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            "No one ever told me that grief felt so like fear."
   – C. S. Lewis
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​INTRODUCTION
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I’ve always been what you might call an ‘overthinker’. I tend to think in brief scenes and images rather than novel-length plots and clever twists. Snapshots, I suppose you could say.

Musings about the impermanence of life.

Whenever I get one of my ‘creative moments’ they tend to feel like a warm rush throughout my body, I simply have to get the words out on the page.

Many poets revise and shorten their works so that only the essentials remain, but in doing that, a lot of beautiful and tragic moments may be erased which gave the piece life in the first place.

For that reason, I prefer to write and leave it (mostly) in its raw state.

Some of my work is a little messy, other times it turns out quite polished.

I wanted to publish a small, free collection to ‘test the waters’ and see how it’s received by you.

What you are about to read is not meant to be perfect, it’s meant to feel raw.

If you happen to download this collection, it would mean the world to me if you could leave a small review, let me know what you thought.
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​AUTHOR’S NOTE
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The poems in this collection are a mixture of freestyle, vignette, rhymed verse and narrative poetry.

––––––––
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The only people who think there is a time limit for grief have never lost a piece of their heart.

Take all the time you need.

And yes, life does go on...but it’s never the same.
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​THE WAITING ROOM
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They pervade the waiting room,
figures in threadbare coats.
Many thumbs twitch in the bleakness:
Failures.
Murderers.
Louts.
Shooters.
None are forsaken;
none are forgiven.
Watching.
Waiting.
As the candle runs red...

Finally,
the door pops.
A blazing inferno.
One by one,
the bodies rise.
Footsteps tap,
assembling a line.
They leap
through the door,
as the fire swallows them whole.
No way back.

Karma.
Creatures.
Hell.
The door clicks.

The clock ticks.

And the waiting room...

Waits.
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​DANDELION DREAMS
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O Son, now lay me down to sleep
In fields of green, where grasses weep,
Guard me now and keep me near,
Just you and I, don't shed a tear.
Go, Son, and let your spirit soar,
See all the sights I can't anymore.
Where eagles carve the silver skies,
Let wonder dance within your eyes.
See minnows glide through pearl strewn seas,
Mother Nature rides upon the breeze.
Climb mountains crowned in misty grace,
Feel the air upon your face.
My time is short, yet yours is wide,
So take the dreams, I'm by your side.
Ride a whale through ocean foam,
Let moonlight guide your pathway home.
Stretch like a starfish, soft and grand,
In lavender hills that warm the land.
And should you find a lion near,
Stroke gently, feel no trace of fear.
O Son, now lay me down to sleep
In fields of gold where angels keep.
Though solitude remains where morning teems,
I’ll drift off, silently, in dandelion dreams.
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