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AGAIN AND AGAIN © Candice James
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lin tall grasses 00rs and heard®
The hauntmg echoes of long since vanished bagpipes.
I have parted the clouds in the sky

And casually left them naked and vulnerable

To maudlin indigo blue notes of another ilk.

I have listened with a fervent vengeance

And heard the breathing of angels as if I were an intricate part of them.
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Alive In The Paint ~ © Candice James

From shadow to light, purple to white, 4 \
Nestled in between death and life, '

I hang between disasters and hope clinging onto a'threadbare rope

Climbing out of this cold damp mire Y

To bathe in the core of life’s red hot fire

'Falling headfirst into the flame, it beckons to me and calls me by name

So I pick up a brush in the dim candle-glow_

To paint a feeling I know will flow '
And cover the world with chance and romance, ribald rhythm and eloquent dance N
Where the blessed, the frail and obscurely qualnt
Are part of the brllllance, alive in the paint.

Then I 'step back and remove myself fmm the picture ' ‘,
And with discerning eye‘l peruse the mixture g \

' 4 v Y

X I put down my brush and cross’t e floor, , L
 Gaze into the mirror that hangs on the door. W .
’I lqlé' ' my~ mage in Qck Ise at the s¢crets hldlng behind m yes.
1 ‘*v-m'li“ - avy A Ay
leasures once held sway
‘world into ebony mkc_ i
ntlate*l':xght from W n

So I pollshed my breath untll it came to rest
[t "On the satin edge of an artist’s vest b

A
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f .
gnng .the other still bound.

Dellgﬁng the ey in t}1e sky' s‘ oy | "

Bécause it ﬁ'pplauds w qu1 epoke
If I listen I hear tﬂe thunderous sound ‘of one hfind cla
The sound slowly fades awaly ever-ﬁimp

But something still whispers... alive in the paint.
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v i Poetograph by Saddlestone Designs
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Inside a pool of hot shiny emily
Trapped in circles without aBSgECnters, .
Travelling light years throug empty dark, J
Scarred by saw edged swot ‘a on’t leave a mark,

akhe d wire and ice.

?.". e
Gl .e,

Heven time.

My eyes have been bound Wil
In a hazy world of gambling:<
Blindly I stumble and sinkih
Crushed by the harsh handS

I stand out of time; out of ple
!

And then in a heartbeat as q
:

On the brink of a 4“7& yreci

I stand quite amaz¢ Jiv lt’sco ) this.

With scarred feet I ba L on di u:., ond dust;

Then crumble to fl: };, S i i esh blood and rust.
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That beckons me dz

Then I become a vag

Wringing out sins ir
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ke as a wink.

I stand out of time
And then in a hear

I’m a sacrament Lo
A windblown v
I’'m reborn in th

Wrapped in a lea _ €0 ".f_, ¢ undone

I swim in the i" \ bHal 5

The poolisslost ver "‘-Li hed my sight.
I dive inlc iu_ j e ‘ ppes barbed wire

I burn -':J.‘i ¢ flames

I stand out of ti

4 Jiplace: otit of synch;
And buwrn in the /i

thie fure



Bl-ue R‘\aPSOt’B (Sennet) © candice James

The ink and blood are mixed together now.
What is this inspiration turned to chill?

A buried heartache 'neath lust's rusted plow
Where once it spun with love on passion's hill,
And fevered brow did glisten with love's sweat?
When bluest rhapsodies invade my mind
Reverberating echoes of regret

The final throes of love are underlined

But should tomorrow bring new rhapsody
And fill my heart and lift it from the mire,
Unwrapped in surrealistic poetry

I’ll bathe in pools of inspiration's fire;

Then, once again, I’ll kiss in moonlit tryst
Those lips it seems forever I have missed.
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© Candice James

| entered the d angscape. &' S IREAD
0, il AR There you were:
White shirt, blue striped tle' .
‘Rosypheeks ay hair speskled wthw ite
Silver glasses ghqtmg, B i
Framing questlomng eye "
Surprising the bandit
. s Tugging at your

“Where have you

: You asked. * .
- “T've been wrltm poems «

' . Tanswered. =

Swallowed you |
- Into the other dimen sion:
| Gone in an lnstast ‘ ‘

Iseeyouevery,hvherenow. T la iy e & !
X} agg\mmd mtdmysoul ‘ '

-Iknow you
: But can’t remer@ber
.. Where or When; : : it
dan’t remember your names., i nrs UL

TOIllght 'l ¢enter th ' 1S ! ! B Wy A '+ | Poem from the book
, . “Merging Dimensions”
( Ekstasis Editions 2015 ) ‘
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“The wiitte: werds spilt ‘on the page-hay

" The remnants o‘F a ps""'{,e' refrain fj‘;:.: ‘
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A sonnet s a Nerog!g-p‘\ o‘f ﬂ\ought

With meanings buried dee-p inside the ink.
At times it wanes to cool then waxes hot:
To coax a tear. To cause an eye to blink.
A 9‘\0'51"’}) im‘age -‘\aZihg ih ahtl out-;

A house of mirrors; Fietion bending truth;
A whisper hiding in a blatant shout;

A bitter veteh stirred in a sweet vermo ut.

e Lo 2§ R =2 . iwing Poetograph by
o Y ‘ ¥, Saddlestone Designs
]

.4'.,, MY

Bur still they résshﬁ?e"gtrhn the mind.

R 'n\e "\eartathes lbhgms‘airass‘on, !ust- '3?\4 Pﬂde
i A 13“9“93 Sef fb”fb hd thus reﬁhed

1 .. R’P

Words echomg ?h ’s‘\ad‘ovfg o’f ﬂ\e ralh

,-*-Q:’-ﬁ*

P




- Distances
~ © Candice James
“Seewswo . Translation into Arabic

Distances
© Candice James

- by Baha Alak
_ - e —
I’'m just another
Too far away, - . .E?GL“L;J:
Out of reachy— - = —t L,m\u:: i 5

Across the invisibl divide;
A wall of tears between-u

Solid as Gibraltar, AT Al e U
Beyond des ctlon ——= ¢Jaa sy

tm . q - cd\.'ml\ ',EA...\a__a
Tired of pulling . ~_,- - EeR Al oS el e
Against each other ,___m__ g A Gt aesll A
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On the river we travelled, = 5 L Jom 7w
We split the boat in half = . a2 '
And moved < ‘_, - oS (S Y,
In opposite directions, ™ S
Sinking into e e
Our own realities, > - e M‘Li:ﬂ{ :
Taking the nearest - e ot o .‘i Gl «
Sympathetic bystander—_# = —te. . . e
Under with us. —— ¢CpuSlatia Gpaladl 44408

L'\g)z\.ad}\g._:;.km}

And now, : -,

Long since parted, = —= Lo calalatia,

We live —

An adequate existence e

Of quiet desperation. . oYl

L8 yia) da &Jg ok f}‘ ) an

If I look hard, — — Anils doue (pal

Sometimes I can still see - —— adl ¢ sag

Our water-logged — &

Broken boat shells — ! ey Skl

Bobbing hap@ﬂfy . -— EIN

On the horizon. — . e ) paial 5yl L 45 ke

Out of reach — — . @AY A e ISy JaE s,

And too far away, e

They’re just w——— ~ - il asm

?nother distance . —— " 3 B
0 measure o Fioe o )

The depth of tears weare- . s A Z?‘LM u“::f:;

Away from each other. & ——~ = Coal e
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Aftertas[’e (s somvet).

© CanJ'cefmes By T

With burned out sunsets vague as summer di cams:
Z The residue of things that never last;
-~ The days of love unrav’lmg* the seams;
I drift and dream msuiq@ ‘torch song
Then lightning strikes and thunder rolls above.
_Iface the cold hard truth. Those days are gone.
>y 1l never come again; those days of love.
ut, even still, I deign to grasp at threads.
Though love has dled and withered on the vine,
Old passions tend to rear their buried heads;
The usury of aftertaste’s fine wine.

Abandoned in a sea as black as coal,
I’m shipwrecked with no anchor for my soul.

Poetograph by
Saddlestone Designs




CAVING ouT © 201QCand|ce James / '

There was a{ways tha
Where it came fron

|
All she had ever k
Was this'm t| sha

AIways the {

| suigl shaft of suplight.
jow it got in
mys~ry.

She was bal
‘ Lived ‘}
! | i€ in'this cave.
!
Today §he decid sd&craper.
‘She scraped at t stry ceiling

frus beige, and a t hung overhead
)l _. a seasonal autumn )\
\ Sheld héver once seeny J ,
i Th haft of sunlight Whis ,
About the changes beyond her brown sky;

A Changes that never passed before her
Changes she'v ail;fﬁed to someday,see. ‘

She continued sctag i%ﬁ ‘

r overhead skyscap
'

strated vengéance. ‘
I !
She was borfi to:be.a cave dweller],
But shéwa to be a skysf(ap
. A ] W\
She gripped the stgneicarved chisel .

And continue aping,




D iSta n C e © Candice James

I’m just another distance
Too far away,
Out of reach,
Across the invisible divide;
A wall of tears between us,
Solid as Gibraltar,
Beyond destruction.

Tired of pulling against each other
On the river we travelled,
We split the boat in half
And moved in opposite directions,
Sinking into our own realities,
Taking the nearest
Sympathetic bystander under with us.

And now,

Long since parted,
We live an adequate existence
Of quiet desperation.

If I look hard...

Sometimes, I can still see
Our water-logged broken boat shells
Bobbing haphazardly on the horizon.

Out of reach
And too far away,
They’re just another distance
To measure the depth of tears we are
Away from each other.

First printed in “Merging Painting "Distance”

Dimensions” (Ekstasis Editions) Artist: Xanthippe Tsalimi




o RIESIEIRAIN TO AVIGNON

© Candice James

I sitat the edge
6f the black side of darkness,
Headed toward the final station
. On thelast train to Avignon.

: ‘ -

hosts come out to play with my mind.
, dvoices, tangled invines and veins
' Yot ‘ 1ig from broken branches in my heart,
Chant their shrill incantations.
* They snake through my spirit
Lacerating my soul

- Withrusty spears and arrows
glllaged from yesterday’s battles.

-
J

4 , nsia 'hi 3 edlm metal cocoon
: ' elling theﬁnal destination,
hed tc ﬁtg cross of frailty ;
t sordid deeds;
to bar -wire bayonets
deeply into my psyche.

I have seen
[he scarred underbelly
yve’s treacherous wars.

I have seen

The blood of lovers
Running rampant

. Over broken hearts;

\ + + And more of these atrocities
WllLbefperpetrated inthe name
)f the dark angel, turned ghostly,
1 t f gbeside me tonight.

k lips of night whisper my name,

.’vAs this d’ii’f' anyi that knows no mercy
' Takes»ahy hand and leads me away
From everything I’ve ever known
...On the last train to Avignon.




mm © Candice James

After I kiss your cheek,

I turn my cheek

As the tears shiver

Rivers of aching pain
Into my wrist and fingers.

I’'m crying for you

And I’m crying for me.

So many years together

And yet, so much time apart.
You’'re flying away forever,
My beautiful bird,

Leaving me behind.

A glint of silver,

Shines on old memories,
Sparkling,

For a moment in time; . =

As did we -
Before our time was over.”

O o .
A new kind of lon

More empty.

Not a day or night will pass by
When I don’t think of you.

Not a smile or a tear will appear .
Without some image of you in it.
You’ll always reflect in me

Like a deeply rooted diamond, -
Dusted and powdered

With the sweet, salty, sugar

Of yesterday’s dreams.

And now, I am orphaned,
But... ; Photograph by Sharla Cuthbertson
The mother and child reunion Poetograph by Candice James

Is only a motion away...

Only a motion away!




Once Upen A Time In France

© Candice James

The rain falls softly through the semi bare trees,
Whispering kisses into the stream as it dances;

An unharnessed ballerina, it pirouettes and eddies
Beneath the run down wooden bridge

Where the lovers stand.

They stand on new ground tonight,

Bathed in sacred starlight,

This was once new ground to us

When we hung the new moon of another night
Higher than it ever hung before.

We wrestled the angels for a deeper touch of love;

For a stronger sense of truth;

For a truer sense of magic.

It slipped through our hands like sand;

Gritty, abrasive, raw;’ '

Scarring, forever, “the new ground

Never to be new to us again. NS g
e

Tonight the rain falls in France o ‘

A little less softly through the now barren trees,

Whispering laments into the stream,

As it struggles and breaks.

A fragile, antique mirror, it stumbles, trips

And licks at the wet slick wooden bridge

Where our teardrops still stand.

Tonight, haloed in my loneliness,

| remember another night,

Once upon a time in France,

When we hung the new moon

Higher than it ever hung before

And | realize... we’ll hang it nevermore.

'y
.




Pages In The Rain ...

© Candice James

So many chapters of my life now read
That seldom are revisited again,

But when I choose to resurrect the dead
And dance again with memories and pain
You’'re still the brightest star in mﬁ blue §ky
It matters not the heartaches you 1,' persed
Some depths are measpred b as allow
Some hearts are dest ned 2 S
Time heals all wot ne
And put asunder. €5
But when we leas

An unsuspectm '

: ‘1 ."': '.. ° °
af through those pages in the rain,
e in every bittersweet refrain.
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