
        
            
                
            
        

    
	This is a work of fiction recommended for mature readers as it is likely to contain scenes and concepts that are unsuitable for children and younger readers.

	The story or stories within may contain events based on or attributed to real people, geography, history, deities, events, and legends. But what happens within this book comes solely from imagination.

	THIS IS A SAMPLE/EXTRACT FROM THE BOOK

	 

	This Mortal Dance

	 

	Poetry by Julian M. Miles

	 

	Copyright © 2011 Julian M. Miles

	Lizards of the Host Edition

	 

	***

	Lizards of the Host Digital Sample: License & Copyright Notes: 

	This ebook is licensed for your personal use only and may not be re-sold in any form or manner. 

	All rights reserved. This book or parts thereof may not be reproduced in any form, stored in any retrieval system, or transmitted in any form by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopy, recording, or otherwise) without prior written permission of the publisher, except as provided by copyright law. For permission requests, contact the publisher via https://lothp.org

	For the avoidance of doubt: the author does not authorise the use or reproduction of this work or any part of this work in any manner for the purposes of training artificial intelligence technologies to generate text, including without limitation, technologies that are capable of generating works in the same style or genre as this work, without first obtaining the Author’s specific and express permission to do so.

	*****

	 

	Contents

	Sample

	About the Author

	Connect with Julian Miles

	Credits

	 

	*****

	 

	Introduction

	 I started writing poetry while I was at school, and for many years it was my sole outlet for expressing the frustrations, emotional turmoil and dreams of a lonely teenager who was bullied and considered to be ‘a bit weird’.

	 As time went on, my poetry evolved to help me deal with personal issues and to frame my interests and yearnings. Due to what is commonly referred to as a broken home, it continued to be my refuge as I grew into a solitary young man with a facility for words overlaying the soul of a hopeless romantic.

	 Thirty-odd years later I found myself still searching for something. I was subject to newer and bigger frustrations, but they affected me in very old ways. One unchanging element was the desire to get my writing published. I knew my stories would take a while to write up and was about to defer the publishing dream once again when I had an epiphany: I probably had enough poetry to ‘do a book’.

	 I searched my home and collated all of my completed poetical maunderings into a single document. After many revisions, reminiscences and deletions the first edition of this book emerged.

	 Technically this is my second book of poetry. Unfortunately the hand-written volume entitled ‘And the Dead Shall Dream…’ contains far too much rough work to ever be released in its entirety. (Every poem from it that I consider fit to print has now been included in this book.)

	 Poetry is so very personal and subjective that I am astonished when people like the verses I come up with. I hope that this selection from three decades of writing provides you with poems that you enjoy, poems that make you think and possibly poems that help you get through your day.

	*

	 It is just over two years since I published the first edition of This Mortal Dance. I have just published my fifth book and become a UK registered publisher. This book is where it all started, on a rainy day when I was mourning things I could not change and other things I thought I would never do - a new journey starting from the wreckage of the old; which is how it always should be.

	 This second edition contains twenty-two more poems than the first, in addition to two replacements and the complete version of ‘Another Light’. Annotations have been added where I remembered people had asked or suggested that I should. I think I got all of them.

	 I remain astonished that people like my poetry. I regard that as a good thing.

	Blessed Be.

	*****

	Here’s to the brothers and companions
To the ladies and lovers and friends
To loving the journey not just the destination
And to the road that never ends.

	*

	 This book is dedicated to those who have encouraged me, put up with me, laughed with me and at me; shared in stories, films, games, going way too fast, music, magic, life and love.

	*****

	Of Life & Self

	 The observations and detritus generated by surviving the effects that life has had on me. 

	 While hindsight is a useful thing, I find that poetry can sometimes give me a roughly equivalent viewpoint but for a current situation.

	 All I have to do then is use that insight wisely. Hindsight reveals that I am not very good at doing so.

	***

	Creed

	I walk many trails between dark and light
From cool summer dawn to winter’s night
The shadows know my deepest needs
But love and intuition are my rede 

	In the light of scorn from sources faithless
I stand soul bright and stoic shameless
I fear no power on this turn of the wheel
For I am true to the earth and what I feel.

	***

	Inspiration

	A recalcitrant pen wanders
Trying to inspire the mind
Searching for the words today
But echoes are all I find.

	*

	 This is the result of me trying to force my creativity instead of writing when something comes to mind.

	***

	Through Misted Glass

	The routines of life are muted
Each day blurred into the next
Success and failure are blended
This script has lost its subtext

	Nothing really touches me inside
Just fleeting impingements upon the grey
I'd describe it as comfortably numb
Except comfort never reaches my day

	Travelling through a world estranged
I remember the colours of my past
Each day I feel the hope fade further
From this prison of misted glass.

	*

	 My poetry has always allowed me to ‘burn’ degenerative emotions onto the page, clearing them from my mind. It is a saving grace.

	***

	Converse

	I give thee a toast
To that idle boast
The ill-thought quip
That cuts like a whip
In the hands of a friend.

	***

	Escapism

	Many lands have I travelled
Many beasts have I met
Hundreds of heroes have I journeyed with,
And not left my room yet

	Turn another page,
Get a grasp of love and hate
End another chapter,
Understand affairs of state

	I lie here in a world of my own
Caring nothing for life outside
The rich tapestry of fantasy
Is my only place to hide.

	***

	Walking Wild

	Man child tiger in streets of flame
Death god lady-killer taking no blame
Wizard king thaumaturge leading them on
Love winged Casanova singing her song.

	*

	 In the mid-eighties heavy metal became a parody of itself in places. There were stage personas with huge hairstyles and outrageous outfits. Some of the bands were good, a lot were average, and the majority were abysmal. But the insouciant attitude and presumptuous arrogance inspired this piece.

	***

	Reflection

	The watery sunlight filters gelidly down
Lifting hues from the greys of this uncaring town
Some days the past, it haunts you hard
From waking sweat to final yard.

	***

	Another Light

	Another light on the highway
Cold light on the road
Tortured soul flying by night
Another story to unfold

	You see my lights cut the night
Anonymous shape now passing
What reasons drive that journey?
A question few are asking

	Just another wheeled coffin
Driven by a life
Why do you journey this night?
What yearning drives your strife?

	Lonely light on the highway
Quiet thoughts behind the wheel
Lights fly by and are gone
Speed gives us no time to feel

	Do you wonder, lone driver
The reasons behind other lights
The love, the pain, the striving on
That passes on the road these nights?

	***

	Age

	They talk of age and treachery
They talk of youth and skill
I say age is just numbers,
And it’s not the youth
It’s the will.

	***

	Simplicity

	A simple thing can mean so much
Total awareness in the lightest touch
A single name can hold so dear
A presence needed forever near
Simplicity is so rarely mundane
Complication oft mistaken for same
But true beauty lies in simple line,
There lights a dragonfly upon a vine
A myriad colours simply shown,
The stars strewn across a heavenly dome
A sense of wonder at cupid’s guile
The fey-eyed warmth behind her smile
Simplicity follows nature’s wise;
Real beauty needs neither gloss nor guise.

	***

	Maudlin

	Where is the eloquence that marked the younger man?
Where are the truths that made me what I am?

	Living a lie and giving too much away,
I am bereft of the surety to make my way.

	***

	Foxes

	Foxes playing in the snow
Simple fun is theirs to know
Enjoy tonight forget tomorrow
Not a care and never sorrow

	Brushing snow from chilly walls
Having fun with painless falls
Tumbling restless past my gaze
Red fur lost in streetlight haze

	Fox heart ride my dreams this night
Still my qualms with narrow sight
Let all be done without fear
Let spirit run ‘til dawn draws near.

	***

	Waiting for That Cat

	That cat she gone roaming again
Called by the scents of the city
All them toms marking the walls
Got her groomed up pretty

	She playing in the alleys
Just running with the strays
Rubbing up against strangers doors
Revelling in pleasures ways 

	She swaying from bar to bedroom
Got toms fighting to give their all
Sparkling eyes like hoards of gems
Coat shining in the light that falls

	Her history is travelled and chequered
Now she chooses to live like a stray
The time has not come to choose a home
Or settle for any more than a day

	I’ll be minding my own business
When she streaks across the room
Gives me a rub and a purr,
And is gone into the gloom

	She’ll hang around for an evening
Glimpsed from the corner of my eye
Hunting amidst the hollow life
Pouncing on thrills passing by

	She’ll never change her ways
While the moon runs in her soul
Mercurial madam of natural choice
Her freedom is her only goal.

	*

	 She got married, and not to me. Which was always going to happen. She remains a good friend and is merciless in ribbing me about this. There are very few gentler methods to learn how to laugh at yourself than infatuation with an impossible goal.

	***

	Snow

	Snow like gems from the steel grey sky
Silent spinning fall to catch my eye
Gentle to earth and spread quiet about
Never a chance of a sound getting out

	Heaped they lay across man's travail
Still the roads, quiescent the rail
Peace come sudden beyond our dictate
Hush now becomes the ruling state.

	***

	A Toast

	Fill a bitter cup
Slowly drink it down
Raise a dusty chalice
To the ghosts of a gloomy town

	Spill the bowl of hidden dreams
Pour away the gentler schemes
Tip the goblet so its brew doth spill
Blood for the watchers up on the hill

	Look down and plot the course of friends
Fickle weave for selfish ends
Let fall the tankard into the mud
Drown all growth in stagnant blood

	Raise a salute with a misted glass
As the plans of others fall on their arse
Grovel mindless in apathy’s slime
Fed by rivers of well meant grime

	Sip a final fiery mug
As paranoid betrayal pulls the plug
Grasp your frailties with stubborn hold
Stride blindly onward over dreams untold

	Cast away a crystal vial
Through the welcoming watcher’s smile
In solitude no more plots to atone
The watchers forever drink alone.

	*

	 The manipulative nature of some friendships should come with a health warning.

	***

	Cherish

	Bitter truth stark and vicious word cold
Never lose the worth of someone to hold
Cherish your friends and covet your lovers
Never betray those moments under the covers.

	***

	Meeting Me

	I drove under a gibbous moon
To a place I never thought I'd see
Waiting in that ashen car park
Was a brand new shiny me

	He leant against a sleek saloon
His suit tailored and sharp as his mind
A smile that never reached his eyes
Was the one emotion I could find

	So I stepped down from my aged truck
Boots crunching on memories so sere
He raised an eyebrow at my casual clothes
While he opened an imported beer

	We stood and stared across the dust
At the selves that could have come to be
He decided I was a waste of time
I promised that he would never be me.

	***

	A New Year Wish

	Bring happiness to your family
Bring wealth to all my friends
Deliver everyone from grief
Before this new year ends

	May all your evils fall in failure
May all your wishes come true
In every endeavour small or large
Let the luck turn gold for you

	Let no-one cry alone at night
Let the fates rule on your side
Whatever gods you look up to
May the powers smooth your ride

	****

	** To read further, please purchase a copy of this book. Thank you. **

	*****

	About the Author

	Julian grew up in Sussex, UK. A broken home in his early teens took him off the ‘straight and narrow’ and he’s never gone back. In the subsequent five decades he’s worked at levels from loading bay to boardroom, picking up a few tricks and a lot of stories along the way.

	In 2011 he published his first books, in 2012 he released more (along with Gallant, probably the smallest complete role-playing system in the world). Over fifty books later, he has no intention of stopping, and he'd be delighted if you'd care to join him for a tale or two.
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