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Here are some samples of my poetry, some older, newer.

Lots of ideas come to mind, but most are based on memories or feelings I have.

Life has its complexities and one way I deal with the myriad of emotions and feelings is to write.

Feedback is greatly appreciated: info@cooperwriteon.co.uk
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The Telling of the iron man

Another year gone

Emotions

Steal

Rust

And I

Do as I

Must

Just

Carry on and on

Another iron man boy

Whose tears, voices

Goes unspoken

Whose motions stop

Yielding

To pain

No resurrection

Just nailed

And impaled

Listen now

Can you hear?

Listen

This past year

As the iron man

Fatigues, weary

Is pinned

On gilded cross

Binding – teeth gnashing

Now grinding

No Jesus or Buddha or Mohamed here

No more than just a boy

Who into

Iron man turns

Then disappear

The Wound

The years go by

Unable to open

This flower

Will die

No rain shall enter

Or sunlight flush

No raising of heads

No shy self-conscious blush

Mr Jekyll to Mr Hyde

Cunningly concealed

So deep inside

No wings of a dove

Just black ash raven

Circling above.

A flashback

Eyes peeking

Childhood broken

Like shattered light

The pieces pierce

Eyes all splintered

Heart spliced

Sliced

This naïve wound

On its way to wisdom

Will bite back

The flower will weaken

Its journey unnoticed

To all but a few

Those that it touched

Had no idea what to do

Unable to open

This flower

Will die

No rain shall enter

Or sunlight flush

No raising of heads

No shy self-conscious blush
Not alone on the job

Can’t write

It’s all shite

Politicians take heed

Divisive and bloody

They hack and chop

Assisted by thick fascists

They’re not alone on the job

They cut us

They flail us

Sell our skins

In various tones

They entrap us

And burn us alive

In our homes

Fiscal fascism

Splits our skulls

Its axe smashes

Breaks our backs

Metaphorically impales us

They call it tax

Can’t write

It’s all shite

Politicians take heed

Divisive and bloody

They hack and chop

Assisted by thick fascists

They’re not alone on the job

Destroy the oceans

Destroy the trees

Decapitate the people

As they’re down

On their knees

Watch us jump

See us run

See us slump

Can’t write

It’s all shite

Politicians take heed

Divisive and bloody

They hack and chop

Assisted by thick fascists

They’re not alone on the job

Blood Sciences “Under Pressure”

Sitting, waiting

Head pounding

Blood pulsing

The sound

Of GMTV

Invasive puerile

Shockingly mundane

People come and people go

Some shuffle alone

Almost dumbshow

Others with friends

Sit and wait

For blood to flow

A myriad of reasons

For attendance here

Some look scared

Others blank

Age apparent and waiting

Meanwhile the TV

Invades the space

“Little black dresses

And Xmas diets

To die for

From size 18 to 14

Isn’t she good?”

The plastic presenters

Ever expanding flesh

Almost unrecognisable

In her too tight

Little black dress

Meanwhile the ultra sound

Of blood sciences

Curdles and oozes

The walls, clean sanitised

As people, blank eyed

Pass through

Me I sit

Wondering am I fit

Pop expand blow

My heart torn

Will a stroke forever me slow?

As I think

An old lady rises

In the corner

Of my mind’s eye

I hear her sink

A dull thud

She crumples, folds to the floor

People move

Swiftly to help

She rises, self-conscious

In her frailty

So thin, she is snappable

I wonder

How

In her mind’s eye

She views herself.

Me I sit and wait

The image of a tall ship

Once glorious

Now sinking

In this sanitised space

Eyes blinking,

Heart beating

My time has come

It’s time for me

To go

The French Connection

Early morning

Birds fleetingly

Spin and dance

The air

Damp, warm

All enveloping.

The Sunseeker men

Trudge

Brightly they match

The sun’s hidden

Sparkle

I join the trudge

Trammelled by

Pathways worn and laid

I walk towards

The French connection.

Always a sense of grief

Mixed with relief

That the time

Has come

To step

This way

The Ferry stoic

Awaits

First a line

The rest

Will follow

All in good time

In anticipation

We make

Our way

On board

Sail to

Our destination

Rest assured

As we head towards

The French connection

Trip Trap Trop

Feel every penny drop

A thought

Like a shadow passes

Rum, Sodomy and 50 lashes.

This is where

The people come

The people go

People meet and in friendship

Glow

Morphing remorsing

Denim and phones

Globalisation

We look like clones

Europe et Grande

One identity

At first sight

There is no difference

Between you and me.

Where do you come from?

What air do you breathe?

Does your heart sadden

As you prepare to leave?

Do you find comfort here?

So, your soul

When met

With sorrow

Can sleep

Seek assurance

In the commonalties

Excite and challenge

In the change

From

Unknowing

To knowingness

On reflection rearrange

Our thoughts anew

And in the mirror

Of the garden

That is us

A new awareness grew

Yes, there is a difference

Between me and you

The comfort it envelops

Nurturing

Critical though

We begin

To unpick

Unravel;

All we have

Been taught.

Of circles we talk

In circles we sit

In circles we turn

Dart and flit

Of ladders and heights

Of perceptions and fears

Of measurement

And guidance

Evaluation and ideas

The garden it flourishes

Abundance in texture

And sound

Things so beautiful

We see

All around

We connected

We belong and together

Sing a sweet bird song

Where do you come from?

What air do you breathe?

Does your heart sadden

As you prepare to leave?

The Ferry stoic

Awaits

First a line

The rest

Will follow

All in good time

Little Birds Fly Free

The day went well

Earth moving

Shaking

Sun shining

Crusts breaking

Some kind old man

Knelt down to pray

He was cold

He was old

He was grey

In these

His last moments

He had

To speak

To say

That he valued

His life

In memories

Bitter

Playing field

He began

Had no choice

But to yield

A tear

As heavy

As lead crystal

Refracted light

As it crept

Balanced

On the lid

And cascaded

Down

No smooth run

On this man’s face

But a myriad

Of wisdom

Lines

A story

So imprinted

It screamed

out of the

skin

Once so smooth

Supple

Now a crinkle

Cut above

And a whispers

Step away

From deaths

Pale masks

His task

Was to seek

Forgiveness

To ask someone

Anyone

To bless him

as he sank

like a tall ship

crippled

by earths fierce wind

he cried

sighed

and held tight

to the little birds

inside

No words

They were gone

Just a

Fluttering

And the sound

Of his own

heart beating

the last sound

he heard

was the air

leaving his body

the last thing

he felt

was joy

as the birds flew

free

from within

he waved

they circled

alighted

on a tree

and in still motion

witnessed

his departing

from this life

as he passed

away

they flew

far up

into

the pale cold

blue

leaving his frozen

body

alone

empty

The Welfare Train

Tensions, little noises

Quiet Zone regretfully absent

Arrivals and departures

Faces grim and unsmiling

A woman unfriendly - cold

I wondered why

She didn’t smile

Just chastised her child

For what seemed like miles.

A man took a seat to her left

He smiled and then

Placed in strategic style

A bounty a coffee a laptop

A dongle – all set to connect

A man to my left snores

His child curled and crumpled

Lies asleep – in fluffy pink she settles

I wonder if he may have missed his stop

A child cries, kind of unsettled

But not frantic- it’s a baby

And it seems to like

The smooth run of the train

A woman sparks up a chat on her phone

Asking the recipient

“How close are you to Paddington station?

I need to photocopy something on my way to you”

On this Sunday.

So far it seems quiet

I can feel the soft of the south

Will depart soon enough

As we head across country

Do I look as tense as my fellow passengers?

For the quiet zone

Has gone eerily quiet

Subtle noises as in a dream

The distant rattle of the trolley

Filled with overpriced chocolate

A treat later maybe or at best tomorrow

I still don’t understand
Why on trains

People use mobiles

But they do

And I suppose

That’s how it is nowadays.

Humans do not talk as they sit opposite

Or next to each other

But are happy to talk

To someone else at the end of the line

Time line shifting

A new post posting

Photos uploading

Yes we do have lives

Cows Mulching

Rape seed glowing

A bridge

Over river flowing

Green then cloud

Quiet and loud

As the train ploughs

Through Oxford then to the north we go!!

Money makes the bombs fall

War lords

White knuckled

And gritted teeth

Count pennies

Not bodies

As the bombs fall

On the non-combatants
Beauty hides

Birds are still

Bleeding hearts

Bleed more

On sandy shores

Dead fish rise

And

High in the skies

Dark angels roar

Under this shadow

The people fall

Their calls

Go unheard

And deaths birds

Return

To roost in deathly nests

To replenish

Refurbish

Their deadly cargo

Look

See

How they go

Fleetwood

Sunshine grey seas

A fishing industry

Brought to its knees

Holiday playland

Post 50’s working class

A timely reminder

That some things don’t last

Sunshine grey seas

Seagulls gliding

On a fish and chip breeze

Dredgers ferry

To and fro

Dog walkers bow heads

To the wind

As council workers

Empty the bins

Illuminated top halves glowing

Some silhouetted

Almost dumb showing

The play moves on

And the brothers walk

This journey full of memories

Expressed through talk

Hard to conceal

The width of the grin

As into our world

A familiar step in

Reflective responses

Humour so warm

A knowingness between us

A friendship reborn

Sunshine grey seas

A sense of public pride

Youngsters playing football at 2am

No fear to force them into hiding

Just sounds of gameplay

That crack the night

Pulling back the curtain

To reveal

The surreal site

Sunshine grey seas

Seagulls gliding

On a fish and chip breeze

The smell of candy floss

And toffee apples bright

Tangle with my mind set

And set my world alight

All these images

In my head

All my grandparents gone

They’re dead.

Sunshine grey seas

Seagulls gliding

On a fish and chip breeze

Salford City

Salford City

The canal

Ebbs and flows

Steal polished

Sculptured Culture

Now replace

The dirt

The grit

Of a bygone age

Where the grits gone

Nobody knows

Salford City

Always poor yet thriving

Marx and Engels

Walked these streets

Children now in their past shadows creep

Eccles Caked in muck

Feral kids

Tell you

They don’t give

A fuck

No chip shop it’s gone

Just boarded up

My heart sinks

I fall to my knees

And punch into

My chest

I make a citizen’s arrest

Ripping it out

It has no right to beat inside me

Blood-stained hands

Reach up for the sky

I am hung drawn

Quartered

On pavements

The air now thick

With sick

The street

Covered

In shit

Paper too greasy to fly

Lies still

In the gutter

Boys on bicycles

Whizz here and there

I can’t wait to get out

The streets feel unsafe

Eyes look and mistrust

In this

I quote

Kingdom of rust

I hope you have gone away, taking something from these words and poems, they will affect everyone differently.
Thanks for checking out this work in progress.

Solidarity

Pete Cooper

