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NIGHTS AND MOONS J

© Candice James, Poet Laureate

I pressed nights and moons

Into blazing poems

Whispered through the lips
Of a hard edged star

That shone your kiss into my face,

Slapped my ink into words,
Glued my page to that moment.

Mesmerized and speechless

To the 27th degree of fascination A
Your arms encircled me
And pressed the nights
And moons in your eyes
Against my heart,
Against my breath,

Against my death

Moments...

There were moments like these
Disguised as blessings /
Before we ripped off their masks ’
And laid their bones bare /
On the sacrificial blaze of dot B t.

Our hearts grew cold. -
Years dissolved into days,
The days into seconds. if

The moments burnt out.
And now... / / e

I press darkness and tears
Into stone cold poems:
Bittersweet like lemon frost;
Stinging like deep forest needles;
The flavour and texture
Of broken words, torn pages
And burnt out nights and moons
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Inverted Sun
© 2015 Candice James

An inverted sun

A wind-blow
Gently alights

Permeating the sense wl‘th\\
Scent, sound and glomg&?eam_‘) — e e
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Midllight Bul'll © Candice James

The wolf at the door
Is pacing in flames.

In the dead of a midnight burn
Skulking beneath a frosted moon
He peers, with blazing blue eyes,
Through the plate glass living room window.
The thick glass ripples in surreal shapes.
Our images merge in and out
In hazy versions of our other selves.

Stars overhead play tag,
Barging through clusters of windswept trees,
Creaking in soft mahogany timbres,
Singing the body holographic.

In the cramp of a paralyzed second
The latch on reality disintegrates.
I hear the hard-edged whisper
Of a key turning in the lock.

One more shot of single malt scotch
And everything is unlocked
As I come alive and undone
In the eyes of the wolf,
In the dead of a midnight burn...

Burning midnig
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The Understanding o candice James

We wade knee-deep

In our own patterns of ete

Weaving the destiny
Mapping the w

Stumbling threugh

Tripping on'n

Cutting our tee

Visible and inv
Peeling h
Sha p

A

B

) % Awake... St
We’re inside the dream.
1

We are vapid expectations
Of our own personal poetry; ¢

Filling page upon page
With sunsets and moonglow
Snowflakes and stardust.
Waist-deep...
We begin
The understanding.

. Poetograph by Saddlestone Designs
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And later on some golden pond
Your pale ghost may arise X "s
To shine your smile into my eyes f
And take my heart beyond
The earthly confines of this life
Away from heartache’s pain and strife
Where we can drift on ship of dreams
Seaworthy with tight seams
A mast of sturdy elm e
PR With two hearts at the helm
A And love that cannot fail,
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W1sh1ng on a distant star
And wondering where you

Wondering wher




Out Of Touch © Candice James

Poet Laureate, New Westminster

I’ve been out of touch,

Stirring the echoes in my mind,
Scattering the past into jigsaw puzzle pieces,
Trying to put myself together again
With the cart behind the horse,

On earth as it isn’t,

In the stir of echoes I swirl in.

The echoes slip and slide and collide
In a bizarre series of steps,

Denying their own identity;
Faceless, nameless images

Phasing in and out

Like a waxing moon

Never quite coming full;
Disseminating streaks of silver

In broken luminosities.

These scattered shards

Gleaming in shallow pools of blood,
Shed from old wounds never laid to rest,
Lay beside a shiny new shovel

With my name emblazoned on it.
Suddenly I turn to metal

The shovel jumps over the moon

Lands in my hands

And begs me to dig.

h Y
:

I unearth the horse and cart
I’ve been searching for;
Rearrange them, cart before the horse.
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I’ve been out of touch.

The stir of echoes slows then stills.
. I clasp my left hand with my right,
. Back in touch with myself.
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Alone © Candice James

Although you walk with me,
I walk alone

Familiarizing myself Wlth
Certain and uncertair
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