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Poetry is like a snapshot of your feelings at any particular point. This collection is split
into three sections, which could be viewed as three “groups’ of snapshots —when I've
been happy, when I’ ve been sad, and when I’ ve been in love (this section is aso
unofficialy split in two —failed and successful relationships). Looking back at al of these
poems, | can invariably remember what (or, more often, who) they were about. People
who know me well would probably be able to identify quite afew of them — there was
more than one that | was reluctant to put in asit would be completely transparent to certain
people. There were also somethat | thought made me look rather bad, but in the end these
were not only included, but even led to thetitle of the collection. After all, these poems
only reflect how | felt at the time, not how | am permanently. And anyway, nobody’s
perfect — not even me!

Thetitle poem —“Warts and All” —is areflection of the fact that, as poets, we bare our
souls to the world — not just the parts we want people to see, but everything. Oddly
enough, many people seem to connect more with the “darker” poems — perhapsit is
because we become most introspective when we are in our worst moments, and thus
perceive thingsin a sharper way. | tend to write most poetry when feeling depressed
(fortunately | haven't been depressed for a very long time now — unfortunately this means
I’ ve not written much poetry in that timel). It's a strange fact about humans that they can
animatedly spend hours telling you what went wrong in a disastrous holiday, while a good
holiday where they had a great time is normally described in little more than a syllable.
The same is often true in poetry, but there is another element to it. When you' re happy,
you just feel happy, and you want to stay happy as long as possible. Conversely, when you
are feeling depressed, writing poetry isarelease. It's amost as though you get rid of some
of the feelings of sadness, anger, unhappiness and suchlike by spilling it out onto the

paper.

Almost all of the poetry in this collection has been previously published in magazines,
anthologies, the internet, or possibly al three. Thisis the something™ edition after several
attempts at publishing with varying degrees of success. |I’ve decided to makeit public
domain now partly to simply make it available to anyone who might want to read it, and
partly to publicise my business venture — www.darscom.net, for which there is an advert
on the following page before the stories begin. If you are not interested in any of the
services offered, it would be helpful if you would click on one of the sponsored links (the
ones that say “ads by google” on them) from the ebooks page (www.ebooks.darscom.net)
to help cover the cost of the bandwidth —it’s not free, you know! That aside, all | hopeis
that you enjoy this ebook and pass it on to any friends you know who you think would
enjoy it.

Best wishes,
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We start off with a collection of lighter verse. One review of the earlier paperback format
of this collection stated that it was “ guaranteed to raise asmile in al but the clinically
dead". Whether that’s true or not, some of my funnier or just plain surrea poetry ison
exhibition here.

While it may not be as deep as some of the other poetry, and certainly none will ever be
considered classics, | feel they have their own merit. Being able to make someone smile or
laugh is one of the greatest gifts you can have, and should never be underestimated. It
seems odd that some of the greatest comic geniuses in history have been manic
depressives.

| guessthelesson in that is, you not only need to be able to make other people laugh, but
you need to have people around you who can make you laugh, too.

not only need to be able to make other people laugh, but you need to have people around
you who can make you laugh, too.

That Special Place.

Getti ng Nowhere Fast.
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A little lesson from the
school of knocks,
hard knocks.

Dad said: "Watch how you drive out of there".
| said "Yeah",

thought "seen it, done it

no problemo,

Schreeeeee!

After avidit to the repair centre

| sit staring at the hill,

which stings like aleaving lover®last kiss.
And all | was going to do

was put it in for aservice.

Vari ati ons on a Thene

Par k.

Nag nag nag,
that's all she ever does, the
child clinging to my arm.

Why she wants to go
on this particular ride baffles me;
surely someone will come to harm
on that monstrous contraption
of thrills spills and action?

The line of people edges forwards,
allowing me ample time to
contemplate the foolishness
of my giving in so quickly.

My knees begin to tremble;
surely I'm not really letting myself in for
that?!
Accelerated to 3g,
Spun through 360 degrees,
all to please this vile creature, clinging
slightly more tightly to my arm now.

Two more turns to go, me struck dumb
and my arm going numb.

We're next. The roller coaster's homing in on us
FAST.

| feel a tug on my blood-drained arm;
"Daddy, | need to go to the toilet."

"You can wait" | state, snarling through
gritted teeth,
and force us both to endure the ride
| didn't want to go on
in the first place.
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Ballad of the Irate Writer and his PC.
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Game Over.

Lifeisajourney
We hope you enjoy your trip
But please mind the gap!

My lovely workplace
Oh what ajoy to be there!!!
Paradoxical

It's no good, | need a chocolate break!

before | break, before | love al my

good humour, glucose-reduced induced intolerance
and begin snapping heads off and cracking instead of
snacking.

I’d become like the Incredible Hulk unless | add to my
bulk

By crunching calories | crave, oh behave!

| know I’'m on adiet, but | don’t want to be
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Escape fromthe Wll.

| have another tale to tell,
that of getting out of the well
down which | fell.

(though only for a spell).

There was this beast which attacked me
(it mistook mefor itstea, you see)

but was actually very friendly,

gave me sustenance and helped me to flee.

"Fromwhat?', | hear you ask.

|® tell you; from amonster in a mask
who felt it was its onerous task

to squash me to the size of asmall cask.

Seemingly bored, it chased me nonetheless,
starting a complicated game of chess;

the beast@® strategy failing to impress.

(It stood it®ground; now it®just a mess.)

| dropped gold pieces on the floor, each one a pawn,

for the masked creature stooped to pick them up. Then at dawn
it disappeared; later, when it chanced upon me upon the lawn

| realised | was outside the well. (And covered in frogspawn.)

| looked around at the green green grass of home, but
not for long, to do that | would have had to be a nut
of epic proportions. So | kneed the monster in the gut
and made with haste for a handy nearby hut.

The occupant was someone 1@ once ripped off (she thought)
and | guess there®a lesson in that somewhere to be taught
but al the education she had in mind for me came to nought
for in the creature® claws she came to be caught.

The daemon tracked me through the town

(the population of which, for some reason, went down)
and arrived to confront me clothed in agown

of the (late) well-known company®clown.
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The ogre®appearance | will now describe;

It was ugly. It maybe would be acrud jibe

to compare it with a Spice Girl, or similar low-life tribe
and whether it had finer qualitiesisimpossible to ascribe

asit wastrying to kill me at the time; not something that
enamours you toward a creature. Not only that, but it ate my hat
which | had managed to preserve through al my troubles, the bat
that tried to snatch it away, and that darned "came-back" cat.

Not that 1@n bitter, mind. | liketo live life with some danger,
but my life®aways been threatened by afriend, not a stranger
like this one, whose gender | cannot even ascertain; an arranger
of strange demises. (Even worse than a money-changer!)

| finally got the better of it when | found a gun.

(So old it could have been used by Atillathe Hun!)
Suitably armed, and refreshed by a current bun

| shot the thing, and thought that the job had been done.

How wrong can you be?! When shot it multiplied
and its progeny dispersed, and following them | spied
the destination of their travels; a merchant that plied
all sorts of Chinese food that was fried.

My despair was great, 1® tell you that much;

but salvation was mine, for the weather was such

that the winds blew them all into an open rabbit hutch

which | promptly closed and barricaded. Now there®a clutch

of the thingsin this cage; they cannot escape

and | threw it down the well (remember that?). Now atape
of the Spice Girlsistheir torture, and for aliving they scrape
onfliesthat fly by. Itisajolly jape

for me to imagine their agony, astheir eardrums
vibrate to the inane wails and strums

of girlswith lesstalent than gums,

hating each other and pretending to be chums.

But enough of this! For you all want to know

what 1@ doing now! (Yes, youdo.) Well, I@ going to go
to aland which is further away than a stone®throw,

aland where my talents can prosper and grow,

AND WHICH HASNO WELLSIN IT! OH!!
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Aspects of Creation.
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Love, en? Just how do you describeit? A many splintered thing?

This section takes alook at some past loves, imagined loves, and finally my one
truelove.  (Our “Love Story”, atrio of poems, appearsin “The People’ s Poet
Anthology 2003”. Thefirst iswritten by Rebecca Smith, the second areply by
myself, and the third is a collaboration of the two of us. Since 21% September 2002,
Rebecca changed her surname to “ Seaman”. )

Some of my previous relationships, however, were not quite as happy. Well, let’s
face it, breaking up with someone or unreturned affections make you downright
miserable, don’'t they? So some of my poems do reflect that. Whereas some are
just too slushy and sentimmental for words. (No apology given.)

If you're romantically minded, | thnk you’ll enjoy this section most of all. If
you’ ve been unlucky in love, or the reverse, or both, I’m sure there' Il be something
here you will relate to.

And in case you were wondering... yes—1| can remember who each poem was
about, and exactly when and why | wrote it! Not all of the subjects know about
them. And that, | think, istheway | prefer it!

The fact that my relationship with Rebecca was the inspiration for so much of my
more recent poetry iswhy this section has been loaded with most of the extra
poems, which didn’t appear in the paperback edition. Some of the extra poems
were actually written along time ago, but just wouldn’t fit into the paperback.
(None of the miserable poems were written recently, needlessto say!...)

Although I’ ve put the poems in a sequence which seems to follow a story, the
poems were written at various times about different people, and do not appear
chronologically. One point worthy of mention (IMHO) isthat in the original book,
this section was simply called, “The Rise and Fall of Us”, and ended on a sad note.
(The last poem being the rather despairing, “I1t’s Just Not Cricket”).

Personally, I’ ve always liked happy endings, so | much prefer having the extra,

happy (and, yes, | admit it — slushy) poems at the end. I'll leave you to decide what
you think. (If you'relike my sister, you won't enjoy the slushy ones...)
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Acquittal.

When will it dawn on you,
well-meaning friend;

my happiness is not contingent
on having agirl

on my arm,

in my heart,

inmy life.

Just because you have
found bliss being besotted
with someone you call
your own -

why should it be

that my perfect match

will now ssimply fall into my lap -

just because | want her to?

Y ou are deluded, my friend,
if you think that to be the case.

Happiness must come

from theinside,

but to rely always on others

to make you joyful -

now, that would be to condemn
yourself to alife

of sadness, split solely by
moments of mirth

over which you have no control.

| am releasing myself from
this davery, so that

when shewho isright for me
materialises by my side,

| will take her -

to add to my life,

not to make it.

| rest my case, M@ud.
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One Day You'll Understand.
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| know she exists, hiding out there;

| know I'll find someone someday who'll care
about me the way | will her, somewhere.

| might have met her already, but life's not that fair
as to let me know | have; only to hope | can dare,
at the same time trying to avoid the snare

of a broken heart, just trying to breathe the air

of paradise. When | find her I'll take her there
and this perfect world we can share

together forever, happy with time to spare.

Could it be...?

%

%
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Changes.

I''mseeing you
as if

for the first
tinme

My eyes
are
opened

| cannot
under st and
why

| did not
see you
bef ore

I knew you

and yet

fail ed

to perceive

all that you are

Definition
has bl urred

What once was
so cl ear

i's now

hard to see

Why have

my feelings for you
changed

so nuch?

Are they
ret ur ned?

My heart can now
capture

t he radi ance that
emanat es
fromyour soul

Is it
to be?

(Only you
can provide
t he answer.)
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How do | take that small step

that seems a light-year away?

How can | make that split-second decision
that takes forever and a day?

When does a friendship

turn into a relationship?

When does someone to whom you're like a brother
suddenly turn out to be your dream-lover?
Why am | so confused,

feel so discarded and used,

broken and abused

like a plug that's been fused?

| feel untrue to myself,

not to mention to my friend...

A friendship so valuable,

| would die were it to end.

If I ever needed inspiration

then that time is now;

but even if it came, | know

I'd still be at a loss for words, somehow.

| think | just have to face the fact

that I'm really in a mess.

It's not the way | wanted things,

but I'll live with it. (I guess.)

I've come so far, yet lost so much ground;
| don't know what to do.

The solution is somewhere lying around...
But | never thought the problem would be you.

Waiting For You.

by Dave Seaman

Boom boom So great is the power you hold
That®my heart pounding over me

Around the station it®resounding that | can see my heart held
|@n surprised no-one®complained yet in the palm of your hand
about the noise. Do with it as you will, but

please be gentle

My rib-cage struggles to contain

this passionate pump And above all
asit triesto break free turn up
from the constraints before | lose my mind.

of the physical me.
|@e never felt this nervous
ever
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Danci ng Wth Your Eyes.
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Image Revisited.
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The Emotional Response To Wasted Effort.

And why?
Why do | bother, when
| know you don't like me?
What's the point of this
baffling devotion,
an unwanted emotion,
that leads me down
paths which lead nowhere,

Taking me to places
that do not exist?
Only in my mind do | dwell
in abodes made of the fantasy
that you are mine, for
now and all time.

No reason is there to this rhyme.
| must confess,
It causes me distress
but where can | turn,
and what can | do?

The only cure is you,
but the mending of my malady
Is forever snatched
from my grasp.

I'm breathing my last gasp,
but you do not seem to care
whether well or badly | fare;
maybe to you I'm a spare tyre,
to keep out of sight and mind
until your ego needs a boost.

| cannot live thus.
Make me yours, or make me free.

But don't leave me all at sea.
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To be

or not to be

- That was the question,

for us...

The answer being;

And when they were up they were up,

And when they were down they were down,
And when they'd finally broken up:

Did they know if they were up or down?
Alas, poor us,

we never really got to know each other well.
Was it noble of us,

or was it all in the mind?

Could it have been merely the slings and arrows
of outrageous fortune?

Do we not make our own fortune?

If so, was the destruction

of our foetal treasure

in these earthen vessels

of our own making?

Did we make it through the ides of March
only to succumb to the pressures of April?

| do not have a kingdom

and have no need of a horse,

but if there was a chance for us to be together again

I'd jJump at it, of course.

Of course?

Yet how can | be so sure?

Am | so sure?

Was it without good reason that we parted,
our own personalities conspiring,
mine, and

ettu?

Did you, lady, protest too much

and acted | just the same?

Was our relationship concluded,

or did we lose the game?
Wherefore art thou so similar to me,
so alike as to drive me mad?

And | am also unto you;

t'would be funny, if not so sad.

The answer, do you want to know?
'Tis far, and yet so near...

The answer, my love, if that you be
- I've really no idea.
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Maybe.

$ %

When Opportunity Knocked, We Didn't Open The Door.

At first | thought you weren®good enough for me;

| know, | know, how wrong could | be?

But now that 1@e discovered we@ be perfect together,

| know it can®happen, not now, not ever.

Sometimes a friendship can become so strong

that to make it romantic would be to make it all wrong.

To have afriend such as you does indeed make my heart glad;

that we® never be lovers maybe should make me feel sad.

But my emotions have run dry, no more can | feel

after time and more time have let my heart heal.

Y ou@ more than my friend, as my family you are;

you even mean more to me than my baby (my car)!

What troubles me most is, | feel 1® never find agirl

who will understand the bond between us, the way we can curl

into each others minds, understand each other®moods

and cheer each other up, aquality which eludes

other girls I@etried to like, tried to be interested in;

this craving for affection must befilled, is that such asin?

It was al amatter of timing, that we are not, perhaps, even engaged

to be married - but maybe for the best, that we remain uncaged

asto that form of liaison - | mean, us, husband and wife?

Somehow | can®feel | would reject that sort of life

if the chance were offered, which can never now be the case;

you aready have your beloved, one whose lifelines you trace

with your fingertips, caressing his breathe as it hangs

frozen in the sky, unaware of the pangs

it causesin my heart, yet not because it®you

- it®merely that | don®have someone specia too.

|@ like to meet someone like you, asimilar personality,

but not know them as afriend first, from the start realise the redlity

of what might lie ahead, waiting for that wonderful time

when my heart can do more than live in the bars of arhyme.
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When | first me you,

| wasn't al that impressed,

| confess.

(Sorry!)

For | was besotted with another,

my heart was taken.

| didn’t know then

that the first sight was enough for you to know
that you had to be with me.

When | became a free agent once again,

| was scared;

scared that my first thought was of you,

scared that these new feelings might not be true.
My emotions were in such a swirl,

my words to you were a blur

and altered each time we spoke,

each time we met,

every thought of you that ran through my mind.
| was unstable, and you needed stability:

We were doomed, at that time.

And so you chose someone else...

O how it hurt!

Yet | fear you were hurt the most.

Both of us knew, | think, somewhere
deep inside out heart,

that we should be together.

But it seemed that it never now would be.

Y our relationship lasted far longer than mine,

and when you were about to split up,

| even for the sake of my friendship to him aswell asyou
tried to keep you together!

(Do you have any idea how hard that was?!?)

We stayed friends throughout, though sometimes,
just sometimes,

| yearned to love you — the tension

was hard to bear.

(Did you fed it too?)
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And then for ayear you chased me by stealth,
and | ran away,

convinced that it was too late for us.

But you caught me at last and so fast

have we become inseparabl e!

When soon we will marry, both our lives shall be complete.

My love for you fills every femtosecond
of every day.

The reaction of our family and friends?
No shock, not even mild surprise, just:
“What took you so long?’!

WEell, they say that the course of true love
smooth never runs.

Reaching the highest height

often requires clambering up

dlippery slopes,

but now that we have reached the top,

we need never look down ever again.

What is Qur L ove?

What is our love, that so sudden has found us;
Against every hope, espied and thus bound us?
Through three years and more, fate has kept us apart;
A love that seemed lost to us, right from the start.
And now my true feelings for you are reveal ed;

A truth that by my lips forever was sealed.

Eaten up by passion, consumed by desire;
Hungering for your touch, my heart ison fire.
Thirsting for your kisses, my mind is ablaze;

A burning to last mefor al of my days.

But flames not of torment, these were heaven-sent;
So thisiswhat stories of true love all meant.

| know that your feelings to mine are akin;

We victors that never expected to win.

But the joy we have now, can it really last?

| feel that it can: uncertainty has past.

| love you with al my heart, body and soul,

Never on our love shall Death sound out itstoll.

Page 30

by Dave Seaman



Warts & All by Dave Seaman

The Test: An Allegory.

An enchanted dream

breezes through my mind, an echo

of the past, of happier days, or maybe
the future, of joyful things to come.
But lo! What isthis| espy, acreature
foul and wicked, utterly detestable
and yet

So attractive, beguiling, aluring...
But what isthis?! It has aname,
emblazoned

on itsforehead, and its nameisthis;
TEMPTATION.

| ponder this dream, and it seemsto me
that TEMPTAION has taken aform,
more definite than before.

A Woman.

A woman | know.

yet | know her not. She looks deep
into my eyes, piercing me...

and | understand.

A PLOT.

A CONSPIRACY!

... to keep me from my love, my love
so sweet and true, true

in ways beyond comprehension, beyond words. But as| turn
towak away, | find

my adversary standing, facing me, no matter
which way | turn.

Her eyes are boring into me, into

my soul, and she opens

her mouth as if to speak,

but says nothing.

So in my despair | ask,

“Who are you?”’

To this she mockingly replies,

“lam ariddle,

THE riddle, if you like.

| am all, and yet | am nothing.

| am old, and yet | am young.

| am cunning, and yet | am innocent.

| am awindow, and | am amirror.”

| stood transfixed; no movement could | draw
from my limbs, which seemed bound
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asif by some kind of magic,
asif theriddle had in fact been an incantation.
And in that moment | knew,
without doubt, without hesitation,
that | was trapped for all eternity by TEMPTATION,
doomed.
Unless...
yes, unless | could answer theriddle.
Long hours | stood as the cogsin my brain
turned, around and around, and | grappled with uncertainty, with doubt,
but most of all,
unexpectedly, against my desire to give into TEMPTAION, to yield myself
to her every desire.
But searching my soul, and examining my love
for her who | love so, my resolve
hardened, and | turned to face the oppressor
with a heart strong
and a voice clearer than the waters of life.
| spoke the words like the Voice of Doom;
“Hereisthe answer to your riddle,
oh Mistress of the Dark.
THE answer, if you like.
You are all the desire of my eyes, yet you are nothing to satisfy my heart.
You are as old as humanity itself, yet you tempt us from a young age.
Y ou are cunning in your entrapments, yet your appearance is that of innocence;
and this ensnared many, yet some few may see through this deception.
Y ou are awindow of opportunity, or thus it seems.
But in redlity, you are merely amirror of our basest desires.”
| stood in silence as TEMPTATION studied me,
Nodding slowly.

After atime she spoke softly these words:

“ You have answered well and truly, for
Only from a true heart can the answer come forth.
Unless you fall, you are safe fromme. However, | say to you that
Perilous shall be your task,
And | do not promise to leave you forever, or ever entirely.
Seeking virtue, trueness and loyalty is your goal, | see.
So beit. Yet there may be few willing to aid you in this quest.”

Then TEMPTATION vanished, yet not utterly;
A ghostly image remained, barely visible

but smiling, aways smiling.

And so the dream ended, and | returned

To thisworld from the place | had been.

| want only to be with her, and now
| will seek to find her.
To hold her in my arms again, to kiss
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her tender lips, to whisper words which

no-one else shall ever hear.

So now | will go to my love, whose nameiis....

ah, no, for you do not need to know that name, and |
do not need to utter it;

for it remains aways

in my heart.

And now as | hld my one true love

and run my fingers through her soft, soft hair,

| think | can see TEMPTAION lurking, as a shadow,
though but for a moment.

For | say to her,

“Begone! Thereisno dwelling for you here, nor anywhere
for you to rest in peace.

Begone, and take your evilness with you!”

Then the shadow passed, save perhaps those that remained in my heart.

And the only sound was of two hearts beating, two hearts intertwined,
and at peace.

Isit adream,

being with you?

| ask asthisfeels

far too good to betrue.

I’d hoped it was true,

that someday I’ d fedl thisway;
the way you make me feel
each and every day.

And soon comes the day
when with arms open wide,
| become your husband,
and you become my bride!

And when you're my bride,
ask me how it feels.

When being with you

isn’t just adream.
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Y our body’s afar,

yet your heart is so near;

| know you love me,

so then why do | fear?

Y ou give me so much;
anything | choose...

But | guess that means

| have much more to lose.

| love you so much,

far more than words can say;
But isit enough

to make you aways stay?
Why did you choose me,
from all you could have had?
Why single me out?

How did | make you glad?
| can’t quite believe

That you want me so much
My world is compl ete;
How I long for your touch!
Each moment precious
that we spend together.
No-one that exists

could possibly sever

the bonds of our love,

No never, no never.

The bonds of our love

will bind us forever.

| just can’t describe how much | love you

The words haven’t been created yet.

| could study all the languages that exist

And even create new ones;

But my love will remain forever beyond the ability of words to describe.

So | can’t tell you in words,

That will forever beimpossible.

But | can say it by theway | look at you,

Tell you by theway | touch you,

Explain it when wekiss.

You can seeit in my eyes,

Senseit | my tender caress,

Feel it when our lips meet.

Our love transcends all language,

Save only that which is spoken between our hearts.
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My coat was my coat
But the one you bought meis atreasure

A mea isamedl
But one cooked by you is ablessing

A kissisakiss
But akiss from you is awonderful reward
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There are times when life gets us down. Unhappy events, ajob we hate, or just
melancholia setting in, can really make us look at the world through different eyes.
Sometimes we can perceive things more sharply as aresult; at others, it merely clouds our
judgement. Either way, it isapart of the human experience.

These poems were written when | was feeling in this darker mood. I’m hoping not to go
there again, but | have to admit that it was this spell which produced some of my best
poetry!

Thetitle poem “which is actually the very last in the collection, but | fedl it’s afitting
finale) wasn't written when | was feeling particularly depressed, just defensive, | think.

All it ssaying, when it boilsdown toit, is:

“I"'m only human.”

Night-watchman.

Every sound magnified
to a monstrous cacophony,

Every rustle in the wind
a possible threat.

Foreboding creeping ever inwards,
upon the brain
the senses
the heart.

Chilling those who thought they had
nerves of steel.

Dawn breaks as a great friend
arriving
from a far away land,

Daylight beckoning me to its
warm embrace.
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Life and Death.
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Losing Faith in the System.

Watergate,
Camillagate,
of gates a spate;
and now of late
we've got Zippergate.
Societies' elected leaders
looking tarnished now they've lost their
electroplate.
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Silent Screams, Faceless People.

by Dave Seaman
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olours
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Don't exclude me, just because
| can't do all the things
you can.
Don't ignore me, just because
| don't have all the knowledge
you posses.
Don't turn down my job application,
just because I'm not the right age.
Don't discriminate against me,
just because I'm young.

Hai ku Sequence
Nature’s Fight for Survival

Rainfall to a child:
Drops of water, com ng from
God' s watering can.

Water fromthe ground
Reaches | eaves in the tree-tops
Nat ure wor ki ng hard

Gnarl ed tree standi ng proud
Unbowed by wi nd, rain or age;
Lord of its domain.

Di scarded bottles
Littering the surroundi ngs
Bl ots on the | andscape.

Fragil e bl ades of grass

Tranpl ed by hunman bei ngs
Bounce back up again.
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"Warts And Al | "
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First of dl, | have to thank Paula (Brown) of The Peopl€’ s Poet for finally giving in to my
nagging and publishing this ebook! Also, she was the one who started me off writing
poetry again (albeit when | wasn't depressed!), and who has done a fantastic job of not
only publishing poetry anthologies, but also bringing together poets and readers from all
over the world into a superb online community.

| definitely want to thank my wife Rebecca, as she has been the inspiration behind almost
every one of my poemsin this“renaissance” period.

Thanks also to my friend Liz Reid, who assisted the selection process of the original
paperback.
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In the paperback version, there were some pieces of internal artwork, by myself and my
dad (John Seaman), but these have not made it into the ebook for two reasons: 1/ | had lost
the origina graphicsfiles , 2/ including them would have significantly incresed thefile
size (and thus download time). Thus, no internal graphics are included here.

Any comments are appreciated. Please send them to poetofthecentury@aol.com

Individual poems in this collection have been published in various magazines, anthologies
and websites. These are the ones | can remember:

Magazines. Voice & Verse, Eclipse, Reach, Quantum Leap

Anthologies. The Association of Small Press Poets Anthology, The People' s Poet 2003,
and several forthcoming (at time of writing this) anthologies to be published by TPP press
(including The Peopl€' s Poet 2004).

Websites: My own (big surprise...), The Peopl€’ s Poet, Paula Brown’s personal
homepage, Café Poetry, Stan Grimes' website, and afew others| can’t remember.
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