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​Thoughtful
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In 

this thought,

Jokers arrived

Like companions.

While seven eat at nine o’clock.

I fell asleep. 

You redefine my research terms. 

While looking at Hemlock’s bush, an ordinary heir/I found an everyday conversation.

Lying right out on our path like 

A cushion was placed under the crossing of the legs and arms of the chairs.

Could it be the rationale why eight eat eight?

Or what are you doing there? 

Facing a full head of premature hair,

As we shoo away from the scene?

We are pulled back into the pushing people.

​
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​The Labyrinth


[image: ]


Like lust, O’Henry stopped. 

Conquest in time.

A crime of verses

In dusty folklore

The covering of laws.

Or the lawns of injustice;

“Their love does not belong.”

In a rush, the moment was gone.

The shrubs have scratches 

our calves—something like

dashes where blankness had

spaced out.

Taking them and replacing

the homeless for 

The curiosity of the cat

approach oddities

It was almost a tragedy 

mysterious discovery

where the sun existed

childish adventurer.
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Why should I care about you anymore?

The employer's stipend pays for the water.

I was called “a whole for words,

A culture vulture of operas,

So your words mean nothing to my mortality.”

“I stand in your presence and adore you,” she continues.

“You’re a pretentious and sophisticated artist.” 

“That’s a big deal as an insignia,” he said. 

“Although I do love the family graveyard picture,” they discuss.

As something particular rekindles our relationships

Inside of me, I laugh with an euphoric cognition

of a shapeless pattern of life, unspoken

A path, a sheet of music written -

“So empty your litter.

You will see it is alive too. 

For someone else’ will exist,” Walter passed along.

The flesh blushed when revealed.

A miracle appears like a spirit.

On whine is the tenderness of babies’ tears.

They warned me 

that Innocence is shared.

I listen to theoretical analysis.

The happiness of blessing, 

Unfurling with unrealized advantages

Of fragmented-ignorant sentence structures 

“God has given you the turn of phrase and the lifting of a sheet of tears to language.” Thanks, Walter.
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A sprite of a bird spirit darted by.

A Nome unknown person walked by.

Encouragement was a shower upon the sunlight.

Refreshing was the last moment in the review.

Like a movie moving at every glance.

I walked the miles down the trail and along the bridges daily.

Feeling the spray of dew, sap, and blooms decay,

Feeling the air in hand unseen and arm unbent,

I stretched out my branches to welcome it until a grasp of coolness blew warmth as 

The beaming sun spied on us.

This is how to lie and love together.

Chrysanthemums were in contrast as I approached, to notice hope.

As a baptism rained on them-

I sprinted down the lane of rustic fences.

Until spring, acknowledge me as purely rewarding.

They were in my oneness, but without

Each breath was breathing and brought me 

An acoustic song from each pounding chest

Anrichy for every rich stepping-stone set.

Like the day you visited and healed emptiness.

You filled wounds with optimism.
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Smothered us like

a mother’s own.

Arm unfolded yet embracing

Her son’s love for the first time-

Having headed and relinquished control 

For the love of the moment

The peace of the day 

As a loved one leaves

Magnificent Embodiments,

I could sit in your 

Radio, knowing my hurt

Knowing the harm

Of predicaments-

know heart and mind, see

The body does show

Physiological

Upon my skin

Positively

I asked them

For a dream 

Becomes love

A wishful thought

Against ignorance

That did not gel or congeal into oneness

Only one spiritual embodiment-

Is that your spiritual embodiment that forms poems?

When something magnificent can manifest, not

Embody loves this singularly knowing

They choose you

As my poet-

I am here 

And will be;

Be

Here

Wit
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I have seen holidays passing.

Engineered machines under passing

On architecture benches 

Near the memorial fields

Where flesh had loosened

Bones have weathered

In a leakage 

There was glory and honor

From burning arsis

Every nerve emits its passage.

Echoes reverberate liquid gains craniums

Enraging vibration of shocked explosions

In the skull of sages- 

Here are children with Autistic tendencies 

Look upon cemetery-shaded spectrums.

There we cast seeds like sprinklers, ever burning.

A Kennedy’s honoree is humming. 

They are without hand and heart, embracing men and women.

Compounding all senses, resounding all reason,

She held on until ashes displayed the flame of a family’s fame

While generations fade and cease to visit praises together.

When communities came together in the mind of times, their heart did not find hostages hammered 

by prisoners’ armor

Or images of the surrender of naked civilians looking to redder lands.

In Arlington and National Parks, disparities and memorials remain in ceremonial surrender.
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​Tiny gods
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It is in small actions.

For people with a fatal illness,

“Do you forget your sins”?

The departed is still evident to the lovers you lost.

Though their bodies are dead, 

The departure is still apparent.

I am here

To tell you to live the life God intended for the suffering single mother. 

Child in herself-

Looking and watching. 

What other aspects of parents?

Forfeiting the fortification 

Has fortifying life been created?

A warring woman desiring instinctual fashions-

Though something more was happening, 

Perseverance was never a marriage of vows kept.

We experience togetherness

Where slackers tread, experts in payless responsibilities.

I have watched and seen it.

Hearing why walking builds character.

Is this why the road leads?

Into a poetic conversation with God.

So, I ask you why and what you will do to repent for the losses, and loving someone behind glass pretends.

These are the continuous actions between women and men. 
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“Everyone is trying to make a buck.”

They categorize it as a lesbian murder.

Though it was just a case of pocketbooks,

Obsession became non-stimulation

As they reorganized their game again into plays.

“I’m all right if you say something someday.”

Through our endearing reactions-

“We’re working at it.”

Like preaching to a chorus of congregations

Telling them to help one of their neighbors-

Nothing less than themselves

By acting evident to the comment.

“ I know nothing!”

They were thinking about 

having a question-and-answer session. 

“Don’t tell “ became a smell,

And  “whoever smelt it dealt it,” he told us. 

Until it becomes what you were taught. 

While living for life goes on,

a harsh voice speaks up.

In the emptiness of phrases spilled over,

Letting conformists live in their living room, 

Getting a crouch of primary affection,

While they listen, think, and affect,  

“I’m just saying.”

[Consisting of conspiracies and side deals, and demise.]
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​In the Rye 
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From the outside, feeling-

“God, with this.”

He yells from the experience of cigarette lungs-

“Thanks for your understanding.”

“I got to go, love.”

“Good night!”

“God’s

Night to you also-

Go!  Have a good night. They did this for the new Poet

Rilke’s Family.

I cannot live the life I wanted for you.

I wrote these lines about my life, not my choices.

But maybe that is why you chose me as your Poet. 
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You only see me 

For whom am I?

Not for what you are like to me. 

Though salvation and 

Scantily sakes

Scorning scandals.

While blaming me for

The injuries ingested

For my safety

Without questioning intentions,

You have us.

I am older now and have harmed

With injury beyond the body and 

Straight to the mind's eyes. 

“I am a human striving to survive from day to day.

I cannot receive any medications,

For they have addictive qualities. “

She says it is okay, "I know about her disorderly conduct."

I asked her about the mental state of things. 

We make axioms out of explanations like 

Payroll relationships, 

Interrogating our privates

Without recognizing our boundaries, and

Moderation of loving

Someone likes 

without judgment of ourselves.
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​The Seagull Stance
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I am rambling and ruffling feathers with Seagulls.

Our words are reactive, and storms are our actions, like 

the slam of a door and cracked windshield breaks

as shutters snap like twigs on the torrent sea, squalling a bird's name. 

In a symbolized hourglass time, all we were,

Yet it showed a sweetness of truth

Brought upon a collection of torrent responses.

Proclaiming the word upon the swelled mouth and 

Speaking from the mind without 

Hands, eyes, feet, or guttural beliefs

meant their daughter did

not absorb micronutrients,

Even if it was just the past, and writing in letters.

Instead, there were words and messages and gluttony hanging from a beak. 

With an ageless gasp, I raced to honor you.

I said, “I do. ”

You brought joy into our relationship.

To create an experiment with my life-

To bring corruption into my life-

Like feeding a child candy,

We are stacking the expectation high

For the survival of the fitness-

He wore a lid 

Like a formal top hat

Like layers of cake, creamed stacks

A pad of statements and quotation marks flying and dying. 

At the banquet dinner, Artisan relinquishes the movie trailer. 

Their favorite table sold out, as she said, 

Pathetic in a stammer and fainted at the vision 

of gulls eating green guts from a crustacean's back. 
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​Archetyping 


[image: ]


These archetypal structures are in the art.

In the tone and shadows,

Conform to her bones.

Renew a generation by removing commercial ribbed usage.

Though non-US belong to each other, we welcomed each other into life.

We return to the ruined organic woven tapestry.

They wrapped themselves in a peripheral vision around the metaphysical you were.

“I act like an apprehensive lover.” They told me. 

“Like the winter had frozen over and murdered her son.”

Instead, I wanted to be your brave candle watcher, so as

Not to go back to not ogling the idea of lovelessness. 

“Every day seems like Christmas, so I thought.

As you stood there, statuesque 

Reclining in the noonday gone,”

She tried to tell me, but wrote it instead to a friend. 

––––––––
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An Egyptian and Roman entombment of an offspring sojourner.

Though time fades, the grumbling becomes foe and friendly secrets. 

Aristocrats spoke in silence against the ironic tragedy.

The step of infidelity floated like canvassing scenes incensed by critics. 

“Let me gather those mirrors for your vanity, they acted.” 

At the same time, superstition gathered and fell like flakes without shadows.

Barely the tints would have been hidden from the shades, degrading into 

Sexuality is engendered in pages as Poacher's taxidermy trophies. 

For fear of attraction,  

Achiever in academia 

Professing education with a strictness of ease/

Until a Pastor came and sneezed into my Buddha’s ear. 

As the spoken word, poetry became their treasure for the humble to hear. 

I listen to the





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
The Queen Fisher’s Epic

> "
1 ,‘r".\;’

a poetry volume

Allen Adrian Tompkins






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image001.png
The Queen Fisher’s Epic,
>
;{ ?‘}f. ’f%»

a poetry volume

y

Allen Adrian Tompkins





d2d_images/image002.png
The Queen Fisher’s Epic
P
L

a poetry volume

/

Allen Adrian Tompkins





d2d_images/scene_break.png





