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			For Papa, Mama, Ben and Peter,

			and for you too dear reader,

			 

			This book is for you.
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			Dear Reader: A Note from Author

		


			​Dear reader,

			 

			Hi! I’m Carol Meiyin.

			 

			Just in case you are confused with the name on this book cover, just know that I had to put my full name there for both my parents’ sake. Without them, I’m a total nobody. God bless them.

			 

			These are my collection of poems that I have written ever since I was 19. The first poem I wrote was The Old Oak Tree. I remember those as one of my most inspiring times because I went on to write The World Is A Dark And Lovely Place, which inspired the title of this poetry book, and I continued it with The Rainbow’s End and Rain, both of which got published in The Star newspaper in the year 2008. (Yes, I’m that ancient!) The rest is history.

			 

			This book was originally published as a poetry chapbook on sites such as Amazon, Kobo and various other platforms, totalling only 19 on the 3rd July 2018. However, due to circumstances involving printing an actual physical book, I was told that it is better to have more poems for more volume in a book. Hence, this book in your hands is the result of that, so to my original poetry chapbook readers, you have more poems to read! (Yay?) 

			 

			Do drop me an honest review at Goodreads or anywhere online, even brickbats are truly welcome. So that if I ever have my next poetry collection, I would know what areas to improve.

			 

			In all the inky words spilled on pages of books, there would be no writers if the world has no readers. Thank you for your precious time in reading this book.

			 

			Love books well, and they will love you well.

			 

			With love from the very bottom of my heart,

			Carol Meiyin

		


		
			The World Is A Dark And Lovely Place

		


			 

			 

			​I hear my happy thoughts sing,

			of shapes and sounds the April rain brings.

		


		
			The World Is A Dark And Lovely Place

			 

		


			If somehow I could find the places,

			beyond those books I read,

			and catch fickle rainbows by the tail,

			A lover’s breath that stays,

			on wintry window panes,

			 

			If somehow I could hear,

			the happy talk of the brook,

			and see where those lovely thoughts run,

			Then I could remember,

			how this changing world looks,

			 

			Sundusts that glow bright,

			under the dusty morning light,

			Stormy purple clouds,

			on rainy marvellous nights,

			 

			Then perhaps somehow somewhere,

			sometime in the evening,

			When I feel my tall shadow shaking,

			and my heart starts beating,

			Shall I go where the paths disappear?

			 

			Though I do not know where I’ll be,

			there will always be dreams,

			Someday I’ll be home again,

			Once I know where I am,

			the world is a dark and lovely place.

			


		
			The Old Oak Tree

		


			​The Old Oak Tree

			 

		


			The old oak tree grew at the edge,

			of an orchard where little ones play,

			and there lived a mage,

			who hears trees on a windy day,

			 

			Rushing wind rustles leaves,

			on that one day brilliant and bright,

			With amber gold autumn grandeur on display,

			singing tuneful songs delightfully light and gay,

			Apple trees trilling events as mysterious as night,

			of love found and lost last May,

			 

			But the wise oak tree stood stiff and straight,

			then shook its great leafy crown silently in retreat,

			bowing low reverently in sorrow,

			Memories of Tuesdays, of late long afternoons,

			where lovers meet like there’s no tomorrow,

			 

			A shadow passes, fast and certain,

			passing apple trees chirping news of a coming mage,

			to the old oak tree in crumpled heap the Master lay,

			shades of sunlight showing his face lifeless that day,

			A still breeze, the trees hush, huddling closer in a curtain,

			trying to hear what the young man had to say,

			 

			‘The other side of this world I was,

			where skies are cloudless and dusks are endless,

			In those towns and cities, treeless and friendless I last,

			till I could no more when a quiet breeze blows in doubt,

			and left me a sore stinging mark,

			 

			Passing a withered hawthorn who told a woeful tale of her without,

			shoes to run about,

			shoes to tread perilous roads at dark’,

			 

			It seemed many ages past, a day in his sodden memory,

			when the
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