

[image: Feedbooks]

As A Poetic Daydream Melted Away

skycloud86





Published: 2011

Tag(s): poems skycloud86




Chapter 1 An
Introduction


This is a small collection of some of my poetry, which was
written between the late 1990s and the present day (sounds strange
to call the end of a specific period of time 'the present day',
when that time period began as recently as 1997, but the world has
changed a lot since I was eleven years old.

 

Some of these poems have been published by United Press over the
last few years, whilst one was published in a regional anthology of
poetry, written by teenagers from high schools across Lancashire,
in Northern England, where I am from. All of them are as they were
written, and any that have been published online elsewhere
(FictionPress, various websites) are as they can be found on those
sites.

 

For each of the poems, I have included a summary of what the
poem is about, and my opinions of it. Few of these poems were
planned out beforehand, and many are in the 'first draft' stage,
having never been edited due to my liking how they were
originally.

 

Feel free to do whatever you wish with these poems, as long as
you do not use them for profit, or try to pass them off as your own
- I don't mind people using maybe a line or two of a poem, or
writing their own poetry based on one of mine, as the words do not
belong to me, only the arrangement does.

 

 










Chapter 2
Our Twelve Mutual Friends


It was hard for me to choose the first poem in this collection,
but I finally settled on this one. I think the subject is
self-explanatory. This poem was written in 2009 and is one of my
favourite poems out of the poetry I have written. 

 

Our Twelve
Mutual Friends

 

The first to arrive is January

Icy arms, scorching legs

She comes with a gift of extremes

Split in two with firework applause

 

Next comes February

Herald of the equinox

Breezy, cheery little man

Short in nature, big in heart

 

March is third in our time

Time for changes in the air

Birth and death mark this month

No wonder, named after Mars

 

April, the ocean month

She brings us new birth and old death

Made of rubber is this time

Days are testament to this

 

May, the month of workers

Fiery and tall, she knows of revolution

Chains shattered, locks broken

Epitome of strength

 

June, double crosser

Hidden in shrouds and mystery

He hides in the shadows, even at night

Watches you with his four eyes

 

July, the monarch month

Named after a vegetarian perhaps

Roman influence, he lives in a villa

A villa fit for a Ceasar

 

August is our next era

Chills the south, boils the north

Close friend of January, obviously

Poor split month of two souls

 

September, identity crisis

Seventh in times long gone by

Pushed back in the pecking order

Self-pity not shown, however

 

October, pagan heart

Month of orange, reign of black

Murderer of leaves, mother of wind

Queen of the changing tide

 

November, nearly there

End these days with darkness

Wrinkles appear, eyesight goes

Nearly gone, our frail year

 

December arrives and down it goes

End of the year with firework applause

In the north, the grave dug in snow

In the south, he lies in dust













Chapter 3
Seven Sisters


I've decided to continue the chronological collection, and
again, this poem was written in 2009. It is very much in the same
style and tone as Our Twelve Mutual Friends.

 

Seven
Sisters

 

Monday, the working week

Gloomy always, shaded blue

Capitalistic hours of hedonism

This day in the week

 

Tuesday, somehow better

Neither start nor end

Bleak blue, diluted

In the week of the world

 

Wednesday, middle of work

Savour this, its nearly gone

And climb mountains to summits

In the centre of the week

 

Thursday, Norse culture reigns

Thor himself could not stop time

The endless week is humiliated

As we near the supposed finish

 

Friday, the athiests find religion

End of the week in a social way

Now to rest and love and be ourselves

And all before the week has gone

 

Saturday, natural athelete

Won for rest by socialists

First of two, best of seven

Close to the finish of this week

 

Sunday, end of the week

Final day before the hourglass wakes

Sleepy day, slumber reigns

On this, the last day













Chapter 4
The Night of Full Moons


Written in 2010, I am fairly sure this was actually written in
the middle of the day, rather than at night. This is one of my more
shorter poems (a later chapter will include my tankas, which are
basically extended versions of haikus and quite a bit shorter than
this poem).

 

The Night of
Full Moons

 

Magnetic maiden pulling the tides

Washes along the deserted shore

Drowns the castles and manors

Creates salty moats for the ruins

Moonlight on sand dune mountains

Wispy haired hills along the beach

Footprints of the long gone fade

Sole cries of the seagull loners

Over the dark sands, crossing waves

As the silver daughter moves the oceans


 

 










Chapter 5
Neon Gods


Another poem from 2009, and this poem was inspired by someone's
avatar and signature on a forum I'm a member of. The poem itself is
about life at night in a typical Western city (although I suppose
it could also apply to many cities in the East such as Tokyo).

 

Neon
Gods

 

Neon gods worshipped

Skies of black become orange

Orgasmic flames of luminescence

Seek out the darkness that exists no more

You'll go mad with loss

Cities drown, eyes murdered

Drawn to the lights

You sink into them, grasp onto them

The prayer is said in musical tones

Enter the temple and worship

Until dawn, you are a neon saint

 










Chapter 6
For Those Of You Who Are Missing


This poem was published online at FictionPress in 2009, although
I think I actually wrote it pre-2009. Although the 'Missing' in the
title refers to missing people, it could also refer to those who
have passed away, or maybe someone who may not be necessarily
missing, but someone with whom a person has lost contact with.

 

For Those Of
You Who Are Missing

 

No more do we hear your sweet laughter,

Yet we hope to see you smile once more,

You floated away on an unknown breeze

We miss the sparkle of your eyes,

But your memory will always linger,

You vanished in body but you never left us,

You are still in our hearts

And in our thoughts, from

The orchestra of birds to the sleepy night,

Floating away from us on breezes we do not know,

Wherever you are in this vast Earth,

No matter how many rivers you cross,

No matter how many roads you walk on,

Still in our hearts forever

Our beloved, our treasure.

 










Chapter 7
Journeys


This is probably one of the earliest poems to be included in
this book, as it was written in 2001, although the regional
anthology that it was published in was not published until the
following year. Whilst I think it was good for a fifteen year old,
I do think my poetric skills have improved since then.

 

Journeys

 

Journeys to the deep amrine, empire of the octopi,

Journeys to the highest peak of Gaia,

Journeys to La Lune, acne-covered teen of the cosmos,

Journeys to the heart, in love and holy matrimony

Journeys of exploration, unfogging ever misty nations,

Journeys of life, unique to all humans,

Journeys of hope, travelling from oppression and suffering,

Journeys of the dove, delivering peace to the war-torn

Journeys eternally exist in both heart and mind,

Journeys to the occidental and oriental,

Journeys for peace, journeys for life,

Journeys for hope and for glory

Journeys will never cease,

The start to the end in eternal orbit,

Alpha to Omega, birth to death, winter to summer,

Like time and history's recorded chronicles

Journeys are journeys,

Unique to the final and tiniest detail,

Journeys are slow or brisk, long or short,

Journeys to the heart and soul

Journeys shall exist until the world's end,

Armageddon, Ragnarok and the Apocalypse,

Journeys to the end of life's string,

A string of journeys from birth to death

 










Chapter 8
World Stage


This is a rather short poem I wrote, based on the idea of the
world being a stage, and people it's actors. I thought the last two
lines were particularly nihilistic, although I'm no nihilist by any
definition of the term.

 

World
Stage

 

Thunder booms scoured the land

Their explosive nature of deadly light

The end of all days for this world

And the final act of this dystopic farce

The actors stagger drunkenly across the stage

Which is nowt but the last patch of dying grass

No applause or encore cries

Because this play has only one showing

Then the theatre gets burned down













Chapter 9
Dystopia


I wrote this in 2009, and I'm not actually sure what it is
about. As far as I can tell, I just used the word dystopia as a
sort of prompt.

 

Dystopia

 

Silent system failing,

Dystopian futures born,

Finalise the labels of self,

Create the being of possibility

 

Endless murmurs,

Foreign whispers,

Stalking the memory,

Shadow on your thoughts

 

Species lost in confusion,

Language ended long ago,

Society that never started,

Culture dying in the fields

 

Lights that shine like moons,

Blind the eyes and prick the ears,

Cities become the founding clay,

Winds creep up the stairs

 

Utopian ideals vanish forever,

Replaced by the gloomy now,

As sea turns to land, land to sea,

The destruction of humanity.

 










Chapter 10
Battle In The Sky


Like the last poem, I'm not entirely sure what this poem is
about, but I think I'll let you and your imagination decide that
for yourselves.

 

Battle In The
Sky

 

The sun melts away in the moon's gaze,

Stars begin to show in purple skies,

The dying summer anoints the autumn,

Clouds streak over dark lands,

And the calm sea waters grow cool.

 

The moon, defeated, slips away,

As the sun ascends to the cyan throne,

Clear skies greet the September breeze,

Leafs fall in graceful suicide, saving only the evergreen,

And under the sun the golden lands shine.

 










Chapter 11
They Built A Border Today


This is about the artificial borders we create for ourselves
amongst humanity, and I don't mean just the ones between nations,
even if the poem describes that.

 

They Built A
Border Today

 

They built a border today

Steel and blood, wood and death

Surrounding the nations like prisoners

Carving up Earth into

Playgrounds for the rich

They built a border today

Said to use just one tongue

Only one culture to live

And one race under the nations sky

Which was not full of clouds of course

They built a border today

And raised a flag for us

Apparently its representative

Yet I know of no vote

No decision made by the people

They built a border today

We have laws and rules

These rules control the cages

And these laws smother the people

They built a border today

But we soon tore it down

They threatened us with guns and bombs

But it was they who gave up first.

 










Chapter 12
Skycloud's Tankas


A Tanka is a Japanese poem that consists of five lines, with a
certain number of syllables (5, 7, 5, 7, 7). The Tanka can be about
almost anything, but a balance of some sort needs to be achieved
between the first two and last two lines. This is where the third
line comes in – it must be related equally to both the first and
last pair of lines, allowing all five lines to flow as one verse. I
find these poems can be quite abstract, and may be useful for poets
who may be struggling to find some inspiration. 

 

Tree

Beautiful tree

Sways gently with spring breezes

Nature is at peace

As pink blossom blooms alive

Birds return with peaceful songs

 

World

Modern world rush hour

Information with chaos

People need to rest

World will not come to an end

Even if you take a nap

 

Doodle

Swervy small doodle

Abstract art on papers edge

There instead of words

Fill the edges with black ink

Create a world of scribbles

 

Mortal

You came to this world

You grew up learning of it

You know death will come

You know there will be an end

You know it might not stop there

 

Personality

The INTP

Creative mindset alone

Procrastination

A Thinking not Feeling strength

This, the INTP self

 

Snowflake

Frosted window pane

Snowflakes on the cold outside

Reflections in glass

Flames reflect in the window

From the fire that warms them all

 

Mountain

Under the sunshine

Standing on the frozen peak

Conquered old mountain

Planting the flag of his land

Claiming the hill for his queen

 

Wartime

Deadly bullets flew

The end of peace on this day

Fighting for nothing

The soldiers try to act cold

But inside they are sobbing

 

First of
April

An April fool's Day

The trickery of springtime

Pranks end at midday

Or you will be the red faced fool

Watch the clock to win the prank

 

Easter

The boulder is sweet

Nothing inside this dark cave

Rabbits do not eat boulders

Borrowed from pagan stories

Three days from start to finish

 

Tanka

A poem in one verse

Some beautiful syllables

Simple, poetic

Of Japanese heritage

Of Japanese culture

 

Iron
Curtain

Writers block of iron

Trap creativity within

The novel is blank

Inspiration from the muse

To shatter the iron curtain

 

Beach

Soft sand under four feet

Gently splashed by cool ocean

Leave prints in the sand

And draw a heart to remind

We were here with the sunset

 

Mental

Cold darkness, brown eyes

Searching for her sanity

Endless psychosis

More loud hallucinations

Tear apart her dying brain

 

Endgame

Silent end of time

Sun swallows the Earth in flames

Engulfs it in fire

Burns down existence of man

Burns away our cultured world

 

Derelict

Old abandoned house

Smashed in windows, rusted doors

A happy home gone

Family dead and buried

A house pining for the past

 

House
Divided

A house divided

Brink of a civil warfare

Ironic conflict

Neighbour against neighbour fights

A nation is split into two

 

Personality

The MBTI

Personal preference

Someone in four parts

Functions inspire the preference

Four letters that know of you

 

Woodland

Tree grows green clothing

Reaction to the warm sun

Branches dance in breeze

A birds sing a song of love

Happy birthday to the trees

 

Dusk

Silent fleeting dusk

High wind brushes the tree tops

The sky fire burns out

Warmth begins to vanish quick

Cool embrace of the spring night

 

Inevitable

An unknown person

Someone on the edge of life

Inevitable

Hiding from the dark nothing

Fleeing from the would-be end

 

Alien

Alien doodle inked

Abstract picture on the page

In blue or black ink

Unscheduled work of art

Doodled daydreams on the page

 

Roadside

Concrete patchwork path

Proud green people standing tall

Cast their cool shadow

On a living green carpet

Near corridors of grey

 

Planet

Pale blue dot of ours

Sailing within black matter

Dancing around fire

Sister of Mars, friend of Moon

Thorny rose amongst the weeds

 

Tanka

Of the Rising Sun

A verse of five fingers

Five, Seven, Five, Seven twice

Similar to a haiku, also

Of the Rising Sun

 

Vengeance

An eye for an eye

Gives birth to vicious cycles

Avenger in the abyss

Claim revenge and become them

Revenge is an injustice

 

England

Like ancient oak trees

This, an elderly nation

Tales of invasion

Poems speak of it's history

Red roses growing wildly

 

Wales

The songs of the Welsh

Lyrics flow through the valleys

Under ancient standards

Of white peace, red blood and green land

Old Welsh tongue brought back to life

 

Solitary

Solitary voice

Lullabies in the night heard

As a city sleeps

The soft voice is known for miles

Only to vanish at dawn

 

Dog In The Car

A dog in the car

Pokes head out of window

Every journey new

Passing through the busy street

The world is not small for him

 

Scripture

Each religion is

Just another tongue spoken

Neither right nor wrong

And as for all of the sects

Happen to be dialects

 



Lake District

Bullets in the Lakes

Peace shattered, motive unknown

Dead lie on hot streets

Tragic serenity here

A deadly foreign language

 

Oak

Tree around the house

Leaves peer over grey roofs

Tree sees house as a sibling

Branches brush against the walls

Leaves flutter into windows

 

Farmhouse

Etched into the stone

Initials above door frames

Old lonely farmhouse

Misses the long gone couple

The pair who made this a home

 

Roof

Black plastic bag cat

Floating across the low roof

A breeze pulls you down

Silent as you surrender

And slip from roof to the ground





 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 










Chapter 13
The Forgotten Joy Of Peace


This was written about the war in Iraq.

 

The Forgotten
Joy of Peace

 

A war is going on today

And all the nation is armed

The bullets fly past the schools

The libraries, the houses and the shacks

Today we lost a generation

Tomorrows another day, another million

The guns fire and the missles strike

The tanks crawl and the ships stalk

A war is going on today

They have forgotten the joy of peace

 










Chapter 14
Strange Myths


Again, this is a poem which does not have any specific meaning
behind it, and I will leave it to you and your imagination to give
it a meaning.

 

Strange
Myths

 

Strange myths cloud my mind

Telling me the stories better left buried

Ghosts of long gone ideas

Spirits of archaic tongues

They speak in to my subconsciousness

I resist their influence

I tear apart their books and verse

Still I sit quietly as they rush around my eyes

Wondering where did all their sanity go?
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