner. These are the loves that moulded, decayed, and became something that we needed to get away from. 
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These are about my past relationships, the old loves that became the fights, the snarls and the tears. 
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One-Sided Conversations
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A song came on the radio 

Just the other day 

And it reminded me of you. 

Of a memory long forgotten 

You were dancing with abandon 

Terribly, it must be known 

But you knew that too. 

And I laughed to myself 

And turned to say, do you remember 

But you’ve been gone for so long. 
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I heard you whisper 

While I was standing in the lift 

Feeling very alone 

And you said to me 

I’m proud of you, Kit 

And I smiled to empty air 

Because I needed that. 
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Sometimes I want to ask your advice 

To see where you think 

That I’m going wrong 

Because you of all people 

Would tell me the truth

Warts and all. 
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But when I lean out the window
To ask you something 

Nothing comes back 

Just the song of birds 
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And the sigh of the wind. 

It’s a one-sided conversation 

No feedback now 

No laughter anymore

Just the absence 

And you’re long gone 

Just a sigh in the wind 

But sometimes I listen for it 

And I smile to empty air 

Because I needed that.
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