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“Destiny to Write Publications” was born. 
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undiscovered worldwide poets; he has now helped over 150 talented writers achieve their dreams in 

becoming published authors. 
Barry’s poetry book collection is now being read in many different countries right across the globe, 

with an ever expanding audience. 
He writes about destiny, life, death, love, heartbreak & real life issues, and recently he wrote a number 

of poems based on the events of World Trade 9/11, for which he received worldwide critical acclaim. 
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2 VOICES 

 
I was told to write these verses, the same way Noah was told to 

build an Ark; 

I have a voice sitting on each shoulder, one lead by light, and one 

lead by dark. 

 

There is a war taking place on my shoulders, good vs. evil, 

innocence vs. the bad; 

One side makes me happy, one side makes me sad. 

 

The light whispers words of hope, whilst the dark tries to lead me 

down the wrong path; 

On the outside I may seem insane, when the voices make me laugh. 

 

A sweet voice whispers “to the stars you are destined, there is no 

need to look back”; 

 The dark echoes words of doubt, trying to knock my dreams off 

track. 

 

Whispers turn into verses, as words can write your prayers, opening 

an infinity of choices; 

Screaming nightmares fight against my enlightened dreams, as I 

surrender to the voices. 
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A THOUSAND WHISPERS 

 

Endless nights spent hoping,  

Endless nights spent praying; 

So many voices echo inside my head, it’s just so hard to understand 

what each individual whisper is saying. 

 

To become the greatest I have to make this next letter show a little 

more emotion than the last; 

I am redesigning my future, as I do not want to be judged on my 

past. 

 

I have made mistakes, but I am only a man; 

I have spent the last few years in negotiations with God, trying to 

persuade him to change my master plan. 

 

 I use angels as my defence lawyers, whilst my doubters make up 

the prosecution; 

So many darkened days spent scanning the night skies, desperately 

searching for an absolution. 

 

If the grim reaper comes looking for me anytime soon, then I am 

afraid he will just have to wait; 

I still have a legacy to fulfil, and even death can’t mess with that 

fate. 

 

Sometimes these verses overflow from my dreams and end up on 

this piece of paper; 

Angels use evaporation to lift these words up into heaven, after 

turning this ink into vapour. 

 

The path behind me is now filled with memories, but if I keep 

moving forward all I will see is an open road; 

They say that heaven has a security gate, well it just so happens an 

angel has already whispered me the code. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Thousands of whispers make up my dreams, it’s like trying to sleep 

in grand central station; 

Doctors always asking how can I fly, without any knowledge in 

aviation. 

 

Spiritualists tell me I am not of this world, but believe me I am; 

If you were to read between these lines, you will realise I am just a 

man. 

 

A thousand whispers soak into this letter, the key to my dreams is 

no longer a mystery; 

An Angel gave me this piece of paper, and told me to 

REWRITE HIStory. 
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DEAR NAN 

 

 
I lay staring out of my bedroom window gazing upon the heavens, I wish I could 

fly but I am only a man; 

This letter is dedicated to an angel, an angel who is my Nan. 

 

You visited my dream last night, I felt you running your fingertips through my hair; 

A simple touch from an angel, for which nothing else could ever compare. 

 

You sat on the edge of my bed, as I hear a soft voice whisper, 

“I am always watching over you, so there is no need to miss me”; 

A ghostly hand passes me an empty book, as the soft voice echoes, 

“You need to REWRITE HIStory”. 

 

You use your gentle touch to wipe away my tears, as you whisper, 

“Please don’t cry; 

I know you want to talk to me, but I am afraid there are no telephones in the sky”. 

 

You’re Granddad and I have read all of your poetry books, we have even made a 

bookshelf out of a cloud; 

 Your words will now echo for an eternity, as you have grown into a man that 

would make any grandparent proud. 

 

Don’t be so afraid of the heights you face, how can you fall if you are already on 

the floor; 

I have seen into your future, and just like an eagle you were always destined to 

soar. 

 

Please don’t beat yourself up if some days you forget me, your destiny is calling 

and you need to look forward, so never look back; 

You have an army of angels fighting your corner, who are all watching over you 

ready to attack. 

 

I remember when you were a baby, other children would play with cars and 

swords, but you would be happy using just a pen as a toy; 

You maybe all grown up now, but in my eyes you will always be my little boy. 

 

You have proved all of those doubters wrong, you have used just a pen to make all 

of your dreams come true; 

No matter how many times life knocked you down you got back up, to fulfil a 

destiny that you were born to do. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

It’s time for me to leave you now, morning is about to break, I can’t believe my 

little boy is now a man; 

So I will seal this letter with one last kiss, and sign it with love from your  

Dear Nan. 

 

-X- 

 

DEDICATED TO MARION MOWLES 

MY ANGEL, MY NAN 

 

-X- 
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IF I AM 

 

Dedicated to my Wife Lianne on her 35
TH

 Birthday 

… 

 

If I am the candle on your birthday cake, then you would be my 

flame; 

 If my name was Tarzan, then you would be my Jane. 

 

I would give you my coat if you got cold; 

I can imagine us holding hands on the beach when we grow old. 

 

If I were a poet then you would be my inspiration; 

If I was feeling down then you would be my motivation. 

 

If I am David fighting Goliath, then you would be my sling; 

If I were an angel, then you would be my wing. 

 

If I were a fish then you would be my ocean; 

If I needed protecting from the sun, then you would be my lotion. 

 

If I were a pen, then you would be this ink; 

With your love I can walk on water, but without it I would sink. 

 

If I am a branch, then you would be my tree; 

If you are my pod, then I would be your pea. 

 

If I am your heart, then you would be my beat; 

If I had to choose just one word to describe the way I feel, that word 

would be Complete. 

 

If I were a swing, then you would be my park; 

You still hold my hand whilst I am sleeping, as you know I am afraid 

of the dark. 

 

You are the light shining at the end of the tunnel, you are the air 

that I breathe; 

You taught me dreams really can come true, you taught me how to 

believe. 



 

 

 

 

If I were a steering wheel, then you would be my car; 

If I were the night sky, then you would be my star. 

 

If I am a strawberry, then you would be my cream; 

Before I met you I use to have nightmares, but now I only dream. 

 

Before I met you I was falling, but you taught me how to fly; 

If I am a cloud, then you are my sky. 

 

I would die for you, I would lie for you,  

You truly are my best friend; 

But if these verses were a letter, then this would be the end. 

 

Happy birthday to my angelic Wife Lianne,  

I am sending all of my love your way; 

Even angels have to blow out candles, on their special day. 

 

 

…x… 

 

Dedicated to my Wife Lianne, on her 35
TH

 Birthday 

 

…x… 
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TEARS OF INK 

 

 

I sit staring at this blank page, patiently waiting for my tears of ink 

to fall; 

The angels have once again started to call out to me through my 

dreams, 

And who am I to ignore their call. 

 

Whispering voices watching over me from the shadows, echoing out 

for me to listen; 

At long last my tears of ink start to fall onto this page, as they 

slowly begin to glisten. 

 

As if by magic this pen writes by itself, as it rolls across this once 

blank page; 

The voices whisper “stop hiding in the shadows, as it’s now time for 

you to take your place on the centre stage”. 

 

I stare at my reflection in the mirror, dark eyes are now full to the 

brim with verses from deep inside my heart; 

I grip this pen even tighter as we were never destined to be apart. 

 

In life we only ever get one chance, just one single shot at being the 

best that we can be; 

I was born to work in partnership with this ink, it is already written 

in my destiny. 

 

I spent so many years in the darkness, watching on from the 

shadows telling my dreams that they have to wait; 

But the whispering voices got so loud I could no longer ignore my 

fate. 

 

I have already studied my blueprints to my life, each night my 

guardian angels whisper out their plan; 

I walked into this tunnel of poetry a boy, but I am walking out the 

other side as a man. 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

This once blank page has now been filled, and it was my angels who 

provided me with that vital missing link; 

A priceless gift from the heavens, 

A single tear of ink. 

 

 

 

 

 

BARRY MOWLES ©2012 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

FALLING THROUGH MY DREAM 

 

 

I keep having this dream that I am falling through the sky; 

Pieces of paper now make up the clouds, as angels sit up in heaven 

waving me goodbye. 

 

I can feel the wind rushing against my skin as I fall; 

I try to scream out for help, but nobody can ever hear me call. 

 

Tumbling through the air as I look over the world from this new 

bird’s eye view; 

Nobody will be there to catch me, as my life is about me, and your 

life is about you. 

 

Words and verses flash past me as I fall ever closer to the ground; 

A silent dream with no noise, the world has forever lost its sound. 

 

As always I wake the very second before I hit the floor; 

Flashes of bright light illuminate the skies, as my dreams begin to 

resemble July 4. 

 

I wake up in a panicking sweat, as the morning swaps shifts with 

the night; 

In my hand sits this pen, which is already up and ready to write. 
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PAPER FOR A PILLOW 

 

I lay in the silent darkness using a piece a paper for a pillow, this 

pen in my hand as I drift off into the night; 

The darkness consumes me as I begin to sleep as I write. 

 

A distant sounding phone rings, so I pick it up answering “who is it”; 

A voice echoes back down the line “its God, and I’ve come down 

just to visit”. 

 

A ghostly arm reaches through the phone as the voice whispers 

“please take my hand, it will stop you from your fall; 

For years you have screamed into the darkness, and now it’s time 

for me to finally answer your call”. 

 

I am watching over you now as you sleep, your hand is working in 

partnership with this pen; 

In your prayers you always ask if you are going to make it, well my 

answer is not IF but WHEN. 

 

Don’t worry about your Nan & Granddad they are still watching over 

you with so much pride; 

Years ago I said you would make it, and I was right, as your pain 

finally did subside. 

 

I don’t know how you did it but your poetry reached up to the 

heavens, we now even have a bookshelf in the sky; 

Your verses can produce such emotion, until now I never knew that 

even angels can cry. 

 

You do have a guardian angel, in fact your Nan is watching over you 

right now as I speak; 

She is singing you a lullaby as tears roll down your cheek. 

 

I watch your doubters laugh behind your back, jealousy is such a 

cruel human trait; 

But please ignore those lost souls, as only I wrote your destiny and 

fate. 

 



 

 

 

Your future will come all in good time, but sometimes you need to 

stop and look back, you have come a long way, but I don’t think you 

appreciate just how far; 

You were born to write these verses, just as you were always 

destined to be a star. 

 

I have watched over you your entire life, it has been like witnessing 

a star being born; 

It’s nearly time for me to leave, as the night sky starts making way 

for the dawn. 

 

So I guess this is goodbye for now, but I will always be listening 

each time that you pray; 

Open your eyes now my child its morning, and just trust whatever 

this pen has had to say. 
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SURRENDER TO THE DARK 

 

 

I close my eyes, on a journey into the night I must now embark; 

Verses flowing through my mind,  

As I surrender to the dark. 

 

When I dream my angels introduce me to the dead; 

I see my Nan walking through the clouds, as subconscious 

memories unlock from deep inside my head. 

 

I try to speak but my mouth is glued shut, that is why I use this ink 

to talk; 

The mist clears uncovering the heaven’s, as across the clouds my 

angels walk. 

 

They have a silent smile that speaks a thousand words, so this is 

where we come when we die; 

I hear my Nan’s voice echo, 

“In heaven’s dictionary there is no such word as goodbye”. 

 

I see her point her finger towards the ground, as a voice behind me 

whispers for me to look; 

I glance down from the heaven’s to see myself sleeping in my bed, 

and in my hand sits this poetry book. 

 

I start to sink back through the clouds, as I see my bright white 

angels standing tall, whispering their goodbye; 

I slip through the clouds, and the second before I wake, I feel my 

body tumbling helplessly through the sky. 
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MY ANGEL 

 

Our eyes are never closed, it’s our eye lids that drop like a 

goodnight curtain call; 

In every mans shadow stands an angel, holding out a hand to stop 

you from your fall. 

 

It was only my angel who pulled me back from the brink; 

She reached down and saved me, as I was drowning in this ink. 

 

I write so many letters, words from the heart, so that my future 

family will never have to miss me; 

I just want people to remember my name when I’m gone, saving me 

a place in history. 

 

I keep swimming, but my doubters are under the waves trying to 

drag me down; 

But their hatred keeps me moving forwards, my destiny isn’t for me 

to drown. 

 

This pen moves without me knowing the next word that I am going 

to read; 

I close my eyes as my angel takes over my hand, and this pen 

begins to bleed. 
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BABY, GOODBYE 

 

It’s the 9
th

 of April 1980, it’s our anniversary today, married for 37 

years; 

The juke box plays out our wedding song, I hold my Wife’s hand and 

kiss away her happy tears. 

 

We go to the same restaurant down the lane, as we did all those 

years ago; 

The candles light up my beautiful Wife’s face, shining such an 

amazing glow. 

 

I clasp her hand as I whisper “even after all these years, I am still in 

love with you”; 

Her eyes light up, as her smile replies “o sweetheart, I’m still in love 

with you to”. 

 

I open my Wife’s car door for her, before I sit myself behind the 

wheel; 

Its wonderful how floating like a butterfly, can really make you feel. 

 

Driving home in the dark, when I see two bright lights come 

speeding my way; 

I swerve to avoid a collision, before a flashing light turns the night 

back in to the day. 

 

I must have passed out, as I come around I am laying in my bed at 

home; 

I hear my Wife downstairs crying, as she speaks to her Mother on 

the phone. 

 

I sit by my Wife holding her hand, but she just pulls it away; 

It’s so cold in here, I can see her breath, even though it’s the middle 

of the day. 

 

She gets up walking past me, like I am not even there; 

She has our wedding photos spread across the kitchen table, 

 there are pictures of me everywhere. 

 



 

 

 

 

I walk back into our bedroom, to find my Wife cuddled up in my 

dressing gown, on my side of the bed, watching our wedding DVD; 

As I sit down next to her she whispers, “I am so sorry I couldn’t 

change your destiny”. 

 

I put my arm around her, kiss her gently, as she turns out the 

bedside light; 

I see tears roll down her cheek from behind her closed eyes, as she 

whispers out “baby goodnight”. 

 

The sun rises upon on a new day, as ringing wakes us, it’s her 

Mother back on the phone; 

My Wife starts crying again, as she whimpers out “I don’t want to be 

alone”. 

 

She creeps slowly downstairs, making just one cup of tea; 

I sit down next to her asking her “what’s wrong”, but she won’t even 

look up at me. 

 

Whilst looking at my picture on the table she whispers, “Baby I miss 

you so very much”; 

I try to calm her down by stroking her hair, but it seems like she 

cannot even feel my touch. 

 

She walks around dressed in black, a veil to catch her tears as they 

cry; 

I’m standing by the front door, as she glances back, whispering 

“goodbye”. 

 

As the car pulls away I run after her, she doesn’t look back once 

through the rear viewing window screen; 

I chase them for miles, until they reach the crematorium, this is all 

starting to feel like a dream. 

 

I walk through the chapel, as my Wife sits crying on the front row; 

Sitting next to her is my Mother, then Brother and finally at the end, 

sits my Uncle Joe. 

 

 



 

 

 

 

I don’t understand what is going on, so I walk up to the coffin to 

see; 

My heart stops, the church goes cold, as the name on the casket 

reads “ME”. 

 

My life flashes past, as memories replay up until the moment that I 

passed away; 

I turn to see my beautiful Wife, whose eyes seem to be looking over 

my way. 

 

A bright light appears, piercing through the roof, revelling a stairway 

to the sky; 

The light draws me closer, I blow a kiss towards my Wife, as I 

whisper out “baby goodbye”. 
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EVEN ANGELS WILL FALL 

 

 

Sometimes you have to realize that even angels will fall; 

If my life was a movie set, the director would be shouting “That’s a 

wrap”, as it time for my curtain call. 

 

The words have been written, sealed for an eternity to read; 

Ink has taken over my soul, which leaks out when I bleed. 

 

My heart is beating slower, I once asked God to send me a sign; 

These books were my message, as my pen starts to flat line. 

 

Wishes can come true, if you sit on a river you will just float down 

stream; 

But if you stand up and fight against the current, you can slowly 

wade your way forwards, to achieve your dream. 

 

Tears flow through my pen turning into ink, writing on a blank page; 

Some letters were inspired by happiness, and some letters were 

inspired by rage. 

 

I never gave up on my dream, even though sometimes people said I 

was destined to fail; 

Now those same people are hanging their heads, as my destiny did 

prevail. 

 

People use to laugh at me, when they saw me sat there, eyes closed 

with a pen and a piece of paper; 

But I moved my life on, whilst they are still sat in the same place, all 

these years later. 

 

But I have to stop writing now, as the ink is just running dry; 

Sometimes you have to stop for a second, enjoy the moment, 

because even angels can fall from the sky. 
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JOURNEY INTO HEAVEN 

 

 

Time moves on, as we blow a kiss goodbye on 2011; 

I drift off into the clouds, to revisit some of the lost stars, who now 

watch over us all from heaven. 

 

Thousands of waiting souls litter the stairway to the skies, as I 

slowly make my way through that pearly gate; 

Nate Dogg is creating a new sound, as he teams up with 

 Jimi Hendrix, remixing a classic “Regulate”. 

 

Michael Jackson is holding onto Christopher Reeve, desperately 

trying to get Superman to teach him how to fly; 

Next to them sits Marilyn Monroe, who is getting new beauty tips 

from Aaliyah and TLC’s, Lisa “left-eye”. 

 

Music is pumping from every direction, as The Notorious B.I.G takes 

to the mic, alongside his new best friend Tupac Shakur; 

They are presenting a dance off, as Heath Ledger and Bruce Lee are 

the first stars to take to the floor. 

 

Jimmy Saville sits shining on a step, trying to fix another dream to 

come true; 

I see my Nan and Granddad walk towards me, as they whisper “we 

are so very proud of you”. 

 

Amy Winehouse now looks happy, she can even break into a smile; 

I have to pick my jaw up from the clouds, as Britney Murphy now 

looks even hotter, than she did in “8 mile”. 

 

Laughter echoes across the heavens, as Bernie Mac entertains his 

crowd; 

The poet Dylan Thomas is reading my book, as he whispers to me, 

that I am doing Wales proud. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Corey Haim is still acting like a lost boy, as Kurt Cobain teaches 

him how to play his guitar; 

River Phoenix watches on, as angels are busy building their next 

shooting star. 

 

Bob Marley is Jammin’ out an acoustic set, as the white clouds 

around me echo 

“No Women, No Cry”; 

Thousands of African children sit with Princess Diana, as she helps 

them make a brand new home in the sky. 

 

Relationships are blossoming in heaven, Frank Sinatra is now with 

Elizabeth Taylor, as Patsy Cline eyes up Marlon Brando; 

Elvis Presley just got married to Grace Kelly, whilst Patrick Swayze 

dirty dances with Jill Dando. 

 

Martin Luther King is discussing progress with Malcolm X, as Steve 

Irwin searches for God’s creatures down there on the floor; 

Bobby Robson is busy talking football, with our world cup winning 

captain Bobby Moore. 

 

John Lennon is still writing classics, mixing up a new style with a 

little help from Jam Master Jay; 

The godfather of soul James Brown joins up with Big Pun, to remix 

Frank Sinatra’s anthem, “MY WAY”. 

 

Norman Wisdom is busy dancing around with Fred Astaire, as they 

are entertained by the legendary Freddie Mercury; 

Ryan Dunne is still fooling around, as he finds a new Jackass 

member, in Brandon Lee. 

 

A voice echoes from above, it’s now my time to go back, and join 

the sleeping dreams of the night; 

As I fall back through the clouds, the voice faintly whispers “we all 

have a destiny, and your Destiny is to Write”. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

My eyes open, I am lying in my bed, my pen in my hand, as my alarm 

clock reads the time 11:11; 

I have used this pen to re-write my dreams, as I finish writing, 

 my journey into heaven. 

 

 

 

 

BARRY MOWLES ©2011 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

THE ANGELS DEATH 

COURTNEY SCOTT-MARTIN...(AGED 11 ) 

ENGLAND, UK 

 

 

When an angel flies in the moonlight sky 

but this angel will surely die, 

if you meet this very young lad, 

beware he could do something bad. 

He killed an angel the other night, 

she went down screaming with fright 

so if you meet this awful boy 

just remember he won’t be full of joy. 

He grew up with no mum or dad, 

so no wonder he is always sad 

i prayed to god yesterday 

and that boy turned for the better today... 

 

 

COURTNEY SCOTT-MARTIN...(AGED 11 ) 

ENGLAND, UK 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

THE SILENCE 

JAYEETA GHOSH ©2012 

 

...and so I fell in love with Silence 

Within me and inside too, 

The tears they roll down and dry, 

In the dark room and bed, I lie, 

My heart that’s hurt; and so I cry. 

The silence loves me too through my veins, 

My spine, my skin, and my soul, 

Dominates me desperately, 

The sultry solitude of silence. 

I love to be sulked by the sip and dip of it: 

It empties me and fills in with, 

I separated myself from the World of Light and Lust, 

The parasite prevails within, amidst and across, 

And the silence doped me and ‘my’, 

I still lie, and endless cry, 

I fall in love to die. 

...and you fall and fall and fall on me, 

I felt so alone and lonely, 

you made me cry and lie alone, 

with the tears of my silence moaning anon, 

I fall in love with you oh pain, 

you make me always mad insane... 

It breaks and takes my breath away, 

I wade through the sense of silence; 

Intoxicated by the doping seeds of my sleep, 

Made me lie on my breasts, and fall asleep, 

coxing on the shores of my dreams, the heart swam for, 

I reposed my brain in the peaceful seep, 

To take a sip of silence forever; 

The silence that made me silent forever. 

 

JAYEETA GHOSH ©2012 

INDIA 

 

 

 



 

 

MY AUNT 

HARISH SRINIVASAN ©2012 

 

For long you were a part of my world 

where I never cared about the cold 

in this world.. 

When I wanted you to be a child 

and play ,you readily stood without a chide. 

When there was a need to protect me 

you precisely knew when to be a saviour guardian. 

No, matter what you always loved me 

and I always looked up to you. 

You taught me many which the school does not impart, 

as it is not their duty part 

in fact none’s part. 

I never dared to do a mistake, 

not fearing your slander, 

but bounded by your love, kindness. 

You never showed your hurt, 

but I always see it in your over worked fingers which are curt. 

You was always the next person to my mom, 

and you know how to keep me clam.. 

Though you might have left this world 

without a word, 

you will live in my heart, 

and express yourself in the form of 

kindness, love, humbleness and help… 

Oh my aunt…you always will be in my heart.. 

 

 

HARISH SRINIVASAN ©2012 

INDIA 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

INNOCENCE IN EXPERIENCE 

MADHUMITA GHOSH ©2012 

 

Innocence lies dead 

Blinded and maimed 

Sprawled on the pavement 

That needed repairs a year ago 

The eclipsed moon shines 

On his white face 

Too pale to identify 

A half-smile there 

Still lingering on his lips 

Saying to the world-- 

Here I was happy 

And you spoilt it so. 

 

Experience rides away 

A motorcade blindly following 

Headlights aglow with passion 

In a desperate mad race 

To scale the elusive rainbow. 

Reason weeps, 

A repentant Frankenstein 

Calculating moves 

To sacrifice the knight-in-arms 

In a bid to checkmate 

The reigning king 

As the chess board burns 

A fire leaping out of Inferno. 

 

Far away in the distant horizon 

Thunder rumbles 

Lightning strikes 

An expanse of watery sheet 

Comes rushing across... 

A little boy opens the shutters 

To collect the pearl drops, 

Extends his little palms out 

Through the window. 

 

MADHUMITA GHOSH ©2012 



 

 

PADDLE THE UN-FORGIVEN DEMON 

MALAYA ROSES ©2012  

Kelantan, Malaysia 

 

 

Softness  

Undone my slashed silky songs  

Forgiveness were bleeding  

At palms my fated life,  

Decapitated faith in soulless compassion 

I am forced to witness the evil 

In my prayers  

Forthcoming chants calling savior 

Betrayals save nothing 

Infernal region was the suffocated mind 

About man 

Today’s fiasco raging antagonism  

Paddle the un-forgiven demon 

To god’s Michael 

Kill the man in his heinousness  

To the roaring hell;  

Damnation among the rising conviction 

Spring with crevasses supremacy 

Shame to bones and veins 

For the ending massacred humanity 

Butchery unfolded will 

Salvation in deeds  

Fire and emancipation  

Heinousness in man 

Bring me to the greatest inferno 

Miseries, agonizing mind  

The twisted  

 

 



 

 

 

 

The hellish grave of the undead  

Beyond the last Abbadon  

I am seeking perdition 

Because my red rosary was broken 

Wrecked by the angle within 

Redemption wasn’t fulfilling heaven.  

 

 

MALAYA ROSES ©2012  

Kelantan, Malaysia 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

BROKEN 

CASSANDRA ©2012 

 

Against a demon tone 

Outlined with an angel role 

A damaged contraction bleeds broken 

Mind states numb as thoughts run disturbed 

A hand of depression dips pictures of remembering into a dissolve 

Ache… 

Behind stolen powers beautiful obsessions become nightmares 

Against universal language weakness becomes unnerving 

It’s a constant… 

Infinity of a fatal unique rage that burns anguished questions of 

“Why did you have to do this to me?” 

Flame… 

It deepens with a richly colored sharp tip that draws downward 

slicing the soul 

With every breath taken it leaves wounds that contain powers of 

confusion 

Sensations… 

Free fall into a never free 

Against a demon tone 

Outlined with an angel role 

 

 

 

 

CASSANDRA ©2012 

WASHINGTON, USA 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

LAYERS 

TASEER GUJRAL ©2012 

 

Lying on my bed - 

that funeral pyre 

my eyes look up, 

beseechingly 

and settle on the ceiling fan 

Layers of black soot and dust 

hinge on its wings 

impinge its whir 

and yet 

Does it stop! 

Can it ! 

 

And then my peepers drift 

and dart on the mirror 

its shiny surface marred 

by layers of dust............. 

mixed with talc, 

and my daughter's small fingerprints 

The mirror reflects the actual,they say 

but 

what if reality itself is a sham, 

compounded of millions of death wishes........... 

but it reflects 

does it not! 

can it stop! 

 

Now the music plays 

at the back of my head 

A dirge......................... 

and the eyes look within 

A placid lake in view 

layers of moss on surface 

the music stirs 

the silence into breezy notes 

the layers part  

 

 



 

 

 

my withering heart 

still so full of fish ideas 

breathing vital bubbles 

creating their own oxygen 

Here a star wish-fish 

there an octavo-octopus 

Here a clammed up idea 

there an oyster thought a-stir 

Do they stop breathing? 

Would they rather stop the flow.......! 

 

The layers too have their use 

beyond the grime,they refuse - 

a glimpse of the real 

They protect the truth 

shield it in their deep recesses 

till the child mind progresses 

to discern all 

 

My bed a sanctuary 

My mirror an inanimate sang froid 

My core not dead yet..... 

My mind - suddenly an adult ! 

 

 

TASEER GUJRAL ©2012 
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VOICE OF AN ANGEL 

ANITA ASHWINI SHEA ©2012 

 

 

Way up in the Heavens above, 

You have an angel sending her love, 

Singing to God with a voice so free, 

And you can join her wherever you may be, 

Together again with every song, 

Even though you cry you're still so strong, 

Never forget she'll help you through, 

Because the voice of an angel says I love you. 

 

 

 

 

ANITA ASHWINI SHEA ©2012 

MELBOURNE, AUSTRALIA 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

BALANCE 

MICHELE BARON ©2012 

 

we sit on a wall and pray, that evil might not come close, 

and mankind might find peace. 

we build temples on mountaintops, thousands of stairs high, 

that, closer to the heavens, our prayers might better be heard. 

we spin and twirl, that in our measured movements, 

timeless intricacies of the eternal might be reflected in worship. 

we sing and celebrate the joys of fellowship 

lighting candles, sharing cups, reading the words of faith. 

we search the skies and primordial reaches of sea and rock and 

dust 

to understand the evolution of the planets; 

we walk in blind oblivion to those not chosen, or trudge 

blood-stained miles of hatred, praying to be carried 

when burdens of billions become too great… 

and we cry, at pain or loss, when grief is too much to be kept within, 

and wonder if life will ever make sense. 

do They know, those Angels and Demons, who guard the silent 

keeps 

of heaven and hell, and the souls which dwell therein; 

do They stop, and marvel at the divisiveness of faiths, with which 

we 

distance ourselves from … all? 

do They harken to our prayers and speeches, counting fates, and 

searching 

among us, for some few to call— 

or do They heed the balance of dark and light, and await the day, 

long-awaited, 

when, even alone, we stand together, 

when we choose between evil and good, 

when They, and we, as and with One, may dance, aspiring to the 

Limitless, where none are lost, or wasted, and Angels and Demons, 

and all, 

move in the Light. 

 

MICHELE BARON ©2012 

RABAT, MOROCCO 

 



 

 

SANS 

ANGEL MEREDITH ©2012 

 

 

My Shining Angels 

Proclaims He 

"Give No Mercy, 

To he who 

Once sat on High, 

But not the Highest” 

 

Comes the War. 

 

Not Satisfied with Glory 

With Beauty 

With My Love? 

 

Come my army of angels 

Cast him Down 

Into the fiery Pits. 

Now King of Stench and Hate 

Burning beyond Burning 

Flaming envy, crackling Skin. 

Welcome your ilk. 

 

For each Here 

As was with he 

Weeping and Gnashing 

Walking with Fire 

As Friend and Foe 

Living Hell and Torment. 

Taken from The Garden 

Of Shamelessness 

To reside in hopelessness 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Hence every breath 

Eternally Unsatisfied and Craving 

Like that of he 

Who Scorned 

True Glory 

True Beauty 

True Love 

 

 

 

ANGEL MEREDITH ©2012 

Burleson, TX USA 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

ANGEL WHISPERS: LIGHT! 

IULIA GHERGHEI ©2012 

 

 

Let it be light! 

he whisper to his own godly ear 

Let it be wind! 

to soak my tear 

What a marvellous journey I took 

from dust to heaven 

just a whisper was needed to bring 

order in the chaotic spin 

Now it is time for me to sleep 

The beauty I've created sings its whisper 

in the atomic field 

And soon my son will come  

so a new story begins.... 

 

 

IULIA GHERGHEI ©2012 
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KISS OF DEATH 

NEHA SRIVASTAVA ©2012 

MUMBAI, INDIA 

  

One innocent 

Sleep 

I welcomed 

As I enjoyed, 

Embraced every 

Sip of life. 

Enticing warm hug 

Offered from 

Heavenly arms 

As I have earn 

Idyllic blissful 

Death...!!! 

 

 

 

NEHA SRIVASTAVA ©2012 

MUMBAI, INDIA 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

ANGELIC 

GORAKHNATH GANGANE ©2012 

 

 

Sari clad you smile 

flowers bloom in my heart shaped garden 

love fountains flow 

autumn, spring and summer. 

Flowerpot sparkles bright 

In a daylight. 

Night’s depth changes 

Wears the colour of hair loose 

bosomy, pearls flourish in those eyes 

sunshine, moonlight 

days and nights 

making them one. 

Smile your cheeks garnish 

shooting star long in a distant bright 

Just good and best 

For to happen. 

Speaking much those eyelids 

blush… blush 

making my day a night, 

up they go again 

the sun radiant with its uncovered lights 

by passing clouds in the amber skies. 

 

 

GORAKHNATH GANGANE ©2012 
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STARS 

ELISE FEE ©2012 

 

stars 

can they still be twinkling 

maybe they’re in my head 

reeling 

the stench penetrates every cell 

someone’s knee in my back 

flies buzzing persistently 

don’t land on me 

yet 

 

my mind begins estimating 

how many corpses 

lie beneath me 

i won’t even consider 

how many were waiting 

for their next breath 

half-wishing it wouldn’t come 

still driven to live 

 

i’m still here 

whether fortunate or un 

mistaken for dead 

 

or worse yet 

perhaps they know 

i’m still here 

is it morbid curiosity or cold fear 

wondering when the next body 

will land on me 

my knee will poke another’s back 

the gas must be more merciful 

hard to believe 

i can even 

think like that 

 

 

 



 

 

 

experience 

yes, that’s what i’ll call it 

with that permission 

my mind takes me 

away 

up to the stars 

where i sit 

blinking 

part of it all 

looking down, choosing to see 

only the bright lights 

generosity, love 

the good deeds 

stars 

 

 

 

ELISE FEE ©2012 

UTAH, USA 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

MY BLACK ANGEL 

AMPAT KOSHY ©2012 

 

 

my black angel 

has a red and white heart. 

beneath those dark wings 

it beats, with a life 

all its own; 

as if set apart 

 

 

my black angel 

is funky as hell, 

funny as heaven, 

a demoness, but 

protects the ones 

without science or craft - 

in the mazes - who wander 

and need her art 

 

 

my black angel 

can deal out death, 

heal you from meth 

addiction, and 

give you if need be 

health and wealth. 

she moves with stealth 

beautifully 

like a svelte hawt dancer 

made out of felt 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

but best of all 

is being in her 

loving arms 

and wings 

in the air 

 

 

my black angel 

is poesy 

and when i ride her 

i am free 

 

 

AMPAT KOSHY ©2012 

BANGALORE, INDIA 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

DAMON SLAIN 

WILLIAM GAYLORD ©2012 

 

 

Inside the gold the silver dark 

takes its toll 

where the bell chillingly chimes - 

beckoning the end of time...... 

 

My proud feathers 

now grey and ruffled, 

strewn around in disarray 

a battle lost, a war is won....... 

 

My halo trampled, 

underneath mudcaked feet, 

sheared at its amber seam 

stained with the blood seeping from my sword sheared cheek..... 

 

The darkness building 

to a crescendo of screams 

resounding in the realm of tears 

as I pluck the demon from within me, 

and decapitate his horny head!! 

 

 

 

WILLIAM GAYLORD ©2012 

SOUTH AFRICA 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

SCARLET ANGEL 

JENNY LESSING WIGGINS ©2012 

 

 

 

Scarlet Angel am I - 

beckoning lovers to my sweet call: 

“Come to me. . . “ 

 

Freedom to your soul 

as I relinquish all your fears and doubts, 

taking over your body and mind. . . 

 

My mouth is sweeter than honey - 

ambrosia from the altars of the gods 

as I consume your soul with one breathtaking kiss. . . 

 

My hands know the magic it can weave so well; 

tormenting each nerve until completion – 

exquisite torture that addicts you to me. . . 

 

My eyes knows the secrets you hide deep within; 

even those you caved in your undying soul, 

and willingly you open your mind to me. . . 

 

Scarlet my demeanor - as I conquer 

what I want, when I want it. . . 

And of all of this – I want only. . . y-o-u. . . . 

 

 

JENNY LESSING WIGGINS ©2012 

SOUTH AFRICA 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

ANGEL AND DEMON 

CHRIS SMITH ©2012 

 

 

From the furthest Abyss 

Between Heaven and Hell 

They first saw each other 

Both on different sides 

 

She of Angelic beauty 

He was a Demon prince 

Each night their eyes met 

Feeling a melting heart 

 

They found an urge to kiss 

For they would never tell 

Forbidden to take a lover 

This their secret hides 

 

Unseen eyes did their duty 

They have not met since 

Lovers lost as the Sun sets 

Angel and Demon forced apart 
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DISAPPOINTMENT 

VICTORIA MARIE PECSENYE ©2012 

 

 

in the pit of hell i stood next to him 

the one that never makes me grin 

striped red and white 

black hooves legs 

trying to put me in my grave 

the dream makes sense to me now 

horns protruding from his dreads 

always pointing out my sin 

chaining me within 

am i the one whom released him 

from hell 

he made me a slave to every whim he had 

pointing out everything in me that he felt was bad 

with all his rules he set for me 

locked me up throw away the key 

as he resites his spell 

i command you go straight back to hell 

live in the one you've made for me 

alone 

this is not your home 

go now let me be 

your nothing but a lawyer 

how disappointing see 

 

 

 

VICTORIA MARIE PECSENYE ©2012 
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HATRED 

RUKHAYA MK ©2012 

 

 

 

It began like cancer 

gate-crashing on my conduct 

Eating up all the goodness in me 

Thriving on the badness in me 

Consuming my very being 

Party-pooper!Mr. Unkempt ! 

Breeding in my soul’s house 

without my consent 

Like a slate 

that simply refused 

to be dusted. 

Sinister ghosts that were 

never to be busted. 
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DIVINE, MAN AND EVIL 

KELLY ROACH ©2012 

 

 

Angels will be flying ,spreading to people  love and guidance around  

, Demons , will  possess  and torment souls on Earths ground ,  

Angels  come a messenger of God  , helping to protect ,man and 

beast he created!  , Demons come from the devil  doing works of evil 

, tempting man to do at  Satan’s  will  , corrupting the soul ,  comes  

a good vs evil battle  , fulfilment comes from good ,while evil leaves 

a dark cold hole!  . .Cartoons  humorously mention  ,, Angel and 

Demon on each shoulder of a man  , both fighting for human  

attention  ,,,the angel telling man    you must not turn to evil and 

listen !    ,  while the demon  lure and weaken his   human spirit    

infesting   with dark temptation ,and empty intention .!    , Now both 

weighted out   in comparison ,  there is no doubt ,Angels are the 

 one to believe in ,,,  sin was created by man in the garden of Eden ,  

originally   part of the devils plan  ,  many things  today come in evil 

formation  , war  greed  ,killing and famine ,     while the  angelic 

transformation  comes in   human  intervention  , people going 

beyond the call of duty  for others face on !     . it's a toss of the 

coin ,ultimately  between good and wicked ,,,, leaving in the middle  

man  , a split decision 
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ONTARIO, CANADA 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

LAMENTATION 

KATICA VRHOVAC KRAKAN ©2012 

 
 
 

Laura, why did you have to leave Laura, 

you could have stayed a bit longer here 

You would've seen that everything 

went well at the end 

life wasn't as bad as we thought, 

you would have seen 

that each day was worth of a poem, 

you would have seen Laura 

our hardships were not in vain. 

 

Why did you leave Laura, 

you could have stayed just another week or two, 

everything would have been different, 

life is strange Laura ... you never know, 

maybe if you have stayed, the war 

would've been over just overnight 

and perhaps we would have simply woken up 

to the smell of coffee, in your Mother's home. 

 

Do you ever think of those days, Laura? I often do. 

 

Why, why did you leave Laura, 

you could have stayed at least one more day 

we could have exchanged another word or two, 

I would have told you "Don't go Laura, 

but if you still must go, don't worry, 

everything at the end will be fine". 

 

I often think of you, Laura 

and wonder if God really wanted it this way. 

You see Laura, everything has ended 

more or less well, only you are no longer here. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

But, if you have stayed one, 

just one moment longer 

my eyes wouldn't constantly tear, and I would 

bravely wear the spark of your eyes 

that they buried under this somber stone. 

Why did you have to die alone? 
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IS THIS TOO MUCH FOR THEIR HEARTS? 

AMY BARRY©2012 

 

 

The sun’s rays fall 

on top of the Dublin mountains, 

they wander up the winding roads, 

under the immense blue sky, 

they feel the breeze on their faces. 

 

He closes his eyes, 

pleasant memories glow, 

recalls with affection of his youth 

and boyish dreams on this landscape 

with a thrill and joy. 

 

She breathes in deeply, 

loves the rare and new sensation, 

being where she wants to be, 

she pulls herself closer to him, 

and hears the sound of his thoughts. 

 

Happy in each other’s silence, 

they gaze at the shadowy mountains 

in the distance, she looks up at him, 

smiles wide enough 

to embrace the darkening day. 
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STAGE WHISPER 

SOBIA IZHAR ©2012 

 

 

Precarious and unkind, 

this life is ill-defined. 

It tampers with my heart's desire; 

take slivers of hope down the mire. 

My dreams, its hunting ground, 

my days all sorrow-bound. 

'Time alone efface the pain' 

another sublime lie on the wane. 

Life! I'll bow out and bid my good byes. 

( Ah! watch a smile already dawns in its eyes.) 

 

 

 

SOBIA IZHAR ©2012 
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PHOENIX 

NALINI PRIYADARSHNI ©2012 

 

 

Segmented life, broken shadows 

like story line of a new movie 

badly edited 

one thing does not lead to another 

only to confusion 

...and fear 

Broken images stare back 

from the fragmented mirror 

as I gasp for air 

living a hundred lives 

dwarfed... 

I had my own sky 

for a moment 

price is rest of my life. 

but at least I lived 

if only for a moment. 

The putrid smell of sadness and wisdom 

emanates from what was alive once. 

 

Laughter, bloating numbness, 

and pain, rising alternatively. 

Blow was heavy and swift, 

still stinging into my skin 

making the sting of successive 

blows insignificant. 

I may be no longer myself but 

what I am afraid of is 

that someday I will rise again 

and be myself again 
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MORNING TEA 

SANTOSH AKHILESH ©2012 

 

 

Long dark and dusty night crawling 

to a fag end. 

Dreams lazily fizzling out construing fretful reality. 

Cold breeze howling fiercely embracing every passing by. 

Warmth of love failed to seduce the cold winter night. 

Sun seems to have taken a long maternity leave. 

Lamenting silence of heart emitting gloom of loneliness. 

Long day awaiting obnoxiously leaving no place to hide. 

Mindless races and over the top goals. 

There is hardly anything else but rushing for ever shifting goal 

posts. 

Mind is finally taking over 

aching body. 

Senses conjuring the courage to 

face the reality. 

Running warm water couldn't give the vital reassurance. 

Thank GOD I can still have 

My Morning Tea. 
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NAME THE DEVIL 

DENISE MARIE FISHER ©2012 

 

Religious rights 

Power fights 

Territory drifts 

The players shift 

Opponents meet 

The old ghosts weep 

Generations gone 

the devil moves on 

intentioned lies- 

expendable lives. 

 

Centuries pass. 

Empires crash. 

Methods improve. 

power to prove. 

Innocents, die.  

Mothers cry. 

The players shift 

the judges, trip. 

The graves run deep. 

The cycle repeats. 

 

The holy pray 

for judgment day. 

The masses hope 

for shorter rope. 

In heavens name 

the fight remains 

an angels shield 

or devils revealed. 

The past proves well 

this earth- is hell. 
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BIRTH, LIFE, LOVE AND? 

PETER LEONARD DUNCOMBE ©2012 

 

 

Life restless stirs within the womb a sanctuary of endless night. 

 

This seed from love impatient for release yet waits unborn. 

 

The mysteries this world are still unknown a journey to fulfil. 

 

Not till embracing waters yield and cast towards the light. 

 

 

 

With pain and joy unscathed emerges life begins anew. 

 

Upon the breast is laid contentment overshadows fear. 

 

Forgotten now the silent darkness fades, that did once so entomb. 

 

With lips atremble suckles that flesh from whence he grew. 

 

 

 

In summer meadows bathed with nature’s glory plays. 

 

Childhood memories etched forever in young minds. 

 

Friendships kindled as flames ignite youth’s eagerness. 

 

Enriched knowledge gathered eagerly with fleeting days. 

 

 

 

As childhood into manhood grows deep unknown yearnings beckon. 

 

Love as yet its shameless thrill to be rewarded, brings forth the 

man. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Enticed by sensuous pleasures emotions awake the heart takes 

flight. 

 

With waves of ecstasy unleashed once a child all innocence now 

gone. 

 

 

The year’s sweet memories fast leave behind as darkness calls 

again. 

 

 

Towards the light now beckoning pause footsteps fear enhanced. 

 

 

Unsure one’s life in vain had not this consciousness still hesitates. 

 

 

Then enters he with faith enriched where creation’s sculptor reigns. 
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AS THE WORLD TURNS 

SANFORD S SHUMAN ©2012 

 

 

On a daily basis we have to fight to destroy spiritual BINDS 

wickedness of the abyss is constantly bombarding our MINDS 

we must search ourselves daily to see what we FIND 

 

 

AS THE WORLD TURNS 

 

 

seldom we experience a feeling of celestial PEACE 

mind, body and soul reaches a dimension where all troubles CEASE 

on many occasions serenity seems so very close in our intellectual 

SCOPE 

then something sinister emerges to demolish that faint HOPE 

Many people refuse ti acknowledge the spiritual WAR 

and won’t consider believing until there left with an unexplainable 

SCAR 

 

 

AS THE WORLD TURNS 

 

 

this world has become overwhelmed with an evil atmosphere, 

most people are destined to live in FEAR 

this is a battle in which only the shrewd will SURVIVE 

we must prevail against spiritual wickedness to stay ALIVE 
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USA 

 

 

 

 



 

 

TEARDROP OF THE AMETHYST HARE 

ARIELLE VARGHESE ©2012 

 

Stealthily through the night 

He moved, 

This creature out of sight. 

Slithering across the threshold 

Of an unchartered ruin. 

 

A whiff of cool air, 

Tempered with the kiss 

Of Lady Lune 

His bodily warmth 

Was compelled by 

The nearing charm 

Of a swamp. 

 

Gazing up 

Beyond the peaks and valleys, 

He viewed a resemblance uncanny. 

For the symbol of Yin and Yang 

Was replaced 

By that of the stars and dunes. 

 

With a raised brow 

And a curious look, 

He jotted down the scene 

In his porous book. 

The varying dimensions 

Of the memory 

Could possibly decipher 

All that it could mean. 

 

A witness and part 

He must bear 

To stop this dance 

To the Other's tune. 

Alas! to claim victory 

He must tear 

 



 

 

 

The Teardrop of the Amethyst Hare 

Away from the Other's lair. 

 

The bloodlust overwhelms him 

No more. 

It is freedom 

That he craves, 

From this jungle 

Dark and deep. 

To be among his own 

Who often 

Gently weep. 
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ANGEL 

SRINIVASAN VENKATESAN ©2012 

 

 

Beautiful being thy coming from heaven, Bringing a ray of light into 

my life 

A life which needed a soothing hand, Something for which I was 

waiting in strife 

 

When I got a glimpse of you one day, I was eager to know what will I 

get, is that true??? 

But then when I knew that it was not for me, I felt myself to be 

drown into the deep blues 

 

I was going down and down hiding myself below the tree of life 

Thinking that one day I would be free from all these worries and 

strife 

Then suddenly the dark clouds began to fade 

The sun then showed its brightness 

In the darkest of all days 

 

I was eager to see what is coming is that something for me 

At last my dreams broke its silence 

Then god sent you for me!!! 

 

Now I wonder why he was late 

He was searching for the beauty across the seven lakes, to send 

someone perfect like thine 

 

Well you are none but my beautiful angel 

My angel heaven through sent 

Someone whom I like and adore and can’t stop doing that till my end 

It feels so sweet to hear your nightingale like voice 

So beautiful to see the serenity within your beautiful little eyes 

So nice to feel the touch of feather like skin 

So wonderful to feel the beauty within 

Hey you are none but beauty in humane form 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

But then when I knew it was all my dream and not reality 

Then my heart still more broke down 

 

 

But now I am awake, trying to get strong and move my way long 

Because I know one day I will have you with me and that forever 

long 

I am still searching for you searching across the seven seas 

You are my little beautiful angel please do take me along 

I don’t want to stay here anymore 

Because I want to stay with you form my life till I am strong 
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ALL IN MY MIND 

MARIO PEREZ ©2012 

 

I’m staring into the sky and on my knees. 

Can someone please pray for me? 

I'm really scared and lost. 

I can see the future but what is the cost? 

I feel like God hates me, 

Because I lied and I'm not the person I could be. 

I remember in the summer I was like a saint. 

But now I don't know what I am if I looked in the mirror and started 

to paint. 

I'm just looking for some life support, 

But they just threw me in court. 

Started to judge me, when they don't know nothing of me. 

Music helped me more than church. 

I apologize if that statement hurt. 

I'm not trying to make it skins vs shirts. 

Y'all might of saved a life, 

but not mine. 

I'm not trying to pick a fight with you. 

I'm just lost and I don't know what to do. 

Sometimes I feel like I'm the only one in these shoes. 

Only in a one man crew, only one single dude. 

I got nothing and I feel like I'm in the nude 
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SUCCESS 

TAPAN GHOSH ©2012 

 

 

In front of success there will be some black holes 

We everyone has to jump and achieve the goals 

Shortcut rainbow may also be short your success 

We all should keep this in our mind as a massage 

 

Have to decide first what you want to do actually 

It’s always necessary before climbing upon bluntly 

Should know life is too short, love and smile loudly 

Don’t keep anger in your mind, forget very quickly 

 

Among all you are the best, just think it always 

Meaningful power will generate by these ways 

An optimist may be prevail and can do anything 

Whereas a pessimist amazingly loose everything 

 

Mostly our education gives us power and light 

Authentically behaviour makes our quality bright 

Should remember love and friendship are only ways 

These will keep divine peace in our earth, always! 
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BRIGHTNESS OR DARKNESS 

LAURA GRILLO LAVEGLIA ©2012  

 

 

There are some people whose bones are hurting and alcohol will 

dull the pain 

An oil can was placed upon lip; last seen moon as bright as sun 

Pain was not part of this oil rendering and why would it be 

Relaxation came at a price to pay with sights that should hide 

There was much activity and sex was not one of them 

Kept asking questions that could not be remembered 

But any and all questions are a thought 

A home was a comfortable place where they had a modest life 

I told someone to get the dogs and only saved one 

Silver cylinder shape was held by her and the lights, oh the lights 

Buttons were pressed and synchronized; lights were displayed 

At first illumination danced to a minute, but then the engine roared 

 

 

She was scared 

This was her vision 

The end of the world we know 

 

 

Light sparkled through and it interrupted the silver cord to come 

back with a jerk 

The morning same as usual, but a pose; think of the famous 

“Thinker” 

There were reasons her brain hurt as much as it did 

 

 

The discussion was heard in the room, but there was no audience 

Still worrying about the silver cylinder 

Was this a nuclear apparatus or a melding of the mind? 

She does know one thing; the scales are heavy in a bad way 

We are given a chose at the moment, but the words ring heavy 

Will they choose wisely, will they choose poorly? 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

There is brilliant light ahead 

The choice was taken, but now there is new life to greet 

God be with us all 

The fallen are the devils new puppets 
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FALLEN ANGELS 

ANGELA HELENE’ SUMMERS SPONSELLER-WOODLE ©2012 

 

To live to breath 

to sign a heavy sign 

to be in the place 

I have yet to find my way 

to be not alone 

to not to be afraid 

to take the day 

to seize the strength 

that has left me 

to love with out resistant 

to give one self to another 

to be at last peace with oneself 

to be more then the darkest shadows 

to be more then an empty shell of humanity 

to be what should of been my destiny 

but at last it is not so 

I am the darkest of shadows 

I am a empty shell of humanity 

for I bleed because of what i am 

my heart no longer beat 

I can not compete with you all 

I am finished 

you have won 

are you happy now 

u finally killed me 

I cannot fight no more 

all the fight is gone 

all that I have taken from me 

I am strip clean to the bone of my soul 

the depth to which u have destroyed me if beyond repair 

gloat for it is you who is the monster not me 

at least I was real in my action 

not a fake who take 

go ahead and gloat it what you what is it not 

but hear this and hear it right 

I am not the monster that goes bump in the night 

 



 

 

 

 

I am just the shadow u thought you saw 

and now that this fight is done be forewarn 

revenge is coming after you 

I was an Angel of the night and now that i am fallen 

WRATH that which none has ever seen shall be upon your merciless 

head 

your soul shall feel what it is like to be what I have become 

I warn you and that all i shall do for you 

I close my eyes 

I had lived I had breath 

with my last dying breath I sign deep 

my heart has stop it beat 

I am now one of the fallen angel's deep 
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PRAYER 

GERDA CASIER ©2012 

  

 

I scrambled an idea and hung it up in the old sun 

that creaked through the stained glass windows 

It fluttered like a leaf, drunken with the incense 

creeping up like cuddling mist on this cathedral day. 

 

I had the idea to hang up my idea,  winking an eye 

At the gallows of life, of death, a threat, a treat 

In this dismal orgy of despair. But then it cracked 

inside my head, and I strangled it to a truer death. 

 

For God is merely a cupid smile 

cascading down the corners of your mind. 
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ANGEL OF THE HILLS 

LYNDA FERRER ©2012 

 

Fresh water keeps your blessed figure, 

vegetation maintains your pure life. 

Your spirit is the gleaming sight 

In my glorious blessed nights. 

 

Your pureness, divine one, 

I seek, watching you each day 

wandering which is your way, 

as my heart searches to be with you today. 

 

My Sheppard and spiritual guide, 

Will you guide me to your precious light? 

Through all the hard rocks, rivers and streams, 

through my toughest nightmares and beautiful dreams. 

 

For you are, my candle and   my light. 

You, please lead me to the hill of wonderful heights 

and when I reach you, all will be right, 

then I will sleep with the angels every night. 
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SPACE SALE 

DAVID S POINTER ©2012 

 

 

At the space 

auction, robo 

surgeons bought 

old diesel punk 

hypovolmic shock 

machines plus other 

medical equipment, 

but nobody purchased 

the angel autopsy table 

or wanted to cut at the 

bleeding heart of God 
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ANGEL 

REENA PRASAD ©2012 

 

 

Deeper, deeper into the darkness 

I walk bewildered yet uncaring, 

Lost in an inner maze of hard-earned miseries 

Brought on by too much love and sharing 

The hanging boughs, the whispering notes 

Speak to me as if with hope 

The moonlight streams gently down 

revealing a wistful path ahead 

I gather the cold night around myself 

Walking towards the familiar dell. 

 

 

My impatience rustles the fallen leaves 

It is the hour when she must alight 

Dropping swiftly from her horse 

She emerges from the cloak of night 

Running, falling, yet wondering at the sight! 

Healing angel of mine, I need your glow 

I cannot bear the night within my soul. 

There she is! My wisps gather strength again 

With her hair sweeping the taupe forest floor 

She lights my woods with her blazing flames! 

 

 

I fall on my knees and fervently pray 

Even though she appears not to turn my way 

Eyes open never to miss a moment 

Of her much needed, gentle, sisterly finesse 

The thunderous days that lurked around 

Seem mere nights before the day, 

freshly breaking ground 

She swishes her hair, the clouds disappear 

Revealing a Hunter’s Moon in a brave new form 

The trees fall silent as she spreads 

The scent of roses in my teary abscesses. 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

And as she mounts her snorting steed 

I am still here on my grateful knees 

Blowing a soft kiss onto the breeze 

She floats up gently till I can no longer see 

My bleeding wounds have healed themselves 

leaving sweet scars of happy moments 

My joy, I can feel it rolling down the hill 

As morning comes, you too shall be healed 

Flowers are nodding as I pray for you 

Their softness wiping my tears true. 

 

 

 

The journey we shared has not been in vain 

Self-healing angels still live in bruised heavens. 
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LAST RITES 

FIONA SINCLAIR ©2012 

 

 

She went to Boots from habit, selecting Rimmel 

because neither woman had ever touched the brand. 

 

A man led her into the grisly Santa’s Grotto, 

then reassuringly stood sentinel. 

 

At first sight, shock, her mother appeared to have 

been snatched by grave robbers. 

 

She would never have chosen to be seen dead in 

the elaborate white funeral gown. 

 

The daughter’s final duty now to protect her from 

prying eyes that might pay a peep show visit. 

 

Striking up a one sided conversation, like a 

hairdresser with a darkly quiet client, 

 

she forced her fingers to dab the makeup on, tolerating 

the clammy, stiffened flesh for only a few minutes. 

 

This time the cosmetic alchemy failed to conjure 

up her face, casting instead the indelible image 

 

that her mother had sunk into a profound sulk. 
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BLIND 

ANGELA NICHOLS ©2012 

 

 

My angel, I can hear you. 

Your voice carries in every note of my favourite songs, every line of 

my favourite movies, the sound of my own laughter. 

 

My angel I can smell you. 

I take in your scent as I light candles in my room: lavender, vanilla, 

and mint. 

 

My angel I can taste you. 

You satisfy me with every bite of my favourite meals, every piece of 

chocolate. 

 

My angel, I can feel you. 

Your touch calms me as I clean away the day… 

 

I long for the day when I will be able to SEE you… gazing into my 

eyes. 
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MY ANGEL, MY LIFE 

ABHISHEK RATH ©2012 

 

 

My foe, fetch no weapon to kill me, 

Instead bring me my beloved, 

Who kills me outright, 

With her sanguinary looks…. 

 

Why fetch the anaesthesia?? 

Just bestow the angel, 

Whose pleasing seraphic voice, 

Can slay my consciousness….. 

 

Chant of any magus can’t bewitch me, 

If you want me trapped, 

Presage my lass to smile, 

She smiles and your work is done….. 

 

Want to ruin my sleep?? 

Minstrel, Don’t play on any tune, 

I stare at my beloved’s glinting eyes, 

And the complete night awake am I….. 

 

I am the richest of men, 

If I have her with me.. 

But once she is gone, 

Amongst the poor ,I’ll lead the list…. 
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THE VIEW/THECITY 

SOPHIA. E ,DIGONIS ©2012 

 

 

City lights shining out my window 

in the evening. 

Glowing like a sequined handbag 

as the moonbeams bless 

The town with the colours of 

the spectrum. 

 

The city awakens at night 

ready to party 

As the streetlights dance 

flickers of red, yellow and green. 

 

Cars riding along the roads and highways 

add to the blissful dance and 

party in the streets 

Clubs and bars are filled 

with performers, good times and 

drinking buddies. 

Blinking signs of ads from 

vacancies to commercial campaigns blaze. 

 

The stagnant lights of liquor stores 

and pharmacies add just the right touch- 

That wink of trouble in the air- 

to the energy of what one can find 

in the city at night. 

 

Ah, the magic of moonbeams... 

 

The moonbeams that awaken the lights 

in the city at night. 

 

The moonbeams that bless 

the cigar-filled rooms with drinks 

of brandy and gin 

And a pianist, a jazz singer, a bass player, 



 

 

 

 

a saxophonist, a trumpeter-- 

All playing out- 

The colours blessed by these moonbeams 

Of the night. 

 

Such blessings of the moonbeams 

are awakened in the lights outside 

Both moving and stagnant, 

the clubs, the liquor and drug stores 

Around the corner 

The streetlights dancing 

and the cars' lights twirling on the roads. 

 

From the top floor, I am looking down to see Heaven. 

 

The colours shine, the lights gleam, the cars dance. 

 

The scene takes my breath away. 

 

The city glows, the lights move, the cars dance-- 

The night awakens... 

 

The spark of excitement of the theatres, a blue candlelit dinner 

at the Mad Hatter's Tea Room, 

Or a quiet drive in the downtown district, or the historical 

part of town-- 

The beauty of all of it lies 

in the blessings of the moonbeams 

Lighting up the town finding the city lights 

shining and glimmering on my face... 

 

The city awakens at night 

and with that in mind 

My dreams become a reality 

By this sight 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

The colours blink, beam and shine 

all showing diverse signs for different reasons 

But contributing a touch of unity and continuity 

To this entity, this life 

We call the city.... 
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BURNT RETORT 

PRIYANKA DEY ©2012 

 

I sat down to write few lines 

to wash away the wrinkled frowns 

by the tides of events 

that rise and drop, yet another pretence. 

 

I came to you, to sing a song 

Of our love, to a world where we belong 

the place where intentions are right 

and actions are never wrong. 

 

With the wind, the petals flew 

the roses that you threw 

at me, as if it were thorns 

and thorns alone? 

 

No, don't go, I plead 

your scorned face, cold 

as I whimper, like a weak breed. 

Your laugh, resonated, out and bold. 

 

I stopped, looked at your face 

you were not you, but your alter-ego 

the one I loved, was now veiled 

behind a concrete shadow. 

 

The ego of needs, playful beliefs 

see, how they burnt away our love 

Yes, I still long for our love, so true 

But not your attitude of Ingratitude. 
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THE SPARKLING FAITH 

ARCHNA PANT ©2012 

 

 

Ages back in a world of peace warmth, kindness, joyous breeze 

A demon arrived from the underworld dark  

macabre intents, spooky and stark 

He poisoned the waters, the air, the fields 

filled it with avarice , passions and greed  

an unquenchable thirst to have it all 

A craving, covetousness; a hunger for all! 

 

 

The poison spread so fast, so wide 

all feelings numbed, all goodness died 

Blue the veins, the heart, the lip 

all was cold, debilitated, stiff 

 

 

Sensations were crippled, compassion froze 

The Demon laughed, guffawed and bellowed! 

The greed he had spread reigned mighty tall 

over young and old; over one and all. 

 

 

Everyone clamoured for what he could grab 

to snatch, to keep, to hold, to nab. 

They forgot to give, to offer, to share 

Soon the laughter left the world so bare! 

 

 

No warmth, no joy; no loving, no delight  

No rainbows, No moon; no sun, no light! 

Yet an innocent heart of an angelic child 

questioned his grand ma ‘why no one smiled ?’ 

 

 

 

Said she an angel - of the long lost time , 

“Child the Demon of greed has made all blind !” 



 

 

Now you’ll have to walk to a land unknown 

and from its stream get us water where the sun shone! 

The angel blessed him and bid him good-bye  

the sweet little innocent lovely boy! 

He walked those miles; he did not rest 

Urgent his need for time he was pressed . 

 

 

The water everyone drank and the grand-ma thrilled  

She mixed it with wells ; and mixed it with springs!  

The Demon was exorcised and spell thus broken 

the greed blew up all pettiness rotten ! 

The child queried, “Nan, what the water had ?” 

Angel smiled and said, “Child simply faith !” 

 

 

Oh ! the faith can heal ; the faith can cure 

and faith exorcises Demons with intents impure  

The faith infuses the world with delight 

The faith ; it blesses the darkness with light ! 
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STONE IN STONE 

BILJANA DODOS ©2012 

 

 

Flash from the outside, growing bigger, wider, stronger, getting 

brighter 

Rain pouring from every corner, every pore is floated, with bright 

light, follow dripping lines, lines shining through, everything 

stopped, midnight is here 

Clock died, demons woke up, wave them goodbye, feel their smile, 

time is flying by 

Time doesn't exist, universe called your memories to stand still, cut 

them with a knife of steel, pieces floating high above, dreams and 

nothing but dreams are alive now 

A piece and a part of reality, wide hug and you'll fall asleep, in a 

place with no time 

Only smiles from one dark night 

This is just the beginning 

Prepare to breath forever 

Statue of time is what you've become! 
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HELLS HARLOT 

ANN CARRUTH DONOGHUE ©2012 

 

 

You dare to speak of love 

with your vile and tainted tongue, 

the barren landscape of your treacherous heart 

where the killing seeds once sprung, 

disguised in store bought beauty 

a thinly veiled facade, 

a trap for the unwary 

painful pitfall for the sad, 

heart still bleeding from your fist 

encased in velvet glove, 

that shrouds the devils talons 

the steely knives that drew first blood, 

the smile that led me to hells door, 

cobra in disguise, 

lilt of an angels whisper 

that spawned a thousand lies, 

honeyed phrases that bore credence 

to whores fable, 

slaughtered like the fatted calf 

on your sacrificial table, 

impaled upon your jewelled dagger 

wanton lust speeded souls demise, 

heaven now a path forsaken 

buried Neath the devils thorny thighs..... 
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THE BIG BANG THEORY REVISITED 

BOB STRUM ©2012 

 

 

I look at ancient history. 

There is a pattern to be found. 

Two sons are struggling for a crown. 

The younger one will win the day. 

A mother’s love will overcome 

An aging father’s true desire. 

 

Man is a mirror of the Gods, 

Reflecting struggles which took place 

In Heaven and on Mount Olympus. 

Brothers who sought their father’s love. 

The winner to succeed his sire. 

The looser would be cast aside. 

 

It came to pass, the Unnamed God 

Created two ambitious sons. 

The older, Satan was the heir, 

But Yahweh had his mother’s love. 

A fierce battle would be fought. 

Yahweh would win Satan cast out 

 

The fall of Satan would create 

A cataclysm, a rebirth. 

A universe emerging from 

That mighty and explosive force, 

A universe that would consist 

Of Satan’s molecules alone. 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

The universe would team with life. 

Despite the great diversity 

All creatures shared a common source, 

All children of satanic seed. 

We are the tools of Satan’s schemes, 

His struggle to regain the crown. 

 

Our souls are soldiers in his fight  

To topple Yahweh from his throne. 

There is no good or evil there, 

Only a battle to be won. 

There are no choices to be made. 

We need to know just what we are.  
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A VAGABOND LIFE 

ELVIRA LOBO ©2012 

 

 

I am just like you, little bit different, 

You have a home to stay, I am a vagabond in search for my prey. 

I am live a human life, but not free from inside. 

You sleep peacefully in the dark, but I belong to the times of fiery 

dark. 

I am a free soul in this human life, but my anger can burn and make 

you cry. 

I thirst for animal meat, my food, but harm you humans too I could. 

You can hear me growl on the full moons day, I turn from an angel 

into 

a fiery devil, so better stay away. 

The 2 -angel and devil rebel inside me, it’s a scary to see... 

I am vagabond, could you rent your house for free. 
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I’M NOT SCARED 

SHAYLEIGH DUDSON – MOWLES ©2012 (AGED 8) 

 

I’m not scared of the monster that hides behind my bed; 

When it leaps out to pounce, I will slap it on the head. 

 

I’m not scared of the monster that hides behind my chair; 

When it jumps out I see an angel standing over there. 

 

I’m not scared of the monster, because my angel took it away; 

That’s why every night I kneel beside my bed to pray. 

 

I’m not scared of the monster as my angel is protecting me; 

Every night as I sleep, she watches over me. 
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THE END 
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