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Introduction

[image: ]


Most of the poems in this collection are ghost poems taking place primarily in a graveyard setting. Some of these are somber, reflecting a sadness and melancholy in those departed spirits. Others are light and comedic. But there are a few reflecting how a spirit could become vengeful under certain circumstances. These poems are stand-alone poems and as such can be read in any order.
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The poems grouped under The Ghost’s Lament are of a different sort. This series of poems constitute a Novel(Short Story?)-in-Verse and feature fragmented moments of a ghost haunting an old house, and her efforts to interact with the new owners. Through this series of snapshots, the poems embrace themes of loneliness, loss and finally acceptance. The characters in these poems — whether ghostly or alive — are intimately tied to the house. The range of poems reflect how these characters come to terms with the inevitable conclusion.
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As a Novel-in-Verse, the poems as designed to tell a complete story with a Beginning, Middle and End and are designed to be read sequentially. Each poem can be read and enjoyed as a stand-alone poem, however to receive the full benefits of the story they should be read sequentially.

A Note on Formatting

This is a book of poetry designed to be read in lines of verse, for the most part. Some of the poems, however, are of a form known as prosimetrum which is a form that combines both prose and verse. The poems The Last Note and The Visitor Between Sleep are example of this type of poem and consist of a segment of prose followed by a verse poem designed to enhance the prose.
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eReader use
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Do to the nature of the various eReader types available some lines may wrap text on your screen which could hurt the reading experience. 
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I recommend you set your font size so that the following line of text fits on one line. This should ensure that the poetry in this work can be viewed properly.
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In shadows thick, they weave their thoughts, entwined with sweet belief,

Ghost of the Forgotten Staircase
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She drifts along forgotten stairs

in shadows deep where silence hangs,

the ghostly bride with windswept veil.
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Her alluring spectral grace 

illuminated through moonlit panes,

she haunts these halls of time's decay.
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Bound in twilight's floating light

forever lost, she roams alone

her sorrow lingers, year to year.
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She speaks no sound

yet faded song beneath her breath

intones of memories, deep and old.
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Come listen now as tales unfold

of memories bound by ancient will,

the shroud of stories she cannot let go.
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Part 1: Ghost Poems




[image: ]


Whispers of Forgotten Souls
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In the folds of mist

twilight hides its secrets,

and somewhere in the distance

footsteps drift on the wind.
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As if from another world

a memory of forgotten souls

rises unbidden through thinned veils

and the breeze speaks of those long gone

The Thinning Veil
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On All Hallow's Eve

when veils between worlds grow thin

spirits slowly rise —

seeking one who might just catch,

cries of longing in the dark.
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A lone specter glides by —

wishing on the breeze

"Is there one to bravely hear,

just one soul with whom to share the joy."
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Glows softly flicker

from carved pumpkins lighting the way,

yet laughter feels far

for those who drift and whisper

so softly from the shadows
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Lonely spirits long

to share laughter, dance and words

dreaming of lost friends

and souls to share old stories —

Just one heart to listen close.

The Last Note
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They told me the old theater had been closed for years, ever since the final performance — the one that ended in silence. The pianist, a brilliant yet troubled soul, collapsed mid-piece, his notes fading unfinished into the dusty air. No one returned after that, those who did claimed they could hear him still playing after hours. But ghost stories never keep me away.
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I sneak into the darkened theater, the scent of mildew clinging to the red velvet curtains, rows of seats face a stage veiled in shadow. I walk closer to the grand piano at center stage, ignoring the chill racing up my spine. Then I hear it — a single note. A chord, trembling softly into the air, echoing long past its life. My breath catches. The room feels impossibly large, like something ancient is holding its breath.
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The keys begin to depress on their own, one by one, the piece slowly rebuilding itself, as if coaxing life from silence. I listen in awe, but also in terror. It’s beautiful, haunting, the kind of music that calls to the deepest parts of me. But this song shouldn’t exist, not anymore.

––––––––
[image: ]


Through the dust-flecked beams of moonlight, I glimpse his hand hovering above the keys — transparent and faded.
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a song unfinished  

lingers in this vacant hall—  

why do you return?  

each night you play for the lost,  

and I come to listen too

The Visitor Between Sleep
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I wake drenched in sweat, the echo of my own footsteps still in my ears, and a faint scent of something burning. A dream shouldn’t linger this long, shouldn’t follow me into the day like a shadow.
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This time, when I wake, I hear the door. A soft creak—my bedroom door, opening slowly like it does in the dream. But I’m alone. Aren’t I? The room feels wrong, too cold, the air too thin. I see a footprint pressed into the carpet, wet and muddy. I haven’t been outside, not since the afternoon. I remind myself this is just the aftershock of sleep. It has to be. But then comes the whisper—closer now.
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I call out in a voice that quivers more than I'd like. No reply... just breathing. Not mine.
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the boundary between

dreams and waking fades —  

you were real, weren’t you?  

even when you held the dark  

and slipped between the shadows

Echoes of Shadows
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The air felt thick, heavy with memories of lives long gone. Moonlight filtered through broken windows, casting jagged patterns on the floor. A faint creak sounded from the staircase, but no one stood there. The house breathed, its walls holding secrets, its silence louder than any noise. Cold drafts whispered through the halls, carrying the weight of unseen eyes. Every shadow seemed alive, flickering in and out of existence, as if waiting for something—or someone—to remember they were still there.
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Whispers in the dark,  

Footsteps echo on cold stone,  

Shadows never rest.

The Graveyard Gathering
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On Halloween night, the graveyard glowed under a full moon, shadows danced among ancient tombstones. Jack-o'-lanterns flickered with grins, their carved eyes illuminating the multi-hued autumn leaves beneath. Wisps of fog curled around granite markers.
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All Hallow's Eve calls out to spirits —

the veil is thinned, the passage open,

as ghostly will-o'-the-wisps - now summoned, rise.
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As the clock struck midnight, a faint rustling echoed through the night. Unearthly murmurs arose as spectral figures stirred from their resting places. Ascending, ghostly, intertwining within the tendrils of fog.

––––––––
[image: ]


Moonlit whispers drift in shadows,

as ghosts all gather for tales of old,

and haunting laughter fills the night.
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Grinning jack-o'-lanterns watch and wait

as ghouls and ghosts and other ilk

all gather for shared tales of woe.
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Together, they floated gracefully above the hallowed ground, their translucent forms shimmering in the moonlight, eager to share the poignant tales of their demise on this most haunted of nights.
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They share their fates, in whispers soft

the echoes of the lives they've lost

as tales of grief, each shade intones.
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A heart once full, now empty stands

he tells his tale of love betrayed

and weeps for thoughts of what once was.
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A maiden fair all clad in white

long lost upon the stormy seas,

her soft voice now a haunting sigh.
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A regal shade, clad in velvet fair,

told of her failed rendezvous

her fateful fall in dark of night.
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The spirits looked toward the growing light in the east and to each other. All Hallow’s Eve was drawing to a close and the veil would soon be closing. The time had come to say farewells and bring the evening's tales to a close.
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With dawning light, they all agree

to return next year by moon's first light,

more tales of sorrow they guarantee.

The Keeper of Lost Souls
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Drifting between the shadowed trees, voicing her soft lullaby,

a keeper of the weary dead, beneath the watchful midnight skies.
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Guarding those who restless roam, the darkened graveyards all alone

they walk the nights to find repose, their thoughts on how they

[image: ]




[image: ]





[image: ]




[image: ]




[image: ]




[image: ]





[image: ]





[image: ]





[image: ]






[image: ]



[image: ]




[image: ]




[image: ]




[image: ]





[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]







[image: ]




[image: ]




[image: ]




[image: ]




[image: ]




[image: ]





[image: ]





[image: ]





[image: ]





[image: ]






[image: ]




[image: ]




[image: ]




[image: ]




[image: ]




[image: ]





[image: ]




[image: ]




[image: ]




[image: ]




[image: ]




[image: ]





[image: ]




[image: ]




[image: ]




[image: ]





[image: ]




[image: ]




[image: ]




[image: ]




[image: ]




[image: ]





[image: ]




[image: ]




[image: ]




[image: ]




[image: ]





[image: ]



[image: ]









[image: ]



[image: ]





[image: ]





[image: ]





[image: ]






[image: ]




[image: ]




[image: ]




[image: ]




[image: ]





[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]







[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]







[image: ]







[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]







[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]







[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]







[image: ]







[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]




[image: ]







[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]





[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]







[image: ]







[image: ]








[image: ]








[image: ]









[image: ]










[image: ]










[image: ]









[image: ]








[image: ]










[image: ]













d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
4 q
4 i3
€

Céllectibn of

- Ghost Poe






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





d2d_images/scene_break.png





