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With Words




sometimes




Dedication

To a girl I’ve forgotten

-For the past we were

and how it makes us.




Getting Ready For The Time Without You

The day is already dressing itself in your sleepy window

when I first catch sight of you this side of eight hours.

I have the chance to scan your face in more detail than you’d ever condone.

I start with your eyelids as they’re newest to me.

I move on to your mouth and don’t move on.

All I am is there.

I wish your lips a silent goodbye and wonder for how long they’ll miss me.

Somewhere I know this is the start of my last day in your world.

I feel already my tongue is too heavy to speak.

I have no idea the thrust all this will have on me

nor how long this will stay with me.

For all the times I’ve said it, only this morning does it really hit me:

I love this girl - she’s my life.

I’m starting to wonder now if actually you’re awake?

Dreading starting this day.

Years later I’ll come to believe the words you’ll tell me in a few hours:

“I love you David, but not the way you want me to.”

Years later I’ll be mostly crying for what I no longer have

than being happy for having it to lose.

For now the next five minutes

before the worst day descends

is slipping by so fast.

I want to cry now, without the delay,

right into your soft hair.

But this hasn’t happened yet.

So I’ll try to breath more quietly ’cause I see you stir and

I don’t want to wake you before you’re ready.




On Leaving

Will I kiss your cheek or hold my tongue?

Everlost in the sin of Love for someone like you.

Will I touch your patient lips with even fingertip justices?

If I embrace you and feel your heart’s rhythm,

can I be ever satisfied with mine own?

Could you ever scold me for loving you so?

It is you who is Loved and desired

and therefore it is your clean shoulders

who can bribe the gaoler for his keys

or carry me yourself to the gallows.

And I know I can’t reasonably ask you to

dirty yourself with me.

Can I reasonably ask to touch any part of you with these blasphemous lips?

No.

So on leaving, I will wave goodbye

and learn to be thankful

for having you as the good friend you now are.

In future I will bow my head in your presence

and give you gifts only of

silent

loving

affection.

I will hold my tongue.




Forever

Given pages and perhaps enough practice

Less a few false starts and miss-led lines

Given enough distracting thoughts

Perhaps I could write of you forever

I know today, nearly two years gone

You have little idea the difference

You made to my life

Nearly two years on

I know I’ll never get the chance to tell you

But I’m writing this, in blue lead on plain paper

So that one day you might pick up a book

With a familiar name, and know




Never Got Me Anywhere

Perception of loss is relative.

A cause we all call our own.

We let it beat us down

thinking it can give the strength to live.

It clothes us in sweaty shawls

that give no warmth

but we fear nakedness

and shiver anyway.

To some it gives their life meaning,

or at least it becomes who they are.

They can sit in darkness for hours

finding new expressions for the love

they no longer receive.

They pretend in darkness that

whatever they lost can be had again.

They pretend to greater and greater depths

and forget about moving on.

You dream and

of all the reasons you decide are true

you forgive yourself for fucking up happiness,

and wake up next to nobody.

Of all the lusting after someone you lost,

It never gets you anywhere.




Other Words

I don’t know if you can hear this

where you are

but this is me thinking of you

I’ll keep this page with me and

every time I think of you,

I can look to this page

and once I’ve seen that already

I have written all I need to about this particular lost love

I will move on

to another page & other

words.




It’s Too Late

It felt good to belong to you.

You wanted to know someone could love you.

You scratched me with your bitter little mouth,

Pointed out every wrong I betrayed you with,

But still it felt good to belong to you.

After all this, your skin’s a little thicker.

You wanted to take the hurt he caused you,

and inflict it on me to prove you can be

strong too.

It’s too late for retaliation.

It’s too late for regret or disease.

It’s too late for eyes.

It’s too late for words.

It’s too late to save us.

I’m carrying wounds I think may never heal,

But I still stay it felt good to love you.

When you were bearing pain that would harm us both

I met the love of my life.

I never would have learned to love without you,

But I regret that I met love a little too late.




Still Haven’t Managed To Get Over You Yet

I wish this heart

to be something that can be forgotten,

Left behind and never seen again.

Something that would disappear in a subtle blur.

Something escapable!

I know I will not sleep tonight because of you.

I die again again again with every you.

I demand that everything inside be broken down

to justify defeat

and stop you from hurting me again.

I’ve lately realised how long I’ve loved you.

In my short life I’ve wasted so much love on you.

I know because of you I am full and rancid and tired.

I am giving up - my will is only habit.

I am weaker than the stain of your beauty and presence.

I gave you my soul and every tool to dismantle it

for I loved you so.

I gave you power over me I didn’t know was possible.

In your absence I’ve hurt so much I think now I’m numb.

I still haven’t managed to get over you yet.

When the hardest thing is to write the next line,

I must be thinking of you.

Stranger with a formidable past

Who lost me everything at one time.

A girl who owns most of me even now.




Everyone’s Gift

It is everyone’s gift to be hurt

To be wounded & controlled by a love that marks your life.

To be sacrificed for some poor soul

To die on someone’s action or inaction

To be in stasis between exhale + inhale

To love lips that suggest utterances

that you will live again

through them, for them and because of them.

For how can you feel alive,

if she has not bade you to “live!” ?




Do You Know

Do you carry a

Reminder of me

In your pocket?

So close to home?

Do you sleep still

In that t-shirt I

Brought for me

But gave to you?

Can you walk a beach

Without thinking of me?

Can you hear my name being called

Without just a half glance to see?

Would you know me

If we passed?

Would you walk on?

Do you sometimes

Imagine we’re still together?

Do you sometimes wonder

If I’m still in love?

Do you know that we

Weren’t right for eachother

But wish that we were?

Do so many little things

Turn your thoughts to me?

Did you take your pain

Out on the next one,

And maybe the next too?

Do you wish you had kept

The letters I sent?

Do you wish you still had

A picture of me someplace?

Do you think regrets

Can stop you from moving on?

Do you remember our happiness

On your birthday,

Or the death the day after?

Do you know who’s

Writing this?

Do you know it’s about you?

Do you know the loss

Of loosing you?




Sharing Your Bed

I miss sharing your bed with you.

I miss the things we used to do and see there.

I miss the person I shared such moments with.

So what if your bed was a little crowded,

now that I’ve got my own I miss yours.

Please don’t ever allow me to wake.

A reality without you must not exist.

Outside this Regina I’m nothing

but alone and with myself.

I miss sharing your bed with you.

I miss you.

I miss you sorely.

I miss you.




Leaf

I am a yellow leaf

beautiful in autumn,

reclaimed and spent.

my pavement spans.

it aches to reach

past it’s hold.

short on intention,

short on desire,

and just nowhere to go.

who needs another wall,

another sign to shun

of another street?

more to withhold.

none to care for.

more to watch but not feel.

the wind I thought I loved

was only a breeze

who didn’t care.

I had good but

just gave bad,

over and over.

I learned that

intentions count for nothing

and leaving

was the only thing you could have done.




Past Midnight

Five soft veil lights of

ruined stones and faces.

Past midnight smoking in my bedroom.

Thinking of five women

beyond a hundred miles.

These names could be the same.

Faces each with somebody else.

Some get it right sooner than others

and the rest are left to look on.

Taking specimens of longings

to hold in future wakings.

all of walking nights alone.

all of

thinking

what’s the thing that failed you all?




Around That Measured Globe

I’m tired of missing you.

I could do with some soft love

from somebody close and warm.

I could do with forgetting a little.

It hurts not to be wanted

by someone you want to still love.

Around that measured Globe.

Encircle, entrench your Soul.

I use that word for what goes deep.

That mist about you I failed to keep.

Someone as gone as you.

Hiding in a sheltered heart

not looking for home.

If you love him

you’ve forgotten love

and don’t know me.

I’m sorry I loved you.

I swear I didn’t know

it would hurt us this much.

I’m sorry for being him

when you needed me to be myself.




Of Loving You

I know with the right love I can learn honesty

And the value of feeling safe as myself.

My dirty hands won’t need to wash you away

If I can use love to fill what you left behind.

You’ll be gone forever when I love again.

I know how that must scare you

Because I fight to keep you away

And know the cost of letting you in.

Out of what I am I can create beauty.

No matter how black you made me

I can do that and always will

In defiance and tribute

of loving you




Must

Meditate on that love.

Drool over it’s inconsistencies.

Draw breath at every regret.

Be it once again and manipulate

the memory to make it shine.

Yes, it must have been true love

to be lost with it still -

but steel yourself for a minute,

She’s gone - you’re here.

You’re different and now she’s a stranger.

You mustn’t call to hear her voice.

Mustn’t connive to walk down her street.

You mustn’t drown if she’s your sea.

You really mustn’t say you’ll never love but her.

For all she gave you,

You owe her to be someone worth loving.

For all the pain you gave,

You owe a lot to the next.




On The First Of November

This air is charmed.

This breeze sweet.

I’m without you but trees.

They sway congratulatory tones.

I’m in love with the weather,

this brick building and fields.

There is a farm with steel landscapes

behind hundred year old leaves.

My feet scratch on gravel

and listen to that sweet breeze.

The sky is absent - taking rest.

I’m eating pumpkin pie

on the first of November.

I feel good.




I Saw A Beautiful Girl Today

stop me if you’ve heard this before

because I’m sure a girl like you

couldn’t go through life without

twenty thousand stupid boys

telling you the same dumb things

about the blue-ness of you eyes

and the width of your stealing smiles

or how much they adore the smell

around you when they got that close

and that they’d be different

because you’re special and

they would never abandon you

or give you up or even share you

because they know what

an honour it is to have you

call them your lover

and smile when you think of them

and fidget on the bus on the

way to see them at night

and they’d probably tell you too

much too fast and you’d smile

as another one digs his own grave

but it’s alright i can see you smiling

like that now and i haven’t got past

the part of saying Hi and gee you know,

you sure are beautiful.




Your Love

I don’t need love right now,

unless it’s yours

Then I’d be grateful for everything

I received.

I’d thank you for every breath that

carried a thought of me into your lungs,

pink and pure with Holy light that I don’t think you see.

It blinds me sometimes, I can’t look at you because I’m scared of what I might say.

Terrified you might see how I feel about you.

My last one left me feeling a little raw so

I don’t want to think about Love,

unless it’s yours.




Begin

Glance.

Gaze.

A shower of please.

Please be good.

Don’t fuck me and leave.

A chance to both be something else.

To be not sins but errors of judgements.

Good underneath.

Soft breath for your ear.

Flammable but tame tongue

None to wide to be gentle.

No games.

Begin by trust

But by God begin.

It’s been so long

Since I was touched

By someone who matters.

Let’s choose




Wanting

Let me.

Allow this insult

A smile won’t wound

Close enough

I can’t say this is love

Just touch

And touched

To know

Let me

All unjust

Not everyday

Open and speak

Hold to me

Be now

Don’t hide

I feel safe

Relinquish

Domineer

Be this home

Dark you

Soft and deep

Arc twist

Rhyme canter

Ride

Soft and slow

Ice-cream tongue

Division

Almost

Right

March

Run

Slip slide

Toes and calves

And All

Myself

Bleeding arms you

You

No next

Just be here

You’re not alone

My eyes are open

Mercy

Acknowledge

Accept

Courageous

Beautiful

Together

Give

Touch

Always with truths

Away

No dead night town

Skin soak smiles

Miles between emptiness’

Burden

Breath

To my lungs

Your closeness.




Sailing

sweating gold and bliss

I reward another kiss

within the red soul of you.

I gave myself to your tide

and sailed in white sheets.

tired now but no end of love.

we rattle and shake

we fear we may break

but we go further still.

passed speech and only,

with mouths eyes and hands

we count affections within.

make love to underline who we are.




A Distance

A distance.

A span with you.

A whole hour to hold your hand.

Or five minutes to watch

you brush your teeth.

anything with you

makes me smile.




Close

I thought I’d try writing about you

now that I’m in love.

Now that I’ve met someone

who always leaves me forgetting your name

as well as your crime.

I’m with someone now

that I’m sure of and

the warmth of trust

is a feeling I like.

She makes me feel connected

and gives me calm.

She reminds me that I am complete

and worth more than I expect.

I’ve made enough mistakes to start making a few less

And I’ve said too many things not to believe in deeds now.

We both know what honesty means

and we love each other enough to use it.

I am too sure to not use it.

The damage you did is just a memory now

that if I strain I can remember little parts of.

I cried and I wrote and I got better;

And now that I’m with her,

I can see why I did it.




miscellaneous




London

I have had such a shit afternoon in London.

I haven’t enjoyed my walk here.

The people are aloof. Exasperatingly rude.

The city was crowded, noisy and polluted.

Walking along Oxford Street

I had to fight for every inch.

Beautiful fashionable women

are arrogant beyond belief.

Street vendors scowl,

as I’m sure I must be presently.

I’m on my guard always.

I don’t for a second feel safe.

It’s so busy - claustrophobic activity.

You get the idea that

this is where things happen.

It’s where you can’t possibly ever say a kind

word to someone unless you know him or her.

It’s a fight within myself to not reject this place whole,

to burn it from my memory.

But the thought of going back to Leeds,

to Norwich, to anywhere makes me nauseous.

On the outside looking in,

this city seems too hostile.

But if the heart of London were my home,

if I knew every inch of it,

if I had friends here,

if I was a musician, a writer here -

It’d still be a struggle to stay sane and open

and feel safe enough to stroll and smile,

but I’d Love to have London as my home.

I feel living here would be akin to drawing a slightly dulled razor across

my wrist with the semi-confidence that to draw blood

- just a little –

would be orgasmic.




Written Drunk In Prague

Free-fall, listen and strength

forget where you are on a dark night

loosing nothing

You might fall because you’ve never

been here before

The bible belt of old Jew’s town

Let’s thunder roll tanks and spleens

And forget why’s to be here




London – Leeds/Early August/Seat Six By The Window

You’re tired. You’re reading a book.

Your glasses are hitched on your head -

usefully holding back that piece of hair that persisted in

falling across your line of sight as you lent into the book.

Your left hand cradles your head, not in support but in absent playfulness.

You are slouching a little - your breasts look wonderful

Like I imagine they would when you lay down to sleep.

Your lips are curvaceous.

Luscious without being domineering.

Each contour curving towards it’s own individuality.

Your eyebrows sit ever so gently above brown eyes

pounded with sleep-thoughts momentarily “tamed”.

But God if they were to lock on to you, you’d die

as soon as they looked away.

Nose and chin in parallel - so Nobel!

Your hand is telling how you are distracted from

your book, but not by us.

That’s what it is about your lips - they do not

sit dormant when stationary but are moving forward.

As if to place the most gentle kiss

on a sleeping lover’s brow.

I cannot smell you but

I imagine what I’d smell if I was close enough.

A clean/soapy smell, imbued with a few

beads of perspiration

from throughout your long day.

A smell that tells of your perfection as a woman.

What is she reading?

She’s stroking her chest with left fingertips and Oh(!) I want to be there!

Such a gentle half-act and such a reaction to it.




You Didn’t Mind

You couldn’t have said it better

’cause I understood it all.

Your inflection and inclination

stumbled over the mess of me.

You wanted to see me inside-out.

You didn’t mind to see or hear

what I had on my mind -

as long as I didn’t censor myself.

You seem to think I have something

worth staying awake for

despite my first draft voice.

You joke that I’m sensitive

and I guess now I see the fun in it.

You say I’m grossly insensitive

in my choice of humour,

but you’ll hear me.

You know what I need and

what it is I should leave behind.

Other waves will break, but I will

remain touched by yours.




A New Touch

A new touch that isn’t dry -

Propel a thought from casual

Past an old to shiny new.

Don’t say a lot but speak to him.

Make him see you know him

And that what he wants knows.

Let him learn you inside-through.

Be a perfect mystery everyday.

Be his connection to life.




Demonstrably Forgiven

All love can hurt, XXXX.

Even the shit you fob off on me.

Reticent and abusive

Furtive is not love.

And nor am I.

You can’t fake love.

You can’t demand mine.

You can’t pretend perfect.

you are

Frustratingly cautious with feelings.

you are

Fundamentally better and you are always

categorically fucking right.

So, you are

Comprehensively finished with.

you are

beautifully flawed because

you are

afraid to feel loved.

you are

Demonstrably forgiven for being you.
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