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Gerry Legister(21/01/66)

I love creative writing. And I write poetry on many different subjects, including
War peace, love, happiness, sorrow, anguish, heartache, religion, peace, heaven,
family, travel, finance. Wring poetry is a way of expressing my thoughts to touch
the lives of people.

Gerry divides his time between his spiritual aspirations in United Kingdom, and
nudges the shores of Jamaica in the Caribbean.
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A Beautiful Dream

A beautiful dream, awaken within me,

In the night, dewdrops waited upon trees;
Sounds like music from celestial orchestra,
Lulled by the moonlight passing in the breeze.

I have a beautiful dream, in a melodious song,
Listen awhile with your heart to the soft tune;
And hear the cares of this life go far beyond.
Troubled thoughts, beaming light into the gloom.

When this beautiful dream, awaken within me

I search for reasons of this mystery,

and hope that the dream was more than fantasy
even more beautiful than the colorful reality.

In which joy breathe that beautiful dream,

over stream vapors into the vein of my heart,
doubts waiting to fade at the bright coming morn.
When all the clouds of sorrows would depart.

And go beyond conformity into picturesque water
that beautiful dream was a revelation tonight,
and when the morning comes, dividing the air
Away from the dark gloom of my spirit.

I will glance back into changing trance
Take a soft look at the dream and close my eyes
and placed my feet upon the mountain in space;

among dreamers in the crowd of stars.

Gerry Legister
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A Beautiful Ghost

Unwrap smile tattoo the imprints

Left by hurts of abuse, you have reaped.
mesmerized in hauntings thoughts

The pain goes deep into paralyzed sleep.

Silently sends out a message of appeal,
A beautiful ghost in words concealed.
All the sensations you intensely feel.
They wait for the hope to be revealed.

A spiritual verity, you long to behold,

The place to sway in your faithful embrace.
Almost disengaged from the world,
Looking for that cradle of peace.

Lurk in the dark of pulsating emotions

A beautiful ghost of the former self.
Swept over by the wildly flow of oceans
Distance and pleasurable divergence felt.

Your chastised mind stirring to strive,

Dare the sun to rise again and shine.

Within the dreams, you survive,

To look upon the gaze that saved your mind.

Walking through the delicate truth,
When loves woven thread fills your head.
With the consuming heartfelt proof.

You are happier being alive than the dead.

Gerry Legister

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



A Being Abused

Demeaning words go deep to hide a person from view
A being abused, locked away in a jarring prison,

dwell as a frozen recluse in basins of less value,
wishing the nightmare would go into oblivion.

Poison waters of broken tears turning into real
streams and ocean of fears running into a river,
burning the churning waste on a moving wheel
drive the weakling soul deeper into a dark mire.

The abuser in rooms of gloom sharing swollen faces,
a vivid blur of faltered tongue trembled and shake,
Keen to hide secretly the anxious emotional traces,
moans beguile the revenge that convictions make.

Pride holds the abused a nobler prisoner in chains,
by ransoming illicit favors outbreaks become a slave,
Towards the abuse, controlling intermittent pains
Intensity makes individuals feel that life is grave.

Darkness of night walks tight on borrowed fences
Raging war of words colors the extreme atmosphere,
Severely evoke wounds for attempt of daring defense,
but barriers of hurt row hard towards the safe shore.

From profound courage in engaging waves unabated,
crying out seemingly in bitter groans by each blow

without choices, the violence is wild and aggravated,
tattooed dated, marks imprinted by the infernal glow.

Freedom finds a way aspire with desire great girdle,
rolling the tide to wipe declining tears of lament,

Then mending mind mingled in pain jump each hurdle,
truth beams rays of light exposing the cruel torment.

On the road to recovery, tinkling dreams take time,
laden with guilt and the interwoven weight of futility,
mental afflictions move on into memories combine
the realms of hopes, opens new doors into all eternity.
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A Better Destiny

Remember how it felt?

The bruise pain woven in your spirit
When your heart was broken in two,
You wanted someone just to love you,
And faithfully stay true to the end,

Until all the shekels were mend.

But they too, came along and pretended
To be friends when emotions descended.
Causing agony to roam the past,

Invoke colossal memories far and vast.
Now your hopes are all looking at you
Absolutions through the smear glass.
Knowing you have a better destiny,
More glorious than mortal misery.

Gerry Legister
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A Butterfly

In timely presence

We become a comforting spirit,
Reaching out healing fragrance
In different light as we know it.

With a simple touch

Of scent to the soul,

Appear colors in rainbow rush,

And the dawn of hope in a new world.

After the pain

Rain spread its wings

Our spirit swim,

And touch the shadow of things.

The aroma goes everywhere we go
And the difference detected,

In lights that glow

Imparts healing to areas infected.

The aura pause

In the circle of our world
When natures law changes,
We go from silver to gold.

As the soul becomes radiant white
Caterpillars cannot fly,
But when hope touches the light

Transformation is a butterfly.

Gerry Legister
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A Carnal Woman

Carnal woman has sweet smell of fragrance
To create the finite atmosphere of fantasy,
With potent powers and primal ambiance,
Beguiled intruding hearts entrench in ecstasy.

A carnal woman filled with burning stars,

In lust for love adventure walks through life,
What powerful might touches men senses?
The margin of errors is sharper than a knife.

Wildest desires to rule in tempestuous waves,
Taking brave souls on a journey for two,
Through beautiful glades and marshy places,
Demands stopped where slippery flames flew.

And own innocent dreams lost in a moments thrill
The muddy air of flaws transforms into delights,
A bliss that can be more sublime than present will
Trapped in ruin vows by many lonely nights.

A Kiss to cover sins for eternity is an exquisite
Genital fire, nothing more than cloudy explosion,
To ruin integrity and scars leave the saddest merit,
Glowing warm in ashes on the floor of compulsion.

Where fascination can see no light in the dark,
Only character holding together thighs and magnetism,
Loosen by talk and the blighted spirit scarlet mark,

Nocturnal reincarnation precipitate ecstatic mysticism.

Gerry Legister
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A Cry For Liberty

We search for a rare providence of grace
With a colossal sum of gift from God,

Hope finds a way into the heart of every race,
Once entangled in a dreadful web.

Humanity the beast of slavery

Running a mile far from the fall,
Refugees cry out for liberty

Only a selected few will answer the call.

From the conscience with burden

Struggling to attain the human right,

Appeals find resolutions lay in shattered ruin
But from the abyss we emerged into the light.

Hearing refugees cry out for liberty

With the coalition of an inspired dawn,

Failed years were clouds of mastermind mystery,
Living by Treaties in boundaries authorities form.

But the healing balm is lost in mangled stance,
Generations ponder the length of time it took,
From bewilderment to an awesome persistent glance,

Nations wonder how the new decade will look.

Gerry Legister
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A Cry In The Night

Your voice kisses the breath of the morning wind
Snapping in the solemnity that bears a cry unto God.
Angels have come to earth; that in slumber seemed,
Were the winds creaking among the faith we once had?

Fire is our desire, hope is among the cool shadows,
Lovingly we rustle around the globe for answers.
From science and medics, a murmur pattern bestows,
Crystal knowledge they want nations in preserves.

Too many loud sounds compelled to join triumphal,
Noises with muffled cries distinguished the choice.
Before awakening to hear the pale and loitering call,
The cold world around swallowed up your voice.

You call before the nightfall floating cloud went past,
A cry in hopeful hum with the morning dew unto all.
In prayerful attack, it praises a worthy company ask,
Beauty and grace were greatly ablaze in a human temple.

Maybe it was stories of our minds echoing the times
Sound the alarm to wandering spirits everywhere.
You heard a voice in the wind where nature chimes,
Pain struck, like a mirrored numbness stripling stare.

Without oxygen bringing in the air, voices strained
Hidden in the spray with the soaking fear of dying.
Your kindled spark was a primeval force of God reign,
In solicitude, fears, anxieties, of uncertainty growing.

Angels in the room another wooden casement taken,
The Rectory manuscript pouring benevolent promised.
Hearts bound to every touch that God will restore again
The sanguine hearts listened but were not compromised.

They hath light in the darkening night of love and life,
Though the world bedimmed with a thousand mischiefs.
We see clearly from the lamp some fading glimmer left,
With bold pinions, harmony enthralled for our beliefs.
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A cry in the night engaged prayers for pressing missions,
Forming a merged herd upon the rockery roads within.

You herald the penance with commission and omissions,
On earth, recital of woes troubles becoming more define.

Gerry Legister
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A Day Of Reckoning

A day of reckoning awaits the world,
more mystical and far more terrifying.
Where we go, we all go with our soul,
To the judgment place of reckoning.

Justice for all, hope for those still waiting
For retribution on grooming gangs,

child exploitation and human trafficking,
the ground beneath moves into the sands.

Uncertain times, the inconsistency of minds
the rise in volatile, inside the deep state

of human understanding of present times.
The New Age and old movements awake.

Satanists, implementing new world order,

They have a mandate, not the human they hate,
But the fate that awaits around the corner,
Where no one but God can be late.

The Spirited belief only expedite our grief,
Worlds in slumber, fueling the blame

from a broken system that offers no relief,
A world enthralled by its morphed game.

The consequences of accountability

We all share in the demise of being accused,
The state of society inept of spirituality,

But guilty of greed and the people we abused.

Dangerous social algorithms, mucky churning,
with unfettered access, our vulnerability
susceptible to media believing anything,

but not doing the right thing for continuity.

Students are resisted, many are rarely gifted,
Science and truth, and the analysis main root.
In authority and integrity, one has drifted,
hiding the fairer future in their stored loot.
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A Holy Nation

The Holy Spirit brings me into a state of euphoria,
I may not have known how to wear the crown
But in heavenly sunshine there'll be a hallelujah
Changing robes to wear the gowns we will own.

God gave his people the Ten Commandments,

A holy nation with the law of God and the prophets
The promise came to Israel by Abraham decedents
In the hope of raising them as a kingdom of priests.

God wanted them to become a holy nation.

The first commandment said they should be no other
No gods nor any Idols made to look like human,

The second commandment was about our neighbor.

God wants us to become a kingdom of priests and kings
And put away the relentless acts of sins.

Gerry Legister
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A Horizon Of Stars

A horizon of stars, shined in the sky, all last night
The mystery of the heavens took my breath away
Every ripple reverberating upon a surface of light,
The exposure of aura attuned my heart to the array.

I saw in the night glowing bright a horizon of stars,
Dancing on ice, the universe around me shrouded,
With festal of lights from interconnecting galaxies
Every heart displays light from the glow awarded.

The stars sparkle and dance until they disappeared,
Leaving ripples from their journey, far above the earth
Their vanishing act in the morning quickly faded

into the hue of sunrise and sunset of twilight depth.

Is this what stars look like? beautiful and magnificent,
Yet, part of them resemble something of human frailties,
Stellar of specks of dust sharpened strummed instrument,
Forged in my soul, with fires of celestial complexities.

I feel the overwhelming rush of the energy reverberating,
Love is a spirit of the divine source, a luminous plasma,
held together by its own gravity of faith to influencing

A person's personality and create beautiful phenomena.

The nearest star to earth is the sun, hydrogen and helium gases,
Most prominent stars are grouped together into constellations.

We all have our destiny written in the stars by stories and rhymes,
Earthly stars, that's who we are, bright sun and silver moons.

Glowing in matter and space, only a hint in mesmerize haze,
There is a horizon of stars shining in that lake stirred up inside.
God surely is on each person side with destiny waiting to amaze,
I am going through life like the stars, grateful for the ride.

Gerry Legister
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A Jamaican Woman

I see a Jamaican woman,

dancing to reggae music,

She is looking more attractive,

Taken by different shapes of the body,
She moves in a trance to display her beauty,
Ingenuity, paused in aghast breath,

And mystery binds a haven of thought,

To embrace the moment’s pleasure,
winding away in a dark corner,

You can hardly see other dancers near,
Smoking with rhythm inhale,

The addiction of love is sweeter kisses,
dried in the silent morning coolness.

I see an older Jamaican woman,

kneeling, praying, digging, and then burying
The sacrifices she understand,

With her love offering in the land,

Society chanting, another reggae song,
This time, guiding the new age mothers,
weave idle sighs like mourning birds,
Rocking on trees fell by hurricane,

Never had they work in the sugar cane,
And sweetness is a flavor only in the wind,
I see more desirable Jamaican woman,

On exotic parade defining time,

wearing tiny cloth upon their skin,

I still see them not dancing, but admiring.

Gerry Legister
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A Kiss Says It All

We kiss long before we say goodbye,
And you feel lasting passion to thrill,
When there is nothing more to say
The flavor of love walk tall.

Goodbye kisses leaves shadows
Of soft imploding image,
Sauntering along the morrows
With physical camouflage

A Kkiss prized the heart open

And bring a message through the air,
Arise to haunt everything

Eyes lips and hands share

Engage the waiting atmosphere
Being in love captures desires

The flavor of spring and summer
Gives a heart the greatest pleasures

Although some kisses gently fall,

Not all lips kiss with fire and feelings,
Though they kiss the skin to make a thrill
Indelible moment await the timing.

Kiss me if you mean to marry, Kiss me now, kiss me quick,
For I need reassuring of my vows, my choice, my dream,
And while this illusion last, no other lover than this fact,

I shall find you, and happily romance in between.

Senses touch the nuzzling bite to invade persuasion,
Loves sweetest emotions finds the willing heart,

To share this wonderful pleasure of earthly passion,
And swap health to reign in the crush of parade impart.

The power of the body, comes in language of friendship,
With signals of love, daring to win secrets that attracts,
Flirting men and women into deeper relationship,

By unspoken behavior the seduction stimulates.
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A kiss says it all, inseparable picturesque perfection,

The chiming clock in the mind, finds the sequence,

To fantasy and truth, and right from emotions to affection,
The attraction is different from a brush with chance.

Gerry Legister
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A Life Worth Living

Sweat dripping down into a lingering forge line
To wrinkled brow nested firm on the fretted face,
Through the deep fog into the dark murky mind,
Feeling an aching pain the heart must embrace.

The sharp pain cuts a deep path into the cleft
That's a wound so far it cannot quickly be healed,
From the sudden pain that left the soul bereft
Down in despair creaky bones becomes dried.

The skeleton man works hard for a life worth living,
Paying back the debt the mind owes to society

He look so weak and frail when the day is ending,
His time is limited but he dares to claim the victory.

In dreams he hears hopes blowing in the breeze,
Softly whisper between the walls and the pencil trees,
The burden carry release began to move with ease,
His awaken soul tumbles upon the wounded knees.

A stream in the soul flows and grows into rivers of cure
Release the struggle to find that life is worth living,
And sense the purposes of reasons we are sent here
Distinction is worth values to prolong the ending.

And finding faith brings joy afresh into his only being,
Blowing opportunities from where he last had seen

His esteem dreams were broken down and left in ruin,
The surge now is to fight for something worth having.

The good of hope and faith in mankind can also be hidden,
When life is lost in the realm that appears to be sacred,
Belief finds providence the reverberated truth within?

By the light making life worth living in all that was dead.

Gerry Legister
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A Lifetime Of Treasure

One day of supernatural favor
Is worth a lifetime of treasure.
Retirement is not in the plan,
It's not my time to demand.

Without the painful toil,

The canceled debt will enter a new turnstile,
Release a thousand times fold,

Your phenomenal blessing will unfold.

More peace during the terrible storm
And good health from the healing balm.
Not on merit; the grace we now inherit,

May turn, to wipe away the adverse credit.

From a spectator to the theatre,
You will have a lifetime of treasure.

Gerry Legister
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A New Age

Beyond this present strand,

Herald the dawn of a new age,

With another incomplete generation,

And we leave the past to go on pilgrimage.

People reaching out for a new start,
Fleeing the present awful destiny,
With the shame and guilt of our past,
Crossing the rippling tides of history.

To explore a beautiful concept,
Leaving the dark dusty spirit,

Of this fading world dying debt,

With guilty pleasures we must neglect.

There is doubt in every candidates vote,
Stumbling on with promise accountability,
History rewritten on a new bank note,
And each decision causes more anxiety.

The new age owes no maintenance,
Over the darkness of this generation,
But offers hope and a life more intense,
Than the existence of present cohesion.

I will watch as new horizon turn the page,
Bands play music for the decade to dance,

We wait patiently at the crossing of a new age,
The decision of faith spun by chance.

New age may bring hope and credibility
But only where things exist of simplest nature,
To brighten the future with our destiny,
In pursuit of many more hopeful desire.

Gerry Legister
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A New Birth

I have taken another a breath
since we last spoke

And I have given birth
Unveiling a new life to earth
Woven with stricken pain

The tearful release gain
Heaven.

I have even slept and awoke
suffocating from feeling so bad
Even though I never felt so good,
When I was with you

The world stood precious

At my greatest joy

but I can't live without you.

Paradise is an invaluable worth
My heart has the new birth
Heaven will condemn me

between two everlasting enmities,
with spasms of you,

and all the fleshly exhaustion

Will count as nothing.

Gerry Legister
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A New Head Of Good

A new spiritual head of good,

In canvas clothes the royalty clad
Among principalities divinely stood
Wave of power in the wand he had.

In the hand that must be strong

To rule people's hearts far and near,
In native shores of many pilgrim land
The hearts that is willing to hear.

The bells chimes make us glad

For we see changes in the wind,
Bring a new vision heading for good,
Avert the dangers and start again.

With this new spiritual head of good
Carry the oracles with humility and care,
Upon the pinnacle of society stood
Advertise self in start of penitent prayer.

The world pause now, but later judge
After the honeymoon stories are written
Of the same speeches on a different page,

And the proofs by the world are seen.

Gerry Legister

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



A New Heaven

What is in the darkness to fear

What source of light is missing from there?

How does one free their soul from mischief

And find the goals they can aim for in life?

We have no reason not to believe in a new world

Far from the dungeons taking shape in our soul.

Why does a person speculate with a dream?

As if the vision had something they have seen

Arising from many questions in a person's mind,
Searching for the solutions they must arguably find

How to survive on this land before inexplicable death,
Finds a phenomenal body waiting with a new birth.

And leaves the impoverished existence of a relationship
As though it had been lifted from gloom into hope.
Excludes everything, which drives a passion to something
There is a new heaven of mind we find most appealing.
With endless possibilities void of all trivialities,

For it's not here alone we have responsibilities.

That will be renewed by indescribably integrity,

Now, unforeseen guilt draw upon our soul exhaustedly.
For we think of death large than the paradise appearing,
In a corner high in the sky security much more is reaping.
The rewards set down in life as in death we accommodate
Peace From all the trials that surrounds our distinguish fate.
shares have no terrors that we are not able to forget
once we have left this terrible soil without regret.

Gerry Legister
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A Road Full Of Promises

By the time I found out we were already,

Too late to change on the road full of promises,
Hard to let go of things we love and things we try,
Clutch the shadows in sunset of joy and crisis.

Darkness flood the light from dawn converged,
Trying to hold onto everything we deserve,

Changes came to our lives, and crosswords emerged,
Fell in pieces and broken dreams stayed reserve.

No likely end could opportunity bring than sorrow,
And with the cross down dropp upon our knees,
The joy was dim and breathes grimacing as we go,
In pulse beat emotions on the road full of promises.

Sweat reared as water ski, coil and swiftly swan,
In the spring of love anxiety ambush the heart,
And tears rang; became dreams come and gone,
In the laden flame that glows fainter by sight.

We meet our fate on the road full of promises,

And in pain, somewhere along the road we stop,
Only to think briefly by guilt fury our gain and loses,
Those that we hate they could have been loved.

The impulse drove windy tumults in our mind,
Search happier state of this life where we had been,
The breath we wasted on the path left behind,
Brought sorrows to define the duty held in a dream.

Some dreams came true from the start to the end,
But the pledge of other promises left unfulfilled,
The reduction were never woken, and went unbroken,

Fortunately they made me smile still in silence stayed.

Gerry Legister
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A Sacred Gathering

Shadows swamp the air with a blanket of fog,
Move mythical clouds from under the dark sky,
Fitting the past sleekly within our memory,
Familiar faces buried long ago in the cemetery.

Nimbly stood stones erect as ruin pillar post,
Forgotten names shimmer in glory halls of fame,
A sacred gathering in the future with the past,
Meet history looking for friends to rise again.

Spirits gather quietly to watch at every funeral,
A world created to celebrated charm and wit,
Innumerable company posses the ethereal,
Our heroes walk slowly up into hollowed light.

The rapture of delta forces multiply in the sky,
The just are blessed, resurrected and translated,
Churned by the world martyrs greeted in eternity,
And given the rewards joyfully anticipated.

The tears we shed can make our hearts frail,
But in heaven; their will be a sacred gathering,
That no dusty method of frail flesh can assail,
Till all humanity groan in woes be forgiven.

Gerry Legister
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A Short Lifetime

The wattle on a magnificent frigate bird,
Breathy and short, a tremulous life pout
Laid out the reviews, calm and filleted,
With such powers spirit discharged defeat.

The angry crowd is appeased by an address,
Europe breaking into the channel of pears,
We are a naked nation with bleak, bare bones
Ready to negotiate bearing humiliate tears.

A short life of strife by the kind of dignity

you look to find in a union seriously behind,
undermined, in the world our beloved country
those we rely upon for help are not inclined.

To make us Strong, we must promote this land,
become more than the mass of an angry terrier,
blasting from the past this attacking mass gang
Gets the blood rising without any temperature.

What matters most is lifestyle unique resolute,
Fit for the purpose to govern our poorer ego.
Reprehension is not a pension for a short life,

But the execrable, is a means to sink below.

Gerry Legister
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A Shoulder To Cry Upon

Always ready to listen, without making judgment,

you have been supportive when I am feeling alone.
Whenever I call, you're available when I am in need;
you become the shoulder I can lean upon for help.
And a place of comfort to weep and say how I feel,
when the sun goes down on your perfume face,
disappointment drilled into the today's confession

I see the future has much to do with our conversation.
And often when I am too weak, I fall asleep too;
rumors are everywhere that you can't let me go.
Maybe some day, people will see the true picture,

and find out later that they've made a big mistake.

If you tell me to leave I will feel totally crush,

those moments of uncertainty hurt me as much.
Tomorrow I will come back looking for you

to celebrate the way you made things look new.

You have a right to keep me away locked outside
many will not see what it's like to be with you inside,
There's nothing wrong with discretion, if we stay,

with each other in love for many more days.

The next time I wake up and feel lonely without you,

I will write a letter and keep it by the bedsit table.

To remind me of the support you always make available,
until you fall upon my shoulders and I read them to you.

Gerry Legister
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A Soft Spring Rain

From the lower clouds gently falls

A soft spring rain rejuvenating the air,
Descend from the sky small miracle
That we believed renew the atmosphere.

Soft spring rain with sweeping shadows
Sprinkle life upon leaves of the trees,
Meanders down into lanes and meadows,
Hope comes sprightly between showers.

Gives birth to beauty when it starts raining,
We stop to hear the beat tiny drops make.

Soft storm captured in landscapes painting,
All the peaceful sounds an artist can create.

A fine drizzle parting the hard winter rain
Soft mist swirling into enchanted dance,
The scent of wet earth changing the terrain,
Only a gifted eye can see the paved surface.

Emanating with droplets of glistened tapestry,
A soft rain caressing the wind in dark places,
Streaming the kind of invincibility from history,
Weave its way through the window of the eyes.

Tapping waterfalls descend upon absorb roof
And continued beyond the drenched jewels,
Where the rain cool earth we may find the proof
Perfectly finish art before summer kiss the skies

Gerry Legister
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A Sonnet Of Solace

The loss of memory is forgotten in the wind

The moment we die before our breathe falter,
We are a fading Spectator struggling to the end,
And life flushes out the things we cannot alter.
Stand to surrender and wave the battered flag,
On chosen fields of love serenade career misery,
Some battles we win, but in others wearily drag,
Our soul from the ground to win unlikely victory.
Taste the peace in whose arms we are thrown,
The lifeline we find a sonnet of solace to climb,
Happier days of virtue spent recovering at home,
Leave the cares and thoughts for others to find.
Adventurous world resign from gaining riches,
To embrace sonnets sense of peace and happiness.

Gerry Legister
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A Special Woman

Diamonds formed from the wounds of jewel

The warmest charms tip scales in every duel.
Honor comes before the sapling pains hurt,
Others will tell you of your values and worth.
Recount virtues in great servitude of good,
Among heroics where all the watchers stood.

You take humble place facing the lordly race,
Reaching out for peace in earthly bleak space.
You try to heal the nonstop bleeding of errors,
Dripping from the pendulum of mistaken oasis
Waves create the fluttering butterfly of fantasy,
Set the lost world on course to future destiny.
The spotless bride dream of heaven from inside,
With lifeboat emotions running high and wide.
You embrace reality that truly defines intuition,
Only special woman can write the wrong of men.
Within the balm of feathered fractured wings,

The surprise tastes of paradise first underlings,
Change cold terrain for warm places in the Ark,
Out into piercing eyes of beauty, humanity walk.
New horizons awaken the realms of special make,
That femininity could not be Clone or replicate,
Almost unrelated, capacity was shy and fated,
Inequalities heaven rated, the dregs hell wanted.
You are a special woman of passionate means,
The missing beat wandering from masculine reins.
It was a clear summon the first sermon we hear
From sunrise dew to the silhouette evening star.
The diamond robe wore only glaze the faded skin,
When years and tears pass no insecurity can ruin.
Personalities that made your character strong,
Those outstanding sum we may never understand.
But humanity is grateful for the beacon of light

In a world of darkness, ambush by fear and fright.
Life is short with split connection to our dream,
The vision seen, is in a gleaming impossible stream.
Narrowly swimming with goals that lie in-between.
Touching lives here on earth and up in heaven
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

32



A Thing Of Beauty

A thing of beauty fails in the subdue light,

And before revelation sorrow takes the place

Of the breath of life, with seasons changing swift,
We follow the flight from beginning to the end.

And find again the heart of another brighter summer,
Display a thing of beauty hanging in heaven,

The excitement outstretch with blessings.

In Yorkshire, time moves more slowly by great force,
Than the gales that blow in the busy cities of London,
Searching the shops for things to make people happy,
Time and chance opportunity stirs hostility everywhere,
Within the soul comes murmuring from every town,
Requiring the gold we earn by pleasure spurned.

They lift their voices for heroes and fans to loudly cheer.
The youths loitering till late on darker streets,

The silence of paradise is broken dead leaves falling.
Rustle within the vale, the sound of a strange heroic tale,
Hostility gives chase and trouble engages lawless men.
The spectra of dominance cramp in narrow streets

Police and thieves behind shields make their den,

That midnight mealy flowed between anger and frustration
No good voice was there to stop the banging drum.
Sorrow beat the heart deep sound as a nightmare,

In an awful dream, baffled beleaguered government,
Watch in disbelief hostility played out on the streets,
While they clasp their hands and wait for the mist to lift,
Youths with hooded tops, caps and trainers go on the run.

Planned discreet games and making mocking noises,
When the cathedral bell toll it will tell the awful story
That society has failed; if this is the only heritage.

Then the shuffling future looks bleaker and further away,
Than the unemployed on the streets where I live,
Proclaiming morning, evening and night time prayers,
The ghostly host of spirit breaks far into the air,

With a rushing wave like a trouble army on sentry pace,
Even the solemn church bells could not stop,
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Phantom cars driving along over hump back roads.
Yorkshire was a thing of beauty, picturesque
History making the benign heritage we have.

Policemen stop the youths and question them,
I am kin to the dilemma that is taking place,
and here I pine between these narrow streets,
Wishing for a better life than the one I behold.
History in making will tell a different story,
From a hidden agenda truth will not be known,
Most will believe a lie, and practice deception.
What a tribulation, chaos and confusion.

And Yorkshire smoke will hide all the fears,

We only the faint glimpses of future years,

and sad tears began dripping from mine eyes,
Into a silent prayer for the children of tomorrow,
And Heaven knows the pain of my heart,
Yorkshire too will bath in the blood of sorrow.

But in picturesque villages are some good things,
that lie unseen below the clouds and the skies,
Where free bird soars as angels spread their wings
A thing of beauty glow in the sun, moon, and stars.
A blanket to cover the saints from evil all devices,
And protect them from the snare of the fowler

And noisome pestilence that walks at noonday.

God looks out at the night upon the houses,

From out of the heavenly skies, he can see in the dark,
Hear our speech, see our tears, and know our years.
When the dew is dried and morning rain seemed stark

I know the way to mount Zion, after church of God,
And Wesleyans looking back at what they had,
Long ago left on the sidewalk where dogs walk,
Narrow minds looking for joy than cannot be found,
Puzzle by the strangest art sometimes they bark,
Unnecessarily at people they don't like meddling.
On path the police find emptiness driving around,
In cozy cars breaking traffic lights on radon call,
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Hour by hour the tribulation trauma starts to creeps in
Upon the Yorkshire moors finding more squally rain
And the peace we have dream about in the countryside
Can be found in the cities of Leeds and York,

Save in the splendor of our dreams, when the wit is in
The pleasure of intoxication creeps slowly out

and we behold the ramifications not in its full glory

For in time of recovery desire surely will come again
unto young men and women looking like half dress fairy
Slowly sinking into a dismal realm.

Behind the hills; with the smoke going higher into the air
And the dead depart to heaven go above the white trees
Glimmering in the starlight: they join other waiting ghosts
from life they had been we will know them no more.

Sometimes the cold wind that rises in the dead of night
suddenly sweeps inward from scarbough to York

rustling the heather on Ilkley moors with a weeping voice
Whistling through the blackness with mournful wail,

Echoing at evening from the Yorkshire foot hills.

In many joyless homes relationships are broken,

Children home alone, left with dogs and cuddling cats
Seek comfort when fathers are absent or dropp in unseen.

In Yorkshire life was honey sweet burst into bloom

We hear the sweetest tune played in the stillness at even
And the melody goes out with the shadows at night
Surrounded by hopeful anticipation of divine favor

The stars covet our lowly existence and soon the towns,
Burst with riotous living even the corners of quiet valleys,
Are not spared the trauma fast fall the troublesome seal,

And many voices lament for these things to go away.
From that love country all that has been violate,
A thing of beauty I found in churches where I pray

Happy days have seen the lamp burns with bright glow.

Yorkshire was the valley of my paradise, unstrained delight,
By the familiar path I have walked, to find again my dream?
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In the garden of lilies' and roses formed bright,

In Yorkshire once before, I met some heavenly friends,
And society had stolen a part of my heart,

I only hear their names now and again.

Gerry Legister
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A Thing Of Fear

When Spiders camouflage they can eat
In places where they don’t belong

Their silence propose a web of deceit
Beautiful thing arthropods air breathing.

Their maligned reputation identify fear
Buzzing in caves and combing the ground
Discrete creeper expert timing in magic lair,
Weave up and down realm without a sound.

Feared by most crawlies climbing up the wall
Being small unfairly treated by humans

The leathery covering distinguish them all
Nature adorns their elongated forms.

Before the day passes away too quickly

The philandering spider sees the bright world,
And want to reach the sky with the butterfly
Light the leathery lawn before night grows cold.

A dark thing of our fear we cannot ignore
They live in palaces mostly alone,
Look for them on streets corners and in the air

Weaving their cobwebs in homes made of stone.

Gerry Legister
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A Time Is Coming

The bruises you have gained may have caused you pain
The hurt you are feeling inside will find healing in time,
When the heart from demise climb safely to sublime aim,
Reach higher into a frame for greater purpose of mind.

A time is coming to leave the changes of things behind,
Those others may follow footprints defining success in life,
Journeying with pain to share enchantment sometime,
Unfriendly terrain helps delay the ending of bitter grief.

Good friends when free can help to mend the broken way,
Although they care; may not stay to play or share a taunt,
To the awakened mind crept back into decline each day,
And wash the stain of hope with the tears they supplant.

Time is the kindest healing merchant you will ever find
Takes the longest way to come comfort the broken heart,
Surround all the loses when cost betrayed searching mind,
Whether in pride or Art the timing can make a new start.

The best power of healing time coming takes a little while,
It stops and starts to fix the barrier rife of human feelings,
Sunk deep in disillusion state our vast seclusion's are real,
When truth stands alone quietness of sweetness it brings.

Tasting together the bitter desire in charms that merit growth,
Lasting shoots culminating in dept and inner harmony,
Healing has given a new life to the place we go upon earth,
Treasured memories saunter in the moments of victory.

Gerry Legister
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A Time To Love

We make time for what we value most

A time to love before the martyrdom, we live
Near people whom we choose to be close,
Find bonds in the virtues of what we give.

To bind us closer when earth is in upheaval,
Eruption of nerves, all the curves point to an end
We will turn and run in latter day’s further uphill
From reactions and the persons, we took as friend.

Worlds in collision seeking the amendment balm,

There are boundaries to mend kingdom and realms
Near to heaven, down in the earth’s intensive storm
Love is the tool to break the mood of nuclear arms.

In a time of peace and prophetic time of war,
Retreat on the anomalies which are less rewarding?
Discreet withdrawals on land and in the air,

Make time for sweet dreams and quiet breathing.

A time of love approaching the apocalypse of hate,
We shall bloom out of gloom grand and grandeur,
Flowery wreathing on the tombs of fate,

Some shapes take away dark spirits sprouting near.

In atmosphere choosing between crowded priorities,
The busier we get the less time for importunity
Ceaseless activities labour daily with survival chores

Neglect relationship by walking on the edge of security.

What will we do with despots, if loveliness increases?
The busier we become leaves less time to share,

It will be small comfort passed into a moment’s bliss
For incomparable privileges that are no longer there.

Gerry Legister
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A Winter's Night

By the warm flames of a winter glow
I listen to the warbling sound of music,
Playing amides the flaky fall of snow,
With traces of ice mingled with classic.

The reflection of nights when we are alone
Hearing whispering voices of the sky light,
Gathered in nature with a different tone,

Floating around and beyond vision of sight.

bewildering look for answers in the dark,
Where the shaped of things are lost

Voices in the night with questions and talk,
About all the consequences of moral cost.

Redefine Search in the shadows of conscience,
Our clenched minds restrained the worth,

Of the new revelation that we must embrace,
And leave riches of earth deep in the dirt.

While seeking for the moral good in our lives,
Others face the silhouette of eternity,
Looking into science for the answers.

Hold the universal changes in this mystery.

A winter's night full of different ambiance,
The grain of lover's desires running high,

Taken to amorous paths twisting into a trance.

With passionate glances up towards the sky.

Romances cross all avenues and borders,
By people of different shapes and size.
Night merging together in different colors.
Make the rich dumb and poor become wise

Gerry Legister
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A World Is Torn Upside Down

I am in your arms beneath the shinning moon,
Charmed into wild storms of fatigue and intrigue,
While loneliness invades the world with gloom,
Earth weeps in the shades it has sown with grief.
God guides words design to chasten our hearts,
Come free from heaven the showers we need,

Wash clean on seraphs wings the guardians imparts,
Defeat in parts only, some strong demons concede.

The world is torn in two divisions, good and evil

Trying to be the masters, but who wins the prizes? |
we are caught between realms as a traveling vehicle
People are torn between the choices of lovers.

Fabrics are fraying; decadent society falling into magic
the tragic look of gloom become daily sentiments.
Observed how everyone is waiting for another trick,
Not seeing the voids of relations in the continents.

We find grace and mercy, with harmony they share
So in your arms, I do not fear darkness in the cold,
For I have received your love, and feel well secure,
A paradox opposite the world has made it into gold.
Amidst natural disasters we find strength to cope,

Few sweet melodies rose from the life we are living,
Answering the call from many souls seeking hope,

Sharing and giving where emptiness is unforgiving.

Gerry Legister
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Abused

Words go tearing deep to hide you

Locked away into a horrible prison,

Making you feel in a state of lesser value,
And wish to change and be another person.

The abuse that you hate most can hurt,
Birth tears which becomes a river of fire,
To burn with anger how you have felt,
And gently draw your soul into fear.

Abused in the rooms sharing swollen faces
The vivid blur make tables and chair shake,
Keen to hide all the anxiety emotion traces,
Seek revenge for any convictions make.

But pride holds you a nobler prisoner in chains,
Ransom your emotions breaking out into pity,
Towards them who are controlling the pains
The intensity makes you feel life is empty.

The darkness of the night is full of intense,
Raging war of words color the extreme sounds,
Severely evoke tense and feeble defense,

The unpleasant degree of coldness groans.

From depths, profound raging goes unabated,
Crying out seemingly to forgive deeds done,

By the violent, wild and often aggravated,

You will discover more marks that are not shown.

Around your dreams is a great freedom girdle,

A tide to wipe inclined tears when you lament,
About the insane drive reacts to jump each hurdle,
Inspire hope to escape the cruel torment.

But the road ahead moves slowly downwards,
Out of range the pain is temporally broken,
All the abusive memories will turn towards
The new door you are looking to open.
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Accomplish My Desire

Day will be darkness and not light,

It will be as though rattled birthright fled,
In waterfall woeful darkness greet,

The persecuted day that was once good.

Desire leaned away on a stubborn wall,
Waiting with no brightness in it,

For a serpent had bitten the night fall,
As though trip by a hurricane poet.

Life blows higher accomplish my desire,
House in a mole, when my soul is in mourning,
And my heart turns and burns like fire,
In waking haste refuse sleep restlessly drifting.

Climbs back to bed and more troubles find,
Desires every time tumbling black and white,
Dreams swamp the decks of my mind,
Tormenting daily trials every moment conceit.

Where desire comes in a tunnel of gutter,
As tempest storm stain the crinkled nightgown,
And dreaming deep fall blind into heavenly fire,

Mocking thoughts comes to a bad end.

Gerry Legister
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Aches And Pain

Take a review from head to toe,

Looking long into the mirror

see the rings around your eyes tattoo.
See, your body already covered,

Painted with the aches and pain.

marked by anxious, invisible ink,

on every inch, stress stretch over bare skin,
taking away joy and leave pain for a living.
With eyes weeping to heart beating.

living is overexerting every fiber within,
yesterday's memories are etched alone,
Droplets of wishes found in a single file
The pain of living I not enjoyable

among the souvenirs that you own,

Some days are more tolerable

When the sun was young and fine

And summer lights waited inline

long hours passing by passively

waiting for the moon and stars to shine.
With a collection of refining fantasy

that made you smile, and go into a trance
so, your life could have closure

Among the few special friends

meaningful enough without romance.

Gerry Legister

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



Act Of Kindness

One small act of kindness can rearrange
The myth found in the lifetime of misery
Hope is all it takes to make the change
It's not a dream not fantasy, it's a reality.

Transform the dimness of your surrounding
Into the glorious light of hope
Look defeat in the face and plan a new beginning,

endure the years to come faith will make you cope.

A love of living on earth recognizes your worth,
You have many sides in room for improvement,
Hope has been with you since the day of birth

The tiny friend whose magic value is consistent.

Hope is felt in the touch of a fortunate thing,
Abiding near to save your soul from falling.

Gerry Legister
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Afraid To Love

When love was sweet and life was good,

I thought I could never love anyone as deep,
Optimism found me in another mood,

And made promise to live and die to keep.

But after I found out the painful truth,

My heart rearranges and preserves the pain,
Hold each moment within a single thought,
I became afraid to love again.

And all the promises kind winds blow,
Opportunity into lovely notes of pleasant tune,
Through the door and at my window,

I am still afraid to love again.

When I fall asleep capsize into twisted realism,
In tears I tell myself the only secret I fear,

If chance comes by I may never love again,
Although I long to share the joy with another.

Who may be standing somewhere in the shadow,
And stare at me, but I am bound to be there,

I've turn away, yet if love could make the fear go,
And become the vestige of care.

What love so great can set my spirit free?

By night and day freedom gain from fear,

Left deep compositions haunting me,

In moods and wounds which go deep and near.

Gerry Legister
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Africa Arise

The past has painted a dreary history

With emblems of bittersweet memories,
Benign soaring deeds in almost everything,
But generations to come will be a surprise.

When worlds far apart ceremoniously unite,
To leave the lowered frown of awful gloom.
We will see Africa arise from trampled dirt,
To be admired in fiercer clouds coming down.

With every drapery breath changing place,
Destiny hands over the elusive realms of time,
Casting crowns to a forgotten race of eminence,
Bring them out from the labyrinth of decline.

Into a glory shining far and high as the stars,
Joyful alliance made combined nations proud,
In greater orbits, their planets have no slaves,
Wearing paradise in their heart under a shroud.

Africa arise out of the screen of banners forgotten,
In the distant sphere, see a reign less radiant now,
Could that vapor be a drop of monotint dream?

With Caribbean faces looking through the window.

Narrowing the refit gap, brace for future impact,
although hope seems very far away,

Africa will arise to stand upon the mountain top,
when the vision becomes light as the day.

Gerry Legister
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African Talisman

Down the steep mountains and into the slopes,
Darting divine etched twixt duration and existence,
There run the graceful gazelles and fiery antelopes,
Until their breath retreat watching other presence.

Wildebeests rushes by ceasing the opportunity to gain,
Nature's bare feet turning brown sand on the beach,
Big pebbles not indelibly seen as the smallest sandy grain

Leaving the prints in the ambiance of moments they reach.

On naturally crafted street hides the African talisman,
An indivisible Art where halo glows from a graceful arch,
Sheen shine covering emblem moonlight glowing skin,
Fears not the forces of evil camouflage on parade march.

Lucky charm, African talisman within the veil well-armed
Beyond this man is a distinctive phenomenal spirit,
Striding out against human endurance already formed
From the bloodline history, ancestral traits inherit.

We of mortal multitude find ways to survive and strive,
Sometimes the heart run, walk and mingle in the crowd,
A silent portrait shroud the pride unfolding in the Hythe,
The future is bright but the course takes a grim road.

Gerry Legister
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After Church

We collect the hymn books passing through the pew,
And look good, with grace to look for a little while,
Then we decide it's time to leave the chosen few,
And take the journey for a mile with faded smile.

After church service benediction at last spring,
The welcome presence of another serenity fall,
We quickly part in heart from the praises we sing,
On roads converged, hardly a note we can recall.

We feel the food destined to eat, and the warm,
Taste climbs up for a pleasing trip into our lips,
Down the lane, leaving church feeding the brain,

With aromas tricks, temptation tried with many slips.

After church we forget home is another branch,

Lost in jest, caught in play, unseen eyes watching,
The rest of the day, and the eyes continue to watch,
Through the night and haunt the mind until morning.

Gerry Legister
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Aging

I didn’t think about aging while rushing around,
Getting old unlearned, I thought as a veteran,

I am strong enough to run round the world,
Come back, and start again at night and at dawn.

But orchard youth had decoy the hoary glow,
For superior strength was needed for courage,
To do much more then; than what I can do now,
Exploits adorned with dreams and weakling age.

Getting near the fire and implacable ash ground,
The hollow rites prepared and already forgotten,
The soul in wrinkled body I carry myself around,
Do not see the shame of the age I own.

And if I think I am too old, then I am getting mad,
For age passes through every cycle of our life,
And decide timely experience for what we had,

Giving strength enough to climb, and leave and seek.

In all pursuit, we decide when heart has no desire,
To go on as long as we live and let age determine,
When there's no more passion to extinguish the fire,
That has the flames going higher into heaven.

Gerry Legister
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Agony

Tempted and tried we often wander,
How life has given us agonizing pains,
Raging war on every unconquered shore,
Unqguenched flame burning a fire within,

Agony light up the soul with a bewildered glow,
Tattered lives mirror the inevitable existence,
Of hopeless demise into confuse sorrow,
Pushing emotions to the edge of tolerance.

Through sapping energy the sweat descend,
Purge the heart consume with agonized flames,
Separating the language of friends,

With blistering tragedy hope begins.

Detoxify poison in the body driven to the core,
People try every way to avoid temptation,
Suffocating beneath the consequences implore,
The conscience is a lively fire within.

Bunning flames take earth out of control,
Every person's future is in purgatory,
Spirits fight to capture the tormented soul,
Walking the timeless realms into eternity.

The rhapsody of agony encamp in the heart
The light of happiness waiting at the door
To unveil the anguish truth will impart

With many more choices to discover

Gerry Legister
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Alone

Alone each day, I cried again

The lonely words coming out in @ mist
I listen to the resounding claim,

And stood there wringing my wrist.

All the ties have cut off my soul and heart

I am afloat, but drifting with the empty tub.
The yearning flesh for work contorted,

With the quiet flow of melancholy flood.

A breaking noise diffuse the icy air

With an idea played in softly tune

Dispel the swollen mood out of the atmosphere
Casting the blues down into the gloom.

Staring at the waning fate
With only self to turn and shut the gate.

Gerry Legister
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Amazing Love

Till my tears run dry

Till the stars stop burning in the sky

Even after the crushed dust flew past,

You will have me until eternity last.

Like a flame is hidden in the darkest night,

My world is filled with the warmth of your light.
You are the fantasy within my dream,

The enchanting vision that I have seen.

The wonderful breeze blowing in the wind,

Of fragrance and warmth crystallize within.

That amazing love is worth the risk of everything,
The brightness of the sun amidst the smell of spring.
An incredible world of joyful romance emanating.
To make stars glow around the moon in heaven

Gerry Legister
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Among My Souvenirs

Going through the changes into different places

I want to be here, but I have to make a fresh start
To trace my footsteps again by counting the paces
In each move we see a picturesque stroke of art.

The scenery flows where new faces finds repose,
Dormant doors suddenly find hospitality bright,
Pondering upon the future that only God knows,
The length of days we have to live here on earth.

Going into the path where the picture is incomplete,
Move the jobless feet to places far out of my reach,
Where the pasture is green and opportunities meet,
Lairs of experience to be defined and distinguish.

Emblematic names hidden among my souvenirs

Stored in places where I became a member of staff?
For this limited wages I made friends with strangers,
Turn the pages and be taken back to where I left off.

Butterfly crystallize and waking up for another ride
The poses will become memories among my souvenir,
Tattoo with pride all the ambitions that I cannot hide,

Take the remainder of life to places I can adore.

Gerry Legister
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Among The Souvenirs

Among my souvenirs are the dismal affairs
Spent in dreary nights and weary days.
Stars in the night fly high as a kite,
Amidst the silver streams of moonlight.

Time galloping past festivities that will not last,
Longer than the briefest momentum,

Carrying fear in our hearts shrouded and outcast,
Waiting for relief with another celebration to come.

The Harbinger of pleasure in the pursuit of fun,

Age on the run, powerful entity in a world crumbling.

Our participation is climate transformation
And the illusiveness of dreams is lost in our being.

Among the souvenirs, climbing the heavenly stairs,
Memories I carry through a heavy cloud of tears.

Gerry Legister
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An Epiphany

In search of the vows I honor
Whatever path I will take tomorrow,
Perhaps God has chosen the hour,

I will take up the cross and follow.

Climbing a mountain to find religion,

I hear the voice in my innate choice,
Make a sacred quest for a divine,

To consume my mind with his service.

Welcome hymn into my conscience
Changed my perspective of life,
With the Burning bush experience,
Compel to do well with the time left.

Something inside of the comfort zone

Change into an epiphany of revelation
But the voice I heard was not my own,
Unexpected compelling inspiration.

Struck with an epiphany of holy ground
Stand over a shadow being held down,
Believing the feelings I had found,

Pursed morally speaking in a dream.

Gerry Legister
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Angel Far Away

You're my angel far away in another land
Reflections of you come in words of a song
Emotions cry day and night to hold your hand
And the silent dream lives on to become strong.

You are an angel of love sent into my dream,
Enthuse my being with fire aflame in my soul
Make me clean wash by the eternal stream

And hide me within from the stains of world.

For the gold you're holding can make me whole
Take me to your throne to find that illusive crown,
Ambition driven wild by the pursuit in my soul
Flown on clouds to another town may call my own.

Far away from this terrain where you too are alone
To embrace the bliss we have tasted in my dream

And see the stars pointing the way to a new home
Gather the rewards to build a bridge of stone.

Sown like seeds in the land by faith we perceived
Summer flakes where sunny crystals gates gleam,
Brighter images esteemed the open mind conceived

The glow of your halo reflects in the eternal stream.

Gerry Legister
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Angels

In ever increasing blessings of ceaseless flow,
Running over with ten thousand ageless beings
Pass from earth daily carriage to and fro.
Keepers of mortal souls in heaven are unseen,

In halo vestment robe in paradise glorious light
Their good and great deeds we have esteem

Gospel champions by appointment for the right
Reasons protect choices made in every season.

Fairy angels alluring appears in many dreams
Share the message and leaves the limelight

To expose the chronicles of ceaseless humans
Express the thrill and pain of transforming sight.

In the ever expanse of heaven celestial glow
Angels passing from earth to different globe
All the terrestrial mysteries we may never know
Nor understand the symbols worn on their robe.

But a charge to keep mortal souls in heavens view
Ministries renew the fervor of ageless conquest
Given by supreme force the course of destiny review

Old and new will share their fate at the final inquest.

Gerry Legister
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Angels And Demons

Some times in sweet dreams and noble health,
We see the appearance of angels and demons,
Come in bright apparel to our vicinity on earth,
Infidels possessing our mansions and passions.

Legions of wandering spirits constantly embark,
The granary of earth swamp to cut our lives short,
Demons spill out of heaven into the amorous dark,
And make their domain gladly in our heart.

With doom, we feel their warn staggered air,
Attempt to sweep away the true deity we hold,
Innumerable fallen angels come to our atmosphere,
Bring gloom to the melancholy soul.

From pit like dungeon fly like a fleeting lance,

To plague our soul in the dull moments of life,
Angelic presence bewitching, cold as demonic ice,
Smeared fear on our heart with sepulchral grief.

With drowsy nhumbness people shuffle and tremor,
New age movement conquer houses and land,

By the holy book feeble soul began in prayer,
Rebuke everything, even the dizzy angel or demon.

Cries of innumerable pleas for heavens grace,

Abate wriggling pain from tortured legions within,
In the stillness, the clouds crept away into space,
Light wing feign unnamed foe winking at our pain.

Then in peace we slept, redeem from fantasy,
Ushered in peace reminiscing the painful exchange,
With joyful hand trembling chill and dreary,
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This cage; threaten the sage in besieging rage.

But can demons be seen when life is but a dream?
When we rise to war from our limped knees,

Then walk on frozen grass still glaze and stain,
Strangers from the sky embowered to our demise.

Angels and demons walk through milky space,
Bind our Rosie hue with solemn friendship,

But their presence bewitching is as cold as ice,
Content to watch feeble folk fall with every trip.

When the dreary life upon our forehead rises,
Lusty fragrance of temptation lay full of darts,
Discern hoary angels like bewitching spies,

Can only hide themselves in their curious arts.

We have the victory in the cross and the blood,
Although we spent much of life in the rugged path,
Embrace the tragic order, and crimes in the hood,
We can face angels or demons with every breath.
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Angels On Butterfly Wings

Some thought they met God, and good relations
But divine paradise requires greater expectation,
Than the zeal men preach when they have an itch,
They travel a road not paved with good intentions,
Find fault with everyone holding different views.
Vows of circumcisions make thoughtful decisions,
In the heart there is a beautiful serene park.

A safe retreat where God can come and walk,
Visions can lift our heads high into the clouds,

To watch angels on butterfly wings come down.
From land beyond view under waterfall skies,

We see them make friends in our cottage homes.
Moving around silently as butterflies awkwardly do,
Falling stars guiding society into more changes,
Crystallite each day into something new,

They open the windows that transport our fortune.
And slippery faults are embedded in our way,

We try to live a good life, believe God and Jesus.
Look for answers to the prayers we pray.

It seems like a long journey, but it is really short.
And God watches us from heaven every day,

See how we play make games and have fun

While we grow old waiting for love and dreams,
Wait patiently until the moment has come.

Gerry Legister
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Anxiety

Anxiety cast away the disperse friend

Your daily routine came to an abrupt end.
Like Music pouring through the air

Carpet the captor's footsteps rustling at the door
The impatient rush of tragic blood

Waltzing back and forth with good and bad
Tempers climax with the haunting symphony
Autumn leaves join the fallen felony

Huddled in frightful helpless defiance

Healing colors etched with fading Prudence
Living out their last frantic days

Stain with mingled disturb rain drops

Before exposing winters secret return

Under a sudden blanket of mass requiem.
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Ashes In The Wind

The wound will leave your heart
Lost in the shadows again,

Ashes in the wind; tearing it apart
Death comes with so much pain.

Alone in tears many doubts and fears,
Calling clouds aching in the atmosphere.
Awakened mind suppresses by snares
Waiting with a chilling nightmare.

In the wind calling your name

A flame running away from sunshine
Join progenitors to leave a sad re-frame
When there is no more time.

Your stars fade from this realm,

And surrounds you with detach matters,
Inside your heart, burns the lowest flame
Stricken with the awful cries.

When you are looking out in the rain
There is another reflection of you
Indivisible image looking deeper within
For the courage to renew.

A balm to heal Ashes in the wind
The oil of myrrh with beauty and fragrance,
Anoint friends ready for heaven to find,

Beatitudes by prayers and penance.

Gerry Legister
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Ashes Scattered

Forties gallery where the cold war rages,
Hung over the fragmented jazz sound,
Live performance pack black coffee stages,
Millions were lost in the new world found.

Twilight days bring voices back to memory,
The ruin affairs distraught intrepid years,
And wit drunk with immoral philosophy
Coalition of fear caught in the sum of tears.

Roaring adoring forties became crest fallen
Heroes sank deep in the earth fervent mine,
Shadows waltz in the summer moon glen

Cocoon tide in the fading distance of time.

Ashes scattered over where the cold water spent,
The forces of motions and emotional lives went.

Gerry Legister

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



At Death

Death came and lay down by my side

I tried to hide from his kiss of death,

But he held on to a soft place inside

And made me tremble with cloning breath.

I see the ominous foe waiting until dawn,

With cold claws come to take me home,

He wrapped his twisted arms around

my whole being, and I became heavy as stone.

Angels gathered daisies around the stars
Little fairies running into enlightening fields
Memories turn and call back to me with tears

Dripping scales shine with angelic shields.

Watchers wait until the break of day
Watching the close embrace before we go away.

Gerry Legister
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At The End Of The Night

At the ending of the night, memory not as bright,
As fowls eyes shine upon branches in the dark
Our nature they stark, dare to claim a better sight,
Over those wanton bars filled with spirit talk.

And broken vows our conscience fled and dread,
Lay siege in our head, the tide of graves dreams,
Try to force our stumbling way to another's bed
At the end of night with short lived passions.

We know the finale when everything seems fine,
And people in droves quickly fade from the street,
We change direction and listen to another tune,
Now is a good time to say goodnight.

We'll sleep thorough nightmares, lose sight of time
And become reclined in dreams of sublime pleasure
Wake at interval to see if the weather is fine,

Go back to sleep dare to dream for another hour.

The journey feels good, making up for yesterday,
When the day was grey and the evening stayed
Waiting for the silhouette to pass over the valley,

Come under the canopy of darkness that was made.

By the end of night, fortunate ones take a journey
Far into the labyrinth of spiritual awakening,

And are shown the gates of nights darkest mystery,
Before the dawn slip away into a new beginning.
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Autumn Leaves

Autumn leaves spread far in curious nature,
The cluster of memorable landscape rearranges,
Bursting with splendor in dark and stormy air,
At best, autumn reinforce the season's changes.

When autumn make the usual contribution,
The fallen leaves appears in full swing,

They come swirling down from top of the trees,
And rest from flight in the cool wind.

They pile up on the side of the pavement,
The abundance of colors turning half green,
Withered botany unite in our environment,
In hedges and where the dark streets bend.

Near the door, near the window, near the fire
Autumn expose winnowing leaves beneath the trees,
Blend with the seasons changing atmosphere,

With old age the crisping colors in beauty chase.

When they fall and dully fade from their beauty,
Extinguished but not forgotten, waiting leaves,
Oak turn brown, stood loitering in a solitary way,

With haste gathered like wheat in the sheaves.
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



Autumn Morning Memories

Mute and uncomplaining autumn comes around,
racing towards winters slippery snake heels,
when brown leaves fall to the shallow ground,

a change of equinox the landscape feels.

The magic season rend the wiry smiles from our face,
And something new shelter where autumn sprung,
spreading its might from trees lofty embrace,

Birds perch on the hill with lucid leaves clone.

Autumn morning memories embracing everywhere,
Express the winning leaves beneath the trees,
Blends with the seasons changing atmosphere,
with old age the crisping colors in beauty chase.

With icy fringe against the frozen compound,
autumn quench its caress and colorful splendor,
Wet with sweeping noises to adorn the ground,

autumn mourning lights the kindred lamp in the air.

Gerry Legister
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Autumn Rain

When we see summer changes

The clothes we wear quickly disappear,
And the next season rearranges

Clouds more fastidious in the atmosphere.

The fall is here; it means a new challenge
For our clothes, shoes and hair

From the warmth of summer to darker rage
Autumn quietly drifts in unaware.

Let the autumn rain fall upon you,

Let the autumn rain beat upon the trees
Until the leaves fall down and become new.
Let the autumn season fondly release

The changes that time replicates
Shadows on the floor and rain in the air,
With pools of water running off the trees
And wash down into the gutter.

Let the rain fall softly while you sleep
And make the rhythm night beat

With a lullaby playing upon the housetop,
A note of intrigue to adorn the light.

When pools of water from the sidewalk
Splash upon you with quick surprise,
It makes you walk with a watermark

To stain the perfect spot on our tresses.
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Awakening

Before we depart, leaving our imprinted portrait
Potential to rule the ethos stronger than Arms,

Gifts buried insight; unique fuel form years of thought,
Brushes by the endless source of pearlescent lives.

Liquify existence, I found the door cold and tropical,
In subdued fission, the end close with absolution.
Peace release death to penetrate my oppressed soul
But from my prism burst a gust of regeneration.

While I sleep, history will study me religiously

And the spirit within thawing with passionate heat,
flames from ecliptic reincarnation finds me as a trophy,
defeating the shuffling earthquake beneath my feet.

The aftershock of tectonic retreat kept me awake,

As sorrow and grief quickly into another way depart,
Gargling breathe be the shortest sure sign of relief,
By inspiring daring dreams that are close to my heart.

We implore talented stars shining in earthen vessels,
Spreading crystal halogen wings upon the jewel clouds,
Through sultry teardrops, humanity find many duels,
Reflections gleaming upon oceans of weeping floods.

There was much warmth unravelling the iris traces
When I awake and taken out of my punishment,
Through rapture armoury dust meet paradise graces,
Friends emerge from silence to the edifice of content.

Awake hermit crab, step out of darkness into the light
Let anxiety disappear into the realm of sunshine,
Unfolding flames recalled dreams fast fading sight,
Wild nautical waves wash away the promise of time.

The conquest of reverberation, in secret place, make

My deliverance, impatience pausing, knowing the love
Flaming me, awaken the opportunity I needed to take,

A moment of endearing the gratitude that happiness gave.
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From sunrise to sunset, awake the consequences of our lives
Staring at half finish chores dreamily through a veil shadow.
Images roam backward, awakening soft young memories,
With unsure senses crying for a future we don't know.

I did not die when I wave hesitantly at the world goodbye,
My soul in dismay escape into adventure of a darker maze,
Where resurrection unveiled the consciousness, we deny

The Fragments of an apocalypse that are impossible to erase.

Stayed awake, by keeping hope over death and the grave,
The halogen Spirit over earth that heaven enlightens
Good deeds with spectacular colors of faith and love,
Between all people of nationalities in different regions.

Stay awake when all the other stars have gone to sleep,
Leaving fire ash images on memory words burned blurred.
Destiny calls with the perfect dream that you need,

When you cannot read a message on Pinterest board.

The universe has shaped you to awaken communities
Living Consciousness is a multidimensional being,
Awakening aspirations that spiritual path touches,
With all the powers already, ours, in this realm assign.
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Beauty And Solitude

I will leave all the struggles and the trouble

of the worlds conquest by every pleasure found,
And go to a place where the wind softly whistle
in the breeze with no tempest snares around.

To be alone with heavenly sound of inner peace
that raises my soul to a higher spiritual plane,
Where anxiety's deadly attacks will slowly cease
And I am free from critical cliché of emotional pain.

Where The beauty of seclusion fuels my imagination
shaping future existence and reality within my mind,
and make the freedom of feeling a great liberation,

unrestricted by regulations and rules of every kind.

Daily, I seek the beauty of solitude by choice
And listen to the hush whispers of my inner voice.

Gerry Legister
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Begin The New

Begin the new with changes we have,

Moving burly barriers to breaking point,

We'll have to reach beyond ourselves to survive,
Torrid threats to ambush the safety of each moment.

All the lost impulses we attempt to rearrange
Make the complex conditions fall lower,

Then the renewal impact of seismic change,
Sweeping along earth disconcerted shore.

In summer, we trudge through the growing
Disbarment of unveiling apocalyptic nerves,
Nations arrived in stillbirth for a new beginning
Our old characteristics traits started displaying.

Dark personalities peering out black as the future,
Society got glimpse of the unstoppable conditions,
When the powers of distress will open a murky door
To claim an overwhelming living part of emotions.

The desired impression now being formed

Seek the kind of humanism that ultimately

Will abandon happiness to make a brand new end,

For everything in vice and ventures to embrace reality.

But there is a beautiful sunrise waiting to be born
And every day the possibility comes with pain,
To feel that ache before we reach our dream.

Life seems drained to start all over again.

But courage will adjust the aspiring sail
And every stride we take brings us to a higher plane,
Leaving memories to pour out in the distant grail

Mysteries of a daunting world congested in pain.

Gerry Legister

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



Behind The Smile

Behind the smile we look into the eyes of emptiness, from the painted outward
picture of joy, on the horizon; there is agony and loneliness Anguish of fearful
dentistry looms over humanity.

We smile for the world with pearly white eyes the splendor of joy only lasting for
a little while, holding back the fountain of bewildered tears we are propelled into
the future turnstile.

Surrounded by demons and angels and foes in fires give their souls to devour
and pleasure tangled mattered and broken souls looking for a way to escape
temptation power.

Behind the smiles, those tainted blood of sinners Put their request in the mail box
for Jesus to forgive and the throne of heaven hears their prayers Crossing the
threshold in the darken world they live.

Dormant children have seen the future world Parents can't measure anymore the
amount of tragedy hiding behind the smile covered with gold turning hearts cold,
and the anguish of fearful dentistry hangs over humanity.

Gerry Legister
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Being Alone

Only my soul see the seasons when I am alone
Wearing the camouflage of a mocking frown,
The frock grows longer when I am on my own
Serene Emblems of clouds sparkle in my crown.

When the whole realm of close friends disappear
The eyes within my heart became black and blue,
Misty springs waltz through the atmosphere,
Gave the world no sign of the solitude I knew.

Just as fear is anxious about reasons for doubt
Floating dreams struggle with truths to enjoy,

The normal part of existing life breaking out
Trying to run away from emotional ties of memory.

We remain esteemed strangers within the walls
Of the challenging places where we sit alone,

In painful zone listening to our own distant voices
Playing calm tunes to replicate our delicate form.

The forlorn glands of pride were soiled and sunny
Indiscreet fears bunched and bungled together,
On every phony feeling awake inside of my tummy
The voices of loneliness own every defining hour.

Shared on the long road of Independent demand
When good friends are gone, we are left alone
With opinions to ponder as strangers in the land,

Reaping galvanize reforms to leave the tragic union.
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Beyond Gender

Design by a senses of fathomless euphoria,
Surpass by Gods unrelenting glory,

This divine power makes the world unique,
For us to argue, disagree and enjoy.

We have attributes inspired by creative order,
Beyond gender in configuration of divine art,
Comes the extraordinary senses propel together,
The perfect way to make a new generation start.

God is neither angel, nor man, nor mechanical,
The emblem he uses defines our identity,
Ebullient creator of male and female,

Author of mystique untamed entity.

Timeless metamorphous intricately refined,
Attracted to masculine and femininity,

We are the profitable increment of mankind,
Exercising divine power with infinity.

Beyond gender we squander when they can,
Our feelings in passions and mischief;,
Driving the soul to find eternal demand,

In wisdom beyond the pleasure we achieve.

Bordering with the unequal endowment,
Time connect a hew power to advance,
Perform creation with the seduction again,
Opportunity given with s a second chance.

Unleashing euphemism beyond gender,
Distinguish characteristic support,
Alleviating pain for spouse or lover,

We see our calling only as entities of divine faith.
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Birds In The Air

The orchard birds are singing

Peeping over the rosebushes

From greening trees in Silver Spring
Blend in the wind their torrent voices.

Under their hoods of adorable feathers
Warm tiny bodies began twitching
Upon twigs where sunlight strives,
Hide upon shoots in timid pose waiting.

When sunshine smiles upon them

Birds of same feathers stay together

Flying over hills, blossom lawns paved green,
Together they form a line in the air.

Exhibit thrills express in the way they live
Birds gliding abound on torrent heap,
Spreading wings in dazzling dive

Through the clouds they sweep.

Birds in the air don't have our confusion
Make a sound, run mad and cause a riot,
When they are rehearsing flight formation
They can hear us laugh but they are quiet.
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Birth

From the cradle of innocent birth,

comes the embracing touch of immaculate worth,
amidst sweeping streams of watery weariness,
looming life awakening tender delicate features,
Beauty only a breath away from facing a new world,
The end event begins reality; strong and sacred,
Bright and sanguine, first they are soft then toned,
And every celebration honors the new home.

Drawn by skilful proportion through wavering pool,
from cradled rest to wanton breast of a mother’s womb,
Where the realm of nature gives birth to life,

And creation groan with stronger breathe incite,
birth let time bring delivery of beautiful species,
Which knows not the wait the universe accepts?

Gerry Legister
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Bitter Rancor

Bitter rancor hide the silhouetted against the moon
Silence came and stood constraint in the room
Without the music, a mirage of dream murals the mind
Sanity drifted in vacuum unaccustomed decline
Self-conscious faith surprise the infamous

Faltered romance surrendered a marching chorus

To share the seasons graduated intensity

Uninvited relationship made the heart more humanity
Exhausted and bitterly lonesome

Indecisiveness tucked beneath your frown

From your seemingly quiet platform

Ignorance survive emotions measured revenge
Shuffling dangerous cross temper startled image

Into silent corners of holy conservatism

Your heart plots another winter's transvestism
pretense reaction for throwing up mute courtesy

The perfect answer to defeat betrayal agony

Despise love coincide with the darker danger

Only time will heal the bitter rancor of control nature

Gerry Legister
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Black Ash

Up Into the sky the smoke blast,

And black ash covered white clouds,
Overseas and streams aghast,

With lashing dust and darken moods. J

Slowly passing over earth and ocean,
Disturb the leaves in the noon day,
And halt the easy flights of locomotion,
Painting the ecliptic sky black and grey

Guide the shifting floating vapor,

In serene dominion without a compass,
Wind and time create the power,

And find the path over winding paradise.

Black ash spread in dept too dark to see,
Dissolving material in swaying motion,
Ignorant of pain erupting like infinity,
And flow over the entire beautiful heaven.

Black ash shedding tear and terror,

In the arms of a wicked volcano blast,
The world stood tripping with fear,
Hear the thunder and lightning flash.

New signs in blood, vapor and smoke,
A living force with cape and wings,
Breaking chains through space invoke,
Climate change burning things.

Travelers groan, in struggles and fits,
Dream of happy time passes the hour,
Bemused mankind left with many stitches,

To build a better memorial in the atmosphere.
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Black Lives Matter

Effigy, the energy of hearts burning.
Opinion wafted waves of banners,

Dire insult collides with murky crying,

A populous nation on the parade of fires.

This time, the world is a drawing tide,
Excuses no longer secure a shoreline.
Protester voices calling from the inside.
Thoughts like these are taken in my time.

Injustice becomes more than a crime,
In the strongest bonds for those who die.
Black lives may hear their voices shine.

Lift their names high in prayer line to the sky.

And bloomed, and witness and breathe,
The matter inside the womb of a new psyche.

Gerry Legister
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Borrowed Places

I hear the rustling of leaves in the trees,

the wind moves and changes direction with ease.
Blow new seasons to earth from the sky,

and open heavens window for a day.

We shower with the dew of early clouds,

sunrise unfolds and galaxies declines in moods,

we are cocoon in thoughts of our own,

images of places borrowed, becomes our home.
Traces of memories, making regular rounds,

some pass by in mute shadows, others in the clouds,
We see them half turn going into the distance,

life for brief moments are carried in a trance.

They surface and dance in familiar circles,

we see faces, and take pictures in borrowed places,
we the society of mankind, will go to join them,

our troubles and trials on earth will soon be done.
We are only hired vessels on borrowed time,

acting as geniuses, with tools in labyrinth of the sublime.
We take our chances whenever we find opportunity,
to challenge the ways we go to our destiny.

Gerry Legister
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Boys Will Be Boys

In dominion where sadness looms steps had the gloom
Determine to let boys make their own edgy mistakes,
Unafraid, they find courage again to embrace dream,
And doom becomes the light springs when morning rises.

And drift into another day when red eyes went astray,
Burning lust and dust down the vague road to another
Starlit games find chances to reactivate venue and play
But fortunes favour the boys who stop to ponder.

Sometimes they talk and don't turn up to do anything,
When you need them most they leave things to burn,
Iron and pottery, ruffle and tussle waging war waiting

To heap on friends fire of forgiveness in the engine room.

There is a body of opinion, mythical and delusional,
Boys will be boys embark on missions together
Scroungers, soldier's follow after fellow professional,
Wind and rain cannot nullify any of their splendour.

Loved by girls in the wildest arena passions evoke,
Income years turn the journey from boys into men,
No more toys to change and make them fit for work

Only older veterans dream of honour and illusions.
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Breathlessness

Every second minute of the day
Excitement entices the eternal passions,
It is the desire to mate and burn away,
The night in uncanny positions.

Breathlessness erupts like volcanoes,

And when it subsides in satisfaction

You are caught in a net with many holes,
Which leaves the mind to make a decision.

Telling you some truth for you to blush,

With what is left from pictures and images,
Entwined together in feelings you'll cherish,
Every sixty minute of the day your body aches.

Dreams lying awake in art and fortitude

Express the sentiments in less dewy eyes terms,
Those happier moments will come to conclude,
There is more to love that fading memories.

When all the pretty words have fallen,

Quicker than you believe love can leave you breathless,
There is something in you stronger than you seem

And smarter than all the empty promises.

That is, if you realize passion is the first stage of desire,
From one who loves the other, even being set apart?
There is something you must always remember,

Love grows stronger in the heart.
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Brief Encounter

To receive gracious kindness
From the hand of a stranger,

Is like a fragrant kiss in paradise
When hearts yearn with desire.

Opportunity allows actions we don't understand
In brief encounter, love touches the heart,
With this warmth waiting on sublime strand,
Stirring siren within the pulsating beat.

The threat of defeat and the heat of passion
May only combine the bonds in retreat,
When we allow doubt to take possession

In those brief moments, we meet.

Our world becomes one corporate union,
Link to the carriages of our companion.

Gerry Legister
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Burned Out Flames

Pain came in the place where years stood
Unaffected by danger and other traumas
Engulfing all the final dreams I had
Planned to see them through before I pass,

Dreams outlived career cause that was chosen
Woven in sombre moods every path to cross
Is overcast with dark clouds and chilly rain
Wet and dry plains make slippery places.

Final days of my years came along in rapid flight
Moving passion and desire away into a future reign,
From lust will have no eyes to see the fading light?
Darkness steals the strength that was given.

Burned out flames loiter in crusade cooler flashes
With ailing friends complaining of aches and pains
My final days the adventures of a lifetime carry

A worn torch illuminates the way to greater realms.

Shine again while passing through the atmosphere
Deeds acclaimed in the young generation following
The ancient path we have forth and sought over
In final years there is no more travelling.

Gerry Legister
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Can You Dance With Me?

Can you dance with me if no one else can?
Zumba on the shape that needs some toning
I see myself in the spell of someone’s hand
Under their command until I become strong.

In another playlist of my beautiful dream
Perched high dangling on edge in the sky,
Showing the place where I am coming from
I can see gravity fly and my world goes by.

Into sparkling mezzanine on which we dance,
Taking breathtaking leaps and stunning swings,
The intense accentuated a sparkling romance,
Into peaks streaks and cotton wool valleys.

Can you dance with me and get a little closer
Would you like to hold me until we are together?

Gerry Legister
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Caught In Heavenly Moonlight

I am caught in the heavenly enchantment
With you in mind, I glance into a trance,
And walked along over warm embankment
Trapped in the garden of serene ambiance.

Night is filled with the glint of rippling stars,
In a vast vault, that stores the heavenly sea,
We look for endless galaxies in shining rivers,
That could be a future place of our destiny.

What is the name of that realm, that is shining?
Brighter than the sunlight season nature has given,
For a delight to earth when the light is missing,
dark of shadows enters through every terrain.

Each night the sky was studded with diamonds,
Floating castles caught in the heavenly moonlight,
Galaxy of chances loitering where the moon stands
Elliptical strand, going near land with purer delight.

We had heaven before us going opposite direction
The belief of paradox, faith going the direct way.
The best of our days, but the worst age for vision,
Caught in the epoch of salvation for time to slay.
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Celestial Glow

Dreams came and flooded the room inside,
Took my soul in daring flight to another age,
Leaving the dangers of the world outside
And shadows came near the windows edge.

Falling to the ground without awakening sound
Terrestrial noises no one heard or felt the fear,
Carried in tears by the howling travelling wind,
That was passes in dreams cold and bare.

Standing there wet with dew of the morning air,
And dare not venture to explain the celestial thing,
Of pain already in vein will haunt the atmosphere,
And make memories come more unnerving.

But we see our spirit called into the celestial way,
Not many come as near for the light is bright,

In the heavenly place where we are going one day,
And will see the Lord and all the angels in flight.

Though our sight is poor, we will still see the light,
Circled in rainbow colors high up in celestial glow,
Above the world and the earth beneath our feet,

Break open to kindle the dreams we had long ago.

Raptured faces and noble figures went unfound,

In haste has fled and sped to finish the better race,
While others were old and still had the good mind
Break to finalize retirement plans in a sunny place.
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Central Society

The most amazing thing

Comes from sight and sound
When a child is born again

Into a most unlikely background

And be not influence by bad things
They hear going around every time
Going on in central society,

We find them not too far behind.

Symbolism of the great and the good,
With immediate sense of euphoria,
Find the measures to get ahead

Allow circumstances the lava.

That will dispel doubt and fear
Keep you down with sorrow and grief
And stop you from growing stronger

But keep striving for goals in your life.
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Changing Circumstances

Nerves crack and slit,

Changing faces all through the night,
Fluttering with different mast,

Beat the withered veins in either breast,
We curse the crocus day,

Mildew without decent pay,

Changing circumstances,

Lost the opportunities and chances,
Jingle and crushed with cruel blow,
Joy wrench from this present life,

To hear no more prayers,

Nor received fragrances and flowers,
Pleasures swept by in persistent strife,
Into the sunken bubble we drop down,
Upon memory deep churning ocean,
To hear no more the sweetest melody,
Echo when time turn to dash away
From earth we are swallowed by time,
Leaving the thinnest skeleton behind.

Gerry Legister
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Chase The Devil Away

Chase away the devil

When he comes into your path,
He is just something evil

And you will have the last laugh.

His tricks aren’t any surprise
Roaring like a hungry lion
Threatening peoples lives
Chase away the devil if you can.

Think of him as proud Satan

Trying to be friend with incantation,
Don’t close your eyes to his temptation
See the real picture in regeneration.

Justice is coming and he doesn’t expect it,
Because he has crossed the line

He will be bound in the bottomless pit

Put away from society for a long time.

Gods law is strong It will stand when he falls,
Into the prison of his own captivity,
You can say a prayer and close your eyes,

He'll not bother you again throughout eternity.
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Cheating

Betrayal is more difficult to define,

You can see the trouble it cause,

We may find it even if our manners are fine,
And still not rest until given justice.

Hurt is more inside than the smile wear outside,
External pleasure may give temporary delight,
Torn between what can be and what we hide,
But with the conscience there is a real fight.

Caught within inexpressible blissful plight,
Cheating is not a thing counted in duty,
It matters more to do what is right,

Than to lead a life of excessive vanity.

Chastity is where real happiness lies in purity,
Body and mind may adore pleasures that bring
Mistakes made, but grace is given for sympathy,
And passion from cheating is sorrows awaken.

When the flurries of torment is not forgiven,
The beauty of perfection is spoil,
The heart long for joy at the same time,

But permanence finds no way to escape the turmoil.
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Choices

Will our choices make a difference?

If we live for ourselves or to forgive others,
Though buffeted by agitated wind and tide,
Driven by faith to take responsibility serious,

Is it an earthly calling from higher altitude?

To make the right choice; choosing not to lose
The connecting medium between God and man,
Grant glimpse to see images of the future

If the human spirit is given a second chance,
And face the mirror; can it change the world?
To make us look younger and live a little longer,
Must we celebrate the treasures in a trance?
Surrender to mankind the images in our mind
Or waken gladly to distinguish it from all other.
The glories of heaven conceal hidden cost,

Cast everything below, but hastily look above
The sky is the mirror which holds our future
Being with fortitude hope will never be lost.
Dare to dream by esteeming earthly wisdom,
knowledge alone was never soul satisfying.
Especially if we find the hidden kingdom,
Whether or not the choices we made were right,
We must accept our mistakes and in passion
Eclipse apocalypse of the daunting Holy Grail.
Another world exist aware of this torment,

And yearn for the former lust as treasures,

For the choices we made guaranteed no bail.
But what we know resembles grand allusions

In messages flash strange images of the future,
Representing the state of the world we are in.
Invite crazed delusions to channel the mind,
Sunk beneath the tempest dangled danger zone,
Prosperity doing harm; charm disloyal crimes,
We try to ride out the storm in confidence.
Breaking promises every time to our children
Had we the right mind we could have won,
When we had lived and everything was fine,

With the weight of sin inevitable grief must come.
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Christmas Cheer

When I have much I am glad, but if I have no wine
I justly contend myself with water or cheap beer,
and wish I could find some hotel to pass the time
celebrating yuletide and enjoying a good cheer.

Year end is about the most bonus I get from work,
contending with reprimands inside the door,

It will be Christmas cheer for bosses and staff,
Wishing prosperity but not aware that I am poor.

Waving handbook in every fluctuating event
running meaningless figures to compensate profit,
I will be just as content with a dollar or a cent,

if I go empty, than to be treated as a fool sold out.

With all losses quickly sent away where life went,
hearing my name mention in what ridicule meant.

Gerry Legister
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Circle Of Friends

I am not an angel

But I have wings to fly,

I have a story that I can tell
It's about a place in the sky.

When the cycle of existence changes
And life takes on the newest form,
When the old one fades

Will time can be transform

And move the circle of friends
Into a place of past memories,
To closed their compartments,
With secrets remained in their lives.

The conscious reminder of their pyramids,
Archives myth place with each other
History will relate the circle friends
Awaiting their capture.

A conscious community lay hidden
Beneath the leftover fragments,

Died before the new age began

We will take them back only in moments.

Only time will tell of their mysticism,
Defenseless ordinary circle of friends,
Possess with intermittent criticism
Sealed up in silent compartments.

Gerry Legister
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Clandestine Traveler

The clandestine breath paused in murky mystery
True identity is hidden by the rhythm exhale,
And fortune weaves a tidy tale in idle mockery
By travelers waiting to go places more desirable.

Exotic parades buys the addiction of pleasure,

And Leave behind the prints for others to follow,

A clandestine may have many moments to treasure,
Riding freely through the air as a migrating shadow.

Become a wayfarer transient from one residence,
Bolder than astronauts and aliens behind space men,
A wandering robber who doesn't owe any allegiance,
Join spirits who also has come from another realm.

By raft, they ply their craft running from the law,
Bonded travelers transmitted through arduous journey,
Hiking awhile and trekking round a governing wall

Stay concealed to find in time only illegal misery.
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Clouds In The Sky

Somewhere up high, far away
forever, the clouds cry

their dripping tear drops stay
Cumulonimbus in the sky.

In the cluster heap of storm
rain spreading its wings

in vapor wind equilibrium
forever embedded in our eyes.

Dewpoint temperature of water
Moister from one storm
Bring flashing floods of thunder

Turbulent uplift clouds form.

Flanking line funnel and fine
The small cumulonimbus kind

Gerry Legister
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Cold Images

The coin in the mind is very hard to define

The scale of pain passing through the family line
Take the sword and face the challenges of disease
Demons in the soul make our dreams freeze

Make a splash in the fountain of mysteries

The sword I hold unlock the cold images within
The dreams with hope brings greater gains,
More stars I see through the wet stain rain.

Here I see cold images through foggy windows
Wrapped up in time with my bleak surrounding,
That draws the cold breeze and icy winds

So thin the wire cuts through my thinking.

On troubled moors cold images bleached the air
Refresh my wills and drifts away into the atmosphere.

Gerry Legister
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Communication

This generation found a form of communication,
They want the world to share with technology here,
A language learned they had already forgotten,

All the trails led through year’s pioneers uncover.

Where myth goes on the same road the sane went,
In golden verses they swiftly go insanely mad,

And somewhere sad among words the indignant,
Teachers went, torn from symbols where time stood.

In posture of silent expression; transmission invade,
Tiptoeing between hanging sound moving gesture,
To find the myth of communication proverbs made,
Advance in codes, ringing the rich and many poorer.

That unique people on a line swung many times,
All the fiery swords hunts past tense and dance,
In trance, romance inspiring tunes written in songs,
And draw love spellbound into modern sentence.

Earths tribes, with their own languages communicate,
At ease, some on bended knees, even birds in the trees,
Down to bees, and chimpanzees, the mystery create,

A dept of good deeds scurrying pass the years.

Winning, spinning and stroking the tongue of fire,
Nations join together, the smoke blow negotiation,
Higher in familiar tongue, set alight with habitual desire,

And everything is measured through our communication.

Gerry Legister
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Confronting Trouble

It takes courage and bravery

You can feel inside so deeply,

When confronting the terrible

atrocities of this world's evil.

Awakening alarms open your eyes,

when confronting that kind of demise.
How another human being,

Cannot find refuge for the perishing.

Who will rise and stop the war

This strain of turmoil has gone far.

And that pain aches in your heart,

When you see, nations drifting apart.
Create an ocean before them to cross,
They step down into the sea of an abyss.
Only Christ we knew to walk on water,
Because he owns the streams and river.
As our hearts consider one another
barely hearing the truth softly whisper,
Opinions crumble, politicians stumble

It takes courage to confront trouble.
Every stone or pebble voices were thrown
not all are smooth and weather worn,
You grow old and tired, to see places ruin
By troubles you thought had long been.
left abandoned, and never to return,

to demonstrate their wild nature again,

in an earthly garden where flowers blooms,
Many heroes lay in forgotten tombs.
Some epitaph is written in bloody silence
Speak to our hearts of remembrance.
gently erase their deeds when the sun rises,
a new generation wake up to witness.

for the first time after our dream,

and realize where we have been living.
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Connections

I gaze at you in slumber before you awake

And hear the dim sound of your heart beating,
Fading quietly into shadows of dreams intoxicate,
When morning came our world began changing.

Fashioned into the atmosphere of miracles,
A kindling connection with our spirit was made,
And transformed the aching mind out of troubles,

To pass into a different realm where darkness fade.

Memories sends ashes into different galaxies,
Making the sequence of mistakes an opportunity,
To forget and be forgiven with second chances,
Going back in time and make restitution a remedy.

The transportation of astounding revelation came,
Bearing the solitude and bliss we had gained,
Connections intrinsically wrapped in mortal pain,
Enter the deepest parts where emotions laid.

The twist of fate was connected to yours and mine,
The regeneration of life is with me along the way,
Taken to the transcendent place outside of time,
On this terrestrial plain to meet again another day.

Gerry Legister
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Conquering Passion

Wrestling joy speed to her spirit,

At once dreams dissolved into love,

In the rasping wait at the paradise gate,

Peace comes in dreams that heavenly hopes gave.

Trying to conquer passion inside the mind,
Infatuation of danger which is perfectly unseen,
Across miles excite the sensations we will find,
Engage apprehension with feelings from within.

We do not know the measure of hope giving
Forethought to the consequences we face,

In this craze cause the emotions we are feeling,
Having the outbursts of obsessions we taste.

Individuals conform to the use of good behavior,
Society will try to conquer the rage of our passion,
But the quest to achieve your love will grow stronger,
We know the qualities of request will take their turn.

Once the fire starts a flame will begin to burn bright,
Strong heat may be difficult to control from a distance,
We will do as well to conquer its powerful might,

On the pathway of dreams we share in a trance.

Life is far too short to leave this love behind,
If it takes one second out of your precious time,
It will affect the emotions and state of mind,

Training our thoughts to leave or become sublime.

Gerry Legister
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Consoling Arms

It starts with a person struggling in need
Haunted by the dreadful thought of insecurity,
The wound distinguished her tears as she cried,
With Shrouded eyes fighting back uncertainty.

Thinking of today, she slips into intensified fear
A consoling arm present is what she needs most,
Mirror on her face the cold chime underscore
Fear clutches the symbol of hope inside first.

Holding sentiments hidden by a colossal wall,
She tries to cope and break down more baby like
Weeping voice in agony of lament grown tall
The betraying straps of pain keeping her awake.

Then a consoling arm slips around her shoulder
Lifts the burden away and make her soul secure
Watery lipstick fading away into a lighter color

Relief washed the painful tears reserve in store.

The spot tattoo there, mark the place of defeat
Make firm reminder that starts to heal the hurts,
We share caress and care repaired, and throw out
The daunting years with the deluge of our tears.

Consoling arms can stop the fear of being alone,
Bring the stream in unison to drown the pain,
Make someone feel they are not on their own
When a helpful voice can do better to explain.

After aches recede, new ardors begin blooming
The old succumb, as we hold the victory lip-tight,
Kindness gently tilting back the mind into finding

The entrance of sanity with illumination of light.

Gerry Legister
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Contemplation

I take this thought into contemplation,

that our days has been a dream,

and in the vision we were the one enthrone,

and no phantom could come between,

or find the gift to intervene our contemplation.

I only hear the clarity of your voice,

and felt reassurance of peaceful embrace,

softly echoed in your textured defense,

like the glorious note in warbling trance,
contemplating the time we share,

in bond of recurrent years together.

I feel emotions twitch inside and surrendered,
waltzing in slow steps to a beautiful serenade,
the fulfillment of our visions and dreams,

bless seasons, wit reasons and happy times,
speak with tears of delight from your eyes,

with memories looking back over our lives.

When we first met the love we felt,

And tied passion of ribbons around our waist,
with the never ending feeling of you inside,

I contemplate the distraction I wanted to hide,
but when you laugh, everything turns on the magic,
and dispels sadness and anything tragic,

Every time I saw you in the light, and in the night
with invisible strength the future looked bright.
Parting the waves that carried the doubts,

and climb over continents higher than clouds,
and gaze upon the magnificence of lover.

From the ghostly realm hidden above,

spirit roaring pass and rushing onwards,

leaving the past behind on dark roads,

I see your image entwined the ripples of my mind.
And I contemplate out of borrowed time,

Until the dream became the magnificence of grace,
Embrace fulfillment in a trance.

Gerry Legister
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Crossing The Missing Void

Why is the look that we share?
Make something far from within
Fills my heart so loud and clear
About the dream that is missing.

The voices I hear coming from far,
Sounds nearer the void in my being.
The centre heartbeat of a single tear,
Move to the brink of every drain.

I am lost in the beating stream,

Gone under each wave as the sea grew heavy,
Agony is a lonesome island far from the dream,
I still have sitting upright in me.

Weaken at the task, were you the craft?
Crossing the widening void in my heart,
Into the winding streams of a healing path
The long oars swing carries me safely out.

And you see me looking through you,
With the enigma spiralling to the end,
Below fading shadows, your smile is new
Strength to reach the other side again.

We find reasons to stay alive
From what we have been told
Sometimes it doesn't come unless we strive

To have enough breath left to hold.

Gerry Legister
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Crumbling Paradise

Our paradise is a beautiful place in mind,
Exist only when we go there in spirit,

On a trip; in this realm of splendid sublime,
Only those so deep in love can get to it.

A precious place of graceful escapades,
Found in the wind that floats through the air,
Dare to be where our daily memory fades,
And fond embrace becomes the treasure.

We seek more from this impure life,

And would endure every pain and torment,
But fiery trials esteem the crumbling grief,
These are the broken promise presently sent.

Burning desire more consuming than fire,
Within me lift the flames to a new heaven,
Overwhelm to speak of any intruder,
Pushing me out and trying to break in.

We fall down but love made us get up again,
With broken dreams of crumbling paradise,
There is no tears heaven; sorrow or pain,
We make our dreams here living in disguise.

No sweet exhale can make this paradise crumble,
Only truth we share divides the beat in our heart,
To make us stop and stare and quietly stumble,

Until we find the truest path where eternity start.
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Dance Recital

You may dismiss me during the fast
Moving performances taking place,

Pay more attention to costume and cast
A spell over those sitting in the audience.

If you had sons or daughters in the dance
You would know what this means outside,
Stood behind the crowd to get one chance,
And join forces to cheer the recital inside.

Before the end we congratulate the children,
Because they had done something new

To hear others opinion and had a great time,
Waiting in the auditorium for another review.

The thrill of recitals is filled with pleasure
Around the stage whole families are waiting
Moments to treasure the experience together,
And know recital time is even more amazing.

Voices on screen caught joy in a million pieces,
And there is a finale all entertainers gather in,
A sort of camaraderie hierarchy of artistic faces,

Took their deserved bow for gladly performing.
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Dancing Under The Moonlight

Let the stars fly away and leave the moon shining,

With You and I dancing under the light until morning,
Hear the music playing to the tune of your heartbeat
Spiral waltz into the atmosphere in the circle of heat.
Swing under the moonlight and be lost in love’s delight,
Souls in unison, while shaking, and twisting in the night,
Fantasy performed in the body moving from side to side,
Magical pleasure the souvenirs reminisce with pride.
Imagine the night where the moon glows in a fountain
The tiniest lives from natures hive paddle in the ripples,
Lift the mind into the songs with picturesque scenes.

And you smile in that moment to cast a wishful token,
With one great look into faith at dreams destiny create,
The amazing aura in which your desire can participate,
Leaving moves in photos to embrace the ambiance found.
Being romantic; the party stood silhouette around,
Shadows swing from the walls unto the dance floor,

You hear the sound but your body cries out for more.
Into the moonlight the eyes are blinded by heavenly bliss,
And the glittering stars appear again in the halo of a kiss.

Gerry Legister
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Dancing With The Stars

Airy tune plays the starry notes we adore
Wind generate the breathe of vibrancy found,
A beat tapping polite crescendo upon the floor,
Judges joined in the finale of encore sound.

Notes spinning in flames swirling the flare around,
The enchantment full of awesome performance,
Shifting body weight perfectly from off the ground,
Contestants wooed the crowd with exotic dance.

Disco costume the glamour of appearance calling,
Showbiz trial before platform of bigger audience,
Dancing with the stars until your eyes are shining,
Don’t think you come here to hang out in a trance.

Into this magical movement of swing and speed
Trapped charm glowing in space by metallic plates,
The choreography steps and style will succeed,
To shuffle the dances different combination creates.

We want to have the audience upon their feet,

But we don’t know yet; how much we love dancing
Until television shows the moves we often repeat,
Bring out the best twists and turns from within.

Unique blend for either student or entertainment,
Evoke rhythm seductive flames with creative elements,
Flown to where the original inspiration went,

They are allowed to dance with unique movements.

Fluttering like trees continuous wave in the breeze,
When all at once you have the crowd on their knees
Their outstretch hands hope for more to receive,
And you finally become a twinkle in their eyes.

Lively bodies enthused with jiving to the end,
Dancing with stars in modes of thousand sequins,
The choreography disguises shapes with each bend,
You have your hips swaying more tantalizing.
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Dark Corners

The battle of wits quickest to its target
Parliament becomes the deciding ground,
For silence of tongues in the beaten heart,
Say little or nothing and have no command.

By force of nerves generals pitted and plotted,
Referendum chorus drummed out matted voices,
Tweets on either side of the house in cyber-chatted,
Left only with misfits and approving choices.

The vote that leads our parties into battle

A host in haste gallops quick to make up their mind,
No waiting nor baiting with further tittle-tattle,

The allowance for doubting was put far behind.

The people in whose lands their opinion’s forgotten
Labour and conservatives two protagonist appeasers,
Sneer on their wishes with decisions already taken,
But the cold commands shadows in dark corners.

Bows in the left poison arrow in the right,

Momentum pursuing no place safe but heaven,

The eyes have it, smart sorties smitten by night,
Watch communities squabbling for mitigation chosen.

The earth and the people that’s in it can dream,

But every nightmare has its own dark shadow,

A trap for fools, using tools of good to cause harm,
Keeping virtue and chasing after the distant rainbow.

Could the risk we take worth a start for all our winnings?
To outrun distances of those bitter wicked conscience,
And go back again to foundations of early beginnings,

Until at last we breathe in the ambiance of silence.
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Darts Of Intrigue

A shadow from hell in swanky song
Boiling the mind and fiery tongue
With pelting evil the heart has spun
Firing darts of nervy intrigue.

Darts at the heart where love dwells,
The arrow of lives speeds into heaven
But hate is the deep unfathomable wells
Descend into murky drumbeats again.

Humanity wrapped in black shroud
Drama comes with the intrigue of mirth,
But values are forgotten in diminish gold,
Exchange integrity for lesser worth.

We are friends here on the earth,

With weakling hands amides the bliss
Surviving on borrowed time and breath
We exchange fleeting kisses.

Going further back to where the soul reaches,
By creating hands from the ground
Until we are so weak in dangling ditches,

We cannot make a single sound.
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Day Star

End of night we look for the day star to shine
And Just before dawn when the earth is calm
A Heavenly realm moved the stars in line
To share the magic and intrigue of dream.

Through the night comes the wind that blows
Love or sorrow to every corner of the planet
In all our conversation the intrigue shows
The depth of love we owe in deeds of regret.

I would rather do the work which gives honor

To God, than to talk about the deeds not done
For too much talking is empty words of horror
Those without good deeds have virtue undone.

A wishful intrigue has only a desire to work with
But a person with passion delivers more than gold,
A person can dream and reality brings forth

To stand with history where other giants stood.

Gerry Legister
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Days Of The Year

The days of the year has quickly flown by
Collecting aspects of serenity in the clouds,

For passing storms to stir the tremulous sky,
The weather makes futility multiply with floods.

Under the aquatic gloom voice that hilarious cry,
To see happy faces more lustrous make us smile.
With friends whose virtuous lives will never die,

Their beauty transcends the surprise for a while.

More glee to come from the nunnery of advents

Unlike other days of the year; today is your birthday,
Summary of days on peak season, outlived past events,
This rejuvenation of joy gives youthfulness each day?

Enjoy your dreams and the sweet encore of fantasies,
Sizzle with kisses and firelight stars of beautiful optimism,
Beyond the grasp of humanity; soulful symphony echoes,
With melodies reaching the highest temple in heaven.

Gathering the applauses commission from east and west,
Compliments make the visage of your virtues increase,
With kaleidoscope colours appeared in tears of interest,
Where the value of your worth shall never decrease.

Halo skipping up to the sky; the eclipse makes a happier cry,
Bright flames hides all hint of pain even the rain falling frail,
With moonbeam stars swelled bright in the mocked eye,

It clears a path between faint feelings and the rising swale.

Passion cry out with satisfaction; the reaction of your soul
Moulded into the galaxy of time make the years more refine,
Endless endearing blossoms of regenerations will unfold,

For this celebration is only a gap that good friends define.

Gerry Legister
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Death And Beyond

I found myself embracing new
State of parallel dimension,
Endearingly the inquest renew,
All the grief I had in mind.

Friends gather to mourn at the ground,

But when they walked away,

I still see your shadow in death and beyond,
Come with memories slow and softly.

Whose weakening power sustain respond
Await in silence the menacing fires,

Time will be kind in death and beyond,
Drumming out the sting in our prayers.

Riding high, back and forth and through the air,
Fleeting breathe hissing with broken pain,
Sorrowful chimes stained the atmosphere,

We stood in traits of time to extinguish the flame.

In quiet abode, thoughts edge near death & beyond,
At the sight of brightly adorn flowers,
Feelings marooned with imposing myth found,

And spirits clings to life within the last rites.
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Death Passover

Life overcomes death,
When Lent of days
Proclaim the power gained.

Over pharaohs land
Already smitten by angelic hand
When death Passover.

Saved by grace
The Hebrew race
Snatched away just in time.

The gathering force
Celebrated and dance
When death Passover

Pharaohs land was empty
Many were smitten by angelic hand

When death Passover.

Gerry Legister
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Death Promise Nothing

Death promises nothing

But the future holds a new beginning
We will quench the color of pain.

And the flame untouched flutters here,
It's raggedy flags beating the air.

By rapture draw the uneasy gasp
Hasty calls of the scars and cause ask.

The wind that blows stripped our lives
Leaving trivialities and tragedies.
Embers of memories bound in all people.
like sorrow, you feel it most of all

The unveiling which makes us guilty.
Brings a smile and the look of beauty.

It has an ever-increasing anguish,

That blends our thinking with so much.
Life gave out shares and left all we wish.
Sorrow station here brings human grief,
indispensable joy restores immense relief.

The rhetoric of happiness,

Has become iconic and measureless.

In time, the loss will ease me of my pain
The sparkled robbed and given birth

To the ugliest kind of hurt.

The tiring faith of companion,

The reality of thinking left in oblivion.

Strip bare of thoughts, darkness has no end
It despises the meaning of a friend

Where the stars are stationed.

The void inherent of all people remained.
Upon a brink deemed a depth,

Paused in sleep, where angels heap.

In clouds, the greatest power found

Countless gems paint the surface beyond.
Lightening up the ceiling of glass heaven

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 120



Won through the conquest of trials given.
On earth, was pale and never bloomed,
But in death mercy gloom and glowed.

Things said were better left unsaid

Lent to dream and the emptiness craved.
Buried with the sense of distress

In the bank of heavenly riches.

Death promise nothing

more than the awakening

Out from our thinking.

Gerry Legister
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Deep Passion

Hidden passions lay deep

And men fall at their dainty feet,
With desire the slumber and sleep,
Slipping like ice upon streets of sleet.

Sweeping moods of cold and heat
Convert hearts take unbalance chances
A daring pursuit beneath our feet

Dark shadows move in silent dances.

A woman scorn can be disguised

To protect where treasure lies

The motives hidden in hearts and mind,
Comforts found in other arms.

This torment could invade briefly

In moments or a lifetime of hell,
Only those who suffer in agony,
Large stories of misery they can tell.

When darkness falls rooms are as ice
Life for both souls is twice despise
Locked in the secret torment of silence

Only the tincture of ambition will arise.

Gerry Legister
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Desire

There stood before me is a familiar exploit,
With fantasise in pictures of my desire?

The anxiety of joy running astonishingly hot,
Uncontrollable embers launched into fire.

A flame cascading and advances through the air,
Attack beneath the skin pleasures connecting
My heart permits the trip of a rippling order,
Cross all boarders' adventures exploring.

Leading the way to become the hunted victim,
Euphoria caught in this glorious weakness,
Soul thrown into confusion or desired prison,
Now so close I smell the flavour with each kiss.

The chorus tearing into different parts of my heart,
Bathed now in the agreement of light tranquillity,
The beautiful encounter soaring into the night
Sweetness soaks the air inside warm and lovely.

Dreams among the gentrification of this felicity,
Only reclaimed the amazing droplets of desire,
In daylight find a less infamous route to reality,

To take my soul and filled it with more pleasure.

Gerry Legister
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Desiring Gift

Desire that Dixie twist

Doesn't make a person rich,

Bright and full of color

Friendship like no other

The kind of people

In the society that is invisible.

They are a precious gift

And will always make your heart lift
But the happiness it brings

You don't know how it happens
This miracle of friendship

The beaming energy eclipse

All that the illusion brings

On the thin rim of what's happening

Gerry Legister
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Diamond Finale

The diamond fields and ringlets
A glaze gently unfold,

As the tangerine sunsets

On discovering vast sums of gold.

A unique and individual collection
Of beautiful jewelery

Delicate, refine selection

Held in creative style for eternity.

Contours of color ripening
With the stunning glitter of sunlight
Dazzling infinity cascading
Streams glowing with radiant light.

Sublime solitaire, exquisite diamonds
Unrivaled desire and design shows,

The sultry charm, and the center stones
Rivers of tinsel, sparkle and glows

Summer wedding season

Pennants of autumn and winter's face,
The last days of the season,

We all can afford this little grace.

To instill in our memories

The occasion of some special time,

Days out, dining, evenings, happy hours,
Romance and chilled glasses of wine.

Diamond season finale
Reflect in shimmering topaz light,
Journey of the heart in style

Celebrate every dreamer's delight.
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Divided Loyalties

Political problems arising in a rush,

Treat the weak crush them in discreet,
Disease and conflict unleashed upon us
Pandemonium on the corners of the street.

When the symphony of sobbing starts,
A fleeting decline set forlorn on the good.
Smiles and laughter broken into parts
by the purity of envy where evil stood.

Shadow of party colors unite everywhere
Unforgiving times continuously harass,

pass new way of hustle with expensive fare,
The rich can pay and carry others across.

Ruin environment face charges for more
From parliament new style of promises,
Sorrow will bring a penalty to the poor
leaving the identity of broken families.

All the talk will only lead to bloodshed.
Leave divided loyalties in a torn country,
Without identity many are waiting to be fed.

With sorrow for bread and misery and enmity.
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Doubt

At first I had my doubt, that crossed with mystery,

Yet I hold you dear, to listened the words you say,

you never said them clear, but you said them differently,
So when you’re not there, I hear them breathe silently.

In doubt, I too fear; to repeat those words completely,
but losing fear, I may find the courage which finds you,
abiding in knowledge unclear; in time I may define reality,
yet still love you, and find manners have no clue.

We laughed and share memories passion and pain,

but doubt cheats on joy, and success can never rejoice,
to gain back every full moment left with that stain,
good manners taken to make the better choice.

Doubt at first, I thought was hard to bear,

until fear unclear removed the darkness into light,
and once that was done, I could walk on air,

and go where wisdom and mystery glow bright.

With no wings to fly, but if I sail towards that land,
that’s when I discover doubt had no place to hide,
from courage possessing the passions that are strong,

and seem content where love defines to stay inside.
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Dread Not The Things That Are Before You

God wants us to think about these

things in comparison to misfortunes
difficulties that we may go through.

All Things to work Together for Good

To those believers who love God,

it's not talking about accidents and tragedies.
There must be a good purpose for our existence.
all things of this statement have a reference
In the context of all the things God has done
Things such as the incarnation of His Son,

The death, burial, and resurrection of Christ,
His ascension and His role as our intercessor
And His intention to come again,

The second coming without pain.

The rapture, the marriage supper of the lamb
fear no man; Do not be afraid of the king of Babylon.
The temptation of Satan that brings a share,
but he who trusts in the LORD will not fear
The way in which Christ gave himself for us,
His unique design was a plus,

Dread not the things that are before you

With astonishing disclosure

God, purchase you as a peculiar people,
zealous of good works; his people may tremble
because we are weak, but God is strong.

He holds the whole world in his hand

Do not be afraid of the viciousness of tongues,
dread not the things that are on the horizon
The LORD is with you like a dread champion.
Therefore, your persecutors will stumble

and they of the uncircumcised will not prevail.
They will be utterly ashamed,

because they have failed.
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Dreams Grew Out Of Nowhere

A patient traveller lost his way

On a road that went nowhere,
Proving that we can all go astray,
Even by the simplest sounds we hear.

Howling tune in blizzard atmosphere,
Make the melodies loony tunes creates,

If we learn to let our feet do more walking
We shall indelibly make lesser Mistakes.

Keep our minds patient in every dark thing,
Muted in silence with the myths we share.
With earthly bound peculiar belonging
Dreams don't stay long; they disappear.

And our fortunes grew out of nowhere,
Breathe fresh life in visions every day,
Conquering the chasms we mostly fear
And bolder wage courage along the way.

The clandestine who dwells in quandary,
Has found a secure way out of nhowhere,
No one else showed the opportunity
That grew out of blizzard atmosphere.

And keeps the mind focus on dreaming,
Only a bitter moment ago its seems,
The air was stale and life bemoaning

Allow mistakes to flow into longer streams
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Dreams Make Loving Moments

When we are waken by dreams of abundant love
Formed into the web of peace and perfect harmony,
To inherit wisdom in the splendor that life gave,
Mingle cute between our faith and fiber of our being.

It's almost impossible for us to act naturally

When the clouds roll back and the airy sky reveals
New sunshine rays among hearts changing happily,
Explore uplifting power so it may refresh our wills.

Then as we walk in the breeze covering spacey intrigue,
Freedom comes with ease restoring every step propose

The strange weight in conversation becomes the unique,
Striding out to compose the natural belief we impose.

We can act naturally when we become real friends,
And nothing is hidden of things unknown falling down,
Between where we stand to where emotion ends
Dreams make loving moments obtain a wishful crown.

Take the mask away from the masquerade on parade,
Behind the bare face we trace a smile hanging in space,
Where a wish invade rising awkward like a river mermaid
Glazed eyes into watery grave reflect a different face.

For when we are free from cages we can act naturally
In happier state merit find more adventures to create,
A shade in the atmosphere with serene sense of beauty,

Time goes by naturally with the loving moments they make.
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Dreams Waiting

Even the person who is happy
Has glimpse of them
Or fantasies of those realities touches within.

And their hearts overflow with a longing
Of surprises they cannot recognise
In continuing river flowing.

Deep down inside we see dreams and feel desire,
From the starting point
To where they blaze like fire.

Dreams remain unseen
In life before the print of our being,
They were there in waiting.

From the place where dreams comes

Arise the mix of our ancestors

Longing for love, we know which is all around us.
In places out of reach

Under different shade in shady shapes,

Dreams flash by in fireflies.
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Dunes Of Guadalupe

For many years, there the sphinxes lay
Entombed in decorated silent graves,
Whose reminiscence amaze the present day.
When deities emerge out of nine decades.

The lost city unearthed something else.
Myths entrench in fear by the same wind,
Secret elements of powers and fragile pieces,
Those rare mementos buried in the sand.

Prophecy revives the spells outside
Worlds in code of metaphysical status,
Stand resolute where sand dunes subside,
To unleash the powers of dark recesses.

Elliptical shrines lost in the track of our mind,
Defining age with the archetypal grains,
Dunes of Guadalupe covered in layers of sand,
Timeless images enslaved on silent plains.

Where symbolism of the ancient world
Meet beauty and harmony of the new age
Subliminal entities, interpretation of the soul

Incarnation carved out of limestone decrease image.
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Earth In Upheaval

Spiritual challenge to empower hate,
Condition of earth in upheaval,

The pendulum of torment await,

A planet disappears burning in travail.

Believers fighting without might,

They turn the right gospel page,

Into righteous path for inseparable light,
And journey to where time has no age.

The reapers came from around the bend
Cold and feverish spirit on conquest,
Eyes are distracted in the familiar wind
Persuade souls to see the pilgrim’s quest.

Earth striving through the darkness,

The duller pain embraces humanity,
Forgotten in shade with tragic glances

Hope mends the bridges we form in society.

On the icy clouds where the angels went,
To moisten earth caught the air in heaven,
Peering through where sinners went,
Souls remained in a state of unforgiving

The wrath of God sends earth in upheaval
Scouring people and cities lightly departing,
With myth and prophecy binding evil,

The world loitering where a new mystery begin.

Many wait with flawed humanity,
The wrong and the right perpetuate,
Dual existence awakens the mystery,
Earth existence continues to create.

The unending perception grows,
Bringing more evil instead of goodness,
And only time and mercy knows,

How far we have gone in darkness.
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Disciples of deeper realms above,
Search for gods but only one is known,
In the greater outpouring of love,
Difficult snare of finding freedom.
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Earth Is Safe Retreat

In the beginning we never knew teardrops,
We were the fashion becoming new,

God’s creation brought the raindrops,

And the sky in heaven turned blue.

We only knew the innocence of gender,
Stretched far back into unbending distance,
Beginning our characteristics and behavior,
The experiment brought new science.

Paused in a realm awaiting life to begin,
Something’s in weakness can be strength,
The embryo of transplant stood waiting,
To oblige in the steps of unknown spirit.

Jagged thoughts in age more entrenched,
But hopes springs the proposing grace,
Begin the twist of nature on a bizarre road,
With new creation of a continuous race.

Cold calculated chaos began misgiving,

In the beginning opulence of earth was lost,
Temptation found refuge surrendering,

To the existence of a pertinent cost.

Creation suffer rejection and abuse,
And took a ride in ungainly pursuit,
To reconstruct the skills once refuse,

But we could make earth a safe retreat.
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Empty Promises

The smile you wore made me glad,
And promise half the world under oath,
You would give to me if riches you had,
What we could own in life or death.

Dreams climb without a pause in space,
To quicken mind and longing breathe,
Entwined around the nectar of taste,
Over soul comes power of life and death.

Those lineaments of blissful sounds,
Hidden in the whole realm of mystery,
Are they devices robed in trailing crowns?
The secrets of mind are your own fantasy.

Laden upon brave lips without fear,

From higher sphere the words are bless,

I hope to see some dreams floating in the air,
But the contents are empty promises.

You tell me the things I want to hear,
But most of them belong to eternity,
You go and come in flight and feather,

But clouds remain dark as yesterday.
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England

We are a family in England cherish land,

When I look out upon the grim houses

A sense of fear entraps the confine soul

And duty force my will to pray more earnestly,
For providence we joined the search for freedom,
Together we all have some mournful tones,

Of cage birds public concern on toiling pinion,
England pride itself with its coats of arms,
Bearing the insignia of crest and fames,

See the banner flames waving in the skies.
Although heroes may fall, they are not forgotten,
In folklore deeds written their names shall rise,
And all who dare to be brave, a crown is theirs,
Over each town their golden names will wave.

All the games of men and women our history claim
Evoke the meaning pass from parents to children,
England branches go far and reach other lands.
Our ancestry surname the winners in heraldry gain,
Their heritage lies within the walls of England.
Seeking a warmer clime upon the narrows roads,
I see the line grass of stately garden trees.

That runs through the highway of the town, Dbarker stone
s stood out from a shadowy past
History that forms the memory that once had been,
The past unite with the present and the future.
Like footsteps hidden in the sands of time.
That is seen on either side of the dispenser,
Through which they descend to search the archives.
Beneath English lands and the trampled ground,
Nothing is lost and much more about history to gain
In the place where we lay our names can be found.
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Enigma

Nothing gives a fearful man more courage than fear

Faith is made to be believed, but deeds are subjected to inquiry.
A dream is a fantasy and many dreams are nothing but fantasy
Better is the reality than a dream

If love is real that person nearby you will feel the effects

Real hero is a hero by mistake of being an honest coward.
When we stop believing in God, that is when we start believing nothing.
Learning does not only consist of knowing what to do

But we could do perhaps what we should not do.

Prepare to die for truth as a rule,

and make many habits die with them

There is no great satisfaction in having bullets

flying about in every direction

I find there is more horror among them when in anticipation

I would define the effect as an enigma

between keys without being completely consumed

Into a stimulus of critical panic reaction

It is an invitation for hypnotherapy diagnostic's

Concept is the perception of the opposite;

emotion is the feeling of it.

I rather appear foolish and renounce seeming clever

As images, we are the shape of the world

And I have come to believe that the world is enigma

That is made to look terrible by our own mad attempt

We try to interpret simplicity

as through it has underlying faults

There is puritanical ethics in Christian success

But a successful person is a sinner

Those who love mankind make people laugh

Because truth free ourselves from insane anxiety

Which in their turn speak of things without seeing?

Without an eye to read them, only the mind can imagine them
Our heart contains signs that produce billions of concepts
Therefore, to a blind man, the world and its inhabitants is a beautiful creation
Faith smiles without seeing, is a gradual reality

Truth is not measured by doubt

because truth knows where he is going

It will suffer the wears of time

And in clumsy hands looks more define
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Enlightenment

The dreams of tortured only find,
Were during the frightening teens,
I believe still pursue the mind,
With unclear memory define.

I felt the wizened breeze,

The discomfort granted no ease,
But hope endured in the dream,
Turn night into morning.

The bright light could have been,
A revelation of the path we have seen,
My life hopes, and my dream.

A process in my heart,

The unusual spirit had impart,

Formed a figure trying to get out,

With a shout; a cry or a sigh,

Caged with tears formed in the eye
God among us with the living still yet die,
Past dream falls into untangled hours.
A shade sleeping under the covers,
With darkness in the eyes

Fathoms away from awareness,

Plant the seed that breaks into the life.
And for some it's a day of grief,

While others continue to dream

Of a future they have seen.

Time will tell our calendar of days
With the simple things

That keeps us living

And count the changes we're crossing,
Till the world wears away,

Cocoon as they were yesterday.

Past dreams capture another world
Adventures waiting to be found,

On the path of a new day,

Shadows flee with our own dream,
But the revelation we have seen,

That enlightenment will come back again
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Enter The Sanctuary Within

The whisper of breeze on my face,

Send confidence into the sanctuary within,
Oozing pain coming without trace,

The agony spilled out with delirious scream.

Hope brings out a triumphant joy,
Resonate from the sanctuary within,
Prayers to heaven send the call of victory,
And the greatest prize we are about to win.

Winners; we shall be not be deceive,

With ease of wearing Olympic crowns,

Fear not the trigger nor do the taunts conceive,
The flint that makes pride takes you to dreams.

If my doubts had not vanished away,

I would have reclined and fainted with unbelief,
But on my way I enter into the sanctuary,

And look for the fortune of hidden relief.

Infinity of modern voices, the crowd rises,
Into a detachment from the sanctuary within,
Adrenaline wrapped in present applause's,
The emotions began dilating within.

I had fainted in the land of the living,
Overwhelm by celebration of winners,
Clutching the inner torch of existing flame,

That exhibit a world of gold and silver names.
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Eternal Stars

Eternal stars falling from the sky,

Angels took wings and began to fly,
Beautiful nocturnal fire burning bright
Hold your smile in dewy mooring sunlight.

Make the heavens a prelude to paradise,
You were the first kindling heart to realize,
How the firmament reflected our wishes
The mirror that no distance ever separates.

Even on the verge of perpetual death

We can measure distance in a single breath,
Soaking up the warmth of your embrace
Destiny plant our footing in space.

Bring a taste of desire from countless stars.
Unfulfilled days became a thousand years,
With the epochs of time smitten in our eyes.
Long after the dwindling planet dissolves.

The temporal in our mind is a radiant dream,
A moment of darkness here and in between
When we die; our soul will dance high in the sky,

Spirits free listening to marvelous lullaby.
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Every Time I Kiss You

Every time I kiss you on leave,
I feel that I am missing you already
Before I wave.

I am dreaming of love adjectives
Each step I make to your heart
With kisses in the language of linguists.

Every time I kiss you I am wishing
Our love is worth more
Than the dreams and plans we are making

We lie down with grammar
Where we used no words,
And love becomes that inescapable power.

To conquer the alphabet,
And your inaudible breath and angelic tongue,
Has barely left by swift exit.

And it has made my heart to flutter
In the perfect Rhythm we heave,

Our destiny lies and breathe together.
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Examine And Explore

I will bless the Lord at all times,
He shows me mountains that I can climb.

Life flourishes when the sun shines,
Seasons may say, it's not the right tim