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Author’s Note:

This is the first compilation of poetry from my DarkerZeus.com
blog.  I truly hope you enjoy reading this as much as I
enjoyed writing it.  I do this because I love it. 
Writing is a way of life.
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commenting on posts, spreading the word, sending this ebook onto
your friends and generally ‘bigging me up’ to all and sundry.

Your continued support is truly appreciated.

 

Poetry from the Darker Zeus
side…

©2011 Emerson JS
Freedman 








Part 3

The Day I Forgot to be Sad








The day I forgot to be
sad

This day is the first

I have not shed a tear, though

I crashed as hard

As I felt I would

For I forgot to be sad

Today.

I have had days, before

Where I forgot to be mad

Or angry or bad, or just plain

Bored, but this was the first day

I forgot to be sad,

Today.

There is no sense in denying

I am tired, for I am

Bored, a bit of ennui goes

A long way, to explain in my own head

Why, but not all the way

Today, forgot to be sad,

I.

This is just another cycle

Another round-robin thought,

Just another broken record

Of something I forgot

I am no hero, no wonder

No saint.

There’s a really long list,

Somewhere,

Of all the things that I ain’t.

I ain’t no happy-go-lucky free for all,

Travelling salesman

Bar in a brawl,

I’m not alone,

Yet no one else, adult

Shares my space

The whole of my hole is mine

Alone, smiling in the knowledge

That this is my way.

This is my way.

And someday I’ll remember to be sad,

But not today.

Like some others who make space

For the songs of the West,

That great call to duty

To cash in like the rest,

Some fight the good fight,

Leaving smiles in their wake,

Their happiness soul-deep

No drink do they take

Before ensuring that all those once around

Have had their fill first,

These happy souls have I found.

These and others I’ve seen,

Read, heard, kissed, cried,

I’ve felt the closeness touch,

Watched my own tears, they’ve dried

I’ve sent good ones away,

Held warped lives close

Tried hard to hold on

Stayed longer than most.

Fought valiantly with

My family, inside

Quiet voices of hunger

I can just barely hide.

There is no way out,

No abracadabra spell,

No running free from the blood

My blood, that I spilled.

Red claret is mine,

Shame of deep heart,

Shown all too often

And too often thrown out

Like the sad melodramatic crap

That I write

No matter how hard

Try as I might,

This thought circles back

I taste the sense that I lack,

For today I forgot to be sad

And will pay dearly later for that.

Alas,

At last,

The tears come, not too late,

Not torrents of soul

Or cries against fate,

But the poorly held poise

Of life’s old-young boy,

Not beaten as yet,

Not yet, beaten

For today I forgot to be sad.

Until now.

I remembered to cry.

Now if only

If only

I could remember…

Why?
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Cracked White Ceilings








Cracked White Ceilings

The soup of my soul, drips from my eyes,

As the sweet-fruit candyfloss that grows between her thighs,

Sugar I can’t have, a life without worth,

The comfort of depression, my heart drawn forth.

The entrails of my self, drag on the
ground,

Gathering filth with every step, with a strange slosh-slosh
sound,

An empty glass that held hope, a mind without fear,

Cut off in mid-sentence, like Van Gogh’s dead ear.

The angry circling of any caged beast,

Restless inside, to say the least,

There is nothing more that can pull me apart,

For the first was the last, she had taken my heart.

I wonder, not for the very first time,

Why the thunder of life-joy is no longer there,

And the luck that flows through me, like ice,

Carries not the feeling of comfort that once lived inside.

For there is nothing more that I can do for my
Self,

That stranger to me that lives deep within,

Only calling out to pull the rest down,

Under again I go, but never to drown.

Sarcasm from the mind just won’t let me
rest,

No comfort to be drawn from any soft breast,

The pure poetic justice of life’s empty fight,

The silence that wraps around with effortless might.

There are no winners in this eternal war,

No severed heads, nor blood on the floor,

There can be no more truth, for truth is truly dead,

The 20/20 vision of pure sight is simply a lance in my head.

Nauseous knowledge, forgotten feelings,

Nothing to watch but cracked white ceilings,

Counting the distance between my Self and the Empty,

Realising they are one and the same in the end, that I will never
be my own best friend.

Funny this empty repetitive shit,

For all the emotion it holds init?

What I would give for one small glimpse,

A taste of the life full of love, happy, warm thoughts and
feelings,

Again…nothing to look at but cracked white
ceilings.
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What is Love?








What is Love?

So what is love, she asks,

As if there is an answer

What is love,

To you, is what she means,

So I tell her –

Love is the only thing you can give away

And receive back more, the more you give,

Love is caring about someone else’s happiness

More than your own, wishing them well

Even if it poisons your soul to watch them smile

The green demon of envy reminding you that you are not only
human,

But partially, at least partially, ugly inside, like all the
rest.

Love is what you do when you have nowhere else
to go,

No tree to hide behind, no road to run down, nowhere to
escape.

Love is what you do when all else is
lost,

And you realise that time itself is a mystery,

Not flowing forwards and backwards through space

With you in tow, like you were trained to believe

All those years ago, in school, through life, in memory

You realise life and time are intertwined

As is love, the memory found of some lost scent

Some distant song, come back to haunt you

From somewhere deep down, a place you thought you lost, for
once

For ever, never to find, but in love, now

As you once were.

I could explain all of this, but stick to
banalities,

For banalities are all I can think of, as love

Coursing through my veins takes my head and spins it round

Rises my gut and the pulse that comes from within

Spits in my face the steam of lost thoughts and broken dreams

And reminds me that, once again, I am no more

No less

Than everyone else.
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Market Lane Horses








Market Lane Horses

Standing slightly bedraggled

Sad Gordian Knot hair hanging listlessly,

They gaze querily, beyond the edge of the field,

Rubbing chins against the broken fence

Overpowering memories of what they once were,

Wild and free, powerful and hungry

Eager to bolt and run with the herd,

Nostrils flaring, hooves pummelling the earth into happy
submission,

One more pounding heartbeat of mother earth’s naked crust,

Memories cripple their hunched majestic necks,

As they stand there, so still

Their mad eyes remembering

What their bodies never will

That once upon a time,

In their cells remembered past,

They were free to run riot,

To breath perfect air, run anytime

anywhere. Now

Having been harnessed,

Brought to the brink,

Given slavery instead of freedom,

They’ve gone mad,

And stand rubbing chins

on bent metal fences,

Staring into the end.

The Market Lane horses,

Once so free, proud and gay

Stand stock still, til beckoned

Eyes blaring mad, empty thoughts,

Forlorn hearts steeped in soul-cell memories

Of better days, of freedom

of life.
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Tired








Tired

tired,

a word I no longer

Wish to hear, whispered

sinuously,

from within my ear,

two syllables

rhythmically

rapping my drum

drained, I’m almost too tired

to come, to this

final restful state,

still dressed, as

I am, coat and shoes

still on, leg draped with

aching tender comfort

across the old leathered puff

breathing shallow from

between sleep-dried lips

moistened momentarily

shallow breath quickening the pulse

that sends waves of bestilled calm

down tired legs, blood beating

in the back of my skull,

momentarily lifting my head forward

from its final days rest, tiny pulse

felt through too tense neck muscles

as I sit skewed, bent forward at

an awkward angle, but this is just so

the most still I have been

all day, run from bed

and to bed I return,

soon,

tired,

as the moment I woke.
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By the River








By the River


Sit and watch the swans dance

Sublime across liquid time,

Ripples sparkle with dying light,

Edge the night’s winning battle with day,

Waning as it does towards the end

All the while wondering at time lost,

Another echo in the well of lives remembered,

When eyes still burned with amazing grace

As each new dawns golden light broke

Once upon a time, not forgotten but tasted

Instead on tip of soul’s forked tongue,

Not lies at least, embellishments of memory’s fickle grasp

Love’s ghosts, favoured tastes of childhood’s own

Rose-tinted glasses, a hug, a smile, a coy glance

Forever lost in the quickly darkening water,

To surface again only in the glint of time’s remembered
waltz,

The dying day’s final kiss bleeding light breaking sharp

Against the deep dark, swans sublime swimming

Cross micro waves of timeless wonder,

When will we next meet again, my heart

Is here when I next visit Kingston-

Upon-Thames.
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Come get some!
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