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Peter S. Quinn()

Hi, my name is Peter S. Quinn, and I'm a composer, poet and lyricist. I write
mostly lyrical poetry and texts because of my well educated background as a
composer, et cetera...

Lyric poetry, from Wikipedia:

'Lyric poetry is a form of poetry that does not attempt to tell a story, as do epic
poetry and dramatic poetry, but is of a more personal nature instead. Rather
than portraying characters and actions, the lyric poet addresses the reader
directly, portraying his or her own feelings, states of mind, and perceptions. Most
lyric poetry is made in a singable and rhymable way, although some lyric poems
can be excepted. Lyrical poetry is often used in songs.' - end of quote

Some thoughts for considerations:

1.0nhly Va of Peter S. Quinn poems and lyrics will be shown at . This will be, At
least to begin with, only a showcase of about or over 3000 poems and lyrics
mostly in English by the great Peter S. Quinn. Peter is also a very prolific
composer (i.e. Google: sheetmusic publishing) , he’s also active as a
photograper, painter, etc...

2.The first part, or the part you are seeing here of “"Short poems of Peter S.
Quinn - This is my Wasteland”, was written between the years 2004-2007. It will
be continued shortly on his blog site.

3.Picture Poems 1-256 were written in the year 2000, and abstract paintings
made with each of them. These paintings along with the poems are available
elsewhere on the internet.

4 .EVerything written by Peter S. Quinn is © Copyright by Law, and may thus not
be used anywhere, without a written permission.

5.Péter S. Quinn is a member of STEF Samband téonskalda og eigenda
flutningsréttar, - to protect his Copyright. Sister societies of STEF are many all
around the globe and they include: ASCAP, BMI, SESAC, etc.

© Copyright Peter S. Quinn 2007. All rights reserved.
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Quotations:

“Peter is one the most kindest and unselfish person I've ever had the privilege to
meet, and what a lyrical line this man has...” from, New York Times

“Peter S. Quinn - An artistic talent beyond words! Prolific is an understatement
given the vast amount of wonderful music and poetry (not to mention other
artistic inclinations as well) that he has graced us with. A kind and gently
soul who is truly a blessing to humanity.” Robert James Thoms, Newfoundland,
Canada - Please see Guestbook at:

“Thank you... It is an honor! - It is an honor and perhaps a bit late that I'm
getting around to thanking Peter publically for this little musical tribute. I've
never had anyone write anything for me before and this came as quite a
surprise. I have enjoyed playing this little ditty over the last couple of years; and
recently someone heard the piece and asked 'what is it? ' They now have a copy.
Thank you again, Peter. Keep up the good work.” David Benning on Bennings-
Song (2004) by Peter S. Quinn - See here:

In brief,

Peter S. Quinn is proud to be of 4 nations: America, Iceland, Ireland and
Germany. His father was an American Irish and his mother of German ancestors
(her father being half a German: Sid Bach [south Bach] that changed over the
centuries to Séebech - he [Peter] does not speak German though) . Peter lived
in Florida, but moved to Iceland only 3 years of age; he has double citizenship
therefore, that of U.S. and Iceland. Always keep him in your heart, because he
too sings America! And that’s why his showcase of these poems is here... There
will be 3000 poems/lyrics in Peter’s showcase at , and after that he’ll continue
with his music at sheetmusic publishing, - see further at
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#1 (From, ‘what's Really Happening - In 54
Numbers’)

I see your face in reflection,

It is to me a distraction.

The past is gone away,

No matter what I say.

But still I wish for direction
And hope again for affection.
These cloudy moods each day,
Hold me and make me stray.

Burning desires for you I feel
And in my dreams you are still real.
Then I wake again and find,

Our time is long behind.

Peter S. Quinn
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#1 (From, Picture Poems 1)

a singing man
was sacrificed

by ravens
of night dreams

my silky soft desire
is lying

and denied a wish

Peter S. Quinn
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#1 (From, Picture Poems 10)

The night retreats
from the welcoming day

of green grass
and brown soft earth

duel of dark and light

Peter S. Quinn
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#1 (From, Picture Poems 11)

Muted wind
shaping things

and saying goodbye
to the road
I walked

presence dreams be soft

Peter S. Quinn
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#1 (From, Picture Poems 2)

age and desire
eternally on

love's magnanimous

and memorial-walls
shattered and disfigured

a summer's drying end

Peter S. Quinn
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#1 (From, Picture Poems 3)

Past is falling freely
in finished words

only a vainly kiss
stinging the end

over a missed love

Peter S. Quinn
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#1 (From, Picture Poems 4)

Bittersweet and haunting
the drops sounding

falling two
before a silent

thoughts dancing
lonely and scared

surrounded in silence

Peter S. Quinn
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#1 (From, Picture Poems 5)

Demented love
o stranger's garden

with hedgerows
of wanting

I entered your gates
and found

my stalking desire

Peter S. Quinn
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#1 (From, Picture Poems 6)

I entered your
glass house

explaining
where I'd been

and ended my walking

Peter S. Quinn
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#1 (From, Picture Poems 7)

Wading rivers
reflecting mountaintops

night songs
with warmness

of breeze

expectants of
spring

Peter S. Quinn
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#1 (From, Picture Poems 8)

Along the rivers
sentinels with fires

the neon of night
in reflected banks
of expectant past

the song of vision

Peter S. Quinn
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#1 (From, Picture Poems 9)

Earth’s blue
the gift of life

a light of day

and gray dark sky
of surrounding clouds

Peter S. Quinn

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

14



#1 (From,100 Love Songs)

Love so sweet of summer gone to yesterday,

The passion of air in the deep fragrance;

Sorrow and rage not there to give or say,

Only the true heart that forever abundance!
Quickly over each the tender fires are,

Pointed the way to the love in your soul;
Daybreak in the morning or some cloud afar,

All which is love you can't reach or have control.
Because the day again goes to dark night,

And everything gives something that's of worth;
Declare itself through thorns and heart full of insight,
Slashing around its love from seed to birth.
Conquer each truth from the feelings that hide,
The routs and the maps come through the inside.

Peter S. Quinn
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#1 Riming Haiku (From, Poet On Www)

Rain clouds over me,
Autumn sky frighteningly
- So rough-and-ready!

Peter S. Quinn
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#10 (From, ‘what's Really Happening - In 54
Numbers’)

A love and hate relationship,

Will never do for me;

I must have more in my power chip,
To be or not to be.

The question is to give a try,
The feelings that we keep inside.
The goal, is to reach the sky,
And do what we consider right.

If I could answer only this:
What happened to our heart?
I wouldn't even have to wish,

That we could begin from start.

Peter S. Quinn
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#10 (From, Picture Poems 1)

balanced melody
and rhythms
motions within bodies

configurations
of desire and love

Sculptured statues
of bronze and stone

Peter S. Quinn
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#10 (From, Picture Poems 10)

Remember the eyes
of a confusing morning

innocent instant
walking blue reality
seeing the lilacs

blooming again

Peter S. Quinn
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#10 (From, Picture Poems 11)

Barefoot reality
confusing pages of time

back again
lost in time

innocence tragedy
walking with you

and again love

Peter S. Quinn
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#10 (From, Picture Poems 2)

I draw something
and shape again
finding in hands

dearly longings
after I know

my voice

Peter S. Quinn
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#10 (From, Picture Poems 5)

Astral plays

in misty rays

and fills the chariot
with light

fate is
a gold glowing yarn

Peter S. Quinn
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#10 (From, Picture Poems 6)

Falling promises
softly they ceased

ever-erosive
in their downfall

wherefores tears
that dreamt of end

Peter S. Quinn

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

23



#10 (From, Picture Poems 7)

The roses
of your words

morning blooms
with burning fading fire

amongst the heavens
and the cobblestones

Peter S. Quinn
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#10 (From, Picture Poems 8)

Desirable places
from lawns
of enjoyed days

streets between
ourselves

crossing time

Peter S. Quinn
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#10 (From, Picture Poems 9)

Precious desire
the weaving love

the light that fills
and plays

forget not
the bowing wants

Peter S. Quinn
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#10 (From, Poet On Www)

Autumn's tomorrow,
Summer was a while ago
- Footsteps in the glow.

Peter S. Quinn
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#10 (From,100 Love Poems)

Love is like a kiss to bleak loneliness

Feeling of emotions running through to give
Following that track to be born and live

Each of your daybreak of closest caress

That comes from within to bring to the out
So much of roots that have grown from in there
Flowing like a song for you to fill with care
All that's like water in the tides about
Summer and autumns will carry its shade

Fill each effort with its current waves

For you only its gems stones are made

To bring in to its goodbye a heart that craves
So much of you that make every bloom

In our together roots that never should doom

Peter S. Quinn
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#10 (From,100 Love Songs)

Love is like a crown from the inside glowing
With passion and thorns under the surface
Deep in the corolla where the feeling plays
Never to the outside in its heart showing
Pour its tender fire out on the cool flowing
Yellow and sunburned moods of its true ways
Never always viewing each its amaze

A point of tomorrow in an endless going
Nights are in its roots rising with its pain
Circles of tides that come and always depart
Dawn of filled dreams never to become true
To feel affection for - is nature true arcane
River of deep emotions from inside the heart
All that is in a dream all that is in — you!

Peter S. Quinn
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#10 Picture Poem (From, Poet On Www)

a cloud to touch
from stars beyond

long heaven
and light of time

anything you'll awake
and for life like

Peter S. Quinn
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#11 (From, ‘what's Really Happening - In 54
Numbers’)

What lies ahead in time and space?
Where shall I be tomorrow?
I'm counting minuets, hours, days,
Resolving up all my sorrow.

Trying to make words to a tune,
Restless going through an agony.
Like the darker side of the moon,
Revealing all inside of me.

Broken chains and bending ways,
A future you cannot borrow.
Queen of hearts becomes of spades,

What will she be wearing tomorrow?

Peter S. Quinn
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#11 (From, Picture Poems 1)

at the baker's
are different
delicious sweets

wouldn't it be nice
to taste some

sounds neat

Peter S. Quinn
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#11 (From, Picture Poems 10)

Glowing morrows
fades not in rays
or bastions borrows
of an ending day

Peter S. Quinn

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

33



#11 (From, Picture Poems 11)

Where all places
are far and near

formed with wisdom
and legacy

dancing thoughts
within new creation

Peter S. Quinn
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#11 (From, Picture Poems 2)

The haunting hope
for worried only
none ever missed

crumpled and flipped
tumbled profiles
wanting before

but now demanding

Peter S. Quinn
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#11 (From, Picture Poems 3)

Sanctuary virginals
winds of March

like woodwinds
ho-humming

in wilderness

tackling ice
of winter

Peter S. Quinn
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#11 (From, Picture Poems 4)

Along fustiness

guarding disembodied spot
the cocoons of fancy
mocked robberies
desolating brain
stained-glass head

admiring blunder

Peter S. Quinn
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#11 (From, Picture Poems 5)

Today’'s
weaving the now
serene and free

while morrow's
are awaiting deep

to be

Peter S. Quinn
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#11 (From, Picture Poems 6)

Ego chamber
own Everest
of ambition power

unharvested
with desired goals

found on
the barren fields

Peter S. Quinn
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#11 (From, Picture Poems 7)

Untried search
for fresh roads

few among those
who are littered

and battered

in dilate and tasted
battled world

Peter S. Quinn
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#11 (From, Picture Poems 8)

Inwards is outwards
whatever you say

reaching some end goals
and changing others way

Peter S. Quinn
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#11 (From, Picture Poems 9)

Stabled chilling awaiting while
the glowing seen
of shadows sphere

darkly orchestra
the spinning astral

deep sea

Peter S. Quinn
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#11 (From, Poet On Www)

White innocent rose,
Life into oblivion goes
- Fast it comes and slows.

Peter S. Quinn
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#11 (From,100 Love Poems)

Like a far-off love that becomes a day
Because the outlook are right to fulfill

Every dream that is waiting inside still
When the moments are asleep and away
The love song that is like drops of anguish
Wavering tones in together cleft

For heart that's still or in beating "s bereft
And longs only love in its conquering wish
The seconds that leach in distance nearest
Will dissolve like silhouette beautiful dreams
And come to love that is closest and dearest
When off in deep of wonderment it seems
Feeling the hour that wholly is asking

How it can become a moment of tasking

Peter S. Quinn
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#11 (From,100 Love Songs)

A love is like forest - a song in spring

Summer roses so red in the daydreams

River that flows in its ever going streams

Every bird of flower that for you shall sing

Moods of winter hour's icy pearly string

Misty and gray light from shadows deep deems
Everything that whispers on thirsty lips themes
Something that you thought to your heart would bring

Dreams of inside forest from your kindness give
Branches of your daydreams growing out its roots
Climbing to the feelings of what love's about

Land and sea of passion that you must live

Each the morning hours in its timely beauts

Without these love songs your heart shall be in doubt

Peter S. Quinn
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#11 Picture Poem (From, Poet On Www)

anything changes
that outlasts a crash

with the look
and life
fire is from

in and out

Peter S. Quinn
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#114 (From, Poet On Www)

Silent reflection
Of landscape circumspection,
- A small selection.

Peter S. Quinn
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#12 (From, ‘what's Really Happening-In 54 Numbers’)

Trusting me or trusting not,
Everything's an endless plot;
Breaking boundaries between,
With a fresh new scheme.
Nothing is like it should be,

I'm numb inside of me;
Trusting the world for my time,
Reason for each rime.

We have now nothing going,
Just like the wind's blowing;
Love falls apart from inside,
Dark dim out the bright.

Fading rose old valentine,
Lonely moments between;
Sitting and waiting in grey,

Hours lost on their way.

Peter S. Quinn
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#12 (From, Picture Poems 1)

fleurira parfum
caressant desire
fragile combattants
glissering love

la vitale jasmins...

laughing
delicious soft you

Peter S. Quinn
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#12 (From, Picture Poems 10)

Could we forget
chariots of fire
fading to red

that serene desire

Peter S. Quinn

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

50



#12 (From, Picture Poems 11)

Solar bright time
perfect silky lines

playful particles
perfectly balanced

gathered in spaces
bursting through ages

life fingers

Peter S. Quinn
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#12 (From, Picture Poems 2)

Away to thinking eyes
or a lover's wounded heart

without the dear
longing to chortle

to trials

Peter S. Quinn
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#12 (From, Picture Poems 3)

Black haze

and unearthly halo
crosses over

through foreign passage

feared face
folds dreams of nights

in calm days

Peter S. Quinn
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#12 (From, Picture Poems 4)

Tropical waters
with solace shore
and moon above

cantina nights
soften the days ahead

bridges crossed over

Peter S. Quinn
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#12 (From, Picture Poems 5)

Dear heart
without you
where is my love

drawing desires
as Odysseus trials

and tests

Peter S. Quinn
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#12 (From, Picture Poems 6)

Glimpsing eyes
the flowing open centers

one of two
with the time entwines

illusion-the sweet

Peter S. Quinn
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#12 (From, Picture Poems 7)

Towards the moon
all known desires

love can meet
ever changing goals

Peter S. Quinn
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#12 (From, Picture Poems 8)

Sallow leaves
fall free
of the branches

when again
the winter comes

alone stand the trees
bare of summer's

beauty

Peter S. Quinn
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#12 (From, Picture Poems 9)

Into the rush
turn those silky soft faces

found in the flesh
and yearning

for a lovely crowd

Peter S. Quinn
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#12 (From, Poet On Www)

Growing summer fields,
Through lives productive windshields
- Give more seedings yields.

Peter S. Quinn
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#12 (From,100 Love Poems)

Moon of love's longings is springtime away

The seaweed from the oceans of times light
Secret clarity of the ongoing night

When the new opens through to make a day
When winters journey will end with stars and ice
And bring to the air the fragrances new

That comes with morning of clearances through
As tomorrow gives peek into blue skies

O hear days are chanting infinity's glow
Through the rivers of time in the making

And melting away the wintry cold snow

That the feelings of moody were aching
Carnations of shine with shadows falling

For now is the spring of tomorrow calling

Peter S. Quinn
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#12 (From,100 Love Songs)

Each love is like the shading summer rose
With eyes and intonation to be shown

Of dreams that come from in and are not known
But breathe with time to feelings very close
A river from the mountain high to shore

Of ageless touches of marvel near

Giving you songs you always want to hear
That to your heart and inner yearnings store
Each hidden treasure of the color love

Of turning points in day and dimness night
Like cloudlets move so smoothly far above
On to the morning of new sunshine bright
Each love is accent of what it has gained
And thus to its findings once more retained

Peter S. Quinn
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#12b (From, Poet On Www)

fluorescent looks
in tired adornments lights

covered with weak
attempts

ignite the times
of shaking hands

and porcelain dolls

Peter S. Quinn
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#13 (From, ‘what's Really Happening - In 54
Numbers’)

Can't you look into the deep?
Follow inspiration;

From lost love we always weep,
Without hesitation.

To memories we hold tight,
Strings attached to old leaves;
Whether this is wrong or right,
Depends on our grieves.

Poetic words always amaze,

But is the truth in there?

Your love turns sometimes both ways:
Without a 'smooth cure'.

Can't you look into the deep?
Even though suns don't shine.
Misery and shadows creep:

Loneliness, combine.

Peter S. Quinn
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#13 (From, Picture Poems 1)

embraced by sleep
a dream woke wonders
to my soul

from the warmth night
aglow rose

awaked within

Peter S. Quinn
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#13 (From, Picture Poems 10)

Now banishes dark
the billion lights

surface of glowing whites
playing rays
the spark

Peter S. Quinn
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#13 (From, Picture Poems 11)

Unfolded wisdom
glowing supernovas
created with life
elements and stages
interlinking star systems
circling stardust

creation by God

Peter S. Quinn
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#13 (From, Picture Poems 2)

Midnight crossed
into darkly shadows
of blackbirds

and eagles

and many-seasoned
peace-pipe Indians

I swear I saw

Peter S. Quinn
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#13 (From, Picture Poems 3)

The black desire
in soft haze nights

feared dreams
on life waters

ended nothing
with the conquistador

Peter S. Quinn
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#13 (From, Picture Poems 4)

A languid needle
torpor dreams

on and on
into nights

no churning
of life or past

Peter S. Quinn
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#13 (From, Picture Poems 5)

Sustaining ways
of waiting magic
with earthly eyes

impoverished climbing
to desired love

secretions of faith

Peter S. Quinn
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#13 (From, Picture Poems 6)

Oh awaiting sleep
of things to be seen

the glowing rays
where morrow's not been

Peter S. Quinn
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#13 (From, Picture Poems 7)

Detect beneath
forgotten lines

trails and signs
of midnight squirrels

many-seasoned faces
of manmade shadows

and melted desire

Peter S. Quinn
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#13 (From, Picture Poems 8)

Jewelling flowers
gatherings of beauty

a gentle color
in the wakeful afternoon

charming sweet bouquet
to the poets' singing

Peter S. Quinn
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#13 (From, Picture Poems 9)

Into the hushing pyre
melts the plea of flesh

wax-coated is the yearn
rushed to the spin-cycle

Peter S. Quinn
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#13 (From, Poet On Www)

Summer is ending,
Each color again blending
- Earth innovating.

Peter S. Quinn
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#13b (From, Poet On Www)

life is fire
on going along

lights to each touch

the clouds running
on and on

Peter S. Quinn
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#14 (From, ‘what's Really Happening - In 54
Numbers’)

Dreaming of a better place,
Losing thoughts from my past.
Life has many different ways,
Slow motion and fast.

All alone and lonely too,
Never letting love go.

Alive emotions always new,

A seedling from it grows.

Why am I so tender now?
Fragile in my believes.

I need faithfulness somehow,
Take away my grieves.

Dreaming of a better place,
Time is drifting by.
Learning again my ways,

In a cloudless sky.

Peter S. Quinn
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#14 (From, Picture Poems 1)

thoughts created

unfolded balanced dance
made by interlinking creation

formed wisdom
and perfect spaces
gathered with grace

and playful fingers

Peter S. Quinn
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#14 (From, Picture Poems 10)

Laugh at me
ever changing moon

only you know
the way to Oz

within those many
stars

Peter S. Quinn
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#14 (From, Picture Poems 11)

Wounded again
without shape
or mind

as years bring
trials to the worn heart

we need true love

Peter S. Quinn
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#14 (From, Picture Poems 2)

Many-seasoned pain

I'd sign the cliffs

beneath Pine-straight past
trails tossing

forgotten face

of true desire

dust reading those ways

Peter S. Quinn
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#14 (From, Picture Poems 3)

Time for stars
to sight

awakening lights
in heaven

floating fire forever
never in life still

Peter S. Quinn
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#14 (From, Picture Poems 4)

Is life elsewhere
looking for sun lights

beyond the curves
of clouds

longing for love
and hopes

Peter S. Quinn
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#14 (From, Picture Poems 5)

Barefoot in dew

aged morning
walking with lingering time

lilacs of remembering
all ends in a certain time

Peter S. Quinn
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#14 (From, Picture Poems 6)

In adventurers
on the oceans
where land is not found

the days
are sometimes enjoyed

alone to ourselves

Peter S. Quinn
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#14 (From, Picture Poems 7)

Open and quiet winter
with stillness in air

dresses of faded gray

attractive day
liquefies my thoughts

Peter S. Quinn
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#14 (From, Picture Poems 8)

Radiant warmth
across new sky

the feeling
which challenge the world

fills with excitement
and encouraging might

splendidness of colors

Peter S. Quinn
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#14 (From, Picture Poems 9)

Illusions are vacant
melting black blood

vaporize found
in cracks and dust

turning senses
into ornate idolatry

Peter S. Quinn

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

89



#14 (From, Poet On Www)

Days to night return,
with colors of earth pattern
- in autumn we yearn.

Peter S. Quinn
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#14b (From, Poet On Www)

tangled fields
placid silhouettes birds

bare quiet trees
waiting for spring

snow river flows
to icebound water

again and again

Peter S. Quinn
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#15 (From, ‘what's Really Happening-In 54 Numbers’)

Feeling heartsick all inside,
Flying distance through.
Sorrow moods I cannot hide,
- I belong to you.

Can I ask you come back soon?

I will try to care more.

Listen please to this lonesome tune:
What's loneliness for?

Little things that meant a deal,
Are of yesterday now.

Can't you touch me can't you feel,
I'm losing it somehow.

Like an astray - sky is grey,
Nothing here is self assuring.
Life's a misery day by day,

- Sorrow why’s it occurring?

Peter S. Quinn
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#15 (From, Picture Poems 1)

years without something
shaping the end

wounded and battered heart
a bruised love

like Odysseus trials

Peter S. Quinn
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#15 (From, Picture Poems 10)

I who love
softly and endless

desire years
of delicious you

many lifetimes over

Peter S. Quinn
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#15 (From, Picture Poems 11)

Thinking
and shaping
alive voices

desire and will
your skill

brings

Peter S. Quinn
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#15 (From, Picture Poems 2)

Still shadows
of midnight
soft and dark

many-seasoned
concrete roses

forgotten in time
long past

Peter S. Quinn
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#15 (From, Picture Poems 3)

Clouds
interfering still

each end will happen

every fire
will awake at sight

time changes on

Peter S. Quinn
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#15 (From, Picture Poems 4)

Hopes are happening
our desire
for peace come

and the drought end
in touching rain

Peter S. Quinn
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#15 (From, Picture Poems 5)

Know
the changing end
taking many desires

some dreams
to be
within

me

Peter S. Quinn
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#15 (From, Picture Poems 6)

It's a yellow day
scenic burning fall

the wobbling mouth
of the bay

and voices are quiet all

Peter S. Quinn
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#15 (From, Picture Poems 7)

The waiting wonders
of beginning springs

the warming land
glistening senses

of invisible marvel

sparkling waves of rivers
creating life

Peter S. Quinn
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#15 (From, Picture Poems 8)

The afternoon sun
repose quietly
in to the marsh

and blue reflected water

with ascending shadowy
emerging from the trees

Peter S. Quinn
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#15 (From, Picture Poems 9)

Smell- running silky colors
awakes from death

the freedom of earth
soul of peace
and harmony

cries of love

Peter S. Quinn
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#15 (From, Poet On Www)

we are
crossed stars
of time

interfering in desires
never touching

a cloud

changes crash
and run

Peter S. Quinn
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#16 (From, ‘what's Really Happening - In 54

Numbers’)

Sunshine comes and sunshine goes,
Gently shines on earth;

Life that bears fruit steadily grows,
Carries love from birth.

Flowers without sun and rain,

Have no colours to show;

They are dried and try in vain,

To let their blooms glow.

Sunshine comes and sunshine goes,
Gentle nurtures life and heals;

All on earth comes in a dose,

Love is what one feels.

A broken heart gives man pains,
Follows him - where he go;
Stresses up with its strains
Emotions: friend or foe?

Peter S. Quinn
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#16 (From, Picture Poems 1)

the symphony
of the blue open sky
and waving oceans

is like a desire
carrying eternally on

Peter S. Quinn
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#16 (From, Picture Poems 10)

The changing ways
and outward goals
are within

inwards and upwards
towards those stars

only desire's seeing

Peter S. Quinn
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#16 (From, Picture Poems 11)

A wounded walk
after love

battered mind
is longing still
for something

to come again

Peter S. Quinn
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#16 (From, Picture Poems 5)

Frail season
returning

winter's fingers
running through

those gray eyes
lovely afternoons

Peter S. Quinn
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#16 (From, Picture Poems 6)

Glowing sphere
light of gold

the candle plays
from in the deep

harmony
with vowing rays

Peter S. Quinn
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#16 (From, Picture Poems 7)

Don’t confuse yourself
with life's thoughts

for plans and goals
change ones mind

forgets your
search and try

Peter S. Quinn
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#16 (From, Picture Poems 8)

The glassy rays

on the surface of sea
with waves it plays
for things to be

Peter S. Quinn
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#16 (From, Poet On Www)

lover's tattoos
flat-black darts

made in years
in looks and taste

like playing piano
and watching soft trees

Peter S. Quinn
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#19 (From, ‘what's Really Happening - In 54

Numbers’)

Moonlight shines in my eyes,
All my errors all my tries;
Distance drumming in my ears,
Can't we give and share.

Rivers flowing wide and fast,
Nothing shall forever last;

Sun comes up and sun goes down,
Sorrow is my gown.

Like on stage I feel today,
Nothing inside feels ok;
Why do you do this to me?
- You are all I see.

Peter S. Quinn

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

114



#19 (From, Picture Poems 1)

gift of lives
with symbols colored
exquisitely and solid

like fabric or glass
architecture
gracefully composed
like period-polished
stone

Peter S. Quinn
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#2 (From, ‘what's Really Happening-In 54 Numbers’)

Mists of clouds are everywhere,
Dust from wheels of time.

I long for you and still care,
Brawl has passed its prime.

The mirror shows me your face,
Even though you aren't here.

I remember your caring ways,
You are to me always dear.

Nothing leads to emptiness,
What will others say?
Let’s start our love again fresh,

Make blue sky out of grey.

Peter S. Quinn
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#2 (From, Picture Poems 1)

between ourselves
were adventures
on childhood lawns
and grasses

where Indians
and pirates went about
crossing every time

and oceans

Peter S. Quinn
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#2 (From, Picture Poems 10)

The present time

a purring cat
and a Modigliani print

with window sounds
of continuous traffic

what a crossed moment

Peter S. Quinn
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#2 (From, Picture Poems 11)

Careful delusion
cumbersome confessions

soul and body
listen to each hum

a diced life
black reparation

condemning self

Peter S. Quinn
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#2 (From, Picture Poems 2)

fragile is nature
the grass
altogether yellow

engineered
by recent delineate

interlocking
embroider poems
transcendental gifts

between the hours

Peter S. Quinn
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#2 (From, Picture Poems 5)

Tangible flexes
again in spring time

photograph moments
comfortably in memory

cotton of desire
instant love to read

Peter S. Quinn
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#2 (From, Picture Poems 7)

The stars interfere beyond
heaven's fire

lights crossing
the curves of time

and certainly touching
the watcher

Peter S. Quinn
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#2 (From, Picture Poems 8)

Anything personal
seems elsewhere

no tingling nerves
to crash our insanity

or looking
for changes

Peter S. Quinn
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#2 (From,100 Love Songs)

Remember the way of the heart and air,
Rain must fall to keep the aromas going;
Time is of stream and the feelings to care,
Both together like the water glowing.

Love is the gifts from earth to your giving,
Seeds to grow high and then flower again;
Every true way worth of your own living,
Nothing from there is sown then in a vain.
Bouquets to be picked up loved more to trust,
Everything to hold on flowers of gold;
Feelings of ways that must return to dust,
Nothing of earth you can keep on or hold.
Water flowing - never for long it'll wait,
Give drops of it's river - more to create.

Peter S. Quinn
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#2 Riming Haiku (From, Poet On Www)

Little blossom bird,
once you summer discovered
- now for fall fathered.

Peter S. Quinn
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#20 (From, ‘what's Really Happening - In 54
Numbers’)

You have still the magic touch,
In my heart - everywhere;
Years gone by, the truest judge,
Walking through the years.

Listen to the sound and beat,
When you walk an empty street;
My love is still all around,

Lost is always found.

Why should we now say goodbye,
When we could again still try;
Fight our love back to our heart,

Make a fresh new start.

Peter S. Quinn
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#21 (From, ‘what's Really Happening - In 54
Numbers’)

Please don't leave me here alone.
Please talk to me on the phone.

I still need your loving touch,
Missing you so much...

Like a flower in the sun,

All my love goes on and on;
Clouds in skies are turning grey,
Darling won't you stay...

Starry starry starry night,
Try to see what's wrong and right.
If you leave and go your way,

There won't be more day....

Peter S. Quinn
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#22 (From, ‘what's Really Happening - In 54

Numbers’)

Beautiful morning so sweet,
Summer is blooming all out;
I saw in my garden, weed,

- Growing there about.

The greenest of tree is you,
All love is so tender now;
The tone inside me is blue,
O unlucky crow.

Why must this be always so,

When skies are so clear and great
Why must my heart now lay low,

Is it all too late?

Beautiful morning so sweet,
It's raining inside my heart;
I'm walking a lonely street,

Why must we depart?

Peter S. Quinn
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#23 (From, ‘what's Really Happening - In 54

Numbers’)

Da da da so slippery,

You don't have a trust in me;
Living your life far apart,
Known not true love's heart.

Stones on the road going nowhere,
Only grey feelings inside there;
Can't you see how tall this is?

First you'll try - then wish.

I've your number in my hand,
Should I phone - try to understand;
Something that I said or did,

Just tell me what's fit.

Peter S. Quinn
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#24 (From, ‘what's Really Happening - In 54
Numbers’)

Darling past is past, always,

All your moods and turning ways;
Ships on seas that don't return,
Flames in heart that burn.

Were we just two stupid fools?
Finding out indifference rules;
All this talk of sincerity,

Never meant to be.

Is fate playing tricks on us?
So we'll find out about loss;
Baby, I am still born a fool,

My heart you still rule.

Peter S. Quinn
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#25 (From, ‘what's Really Happening - In 54
Numbers’)

O roses are sweet and true,
I am now feeling so blue;
Because I am missing you,
All the bliss is gone.

Stranger in loves paradise,
Mournful shadows in disguise;
What we had never dies,

Can I carry on?

Moon is full and lost in night,
Falling stars are burning bright;
Only darkness nowhere light,

Loneliness has won.

Peter S. Quinn
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#26 (From, ‘what's Really Happening — In 54
Numbers’)

Rotten apples in between,
Is this just another dream?
Daylight's going out at last,
Past is now just past.

Waiting still in disbelief,
Sorrow darkness all this grief.
Stars have fallen from the sky,
I still ask me why?

Love is still my only hope,
Can I manage can I cope?
Was your love another lie?
I can't say goodbye...

Rotten apples in between,
Is this just another dream?
Life is moving onward fast,

I must learn to adjust...

Peter S. Quinn
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#27 (From, ‘what's Really Happening - In 54
Numbers’)

Heard you on the radio station,
Singing to the entire nation;
Songs of peoples love and pain,
Sweet soft loving Jean.

When we were kids still at school,
And puppy love was so cool;

We were often in itchy flame,
Playing the looking game.

Where has all of this gone now?
It has drained all up somehow,
Glowing eyes sweet puppy love,

Two little turtledoves.

Peter S. Quinn
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#28 (From, ‘what's Really Happening-In 54 Numbers’)

Wishing stars that never died,
Teardrops that never cried;
Why are you so indifference?
Give no love a chance.

Pearls are shattered on the street,
There is just this feeling of greed;
People walking from their past,
Nothing ever lasts.

Bishop in the chess game died,
Inexperienced love got fried;
Lovers double crossing all,
Love's a mending wall.

Wishing stars that never died,
Teardrops that never cried;
Bygones are so painful, yes,

Life's a game of chess.

Peter S. Quinn
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#29 (From, ‘what's Really Happening - In 54
Numbers’)

Take a ride in moonless night,
Show your depth of love and might;
It's a struggle it's a fight,

These feelings inside.

The entire world's a love story,
Full of coruscate and glory;

Of bruised hearts we are sorry,
Love goes into night.

Glimmering thoughts wonder stars,
Folks chatting in coffee bars;
Souls are kept in little jars,

Give me love that's right.

Peter S. Quinn
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#3 (From, ‘what's Really Happening-In 54 Numbers’)

Come again into my life,

Come again to my heart.
Forever is here when you arrive,
Let’s begin a new start.

This is all I need to say,

This is what my life's about.

We have to meet each half way,
Find ourselves inside the crowd.

Just like water runs to sea,
So my heart will look around.
Just feel the love inside of me,

Where feelings are forever found.

Peter S. Quinn
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#3 (From, Picture Poems 1)

desire wave
relieving thoughts

something never heard

maybe something
someone whisper's

a thought
delicious to the mind

and you

Peter S. Quinn
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#3 (From, Picture Poems 10)

Cactus flowers
in spring are found

nature's lovely time

of nhew growing
colors

Peter S. Quinn
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#3 (From, Picture Poems 11)

Illusion the circles
of mastery

open to the world
not shown

entwining eyes
and masked

Peter S. Quinn
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#3 (From, Picture Poems 5)

Awaken desire
delicious fire
moon over cliffs

song in my soul
waking up

dreams of night

Peter S. Quinn

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 140



#3 (From, Picture Poems 7)

The riming
blue sky

life's old symphony
oceans of open notes

eternally young

Peter S. Quinn
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#3 (From, Picture Poems 8)

Describing
foolish talking

with words
in thoughtless

phrases

is like catching
nothing at all

Peter S. Quinn
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#3 (From,100 Love Songs)

Forest of my heart are the flowers spring,
From the seeds of love and pure ashen;

Like a bird of wildness he comes to sing,

All the songs he knows of true compassion.
Covered by the clouds and dreams far away,
From the forest of the evening in blue gown;
When the twilight comes and dance from the day,
And through the night of stars until new dawn.
Waking in the hours with above glow stars,
Tinkling their light from the distance beyond;
All the feelings from the inside that are ours,
Nowhere from the outside rise to respond.
Everything is within from true love to give,
Find out the ways to go much further and live.

Peter S. Quinn
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#3 Riming Haiku (From, Poet On Www)

Timeless star-flower,
From sunshine to shower
- Every single hour!

Peter S. Quinn
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#30 (From, ‘what's Really Happening - In 54
Numbers’)

Growing love is always best,
Extremity laid to rest;

Birds have flown from the nest,
Will you likewise leave?

Raindrops counted before dry,
Fallen pearls from cloudy sky;
I keep asking myself why,

All this worldly grief.

Rainbows colors of beyond,
My love is to yours now bound;
What was lost is forever found,

Stand by your belief.

Peter S. Quinn
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#31 (From, ‘what's Really Happening - In 54
Numbers’)

I have watered under dust,
I've skimmed the deepest sea;
Seen the gold turn into rust,
Inside you and me.

Words and whispers confident,
Creeping shadows all unite;
Darkness from the cold and night,
Here with me abide.

Angels gone to fame and light,
I was behind the stages;
Shifting shadows into fight,

Those were outrages.

Peter S. Quinn
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#33 (From, ‘what's Really Happening - In 54
Numbers’)

I'm summertime to your heart,
Don't take our love all apart;
Drifting clouds and we depart,
Grow your seeds with care.

Forests of souls can not park,
Hound dogs of past to them bark;
Gone are sweet tunes of the lark,
Heartbreaks I can't bear.

Rivers of love gone and lost,
Our affection almost at frost;
Feelings inside all out tossed,

Heart's stones inside here.

Peter S. Quinn
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#35 (From, ‘what's Really Happening-In 54 Numbers’)

Cyber song I send to you,

How I felt when I was blue;
Because my heart's always true,
Feeling unlucky.

I know you're a star today,

My love's nothing more to say;
But that doesn't make it ok,
Dreams never to be.

We have drifted far apart,
Passion turned to a cold heart;
Can there be a second start?

We both are now free.

Peter S. Quinn
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#37 (From, ‘what's Really Happening - In 54
Numbers’)

When I heard the news today,
There was not much I could say;
About how everything is going

- Disregard's growing.

Why you left I cannot say,
Thought we had it all okay;
Then you were just gone away,
On this lonely day.

The outside wind is blowing,
Past memories still flowing.
Passion dreams can never stay,

For ever and ay.

Peter S. Quinn
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#38 (Ffrom, ‘what's Really Happening-In 54
Numbers’)

O uneasy memories,

Wind breezing through the trees;
Lonely times again are here,

I thought you'd care.

Love is like a growing breeze,
Some get lost others it frees;
I see your past everywhere,
Wounding like a spear.

I won't beg and I won't please,
Even try to make up peace;
Even though you were quite dear,

Through our loving years.

Peter S. Quinn
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#39 (From, ‘what's Really Happening - In 54
Numbers’)

Thinking hard and honestly,
Why you broke up out on me;
Losing love won't set me free,
It hurt when we split.

Now I'm all alone and gone,
Can't keep carrying like this on;
Losing out on all lives fun,
'Cause of what you did.

Self pity is this all about?
Banging in my chest so loud;
Playing with my mood and doubt,
Breaking me by bit.

Peter S. Quinn
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#4 (From, ‘what's Really Happening — In 54
Numbers’)

I came to this world old,

Alien is my second name.

Like a gust from darkness cold,
Is my ravish loving game.

She was innocent and sweet,
Full of youth and tender look.
I found her on a lonely street,
I guess it was just pure luck.

Was it stains of blood on me,
When my thirst was dry.
I was just setting her free,

Never meant to say goodbye.

Peter S. Quinn
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#4 (From, Picture Poems 1)

remember love

and be blessed
with a treasure

that is mighty
and delicious

remember love
that walked

and found you

Peter S. Quinn
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#4 (From, Picture Poems 10)

Listen to the voice
of the wind

rumbling across skies
awakening mountain peaks

from sleep and snow

Peter S. Quinn

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

154



#4 (From, Picture Poems 11)

Taut white sphere
could they sleep in dark

watch the shadows soft plays
with misty yarn

bow that surface light

Peter S. Quinn
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#4 (From, Picture Poems 2)

sign of the day
crystal snow
dreams in the alley

fur mink coats
and blue homeless love

a colorful blend

Peter S. Quinn
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#4 (From, Picture Poems 5)

The golden
archer
draws his
glowing rays

from the chariot
of light
filling with

tomorrow's days

Peter S. Quinn
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#4 (From, Picture Poems 7)

The old searching sea
progressing to land

day and night
the tide glides
the sand

rushes in and out

Peter S. Quinn
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#4 (From, Picture Poems 8)

Things of two
in morrow's gold

plays
one is you the other
the rays

Peter S. Quinn
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#4 Picture Poem (From, Poet On Www)

picture in the sky
a night of soul fire

deliciously holds
love to another
moonlight

burning ice heart

Peter S. Quinn
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#4 Riming Haiku (From, Poet On Www)

Butterflies - away
To a sunshine brighter day,
-Autumn's applique!

Peter S. Quinn
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#41 (From, ‘what's Really Happening-In 54 Numbers’)

Shifting hours growing heart pain,
Love's walked out down the lane;
I have search but all in vain,
Winter's growing long.

Curtains down tempers bound me,
All my love is out and free;

No more sunshine there to see,
Just a heartsick song.

Whispering in lonely hours,
Autumn past and rainy showers;
Earth's bound its blooming powers,

Was my passion wrong?

Peter S. Quinn

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 162



#42 (From, ‘what's Really Happening-In 54 Numbers’)

Enduring enduring lights,
Dizziness distress and fights;
World is full of wrong and rights,
From people broken.

Past is slipping through my hand,
Some in black hole space gets strand;
How can I now understand?

What isn't outspoken.

Jumping jack of Eros high,
Catch in his net a housefly;
All this fondness all this lie,
Redemptive token.

Peter S. Quinn

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

163



#43 (From, ‘what's Really Happening - In 54
Numbers’)

Growing clusters full of mood,
Flowing tears they intrude;
Loving ways refined and crude,
Past is always past.

Arrows wounding deep inside,
Shifting away all my light;
Nowhere more my tempers hide,
Life is moving fast.

Send a massage through the line,
Telling me if you're doing fine;
After you left me behind,

Past is always past.

Flower growing in the dark,
Winter's singing in my park;
I'm feeling naked and stark,

Past is always past.

Peter S. Quinn
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#44 (From, ‘what's Really Happening - In 54
Numbers’)

I'm moving down desolation row,
Where dessert winds of mind blow;
Burned loves in oblivion go,

This is how it goes.

Flying kites in cloudy sky;

Trusting words that don't say goodbye;
I have done what I could try,

Passions with its foes.

Scanning pictures moment’s thoughts,
Unloading affection lots;
Skimping all those temper plots,

Torn from a red rose.

Peter S. Quinn
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#45 (From, ‘what's Really Happening - In 54
Numbers’)

Never knew we'd be apart,

We had both the best of start;
Then you double crossed my heart,
When you went away.

Cloudy skies and lightless nights,
Broken wings without their flights;
Loveless moods and endless fights,
All my day is grey.

Endless space and blackout holes,
People drifting without roles;
Biggest mountain smallest moles,

What ever I'd say.

Peter S. Quinn
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#46 (From, ‘what's Really Happening - In 54
Numbers’)

There are shadows and some doubt,
Thoughtless people moving about;
Silent thoughts in lonesome crowds,
All is forgotten.

Prayers from songs to the earth,
Freshness having a rebirth;
Love is just what it is worth,
Unspoiled or rotten.

Forgive any state of mind,
Two together one combined;
But one's heart is often blind,

Life's always plotting.

Peter S. Quinn
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#48 (From, ‘what's Really Happening - In 54
Numbers’)

The blue's in my heart today,
It was not there yesterday;
Memories keep flooding on,
In my mournful song.

If you remember me too,

Then maybe your love was true;
I see the sky is so blue,

I'm lost without you.

Forever, wishes dry and die,
We keep moving forward on;
I can't say to you goodbye,

That would seem so wrong.

Peter S. Quinn
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#49 (From, ‘what's Really Happening - In 54
Numbers’)

Forgotten and broken chains,
Memories are lost in space;
Hollowness and prickly pains,
My heart is full of maze.

You are just the one for me,
It's all I ever wanted;

Like a sting from bumblebee,
My love is haunted.

Every sun-beam that comes up,
My feelings start to explode;
Drinking grief from coffee cup,

Take away this load.

Peter S. Quinn
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#5 (From, ‘what's Really Happening-In 54 Numbers’)

The green fields of growth,
Slowly fades all our past.

I remember our love and oaths,
But nothing forever lasts.

The lovely smile I once knew,
Is no longer with me here;
But when it was, it was true,
Full of tenderness and care.

Threads are finally broken,
Though I've tried to hold tight.
Words once softly spoken,

Now are in different light.

Peter S. Quinn
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#5 (From, Picture Poems 11)

Swimming fish
fulfills its
desire

by surfacing
the dark

and misty sea

Peter S. Quinn
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#5 (From, Picture Poems 5)

Dark shadows plays
desire will sleep

the glass white rays
chillingly deep

fading now
to the dark bow

Peter S. Quinn
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#5 (From, Picture Poems 7)

View of winter
the glinting trails
of cold pounding beat

cold yellow heart
of frosted breath

in embodied muscle cries

Peter S. Quinn
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#5 (From, Picture Poems 8)

Passion comes
to the lover's heart

quick sting of dart
that is feelings deep

Peter S. Quinn

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 174



#5 (From,100 Love Songs)

Each the color garden summer of bloom
Crossing the way to the serene of blue

Up to the sky and there drifting in new
Cloudlet moments that come airway with room
Roots of your beat - in the giving vacuum
Everything that is from inside and through
Fulfilled minutes tender flickers the new
Softly and smooth like the skin of your womb
Roses so red and the pinkly yellow on
Summer forest sunshine our dream beyond
Every spurring instant - not to be done
Footsteps from the night soon to be dawned
Love like a butterfly that to sky wings
Eternally on - in the heart there sings

Peter S. Quinn
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#5 Picture Poems (From, Poet On Www)

contradict times
fully highlighted in essentials

performance clothes
of life pleasure

awaits

quarters of truth
and soft oversight

Peter S. Quinn
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#5 Riming Haiku (From, Poet On Www)

Cut into a tree,
the faces of forestry
- wilderness quite free.

Peter S. Quinn
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#50 (From, ‘what's Really Happening - In 54
Numbers’)

Each love is like racing cars,
Driving through the final line;
Wounds from losing - all its scars,
Shiver up your spine.

You, the driver of speed car,
Formulates through the years;
Rotten deals with feelings are,
Making clouds from tears.

Take the car and steer it well,
To lives fortunes and each fame;
You could likewise drive to hell,

It's a speed life's game.

Peter S. Quinn

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 178



#51 (From, ‘what's Really Happening - In 54

Numbers’)

Till I hear it all from you,

It isn't true no it isn't true;
Softly clouds are going by,
Please don't say goodbye.

When you try out your look,

You get variations from life;
Sometimes the past gets too stuck,
It's hard to survive.

Try to keep your life going,

All boredom passes away;

There are moments worth knowing,
Coming to you each day.

Peter S. Quinn
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#52 (From, ‘what's Really Happening - In 54

Numbers’)

In the moonlight and the stars,

I am grateful for your love;

Every heart has wounds and scars,
Like the moon above.

I dreamt you each night and day
And your eyes they meant so much,
Your face to me, a portray:

- Magic lines and touch.

Even if you leave me now,

I will always be by your side;
Feelings are attached somehow,
- Together, is inside.

Peter S. Quinn
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#6 (From, ‘what's Really Happening-In 54 Numbers’)

Sing a song of heartsick blues,

Of loneliness I'm not amused.

I must reload my emotion fuels,
Because I'm not like I'm used.

Feeling left out, unstable,
Waiting for the phone to ring.
Going on, I'm not able,

If what we had don't mean a thing.

I relied my faith and trust,

In what was going on.

Now it seems that this is lost,
If our love is on the run.

Peter S. Quinn
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#6 (From, Picture Poems 1)

summer wind
breezes softly

sending hope
and harmony

to the hummingbird

love will warm
the cold air

Peter S. Quinn
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#6 (From, Picture Poems 11)

The astral fading
candles

of the watchful
dark

on golden sea
are bowing

Peter S. Quinn
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#6 (From, Picture Poems 5)

Pinned scenes

high singing
of awaken day's

delicious gently
consumed dreams

the soul

love's fire

by pain-embedded
way

Peter S. Quinn
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#6 (From, Picture Poems 7)

A fabrication
restraint fruition

the objective truth
to broken intent

failing all
our allowed fun

Peter S. Quinn
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#6 (From, Picture Poems 8)

Passion and feelings
begins in Eros heart

pulse that sweeps
warming flaming fire

scattered to ashes
constantly

Peter S. Quinn
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#6 (From,100 Love Poems)

Rain drops falling softly onto untruth
Wandering ways of every occasion

And bring in the flowing forward's spring youth
Take out and sweep every old abrasion
Water keeps still exquisite moments bounds
That soon will find the vaults and they divide
To have again the flowing occurring grounds
Which begun to rise with the in coming tide
Every outline is together for always

In deep dark clouds or the empty vast sky
Of which its one is looking to amaze

Bring their freshness to the splendid new rye
Have not the fair for a month of Sundays
Inside of each growth are withering ways

Peter S. Quinn
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#6 Picture Poem (From, Poet On Www)

inner interest accounts
together balancing

compounding heights
and heart summations

our actuary
of need
and appreciation

through bonds enumeration

Peter S. Quinn
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#6 Riming Haiku (From, Poet On Www)

The moments like waves,
They one by one the way paves
- some though misbehaves.

Peter S. Quinn
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#7 (From, ‘what's Really Happening - In 54

Numbers’)

What's happening in our lives?
Why have we stopped talking?
Indifference's cuts deep as knives,
Connection routes are lacking.

Winter's here with all its cold,
Summer's gone far from here.
My loneliness is now unfold,
I still long to have and care.

I can't stop my thoughts of you,

I can't let go of moments gone.
How shall I survive winter through?
Without your love to carry on.

Peter S. Quinn
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#7 (From, Picture Poems 10)

In the city's circles
flowing rifts of change

holding fear and defeat
in the flashy beat

Peter S. Quinn
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#7 (From, Picture Poems 11)

The shadows rays
of sleepy night

in morrow plays
white glowing light

awaiting
-fading

Peter S. Quinn
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#7 (From, Picture Poems 5)

The bloodstained moon
shrinks at the end of night

sacrificed in
awaken day's fire

gently singing
into far cliffs

Peter S. Quinn
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#7 (From, Picture Poems 7)

Bowed complicity
rules expense recognition

scoffed truth
correct practiced

making danger
for ourselves

ethics blatantly rendered
and claiming someone

Peter S. Quinn
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#7 (From, Picture Poems 8)

Pulse across deep feelings
shadow sweeps the spot

hanging thunderbolts
tranquil to peace

self-consuming future
fancy veneer flame

Peter S. Quinn
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#7 Picture Poem (From, Poet On Www)

keep nerves
of heaven

in lights
floating till end

to-night seems
in peace
and waiting

for a moon

Peter S. Quinn
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#7 Riming Haiku (From, Poet On Www)

Butterflies and dreams,
In music the river streams
- Through life and esteems.

Peter S. Quinn
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#8 (From, ‘what's Really Happening-In 54 Numbers’)

You left my heart in cold and pain,
You never said goodbye.

I tried to find you again in vain,
But never could, how hard I tried.

And as the rain keeps pouring on,
Shadows creep along the way.
There is no moon there is no sun,
There's no light there's no day.

Can't we try another fresh start?
Without risking everything.
A lonely man with a broken heart,

Can only of his sorrow sing.

Peter S. Quinn
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#8 (From, Picture Poems 10)

Barefooted you came
laughing with desire

morning hour soft
and foreign

Peter S. Quinn
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#8 (From, Picture Poems 5)

Fire of dreams
high in the day's
clouds

gently wake
at softly night

Peter S. Quinn
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#8 (From, Picture Poems 7)

Tomorrow’s road
the walking ways
amongst the cobblestones

ancient love's starlight
eternal enough to be

a disenchanted song

Peter S. Quinn
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#8 (From,100 Love Songs)

Come here into the night of distances Farwell
The seraphs are trooping on and on all there

In its long forgotten road of its many foretell
The moments they come and go in their blare
Clouds of many moods the kisses beyond

With the whimpering footsteps that you see
Stopping of the rivers that flowed on and donned
Into mystic of the everlasting deep sea

Where have you been in your wandering days?
What have you seen with these flowing dim eyes?
The night is so different in its many ways
Unseen to the most what in outset there lies
Roads are going forth for the travels to go

Into other moments - another row!

Peter S. Quinn
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#8 Picture Poem (From, Poet On Www)

creeping rays
over pines

like color turns
of glaring fields

sunshine clover
and silver amber
touching and glowing

the flowers

Peter S. Quinn
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#8 Riming Haiku (From, Poet On Www)

Light and gray darkness,
Twilight's silences endless
- Luminiferous!

Peter S. Quinn
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#9 (From, ‘what's Really Happening — In 54
Numbers’)

Lust and love is everywhere,

It keeps on burning, in my skin.
I see your face here and there,
But forgetfulness soon shall win.

Treason's for our love begun,
When I found the 'drugs of joy'.
Thereon started lust and fun,
For a party zone driven boy.

If you drift to my cloud one day,

Don't mind, if I've forgotten you.
My ship did leave your 'home bay
And feelings, we can't renew.

Peter S. Quinn
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#9 (From, Picture Poems 2)

blue rivers of life
with woods
and snow

painted on canvas
with hands of love

reaching in to hearts

Peter S. Quinn
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#9 (From, Picture Poems 5)

Weaving white gold
light the shadows hold

morrow's days
glowing rays

sleep
in deep

Peter S. Quinn
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#9 (From, Picture Poems 6)

Starry days
lonely ways

lifetimes
reaching

soft and silky
changing moon

Peter S. Quinn
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#9 (From, Picture Poems 7)

Broken heavens
burning mornings

forgotten ways
for cornered truths

fading song
of trodden blooms

Peter S. Quinn
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#9 (From,100 Love Songs)

There is a reason to give and to go

All of the temptations of every each

The fingers that smoothly feeling will teach
And give every touch their intimate first glow
Every reason beyond in the new flow

That comes like an echo of clouds breeze blow
The roots of the morning that to your reach
Colors your ways and some shades bleach
Little words sending into the found heart

Like flames that do flicker before they're lost
Each the gusting on flowing with their rampart
The memories twisted inside and tossed

Each the future of hope that comes here still
Moments of luck the hours thereon fulfill

Peter S. Quinn
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#9 Picture Poem (From, Poet On Www)

transparent silent
lines in vast connection

a window of sounds
slicing through

the ear

combine image
blank empty around

Peter S. Quinn
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#9 Riming Haiku (From, Poet On Www)

Go from here to there,
To mountain tops everywhere
- Be the brave and dare!

Peter S. Quinn
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.- Haiku

Summer had it all
before it lost its colors
- now winter hollers

Peter S. Quinn
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.-. Haiku

the shadows dancing
in halftones of leafless trees
- morning coming soon

Peter S. Quinn
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..- Haiku

love songs
like the wind in September
memories only

Peter S. Quinn
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.... Haiku

A snowy path
and moon smiling through the clouds
light wind in my hair; -)

Peter S. Quinn
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...Autumn Haiku

Drift to inner deep,
loneliness autumn leap
- summer goes to sleep

Peter S. Quinn
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...Haiku

the summer is gone
like the fallen forest leaves
in winter's garden

Peter S. Quinn
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-haiku.

May darling so young
in its reddish morning glow
- with a song to sing

Peter S. Quinn
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.spring Haiku

spring came like a fox
with the rising red of dawn
- tipped toed on my lawn

Peter S. Quinn
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.winter Haiku

Leaves of red yellow
moods of the autumn mellow,
winter comes - hello!

*(Hello winter, depression moods won't take me down! ; -)

Peter S. Quinn
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~*~ Haiku

tomorrow love songs
is the space between the words
~ unwritten today

N*N
*I have written many songs like these, later I will reveal myself to the earth's
heart. I have nearly only shown you here my rhyme poetry and songs but that is

only the top of the iceberg.

Peter S. Quinn
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‘from Rivers Of Time'’

falls never ending
each thought and action bending
- each of life's blending

from rivers of time
through wonders of daily mime

- each our thought will climb

Peter S. Quinn
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...and 1/2

Mister darkness has come
With his cold hand
Silhouette cuttings
And flowers of depression

“I've a winter rose in my pocket

and many are longing for its real smell
I found it in a garden of dim flowers
That the images of the past gave

I have here within

A moment with a smile

I want to make

Into something with my small hands

Because life is easier

If you know more than you are guessing
With everything that is inside

And still needs to become true

Like I am this for everything

And quite soon not as it would be more remembered
For each this step I gave is a way to be looked at

Of who first finds the smell...

(a summer is leavening inside a garden
of midnight bleaching flowers

pulling away every cherry dream therein
that passed through the hours)

(Inspiration: XXIX, from W [ViVa] by E. E. Cummings)

Peter S. Quinn
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2 All Seasonal Haiku

the hardest poem
is one word on everything
- never accomplished

but if it were done
behold only the word I

for each and every

Peter S. Quinn
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2 Fragments (From, Longer Poems ...)

1

You have given me

Time for another kiss,

You have given me

What I have always longed for;
It has become

Like the time that I miss

In my memories,

It runs like bliss.

You are a breeze to my lips;
You are like the moonlight
And the ever returning twilight;
With stars above glowing on,
You are love - you are love,
Yes you are love never done.
You have given me

Much in this lonely winter,
You have given me

What I have longed for;

All the pleasures from within,
All the treasures that was dim.
Always more and more

You will glow up my night,

Till my heart opens for sure.

2

It's a day without luck
In this lonesome fall,
When my thoughts
Get all stuck

Both the big

And the small;
Waiting for moments
To become right,

To befall

To my wish again.
Moving from the latest trends
Every hour's a strain,
If I'm knowing
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I'm still not finding ways;
That once was

Here so close,

But I may

In coming days

If my fortune

Doesn't away go.

I don't know

What I now feel,

But it has something

To do with her;

Wishes will never
Become real

Until we both

These wishes share,
Someday they'll pass

But I don't fear.

I can not wait

For my heart to stand still,
Though always

I want you

So close and near;

For you are my dreams
That someday may come,
I don't know

What I am looking for
And it looks like

I never will.

All T can say

I am not so sure

Where my dreams are from,
Maybe later

These dreams

We thought about here
Will grow and become true;
Someday I hope

They'll be there,

In the tomorrows

For me and you.

Peter S. Quinn
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2 Haekur (2 Haiku)

kaffi og me? ?vi
kannski Utskyrist ?3 allt
lika arsti?ir

%k %k

sképunargafa
likt og eiliti? freekorn
vex upp og dafnar

Peter S. Quinn
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2 Haust Haekur (2 Autumn Haiku)

fi?rildin eru
sofnu? fyrir naesta vor
vi? gleym mér ei blom

%k %k

?ettingsfast er tak
haustsins a skri?gdr?unum
senn er hér vetur

Peter S. Quinn
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2 New Year's Haiku

it is then it's gone
present turns to memories
- a future begins

today tomorrow
all the same again this year

- begin then ending

Peter S. Quinn
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2 Parting Haiku

Now in its parting
The waves of a summer song
-Okeanic seagulls

What we had it was
Felicity now leaving

- Like a dragonfly

Peter S. Quinn
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2 Poems To Another Poet...

Beauty is here for evermore
Always the same in each aspect

It is like waves to the shore

You can not stop it or reject
Flowers to keep or to hide

Into your life and your sleep

Use each and each as your guide
Some of the bouquets to keep
Tomorrow will come in earth
Pleasures and beauty there give
Like every time there's a birth

It is a reason to be and live
Dispense no spite from a heart
With everything that's there in
Always be fresh for your start

And every inspirations spin

As love is like beauty to keep

And making every gloomy day go
Sorrow is for eyes to weep
Gladness is for them to glow

Be both of dark and of light

The moon and sun are their ways
Feelings are of day and of night
Each in your mood there plays
Your flowers to keep or to make
Sprouting with shadings of fresh
All seasons of happiness and ace
The muse blooms of minds enmesh
Be always true in the grandeur beauty
For that's your love and poems duty

...and then I'd whisper:
Dream on and never be still
For nothing will be the same
Thoughts are here to fulfill

And giving more of your flame

There is so much in your heart
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That finds its way to go
Tunes of the fact must all start
Days gone by is but a glow

Peter S. Quinn
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2 Spring Haikus

yesterdays of green
leaves of a fallen story
- scattered on spring road

N*N

I am nobody
like this summertime coming
- to become the fall

Peter S. Quinn
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2 Ways

These towers of 2 ways

Side by side in gray and light
As day to day on plays

From colors of sunshine bright
As feeling and touching way
The gray blue steel of time
Clearance for comings of day
Inside their dwellings prime

These towers of high and grace
As wall of time goes on

The structures around to embrace
Till moments of those are gone
Like flowers in gardens’ glow
These seeds of time to give

Until to be forgotten slow

In other times to live

These walls to wall man made

In strong steel so fine

To reach highest peak and debate
To glow in tomorrow’s shine

Each wall in windows and steel
Looking with modern eyes

As a day of future comes real

In reaching the open skies

Peter S. Quinn
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2 Winter Haikus

the path lies frozen
in to the blackish forest
- no one walks there now

N*N

autumn songs are gone
migratory birds have flown
- with few barren leaves

Peter S. Quinn
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3 Autumn Haikus

a rainy day song,
one by one the droplets fall
- on withering leaves

just another song,

for the autumn falling rain
- and old memories

in the game of time,
where everything is going

- footsteps drift apart

Peter S. Quinn
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3 Autumn Haikus...

A day of sorrow,
in the autumn falling rain
- comfort the mourners.

Bless America,

now in its mourning moments
- to coming winter.

Yesterday was happy,

today is full of sorrow

- in autumn silence.

Peter S. Quinn
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3 Colors

I'm the blue in blue

Feelings of love to you
Needing of sky ways

Dreams coming up and plays
Sunshine golden mood

Clear sky truest food
Anything to believe in
Calmness and steady win

Yellow gold to find

Never to deceive the blind
Tricking the fools in truth
Forever in glinting youth
Summer of flowers small
Beaming of lights tall
Anything or nothing at all
Fool’s gold that'll fall

Red poundings of my love
Sky of the eve above

The danger in winning you
Power to come and renew
Purity of your feeling

Each of my hour stealing
Attracting every good luck
Forever in love stuck

Peter S. Quinn
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3 Haiku

'farewell’

Bring in the springtime
Farewell lonely winter road
- I'll walk you later

'the stranger’

There is this stranger

I am always observing

- In every mirror

'would you? '

If you were a fly

And I were a lovely bloom

- Would you kiss me then?

Peter S. Quinn
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3 Haiku (2)

'inspiration’

The bluest jewel

Heaven above awaiting

- Our inspirations

'deep truth'

The truth of ourselves
Lie inside the deep ocean
- We all once came from
'mirror’

You are the mirror

Of your thoughts and self being

- Water's icy now

Peter S. Quinn
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3 Haiku Poems

Love and memories,
through times and seasons of life
- passes on and on.

Today I am here,
tomorrow I might be gone
- like leaves of autumn.
Life is melodies,

and the music of its heart

- but winter's coming.

Peter S. Quinn
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3 Haikus

Gleaming from above
After tempestuous night
Light from far away

In winter's garden

Where air's clean of pollution
All colours are pure
Colourful red leaves

On a bole of darkly green

What more do you want?

Peter S. Quinn
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3 Haust Haekur #2 (From, Nokkur Ny Islensk
Smaljé?)

Flygur dagur fram
i ham rau?brinna laufa
- haust jar?ar litir

NU falla lauf bratt

og vindur émar djupur
- i byrjun vetrar

Att hef ég laufskrd?

i gar?i sumar graanum
- en nu félnar grass

*Soon to be translated to English, and put in lines here below.

Peter S. Quinn
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3 Haust Haekur #3 (From, Nokkur Ny Islensk
Smalj6?)

Stjornubjort noéttin
0g grasi? er enn?a grant
- veturinn nalgast

Vindurinn hvislar

a? haust sé aftur komi?
- i laufi trjanna

NU er nottin hljo?

engir farfuglar syngja

- ég sit og bi? dags

*Soon to be translated to English, and put in lines here below.

Peter S. Quinn
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3 Haust Haekur (3 Autumn Haiku)

liti? sem ?a? er
?etta visna?a laufbla?
er ?a oll min kennd

%k %k

vaeri ég mani
myndi ég lika hella
geislum & laufi?

%k %k

?U ert helling af
alls konar tilfinningu
6 hlj6?a haust noétt

Peter S. Quinn
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3 Haust Haekur (From, Nokkur Ny islensk Smalj4?)

Bratt snjoar aftur
eitt og eitt snjokorn fellur
- ur doékkum skyjum

Vetur hér a ny

i follnu gullnu laufi

- hver man vori? enn?
Dagurinn li?ur

a dokkum drauma veengjum
- golan kyssir kinn

*Soon to be translated to English, and put in lines here below.

Peter S. Quinn
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3 Icelandic Poems

ég horfi

en hvert ég horfi

er i dypt augans

og skilningur eftir hverri hugsun
sem ég ?ekki

stundarskilningsglasi?
er halfna?

einnig skilningur minn
sem ristir ekki djupt

%k %k

i upphafi hverrs 1j6?s

er fri?ur og ast

og fri?ur og ast fyllast rosum

sem ljéma af fegur? dskekulleikans
i brésti ?inu

og aeins i lokin

sblna bld?in

sem full voru af fegur?
i geer

a?eins i lokin

falla bldmahofu?in

%k %k

hvitar liljur lifsins

eins og saklaust andlit
a graenum svor?i

sem moldin dvaxtar
asjona engla

asjona lifsins

skuggar ei falla

a andlit ?eirra hvita
lotninga fullar i nekt sinni
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3 islenskar Haekur (3 Icelandic Haikus)

Hér hjarta mitt graer
i gar?i dagdraums neetur
- vetur er kominn

Ljé? er einsog blom
me? reetur i gré?ri dags
- bl6? gémul og ny

Allt er likt hafi
I 0rda oldufaldsins

- ein baran er stok

Peter S. Quinn
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-3 islenskar Haekur (3 Icelandic Haikus)

Myrkri? umvefur
hrollkalda néttina nu
- i dimmum skuggum

?essi oktober

a?eins rétt svo halfna?ur
samt klaki um allt

NoOttin svo tvirae?

i mjuklegu tunglskyni

- a? ?U undrast allt

Peter S. Quinn
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3 Minutes Of The Tick Tock (From, Spring Come
Come)

Take or leave this gaming

For the nobody who then knows
The slow in the roll is taming
Inside haste time that flows
Waste time and give me a sign
To let it come what it's at

Draw out its going to define
Whether it's ready to go at that

Somebody is always a real just

Got to show up speed time

With that better that’s already lost

In its out-a-way real prime

Time is waiting minutes won't save
It better be what you feel

Follow the beat come into the wave
Don't hesitate keen on the real

Keep it up and get the hop

Take the line to the minute’s world
Never let go never let it stop

It's what you all are in to this furled
Tick tock the time it’s waiting

Ready to go fast and somewhat slow
Every its sign front line stating
Feeling the stroll inside the roll-flow

Peter S. Quinn
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3 Rhyming Haikus

Mother's always best
With her love one is blessed
Feelings truest crest

Spider

Oh spider spider

Come again when day's brighter
And our mood lighter

Miracle
It's a miracle
Winter, spring summer and fall

Colours to enthrall!

Peter S. Quinn
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3 September Haiku No 2

In autumn glowing,
where all the summer dreams go
- I am now lonely

mother of summer,

you are gone but still with me
- in beautiful leaves

shine memories shine on,

in life's autumnal gardens

- I'm a fallen leaf

Peter S. Quinn
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3 September Haikus

September to you
with its falling ember leaves
- and relaxing songs

Remember summer,

in days becoming darker

- autumn rain is here
Yesterdays are gone,

with gardens of memories

- now ember leaves shine

Peter S. Quinn
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3 Vetrar Haekur #2 (From, Nokkur Ny Islensk
Smaljé?)

Lj6?i? vindbari?
i vetrarins dimmu sld?
- brakar i laufi

Hugsun djup dimmgra
vi? skugga naetur kyrr?ar
- komdu stjornu ti?
Fyrstu frostrésir

a gluggum silfurglerija
- ?inn ilmur hreinn er

*Soon to be translated to English, and put in lines here below.

These Icelandic poems by me were put up here by requests from my Icelandic
friends — whom read these poetry pages likewise.

To my English friends: All these Icelandic poems shall be translated later to
English.

Peter S. Quinn
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3 Vetrar Haekur (3 Winter Haikus) #2

Haust laufi? fellur
a regnvot og kold streetin
- allt hverfur a braut

Veturinn kemur

me? tunglskyni og stjéornum
- lengra i fjarska

Fotatak sumars

fjara nU smatt og smatt ut

- @ au?um straetum

Peter S. Quinn
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3 Vetrar Haekur (From, Nokkur Ny islensk Smalj6?)

Tungl a lofti er
einsog liti? ljéosaker
- vetur er komin

Ddékk-skuggar dansa

um regnvot straeti og lauf
- um si?aftaninn
Haustdraumar a braut
einsog laufi? sem gulnar
- enn vetrar byrjun

*Soon to be translated to English, and put in lines here below.

Peter S. Quinn
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300

Take away this morning grieve
All is inside its lonely brief
Going on and being still
Promises never to fulfill

Night gone with whispering wind
Rowing voices in the rescind
What comes next who'll know?
Life advances easy fast or slow
Broken promises someone fixed
Chemistries in style mixed
Soaking to my skin and brain
Day or two with its pain

The wicked eyes shape or size
Everything is in its disguise
Smoldering fire stormy fight
Another lonesome hour’s night
Take away those engines now
With its brushing worrying brow
Hooked lopsided burning wild
I'm all through crooked and tiled

Peter S. Quinn
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4 Autumn Haikus

into autumn now,
lonely songs and summer days
- everything's going

Haiku

yesterdays are gone,
our days of many colors
- soon there is winter

Haiku

falling leaves glowing,

in shade of autumn tranquil
- September is here

Haiku
music of summer,
serene and lonely now

- hello fall my friend

Peter S. Quinn
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4 Short Poems

Spliced
To straight blade

Kind—but grating
The pleasure

October song
And noise
In me

Walking
The now while on

N*N

On cloud fire
Each certainty
Of time

Nerves to go
And shock the sun

Tingling drought
To a long life

N*N

Some truths
Like crowds
Looked with know-it-all

Dizzying wisdom
In heights—of words

The natural answers
Next to your head

N*N
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Abounding sweet rose
Strength to silky whole

Unbending passionless ravages
Resilience with broken fall

Uncertain darkness
Comes to life uninvited

N*N

Peter S. Quinn
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4 Winter Haikus

Wind is in my hair,
like memories of days gone
- winter is coming.

I remember you,
days of blossoming summer
- this cold starry night.

Winter blossoming,
blue is its winter color
- farewell autumn lane.

Little bird playful,
before the going autumn

- soon the winter rain.

Peter S. Quinn
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5 Haekur

snjo?ungur vetur
littu at um gluggann - sja?u
a?eins faein spor

hvitt vetrar ljosi?
af brestandi hjarninu
vi? gbngu stiginn

hrafninn flygur lagt
hinum megin gétunar
vi? folhvitt tuni?

ljés skuggar maetast
hver hefur betur i dag
vori? kemur bratt

enn kul & rd?u
af klakahréngli frostsins

snjoar meir i nétt

Peter S. Quinn
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5 Rhyme Haikus

1

Dancing songs of whiles
Grasping the evening styles
- On the horizon reels

2

Day to day nothing
Only silences bluffing
- And cloudlets ruffling

3

Peaceful going waves

On the riverbed braves

- And my longings craves

4
Easygoing spring breeze
Thru the old leafless trees
- Gust winter dillies

5

Time is now leaving

In distract little cleaving
- Of moments weaving

Peter S. Quinn
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5 Rhyming Haikus

1

Darkish red red rose

In the evening spring glows
A petal dropp goes

2

What lies there beside?

In its winter wear and glide
Thoughts pounder abide

3

Little seed between

Now in summer beautiful seen
Air a friend has been

4
Rainbow here to long

In a winter frosty song
White in gray still strong

5

Spring is still coming

In kitty dreams and longing
And barrels humming

Peter S. Quinn
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5 Winter Haiku

Now they are all white
The roses in the window
- In spring they are gone

One and one lonely
Track by some going under
- The new fallen snow

White snow flakes falling
And whirl all around the ground
- In the blowing wind

Outside is winter

Day's just a little moment
-Of brightness and heat
The raven flies low

I hear when he is cawing

- A ray of hope there

Peter S. Quinn
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7 Autumn Haikus

day has become night
with faraway stars to reach
- tomorrow comes soon

blue autumn light moon,
you are not looking at me
- I am so lonely

here comes dark autumn,
with yellow falling leaves
- and old memories

twinkling nighttime stars,
blossoms of darkish winter
- and eyes I once knew

tomorrow comes soon,
but tonight is here still
- with its memories

I remember you,

like blossoming summer days
- in my infancy

love is like autumn

with sprinkles of raindrops

here and there falling

Peter S. Quinn
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7 More Autumn Haikus

melancholia,
those days of our gone summer
- never forgotten

our hours of summer,
with all summer birds singing
- their love melodies

be with me always,
in my heart memories
- to make tomorrows

my lotus blossom,
your flowers deep and still
- opening to me

my summer flower,
your seeds are still with me here
- in my spring garden

summer rose falling

to autumn still and darkness
- become memories

you are still with me,

as you always were before

- carnation flower

Peter S. Quinn
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8 (From, Picture Poems 11)

Winning the hour
morning time
in dew

innocent looking
instant still

and moving on

Peter S. Quinn
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9 (From, Picture Poems 11)

Morning bloomed
of remembered times

when your blue eyes
found me again

and won over

Peter S. Quinn
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A Bird Has Flown Away

A bird has flown away
Into the bright new sky
To give its shining day
For earth in quiet high

Dark is deep like ocean
In its forgotten past
Each hour of its erosion
Leaves of a fallen rust

Clouds are now swaying

To give the blue its glow

As ray in clouds are playing
With more and more to show

On to the faraway horizon
By the waves of the sea
My thoughts shall run on
Like everything that's free

And bring the splashes deep
Through flowing billows
And those fresh moments keep

In tides of past gone flows

Peter S. Quinn
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A Butterfly I See

A butterfly I see

On a bloom blossom
Flying on so free

Oh how life is osome
Making life an art

Soon there will be spring
Nature in its start

With the birds to sing

Yesterday was cold

In its whitish fold

Rain is now falling
Seeds from earth calling
In its clear drops

Until winter stops

Life is full of turns
Coming here and giving
Habitats and learns
Day to day living

Love in lives clouds
Singing freshly ways
Streets of many crowds
In its coming days

Refrain:

Yesterday was cold

In its whitish fold

Rain is now falling
Seeds from earth calling
In its clear drops

Until winter stops

Peter S. Quinn
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A Clock In Time

My song has gone to loneliness

Its freshness is rustic and old

The window sings in wintry wind

For memories that can not hold

The hour is now in to nothingness
Though not everything has been told
Feelings are out and vision sealed
Into a dark shape that now unfolds

You have not my heart learned

None new is to be had here

Only moisten eyes confronting

Old corners to know and see

And bridges to fit themselves burned
In to what does appear

A wall of reflections hunting

Of what has come here by to be

My song has gone to its past
Crumpling like loose molars

And bringing back here to each cast
Their aged siding paintworks

For days have gone in to their last
Of lights and sketches returning

A clock in time - a mirror glassed

I am still alone here yearning

Peter S. Quinn
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A Day Is Always In Farewell

A day is always in farewell
That emerges from the rising
In misty of its own spell

And hours of true disguising
To catch a boat that then sails
You'll need to know of land
Many are the shores and trails
To come there to understand

Each voyage takes you on a trip
Of perceptive and discovering
Don't let a chance from you slip
For its aims are in the uncovering
As every distance is an illusion

For tidal waves to move and slope
And give you some of its confusion
So hold securely on to your rope

Each day may be of rain or shine
Or circumstances chimera done
Just hold on to your kind of line
And every battle may well be won
There is a saying in new beginning
That everything's standstill or old
You only need your ways of winning
And to that endeavor always hold

(from my Album: Something More)

Peter S. Quinn
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A Day Is Leaving

The birds have flown together

And found their ways at last.

Day is nearly gone into the forest dark
With passions the hours gave,

And gracious moments awhile ago
With the river into the deep

Is passing remembered moments on

Flowers in white and purple red,

The transmitting colors of life,

With leaves soothing each path

That comes above in air perfumes,
Flying with the wings of the birds

Into the inside dreams forever
Between daylight and the evening dim.

No more these together courses will go
Into the days that will come by,

For this reality will soon be only yesterday.
Now dancing in the sea sun fire

On red yellow beams iridescent waves,
Where time stands still for a moment

Until it's gone forever to the night.

Shining water, seeds on the waves -
Eternally blooms of earth bosoms

Committed to the heart once more - differently.

Peter S. Quinn
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A Day Is Next

a day is next

to a night that's gone
with colors complex
to carry hours on

and nothing is for real
just what you feel
going on

a flower is made

to carry true summer
and then it shall fade
in autumn's honor

for nothing will stay
only go to dust

under the sun

O

so much is of everything
and nothing is true
only complexes bring
or make up some new
and let it then go

on to the lost

where all's done

and this all is life

with much still more
work along and strife
for nothing's sure

till end of its day

and pale of its flower
complex become gray
before it's gone

Peter S. Quinn
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A Day Like Night Is Hers

A day like night is hers

Ongoing stream of emotion
A heart beating that steers
Like the waves of an ocean

On to a dream to cast
The faces of love song try
All the beats that will last
On to the evening sky

Her thirst for more pleasure
Is always under her skin
A touch of closeness treasure

That she has born within

Peter S. Quinn
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A Day Of New Hope Is Breaking In (From, Myspace)

A day of new hope is breaking in

Filling the sky of true blue

Giving freedom a new kind of spin

Now the rest is up to me and you

The faraway glowing horizon line

Is building up hope on new dreams
That came with the morning sunshine
Where glow in glow freedoms all seems

Past is now gone into darkness of deep
Filling dim woes with lost shadows
Nothing in dimness now is to keep
Only the morning that freedom shows
For a day of new hope is breaking in
Filling the sky of true blue

Giving freedom a new kind of spin
Now the rest is up to me and you

Yesterdays lost that were in desperation
Taking away the grieving they made
Everything come in a freshly laudation

After time loses vexation jagged blade

Peter S. Quinn
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A Delightful Thought #ii

A delightful thought

Because of its pearly glow
Always with winter is caught

Of icily frosty snow

The footsteps of summer done
Now in this darkness ride
Carrying its quietness on
Peaceful thoughts that now abide

What is this darkness for?

If not to search and find
What a tomorrow shall store
When all this cold is behind
Through paths of joyful strife
Glistening glowing light
When back come spring's life
With every colors bright

Winter is moody now

Dark and lost in ways
Through its deep abyss brow
That in dream weaving plays
Delightful summer gone

We shall see again next year
But winter's often much fun
With our snow angels dear

Peter S. Quinn
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A Dream

A dream that is everywhere there
And going still forwarding on

A flower in seaside near where
That carries the seed waves on

A lust of life in the mist

Wheeling time's clocks going
Certain amount of uncertainty twist
Corner at a corners wind's blowing

You and I making a new turn

Into the depth of life's eternity
Yesterdays evening to yearn

Passions that come here to be

Where are the waves of endless tides?
Motions that are coming to and fro
Billows that on the ocean glides
Something you need now to know

Don’t bring your time to waste
Everything must come now or leave
Opportunities they come in haste
Stopping while you think and retrieve
Nothing is like the inspiration
Catching each and every thought
What comes out of your gradation?
To be something that you ought

Peter S. Quinn
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A Dream 2

A dream that I have found
From in my heart alone
Comes here again around
And feels like weighting stone

It is of all feelings true

And gives as much to tell
But its what it will do

That makes its weighty spell

And I therefore am in dim
Of what this song might be
With full of its acronym

That I cannot thoroughly see

Its wings fly in the night
And gives me dim metaphor
I cannot sketch its light
Nor know what its song is for

It goes here its own way
And I find its travel bemused
I hear only its wings play

But still I am all confused

Peter S. Quinn
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A Dream Going By (From 'Meet The Moments')

We always had

Our dreams going by

We always had love
Coming here through

And when gray clouds
Filled up the sky

We always could count
Much upon us two

Our feelings were always
Touched by the heart

It gave us something

We both could understand
But now when the moments
Have drifted apart

And some are gone

That we once did command

We always had moods
Of low and high

With anything that made
It on to the blue

We did not ask questions
Where or why

Because the answers
Would always be new
We gave each hope

To find and start

Drifting on through

In its precious grand
Some of our love ways
We found in counterpart
Like pebble stones

On smooth surface sand

We always had

Many dreams going by
Where we two

Would meet half away
Like reaching through
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And finding bluest sky
And meeting fresh love
That was here yesterday
All the answers came
And sometimes did go
Finding their new way
To become more or less
And before it was over
We both would know
How ways could turn out
And be a hopeless caress

Peter S. Quinn
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A Dream Within A Dream (From, Illuminating Night)

A dream within a dream,

So lonely in the autumn still;
Wishes going in the air stream,
Never again to fulfill.

A dream within loneliness,
The moments we once had;
The day is now flowerless,
Down this entire winter pad.

A dream within a stone,

So hard and cold of all;

The feeling when we are alone,
A day or two of appall.

A dream within the past,
From nights that were before;
The thoughts that didn't last,
And are therefore no more.

A dream within a reach,
That once was staying here;
And nothing left to teach,
Or nothing gave to share.

A dream within a thought,
That we once knew of some;
But time moved on or bought,

And never again is to come.

Peter S. Quinn
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A Dreamy Wish

Dusk is falling shadows growing,
Love is calling with its glowing;

As the light dims all away,

When the night lulls asleep the day.

Site by site the dark and night,
The dwell of lust in dimming light;
The desire of love that ever is,

The burning flame of a dreamy wish.

All the glowing is now going,

For darkish moods now are flowing;
Until tomorrow awakens again,

I'll get up, but only until then.

Site by site the dark and night,
The dwell of lust in dimming light;
The desire of love that ever is,

The burning flame of a dreamy wish.

Peter S. Quinn
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A Feeling Or Perhaps Its Bliss — A Song

My home is where my home is
With something inside its clear

A feeling or perhaps its bliss

Of something wonderfully dear

A glass within a glassy wall
Through nobody's but my own eyes
Each day short-rained in its call
With collected faces in disguise

The midair temper of each tide
That's flowing ongoing to please
Each shadow dancing in its stride
With anything one there sees

Like something of a dimension's own
Imaginations like the bluish moon
The many faces that aren't shown
Though you will notice them soon

My home is where my heart is

With all its compartments stores

Each way that let up blindingly this

To make the senses to yours
Attachments that might please a fancy
Or bring them to their own falls

Future entered and exorcised in dancy
Whenever to opportunities it calls

(I am a poem said the poet, and the world is also poetry.
All the best,

From Peter S. Quinn - who uses rhymes to make music

Google 'Peter S. Quinn'
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“Let the new wave come and rise to billow”

...and thanks to everybody who found the time to write some comments, I'll be
back soon)

Peter S. Quinn
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A Flower For Honey Rose

A flower for Honey Rose,
Oh so sweet of fragrance;
Even in a small of dose,
May you never blanch.

Your summer be endless,
With colors and shades;
Ever so new and fresh,

Blooms that never fades.

Peter S. Quinn
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A Flower For Honey Rose (From, Shorter Poems...)

A flower for honey rose,
Oh so sweet of fragrance;
Even in a small of dose,
May you never blanch.

Your summer be endless,
With colors and shades;
Ever so new and fresh,

Blooms that never fades.

Peter S. Quinn
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A Flower In The Fall (From, Shorter Poems...)

A flower in the fall has withered
The colors that breathed so free,
For summer songs are now all flown
And lifeless's each bloom and tree.

Now winter's comes in colored gray
As gloomy clouds above are flying,
I can't forget a bloom from fall

And see it still as it lay dying.

When the warmth will come again
With spring bosoms green and right,
I'll remember that withered bloom
That gave yesteryear's colors bright.

Peter S. Quinn
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A Flower Is A Lovesome Thing

A flower is a lovesome thing,

For it so much inside pleasures bring;
And spaces are there whole apart,
Everywhere there's a beating heart.

Give a day or two for each and each,
Some of love this feeling will teach;
Give a mood or take it then all away,
There are no more of thoughts to say.

Stranger you can find the new route,

For all your strangest feeling to breakout;
To another and a different time in time,
Be it a way or a thought so sublime.

A flower is a lovesome whole;

An enchanting way to your lonesome soul,
A garden within the different cosmos;
Freedom and beauty along the comatose.

Give a day or two for each and each,
For its beauty to you will then reach;
Give your heart a meaning and a reason,

In all the coming new pleasures season.

Peter S. Quinn
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A Flower Of Blossom Dim

I want to touch your inner wing
With a kiss of my dark
Whereas the hours of night sing
With tones of the lark

A flower of blossom dim

My heart on to you will try

With emotions of whimsy whim
That opens up winter sky

Oh hold me in darkness long
With flowers of blackness blue
And give me your night love song
That comes with a cleansing thru
What have you here given me?
That is from the other site

And becomes in my fluid free
When we our love have tried

Sweetness so ever in deep

From roots of the fallen heart
Ours forever to keep

When lights again shall start
Trust every footstep's embrace
That beats the stoned road on
There are many turning ways

To get back when lights are gone

*There's darkness outside, so here's another poem to the lark’s singing

Peter S. Quinn

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 293



A Flower Of The Mind

A flower of the mind

From inside to be

Where fortune you will find
To set each creation free
Holding it up tight

A head for its thought

And bringing it right

That marvels have taught

Seed of its purpose
From the first rise

Like a multifold rose
Reaching to new skies
Each step is a swift
Through tides of creative
From wings up to lift
Each newly approbative

The earth is its critic

In molding headstone
From stance analytic

To the purest of tone
That gave each the crude
In making brave art
Where sketch is its mood
A plan of fresh start

Peter S. Quinn
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A Flower Will Grow And Grow (From, The Complete
Collected Poems Of Strains)

A flower will grow and grow
And give every petals show

Of love colors up and close

In shades that to summer flows
Of every nature's true choice

Is given much speculation

With every tincture’s rejoice

In its step by step gradation

Their moments are never lost
They give of their pleasure’s glow
Of foliage green to yellow rust

As season in its moment's go
Like blue sky in dreams high
Following new twilight's dawn
Where every our fortunate lie

To carry our good judgment on

A life is like a flower of living
Growing its leaves from steam
Every its laudable there giving

Both of reality and of its dream

Peter S. Quinn
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A Frosty Song

A frosty song

In every walking way
Now I will long

For a new summer day
Every cold outside

Within flickering shadows
On the moments glide
Into moonlight glows

Faraway in the past
Autumn’s golden leaves
Under snowy aghast

Of cold outback perceives
It's hard to see clearly
When winter goes on

In its gloomy austerely
And avalanche electron

A frosty thought

Bringing the past near
That once was sought
Through the eyes clear
Please come home spring
With your freshly new

So I'll begin to sing

Of all your coloring hue

Peter S. Quinn
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A Frozen Leaf

A frozen leaf is found
Of yellow golden green
On the winter’s ground
Earth and ice between
Once in summer gave
Its emerald foliage on
Rain and blue did crave
Its days are now gone

Fields of summer past
Ice-covered earth way
Existence goes on fast
Long nothing shall stay
Forget not the pleasures
Those once were made
Colored tone treasures
Each lay and true shade

Earth is full of findings
That we shouldn’t forget
In delight posy bindings
And perfect in its set
Beauties of yesterdays
That once gave so much
Now in period of grays
Can still our heart touch

Peter S. Quinn
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A Gladness Blossom

I was cheerful with my friend

We in gladness did blend

In every day and every height
Through the dark and to light

Never angry words there said
All hatred from eyes dead

Only morning of increasing high
With its features of blue sky

Day and night of feeling’s fine
Summer day and more sunshine
Ascending through to even more
Munificent peace and not war

Bouquets coming in blossoms red
Now “s escalation in spring’s bed
Thru its happiness and prime

With its delightful way and time

Peter S. Quinn
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A Glimmer From Your Heart

A glimmer from your heart

It's the glow you start each day,
And all the others counterpart
That let you talk and be this way;
Feelings are like strings of pearls
That you draw from inside out,

A thought that may settle or whirl
Give assent when your in doubt.

All what's true must be within
Love's a feeling glowing right on,
Or the real affection can't begin
For nothing there is undergone;
Only a sallow leaf in the wind
That the longings still search for,
And in the lives was left behind
When summer time was no more.

A glimmer from those ways

Is everything you said and did,
And how a heart there interplays
When the roots aren't underbid;
You must search the sea of time
To think a thought so differently,
Love steps are acting pantomime
Nothing there seems aberrantly.

Peter S. Quinn
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A Gétunni

a goétunni mastumst vi? aftur
?ar gengum vi? eitt sinn a lei?
me? framti? fulla af vonum

og askunnar arin ungu

vi? attum ?ar synir og stefnur
og straumarnir baru okkur fram
a gotunni mastumst vi? aftur
génguma? eftir hrjdstruga vegi

Peter S. Quinn
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A Heart

Existent from nowhere

It gathered all around
Particles - here and there
Inside a sphere found
Time was itself within
The gates tightly closed
Before the internal spin
And everything aroused

Galaxy flowers bearing
Dispersal seeds through
Eternally flame steering
Making all first and new
Throbbing longest hour
A heart - the mighty one
Just like an earth flower
Unparalleled one by one

Magnificent inside dark
All existence from none
The maiden eternal spark
That carries the tides on
Summer's spreading birth
The colors of a rainbow
The entirety life is worth
Specific presence - now!

Peter S. Quinn
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A Heart Full Of Love (From, The River Sings On)

A heart full of love,

Yet still unharmed it stands;
Feelings like clouds above,
Through dreams borderlands.
Crocked with age and done,
All has been said before;
Now it's time to be gone,
Within either peace or war.

Moments unravished over,
Bull's pizzle and lion twins;
Top puffed feather flopover,
Your old and new whiter sins.
Giving the flaws of the wind,
Proving it's worth of telling;
Through each of its chinned,
And sayings worth excelling.

The stones in my pockets,
Shall dazzle yours to shine;
Unlock old heart's lockets,
Open its ways and coastline.
True to a weathering desert,
Prayers with a lewd smile;
Everything is within braggart,
After it's been here a while.

Peter S. Quinn
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A Heart Is A Heart

A heart is a heart everyone
Both of joy and sorrow

Love in the deep of one and one
With days of tomorrow

Feelings that go and come

Just as you and I share
Blossoming seeds every bloom
Always with feelings near

A heart is a heart in beating
Bouquet from the inside

All our enthusiasm treating
Giving of its fervor guide
Love of the footsteps through
That is felt and done
Closeness that becomes true
If its devoted affection

We could all always learn
What love’s all about

Then our heart would earn
Passion without a doubt
Feelings that go and come

For every heart here
Blossoming seeds every bloom
Through into New Year

Peter S. Quinn
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A Heart Will Wait

The day is how becoming dark

With its silver threads and lining
Summer shine that once did spark

Is still from the inside shining
Dreams of love and dreams of whole
In its every gathering hours

Within their touch and grace of soul
Of the moon and its cloudlets flowers

Never show your sorrow
From the gone days

There will tomorrows

In street and alleyways
Every distant coming near
With its many opportunity
Thru this place everywhere
A heart will wait and be

To many days are still leaving
And never to be again here true
Sunshine old day we are grieving
As they go one by one here thru
Driven apart and all touched
Feelings that never saw' love
Yesterday gone to their clutch

Or drifting like clouds far above

Never show your sorrow
From the gone days

There will tomorrows

In street and alleyways
Every distant coming near
With its many opportunity
Thru this place everywhere
A heart will wait and be

Love songs of evening just going
Everything is much like this
Times and words never knowing
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The heart is a couture of bliss

The day is nhow becoming dark
With its silver threads and lining
Summer shine that once did spark
Is still from inside shining

Never show your sorrow
From the gone days

There will tomorrows

In street and alleyways
Every distant coming near
With its many opportunity
Thru this place everywhere
A heart will wait and be

Peter S. Quinn
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A Heartfelt Song (From, Shorter Poems...)

A heartfelt song

Is a song tender and sweet,

It's of longings and need;

A tune to carry on

With feeling of inner deeps,
Away the darkness inside creeps
And you feel again so self assure.
A heartfelt song,

Everyone reach and touch

So dear and you love so much;

A passion not ever gone

If it moves on in harmonies

So tender eyes will start to weep,
Away all anger inside sweep

A closer and deeper then human sees.

A heartfelt song

Brings sunshine with dawn

And flowers to a lonesome lawn,
It has no tone of wrong...

Peter S. Quinn
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A Heart's Sometimes Like An Arrow

A heart's sometimes like an arrow

That gets lost on its long turning on way

Or a flying high clouded lonesome sparrow
That not for long in the forest can stay

The seedlings of the passionate going songs
That grows on the heart to each sparkling give
And each new aspiring passion belongs

In its fulsome ways there to onward live

The colors of the truest summer blossom

The reddish with the pink shades between

The beauty of moments that kindle love's thought
Delicate and decent where roots are from

Each true compartment that can not be seen

In asking questions what love is and ought

Peter S. Quinn
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A Lament Of A Night (From, Shorter Poems...)

If I could say this to you,

I love you always still;

You are like a rose and a lily,
And I'll do whatever you will.

Your beauty lies beyond comparison,
And so does all your grace;

I know of no other like you,

Those eyes in your pale face.

If I could say this to you,

And you where still here;

I would surrender my heart truly,
To you and only you my dear.

But now I stand before you,
On your grave with tears;
And can only remember now,

All those passed on years.

Peter S. Quinn
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A Leaf Of The Earth

A leaf of the earth
Awoken with its dream
The spring coming birth
And rivers of easy stream
The casting of the clouds
High above the land

And to and fro crowds

So easy to understand

Imprisonment made free

Of every earthly content
When things come to be

Full of its freshly scent
When summer comes in

For you to kindly embrace
And wash away winter's skin
And each its darkish lace

A Leaf of young green

That comes with liberation
From oldness that's been
Inlying in every creation
You had to come again

To fill my heart of wonder
And open up every your den
Of growth seeds from under

*(A lyric made now to my song, A Leaf of The Earth, at

Peter S. Quinn

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 309



A Light In My Winter

A light in my winter

For spring dreams to come
Shady darkish tinter

Where my summer is from

A light in white frost

For the blossoming dreams
Those with autumn were lost
In oblivion river streams

Each morning come glowing
With sunshine and day
Through the darkness going
To lead forthcoming way
When rose shall reddish

So lovesome in my bed

To bring in spring wish
Through their colors red

A light in my heart

To fulfill my dark eyes

For blossoms shall start
When there are blue skies
And again summer spring
With each beauty of worth
And birds in trees to sing
Every song of new earth

Peter S. Quinn
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A Little Journey

A Little Journey

Of many things new
Somewhere to go and see
For me and for you

A flower so fine

And a stone that I found
A day in the sunshine
And us dancing around

A happy time's smile

A laughter and curiosity
Looking around for a while
And just being free

All that gives a good hour
With minutes playing

I might search for a flower
But I'm not saying

A Little Journey

Unto the new tomorrow
That makes fresh and free
And forgets about sorrow

Our time in sunshine
And new days that'll come
I hope it all shall be fine

In its growth and blossom

Peter S. Quinn
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A Little Silence

In you
A little silence,

In me
A little silence,

In us both
A little silence;

That sometimes
Bursts into a noise,

That silence out
Silences,

In both of our lives.

Peter S. Quinn
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A Love (From Shorter Poems...)

Tears in my eyes over you,

I am feeling low and blue;
Though love is everywhere I go,
My heart doesn't care.

But I try to find it here,

In my trials everywhere;

As I go along with feelings of my own,
That is unborn or not known.

Peter S. Quinn
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A Love For Love To Keep

A love for love to keep

Can never extinguish or die
It grows like roots deep
Don't ask me questions way
For love is just like this

That grows the leaves within
A morning coming bliss

And hurling zephyrs spin

All life is what us inspires

To bring songs of kindness
And deep emotions desires
In each new ways transgress
We're always what we awake
A light in the dismal of play
Convey to empathy to take
That has gold bars in weigh

Every love is ours to sweep

And construct to become high
What we nurture we will reap
And bestow from it each new tie
Like bouquet of blossoms hue
The freedom is ours to create
So much is up to each across
What you offer at every debate

Peter S. Quinn
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A Love Is Always To Give

A love is always to give of and share
Something inside of a human glow

Doing what is worthy to have always here
Into the settings that never shall go
'Beautiful Dreamer' - like the song we sing
With each the earnestness that comes in
Wholeheartedly giving what we bring

With every beat motion that begin

Shift with the ebb of life's concurrence wave
Where debates are stirring everyone

Till there's nothing but alone landing stage
Each has abilities to misbehave

To be the conqueror of what is won

Earning a living - revolving the page

*- under construction -

Peter S. Quinn
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A Love Song

Oh, a love was born last night,
It came with the evening breeze;
And in the dusky light,

Above the autumn trees.

Oh love sang out to me,

With flowers, summer kissed;
This love is always free,

And longing for more thirst.
Your lips are gentle, young,
And scenting like the rose;
Your love I'll always long

For, when ever it goes.

Oh love so sweet awoke,

More tender feelings in heart;
With each touching and stroke,
The gentle breeze did start.
When wind blows its horn,

And autumn goes away;

New things will then be born,
With more to do and say.

Peter S. Quinn
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A Love Song - Crossing To Night

A love song of stillness now in begin
When earth is awaken within its doubt
With icily colors coming about

Glisten of winter with old year that's been
Traveler along in days with less light
Moods of the coldness in carillons year
Into the oblivion each thought to steer
With occasions of sunup vivid sight

Crossing to night in times almost lost

Feelings of transient - wingless in musing
Hours entombed in to the moment’s cold rime
Fields of feelings heart - in winter’s numb frost
Memories of yesterdays defusing

Until again there is sun rising time

Peter S. Quinn
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A Love Song - Forever

Dance like the wind
From the mountain
Forever

Into the hours
Months and years
With the feelings
Of the wind

Dance like the sunshine
In your hair

Flowing golden locks
To the air

Or a cloud that drifts by
In the blue morning sky
Full of hope

Fill the air
With your love song
Till the day becomes evening

Touch the heart

Of the earth

With your fingers
Wholly in gentleness

Give a love song

That renews every day
Bring your heart through
With true kindness
Coming like fresh morning
Little gust without warning
Full of hope

Peter S. Quinn
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A Love Song - In To The Evening

Give me feelings to renew
From lonely footsteps days
My love is like the dew
That in the morning plays

Bring me your sweet hours
That comes here flowing on
Like dewdrops on flowers

That in the evening is gone

Let me be yours only

For a moment or a two
Embossing the footpaths lonely
That each has walked through

Touch me with inside feeling
That come and go like this
And our hearts are stealing
Like morning hour bliss

Never let me here leave

Into my very lonely own

For days will swift to grieve
Until those thought are blown

Come here and be mine
Until the next day comes
And let the stars above shine

Like little twinkling blossoms

Peter S. Quinn
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A Love Song #ii

A love's like something going or pending
The blossoms of white colors and some red
Flowers of summer often in ending

With shades of the earth in season's bled

Awaken a thought and fragrances sweet
Lives of darkly moods under the sky

Its hour in itself of passing day's greet
Before light shoots off and to dark will die

Man's love is like a fire existing on
Through a hidden meaning of new morning
With hours awaken in chest of dark things
Before love knows it - the desire is gone
Only in its heart lives its yearning

And through the reach of time onward it sings

Peter S. Quinn
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A Love Song (From, The River Sings On)

Love by the seaside,

Everywhere you go there's love you know;
The feelings that are right,

Ease and prediction of your flow.

Swinging in the air,

Going to somewhere.

You and I tonight,

Moving fast and slow;
Losing wings at fight,
Knowing not where to go.
Hiding from hunting eyes,
Being for real free;

Truth and no more lies,
All what inside might be.

All what you give in a dream,
From there on inside grow;
Nowhere in a thought seem,
Moving on fast or slow.

All what you love to give,
When there's no one else;
Dreams fulfilled to live,
Futures that all foretells.

Love by the seaside,

Everywhere you go there's this sweet love;
The shadows from deep hide,

Clouds that into mist will grow.

Swinging in the air,

Going to somewhere.

Peter S. Quinn
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A Love Song For A Season (From, Even Though There
Are No Reasons)

A love song for a season

Is to come to and shine

With love and ways of reason
Doing everything to combine
In those things that give grain
Filling moments of instance
Traveling through catchy rain
For its flow going trance

There are new and moments on
Finding destines to try

Before rivers are dry and done
In their flow of going by
Summer moods are here to give
What we know of pleasures
Circle motions that will live
Open ways of wild treasures

Love song to the nature wild

With its many turning ways

Like the cobble stones are tilde

In their concrete colored grays
Something there to build and turn
From their starting point

On gone bridges they will burn
Those connect a joint to joint

Peter S. Quinn
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A Love Song For The Night

A love song for the night,

It's the only way to go;

Future comes with morn bright,
First footsteps in this glow

Something is in the air
Giving and taking away
Each tide has its flair
Some ways will never stay

The rain may be falling down
Loosening the earth up

Winter might stay in its gown
But love will reach its top

Right or wrong from here

We will all be moving on

Give of yourselves a little share
Life will be so much more fun

A love song for the night,

It's the only way to go;

Future comes with morn bright,
First footsteps in the glow

Just like dawn comes again
With its wandering light
Search not for love in vain

When you have sky in its height

Peter S. Quinn
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A Love Song Ii

We are going to be friends,
Forever and ever;

And going to meet all ends,

Going to be together.

For every day is new,

In this endless feeling and touch;
If you can find this too,

We mean to each other so much.
There is a season for every song,
That comes alive in one's heart;
We can'’t ever be wrong,

If our love is true from the start.
We are going to be friends,

If you can find me too;

Our feeling together blends,

If I am a part of you.

Like a flower that blooms in spring,
So shall each love grow;

Love is that unbroken string,

In my heart that you always know.

Peter S. Quinn
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A Love Song Into The Night (From, Even Though
There Are No Reasons)

A love song into the night
That started out an evening
Playing with a fiery light
Those that closeness’s bring
The effect of each other

Into the desiring fulfill
Coming more closer together
After each silence’s still

A feeling that feels so right
When someone is in love true
Every optical future’s flight
That goes through to renew

To remember the magical on
The perfumed gardens of now
When summer feelings are here
Filling its wonderment’s endow

Everything we both need

In its together and feels

This through these moments read
And with every playing reveals
Longings like songs in time
Catching the nowhere stand

From every sinuous prime

In our own live and command

Peter S. Quinn
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A Love Song...

The night's like a day with the moon
Lovely at sight till morning

The beauty of its blueness gone too soon
On to the billows of yearning

Like distant dreams fixed and so plain
Dark in its numinous glow

All is but a dream cloudlets in a chain

As daybreak awakes to grow

Hours with a moon dancing at night
On desires of clouds going

In to the mystic of its dim blue light
From darkness in autumn growing
Yesterday's desires finding its way
In silences of murky and its deep
Meeting daybreak of a new day
When daylight awakes from its sleep

Moon now shine on to the distant far
Graceful in time so endlessly

Blue into the azure of night and star
All in its wonder and free

Love song of the dark on to the deep
Filling my heart with new desire
Dreams of the night for eyes to keep
In a blue glow of its far away fire

Peter S. Quinn
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A Lullaby For Winter

Obviously beautiful
Nursery cold winter's rime
Lingering around dull

In the dark starry lime
Obviously for sleepy eyes
Paling tinctured ground
Snowy white cloudy skies
Breaking icy sound

Hush hush to every bloom
That now sleeps under
Winter is your frosty groom
With feelings asunder
Daydreams in darkish deep
The earth in stone gray

For the hours of dusky keep
With twilight’s dim play

Obviously beautiful

Your seeds will come new
And bring down frosty duel
For each one of spring true
Darling keeps a heart still

In hours away lullaby

Every new morning shall fulfill
Promises of a summer sky

Peter S. Quinn
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A Lullaby Of Dark Blue Sky (From The Musical, Lyrics)

A lullaby of dark blue sky,
Coming from a self within;
Singing to another high,
Past dreams there inter twin.

All the whispers all that goes,
Knowledge gained through reading;
Still behind the mermaid glows,
When green blue sea it is meeting.

Joy of hearing different songs,
Billows and curving waves;

Now to this world all belongs,
In a breath of hours and days.

(The songs are available at my site at SibeliusMusic)

Peter S. Quinn
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A Madrigal

Every love is age

In their live together

With its thought and weigh
Making pleasance better
So much of in care
Bringing summer in
Letting love be there

In its passion’s spin

Adour is at times stripped
So much full of nothing

In its thinking whipped
With it much of bluffing
Rain may fall and dry
Giving some of aching
Make it not worth try

In its provoke waking

We are here to bring

What we can then tame

In stronger love’s grounding
And its brighter flame

Peter S. Quinn
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A Misunderstanding

Dance me to your own heart
And never never let me go

I have a feeling one from start
And I think you already know
Touch a feeling as you feel

Let it come easy there on
Have a heart beat for real
Before your beat will be gone

Does dispute come from provoke
Or is it more of a misunderstanding
Like the clouds above in smoke
Each day the storm is commanding

So much is inside for giving

If you are there to awake
Love is a touch of the living
Each plentiful what you take
Days on and feelings for other
Anything that is there made
Give love to sister or brother
And let it grow on not fade

Refrain

Does dispute come from provoke
Or is it more of a misunderstanding
Like the clouds above in smoke
Each day the storm is commanding

Dance me to the rivers going
In its never ending song

You might find me and knowing
My heart is made to long

So much on earth is forsaken
Never to become the expect
Let your dance try and awaken
Everything time has neglect

Refrain
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A Moment Of Bliss (From, Illuminating Night)

A moment of bliss
And a minute of wish,
Is all that I need

To move forward and succeed.

What comes and goes there
Like summer time's lane,
What circles in each year

And we must grow and attain.

The flowers on the hill

And beaches and sea waves,
The days that need fulfill
And new thoughts enclaves.

Peter S. Quinn
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A Morning Song

Morning threads in clouds
Like fairies golden wings
Above the drifting crowds
Sunshine to them brings
Fragrances in the cold air
Full of colors there too
Love peaceful everywhere
Always up early to renew

Silver strings and sweethearts
Coming there and going
Darling's goodbye departs
Waving and teardrops showing
Feelings inside falling

Outside to the new snow
Longings from the past calling
Like a street wet glow

Morning peaceful bringing
Hours from the lost dark
With few birds singing

In a lonesome winter's park
You and I are walking

To each our waiting job
Sometimes together talking
Sometimes for a probe

Peter S. Quinn
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A Night In A Frosty Glow

The future is long in snow
And everything dripping on
A night in a frosty glow

To memories that are gone
Dreams are now inside dark
Finding their own way
Restless in searching spark
All as it may and may

Days of never returning
Feelings from a long past
Ways of its dark burning
Giving frost shadows cast
All is in a way of nothing
Winter's growing season
Flickering lights of bluffing
Deep in a mood of reason

Roads of the onwards gone
Yesterdays leaves falling
Dark of the deep has won
Moon shadows are calling
Red glowing yellow leaves
Scattered here on the trail
Distances and their grieves
All in the approaching sail

Peter S. Quinn
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A Poem For You (From, Shorter Poems...)

I sat down just to write

This poem

For you,

I thought you were lonesome tonight
Feeling kind of blue;

Stranger things have happened

You know,

So just be comfortable in your chair
You aren't going anywhere.
Because if you are,

Please do tell;

I would not want you

To sit here,

Feeling like hell.

Peter S. Quinn
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A Poem To Get Old

Every day that comes shall get old

With the spinning wheels of infinity

And age in pastimes for you and me

To give each one prosper to raise and hold
Stories activeness that still unfold

To the covet to win or lose and see

That dwells in each belonging inside free
Whereby our living thoughts come and mold

So much is in context within grow charms
To give from and spend while time is still air
In thereby courage that flows and swarms
Of comparisons to set in given share
Virtues of age for personality bend

Of what it has given to comprehend

Peter S. Quinn
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A Quiet Dream (From, Illuminating Night)

A quiet dream

The woods are now,
In silences they seem
Going away somehow.

For winter glow comes
Glistening in snow,

And the frosty kingdoms
Surely will grow.

In still of night
Coldness comes forth,
Nothing there to ignite
From the north to north.

For winter glow comes
To give more frost on,
The frosty window blossoms

Will die again in predawn.

Peter S. Quinn
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A Quill

I'm just here for a while

A quill of poetry style

My aim is to sing a song

For dreamer to love and long

To stars of the faraway

In night's symphonies play
Where our eyes meet dark
In its golden shine spark

Silent moves on its go
Wonder ways we don't know
All what we are of worth

In our hearts and on earth

Shining brightly beyond
And no man has ever found
Wings of enduring flight

To our prayers and light

Peter S. Quinn
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A Road To Many Ways

What feelings you have inside
You must let reach to the outside
Fly - fly away never hide

Give some love on your sky ride
Rain comes - wind blows
Feelings melt into the snow
Flowers fall seeds come
Yesterdays, tomorrow's bloom

I wish my heart could go on

Dry the tears that sadness has won
Play with your lonesome heart

Give it wings make it start

Reach high from your down low
Give a touch in the morning glow
Will there ever be someone listening
What your inside might bring

Try on - never for a moment leave
Flow away this painful greave
Earth is a garden and wildness
Bouquet assorted blooms fresh
Just give everything you must

To bring this feelings into a trust
Never give up your love and grace
Our life is a road to many ways

Peter S. Quinn
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A Rose On A Piano

Love is a burning fire
Inside and all out

Life forces of desire

In the feelings about
Day and night rising
Touching hours apart
Always a fresh surprising
From a ticking heart

Love in its tendency

Is coming and going
Wings of fire born free
Like a daybreak glowing
Roses of reddish shade
Perfumed of the day
Only for lovers made
As its shading's play

Love is much inside
Like nothing's ever still
Ages in winter hide
Hour glasses to fill

A rose on a piano

Are yesterdays gone
But all of its hours glow
Keep the fires on

Peter S. Quinn
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A Round

The explosion of spring,
Bump bump alloy, it is here!
True to its nature,
Happiness goes forever,

If we allow it.

Lets dance together,

Have fun wherever it is;

Spoil us with a smile,

There is no place for depression
When we feel springtime.

All war must soon end,
Just like winter loses too;
Chorus of life: love,
Deny not, it is, yes, true
If we allow it.

II

My head - all my earth,
A round and spinning object

- Of thoughts, space and growth.

The squares in the heart,
Makes to many corners in mind;
- Lets be soft and round...

III

A silent thank you,
To all who commend with me:
- These moments are yours...

A silent thank you,
My own earth, I have water,
For rebirth of life.
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A silent thank you,

To people - I call to all:
Remember each love.

That had broken ways,

But won - each on their own,
For they embraced worlds

Of differences.
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A Secret Opens Like A Lotus (From,

Night)

A secret opens like a lotus,
Revealed on the ongoing road;
This is your time and notice,
For taking away a heavy load.

Days are born worrying free,
And all is set to the forward on;
Nothing is too extraordinarily,
Until it's all one time gone.

What you have is to fulfill,
And give away to the new;
Climb over the forward hill,

So futures may there bedew.

Peter S. Quinn

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

Illuminating

343



A Simple Love Song

If you want to search for love
You won't find it anywhere
Not in the clouds far above
Only in your heart inside here
Love is around and will stay
If you give it time to grow
There is only love's one way
To let it live or let it go

Life is going slow or fast

Through the many ways around
Laying out its indefinite cast

Only in your secrets be found
Give love time to work it out

Much of it is so very personal
There is always inside much doubt
With its functioning judgmental

If you want to search for love
You won't find it everywhere
Perfectly it fits like a glove

If you give feelings to share
Reasons come and some will die
Nothing forever lasts for long
Only you have the time to try

If your heart will be your song

Peter S. Quinn
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A Small Bird Of Loneliness

A small bird of loneliness is flying

Through desolate and the many grasslands
Lightless color the ways one understands
When some true heart is there trying

Feelings blue shores the clouds crying

All from inside the heart truly commands

The songs from terrestrial leavens wastelands
Feelings the grass every color drying

Waters that those alone know like perfume
Surrounded and enchained to its foams
Velvets of vet fallen prairies dark flume
Dryness of bleak gloomy earthly chromes
Every inner murky wearied small bloom

Alone structured stamens the roots and domes

Peter S. Quinn
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A Song For June's Smile

A song for June's smile,

When love is still so young;
Though summer has been awhile,
To become colored and strong.

Each heart is then retrieved,
To tones we imagined away;
When love is back received,
On a beautiful summer day.

A song for each my flame,
Blazing in your sweetness;
Though hearts stay not the same,
They return new and fresh.

All love is between two,
Consonant to win delight;
It is then all up to you,
Whether it burns on bright.

A song for June's smile,
With passions retuning along;
For each love is so fertile,

Can be the best summer song.

Peter S. Quinn
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A Song For The Evening

A Mozart is playing her violin
A song for the evening

Note to note in gliding spin
Her bow is tenderly singing

From falling light to the dark

A nocturnal dreamy lay

The glistens in to the heart spark
To fill up the leaving day

Oh gold bow come and give a heart
In flowing of joyous sound

The truth of one moment's life art
That never again is found

Peter S. Quinn
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A Song For You

I am going to sing you a song,
That I heard last night;

Full of whisper and soul,

Both of dark and of light.

It's a song that I heard,

For the first time last night;
When the moon and the stars,
Shined on, ever so bright.

It's a song full of shadows,
Full of thoughts that we hide;
Also things that we look for,
And we know that are right.
Every day and every night.
Come a little bit closer,

So I can sing it all through.
Come and listen to the tune,
So you can hear if it's true.
It’s both cosmic and strange,
Full of mystical change,

And it’s specially made for you.

Peter S. Quinn
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A Song To Her

I found her in autumn

In her new blue dress
Every shade was in bottom
Of gone summer's caress

I knew though her song
Of love that we made
When themes were young
As in early blossoms grade

And as the saying old goes

Each blossom will seed

If its surroundings all glows
In fertile soil without weed

The warm scent of summer
Gives its enchanting appeal
And to every newcomer

A new proliferation feel

I found her also in spring

When she wore all white

And with seedlings did sing
When they turned to the light

All new that here comes

I know is of the living riches

And with her it all plumbs

When the dark ways she ‘ditches

4
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A Song To The Coming Night

A song to the touch of the coming night

Where the waiting dreams have some now begun
In the ahead road of timeless spun

When the hours go by and come to their flight
There's something timeless each day going

To evenings and later to darkness

That inspires wonderment in its caress

Like feelings of interpretations flowing

What charges us through to give such emotions?
There is no understanding this to know

Though imaginings - are with wishes to give
Where does each dream go after its notions?
Where is its mirage in the timeless flow?
Thoughts are awoken to reverie and to live

Peter S. Quinn
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A Song To The Road (From, Bob's Buttercups Songs)

There are days that are going we have known
To the roads of the dreams that have left
With distances in clouds drifts that have flown
In the grass swaying of its time and bereft

Many miles from their home they still long
For the days that are gone on to the road
Memories that come again and are so strong
With their ways and their dreaming in load

Young hearts are now finding what they need
In many times more than the stretching mile
Every given that comes in and the days read
From the looks of the world and its beguile

You may find what you need till it’s all gone
But there are no means to bring it all around
For the traveling heart must carry still on

In the dust of the roads that have been found

Like tomorrow is still only a dream in today
With its times in our thoughts that are going

Nothing lives till it comes to us some way
Through the efforts of our own that is showing

*These are around 500 songs

Peter S. Quinn
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A Summer Dream

You are still there with me

My dreams of summer - how gone
I have loved the times with thee
And each you flower done

The beauty of your blossoming
While night was young of day

As bird in trees did sing

With early thoughts of May

You are still on my mind

In your golden daybreak
Though you’ve left me behind
I still with your moments wake
The mysterious beauty skies
Of the red golden burnish

Now still in my pondering flies
Like some short of reverie wish

The dew in a morning young

And colors of radiant rainbow

Are still within singing strong

In darkish low winter’s brow

I know you will come soon again
With seeds and daylight crescent
Like a goddess or an equestrienne
From heaven to the earth sent

- in the making -
(Perhaps this dream is finished, I don’t know)
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A Summer Song

My love do not cry

Each day is just coming

To say again goodbye

In true life's blooming

My love do not go

I want to have you still here
You are my morning glow
Your footsteps are everywhere

My love I need you

For you are all my colors

That come in summer new
When softly breezes hollers

I love each life's day

And many more to come

Your footsteps are in my ways
Your dreams still true blossom

My love you are so near
Each morning when I rise
You are still around here

In all your joy and ties

And footsteps that are gone
Still echo in my mind

And carry me still on
Though I am left behind

My love you are still with me
Inside my lonely heart

Though I know you are free

Each day I wake and start

Your footsteps are gone

But still your memories I'll find
To carry me still on

Through thoughts you left behind
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A Sundown Delight

In a sundown delight
The evening will come
With feelings of the night
Where darkness is from
The hours of dreaming
Of worlds hidden wide
Moon colors are gleaming
Where dusk owls glide

The weavings of deep
Where blossoms are blue
The lands you can't keep
When dawn comes new
Each fairytale viewing

In the faraway beyond
There is no misdoing
Only imaginaries found

Each day is like a night

And night like day besides
For sometimes in daylight

A star above hang-glides

It's unbelievable seeing
When this is done correct
And quite enjoyable being
There - this dream to inspect

Peter S. Quinn
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A Thought (From, Poet On Www)

I give you a thought
I once did know,
Inside on its own
It was there caught,
From a while ago
And was there alone.

The feelings that burn
In longings that hide,
And take each their turn
When others abide.

My love song and more
That inside all is,

And I am not so sure
If it's for real or a wish.

The day and the night
With thoughts that go,
A dream in its flight
And nobody does know.

The instants and hours
That comes on to shine,
Feelings that are ours
And hard are to define,
Or draw an exact line.

My love song and more
That inside me is,

And I am not too sure
If it's for real or a wish.

The day and the night
With thoughts that go,
A dream in its flight

For nobody to know.

Every part that plays
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On the strings of a heart,
The many love's ways
That never will start,

Or break a new heart.

I give you a thought
I once did know,
From inside out brought

To a tune on the piano.

Peter S. Quinn
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A Time For Seeing

There is a time for our seeing

In our worthwhile to remember
Every inside of our being

Like those footsteps in red-ember

Clearly not for everyone

Are the times to become real?
Letting our bygones be bygone
In the ways we lose and feel

Swinging times to do and say
What is turning here out to be?
In its clutched on to and play
For everything that we can't see

Hit the ground and be dead

Is the way to go here around?
Someone else lies there instead
Giving of his own state and mound

There are rifles to get fired

When the banks have their carnival
And the poor ones aren't desired
They 'l take their stand and fall

Let me though know if still's hope
To come our way and give aloft
And can we hold on to that robe

Though it might be from love soft
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A Time Has Now Come (From, Myspace)

A time has now come

For your voices to follow
Where tides are turning from
The days of demise hollow
Those voices mean to me
And have been before spoken
That the streets of the free
In the distances are woken

A chorus of ascendancy

With lines unrehearsed

Its spring new independency
Of understanding immersed
Those are in every flame

That gives awoken hour

And injustice cannot tame

Or break down its clean flower

Summer is enthusiastic

To turn the key and initiate
With its autonomy and elastic
To inser the necessary weight
Midnight is coming in light
And bold to kindle from sleep
That once was of the night
But now is a freedom to keep

Peter S. Quinn
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A Touch Of Heaven

A touch of heaven,

Not though close and near;
Such a demonstration,

In darkish atmosphere.
Winter moon is high,

Cold is harnessing too;

I need love to revivify,

In this fancy curlicue.

Words are only words,

Full of moods to find out;
What will be afterwards,

Is not much talked about.
But it's worth checking,
Perhaps it may be too late;
For the winter is decking,
What autumn did abdicate.

A touch of inner mood,
Like tender bluish desire;
Only the rightful attitude,
Love alone may acquire.
But words are only made,
To bring it more close;
What in a heart's unplayed,
Before it again all goes.
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A Tune For A Rose

A tune for a rose

That in summer fair grows,
Like beauty in trim

When the moody is dim.

The splendid of flowers
My soul how empowers,
So rich in its shade

What sunshine has made.

You are spring's gift
My spirit shall uplift,
And grows over sorrow
And give me tomorrow.

All love is with you

The freshest new true,
What affection has chosen
That spring has unfrozen.

You'll settle all quarrel
The summer's highest laurel,
In the divine fragrance

Through its coexistence.

Peter S. Quinn
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A Turn In The Calling

The time is now falling like freshly rain
Through the vapor of a surrounded sensual
Feelings that once were in with winter's gain
Are drifting away to aberrational

The beat of its down to another go
Surrounding the flowers in early spring

With love that is found in its way and glow
That to a new heart so many things bring

A turn in the calling of day's coming clear
With beats of tomorrow in songs to play
When colors and shades are pending near
With everything found in bright and clear
The secrets of summer are near-term back
With love into heart occasions bric-a-brac
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A Valentines Rose For You

A valentines rose for you

Day to the night and night

Let my love come here through
Carry on its heart in light

Dreams are going to be true
If love is a love like a song
Now such love's up to you

For a heart to search and long

Life is never as it should be

It's always more or it's less
Into the future you can't see
Only with your heart and caress

Our dreams are never to be

If nothing of love's set right
Times will come and you'll see
That love is just one burning light

Everything comes as it goes
Playfully on and again on
The truth of your heart glows
Till the burn of its love's gone

Remember a heart that's waiting
And never could let you go
There's no time for debating

You only need to know

- What to know

Peter S. Quinn
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A Walk Around The Park

Walk around the park
Until you find its end

The hours of day and dark
Where some there spend
In falling flowing rivers

Of ticking's clock time
That each minute delivers
In steadfast and prime

Where life comes and goes
Through every out and in

And wind in wintry blows

In whirling scattered spin
Where love and songs are sung
With every mood and hour

In dreams of old and young
With many colored flower

And a day shall never fulfill
Every walking on through
As nothing is there still

For me or even for you

It goes like blinking gleams
Of every dancing theme
And nothing is as it seems
Inside this living stream
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A Walking Man In The Street

A Walking man in the street

Is out on a nowhere go
Somewhere away trick or treat
In a time of a moment’s flow

The hours are moving a way
In many conducts on going
Half-filled hours and astray
With cigarettes once glowing

He walked his way so lonely
On to the corner there

He knew he was there only
No one seen elsewhere

All day is a walking to night
And finding its way about
His thoughts are in a flight
With many of day's doubt

A walking man looking up

And seeing the windows stare
For a moment he might stop
Look thru a window at tableware

Perhaps think about yesterday
When his future was bright
And then go along his way
Further into the lonely night

Peter S. Quinn
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A Winged Bird Of Night

A winged bird of night
Comes to sing for day

In bright song of flight
Above the forest ray
Heart’s filled with love
From cloudlets drift high
And sunshine here above
That together makes a tie

Everything is in air

Of exiting moment’s play
Love song going there
Just for a while to stay
Somewhere in tomorrow
With peace in its awake
Future places to borrow
Of their offer and take

A winged bird of heart
The longings in my beat
Feelings that don't depart
In a walk or in its treat
With protrusion to its go
Divergent tempers about
Like sky in a rising glow
By no awareness to doubt

Peter S. Quinn
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A Winter Poem

Time is taken away,
Step by step it goes,
Born to an unknown day,
Nothing forever glows.

Light has left again
Into the deep sea,
Searching’s are in vain
For both you and me.

Live or let time die,

What is this hope for?

Do we know reasons why,
Longings drift afar.

I have waited long,
For minutes and hours,
Lonely is this song
When a shadow towers.

Beautiful morning bright
where have you been?
Now is here only night
and twilights between.

How shall this long be,
Plunge into the deep?
Will I the sunshine see,
Depress this dark sleep.

(This is from an unnamed musical in progress. The author does much music) .

Peter S. Quinn
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A Winter Poem...

Now the night is covering everything gone
From autumn days of interminable and sad
As flowers of the freshness are all done
And every morning of rosary red we had

Beautiful between the roses of summer colors
Mornings of glowing torches and high

The wind of the winter now hollers

And times of dark rivers go on by

The life of old summer memories fill
Glowing in clusters of times lonely mood
Everything returns to this earth

Days like shadows of memories still

In its darkness all around interlude

For a year is growing old for a new birth

Peter S. Quinn

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 367



A Winter Poem....

Love is everywhere,
glow of its time going;
days to here and there,
nighttime dark glowing.
In hours going to day,

in its endless dancing;
winter time is on its way,
in the air and trenching.

Life's inside a dream,
what is real and unreal?
Sky up high starry beam,
actuality as you feel.
Coming closer to the hour
everything - in its go!
Love is work and a flower,
in each shade of its glow.

It's hard to build love,

but you'll have to try!

With your inside plenty of,

to open up your sky!

There's time for everything

in its hope and finding,

just come on in - for its turning.
For time is rewinding!
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A Winter Prelude (From, Illuminating Night)

A winter prelude,

This song's going to be;
Autumn will denude,
Every summer tree.

And then it's gone again,
Like the summer breeze;
It's easy to arraign,

To feelings of certainties.

Peter S. Quinn
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A Winter Song

There's a day there's a night,

All within love songs of living;
Daydreams of reason in its flight!
Through every story giving.

Nights and days through dreams,
Bringing us all closer to here;

Not everything is as it seems,

For the ground's in glow everywhere.

Now there's winter singing its blue,
Flowers of frost cold falling;

Wintry moods going here through,
Dreams of the night now calling.
Earth in white now everywhere,
Gathering blues in dim song;
Showing its wintry here and there,
As night becomes darker and long.

Far in the dim someone is calling,
Perhaps it's winter's fairy queen;
As daylight is further down falling,
More of her glitters are seen.
Northern lights dances in green,
Glow on the northern cold sky;
Pearly stars webs are there seen,
Everywhere on the Milky Way high.

Peter S. Quinn

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 370



A Winter Song (From, Lost Song Poems)

There's outside a winter's song
With frore and grayish earth,
We had the summer for so long
For what each day was worth;
I'll long for summer and spring
Each time the night gets cold,
When weather hollowly will sing
In winter so frosty and bold.

A flower so gracefully done

The winter's rose in my window,
I'll greet you gladly on and on
Cherish your pearl white afterglow;
I've often been in a moody down
When darker the short day comes,
Then I see frosty rose jewel crown
And know in the cold it blooms.

Winter romance and candle lights
Longing for green sweet earth,
Longing for clearings sky bright
And all what the day young's worth;
How can it touch the morning flame
The winter that's gray and dark,
Will not each color be there same
Without its golden morning spark.
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A Winter Song...

A day goes on and on

into a darkness night,

for autumn is soon gone
and all its summer's bright.
Dreams of colors deep
flowers of beauty too,
nothing is forever to keep
that comes here through.

A night of winter new

in deep of trans and chill,
coldness of icily through
each and all instant to fill.
Dark are dreams of night
onto reflective of snow,
moments in frosty sight
profound flowers in glow.

Winter's now coming close
filling the light with dark,
freezing's its window rose
silvery white shine to spark.
Everything comes and leaves
times of awake and sleeps,
moments in instants it briefs
before oblivions it keeps.

Peter S. Quinn
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A Wish You Sometimes Want

Bring to this coldness new summer to live
Into the darkness that follows this road
Heavy as usual is its eclipse load

With nothing but panes frost roses to thrive
The laces of cold in the cracks of rime
Holding to moments of its dullness sky
Seeds that are trying to earth again shall die
Until again spring comes in its prime

Wish you sometimes want can't come through
For the new beginning is not in yet

To rise from yield of the summer blue height
But one day once more there will be the new
Coming to garden's bed with the right set
Turning the winter to summer night's light

- under construction -
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A Wishing Melody

I am singing to the night

A wishing melody

Knock open the flight

Of its measures so free
Enter the coming hours

With a singing to understand
Bring on thy night flowers
Inside my dream command

Encaging picture walls

And streets I am walking
The inside shadow’s halls
That daylight all are lacking
I feel you know the fact
That reality has eaten up

In each its conduct act

That makes doggerels - yup

I am singing on to you
Through shallow gone ways
And ask you to renew

What in your musing plays!
I am singing to the dawn

A desiring lyrically

That each its color be drawn
In love songs - eternally

*From,

“Lyric poetry refers to either poetry that has the form and musical quality of a
song, or a usually short poem that expresses personal feelings, which may or
may not be set to music”.

Thus, if you are writing lyrics, you are probably writing lyrical poetry.
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A Withering Rose

A withering rose
Like summer of blossom goes
- In autumn tint glows.

Peter S. Quinn
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A Word Is A Yes And Sometimes No (From, The River
Sings On)

A word is a yes and sometimes no,
The fluttering unfinished page;

A time between the lines and a go,
The air of nothing and rage.

The whirlwind of appearances,

The trees of names and body;
Among the lines and acceptances,
The spirit and the cleft of gaudy.

Footsteps into the next room,

Will lead a way to no return;

The feelings that will become doom,
As the ways to flesh adjourn.
Among the words that on show,
Like the leaves between the white;
Or the day that in silence grow,
When distances have more appetite.

A word is a yes and sometimes no,
Though full of life in giving birth;

To all the hours that onward flow,

And you in your thoughts think of worth.
Unreal speech in keeping still,

The strands of language real - unreal;
Before it evaporates to fulfill,

Each of its dark corner and bastille.
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A World Of Dream

In everywhere I go

The music sings and plays
In hearts that'll grow
Though nothing ever stays
Just in a world of dream

A love being around
Where all feelings seem
To be again found

So much in a song I sing
With pictures of between

A love that it will bring
Nowhere around has it been
A heart that is delusion

Like glow in morning sky
Making futures confusion
Without a reason why

Just in a world of dream
A love being around
Where all feelings seem
To be again found
Rainbows sitting there
All because of you
Mirages from everywhere
Going times through
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A Year - Oh Sweet Year

A year oh sweet year is how going soon by

With moments to remember and some lost

The bouquets of memories I have crossed

Each in their mood of a daydreaming high

The love that has come and made me acquainted
With costumes and ways that I found best

Every word sounding ways they have painted
And now forth in closure is laid to rest

Oh words of thy muses how I love thee

With wings so lofty in brightness of days

Those through in their footsteps have walked here on
Endures of thoughts forever to be

When memories drift and to the mind plays
Wonderful occasions I thought were gone

(*I might change this here and there... later, perhaps)
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 378



Abandoned Sundays (From,

Abandoned Sundays,
Gone into the oblivion;
With refined absurdities,
My concealed aesopian.

Playing through a heart,
With a spiritual strife;
Cobbling thoughtful impart,
That makes up new life.

Going to a Monday,

With a full new beginning;
Past a root of absurdity,
That was before singing.

Peter S. Quinn
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Abc (3 Sonnets)

- A - Every Man Is a Child

Every man is a child of his dreams

Searching through each his going and true coming
From the days that have given some their deems
With each their lost and found in their fathoming

Rivers never go dry with understanding

Those that are found in the deep of the heart
Strange weirdness is there constantly demanding
Adventurous thoughts of their counterpart

Lives central things make the world go around
Like a simple smile shining through tomorrow
Where childhood happiness is often found
Even those that once were buried in sorrow

Before you judge any man try to love him
With your compassion in times turmoil's brim

- B - The Inside of Everything

The inside of everything's still glowing

With wonderments you can never be without
In a go to go it's always there showing

To give you its promises with any doubt
Light of its sweetness that never goes away
In from your true and beautiful that's you
Playing on moments that feelings only play
Something in its times that is here new

The deep secrets from your heart and its beat
Like the rose buds in the thorns of their touch
That in your way of lives each to treat

Giving hope of much or only some of such
Everything that's from inside of the deep
From love and its feelings - for always to keep
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- C - Those Times

Those times that is changing from young to old
In searching the world and looking around

The days of the new that no moments can hold
And you in your feeling have some there found
Like understandings of views that come and go
Drip of the times the lost in its looking

Past flowers in moment’s memories heigh-ho
That through your roots onward is on hooking

Playing eccentricities to make you feel good
Keeping you as child in life without reason
Each of its compensate and true brotherhood
Changing in adventurous for each season

The strangeness of the ways that love and give
A childhood of conquest to reinvent and live

*Written to this MJ portrait:

Peter S. Quinn
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About Love

Time is the day and the hours
Like air filled with old memories
Drifting with seeds of flowers
Going into blue from the tress
Light that comes into the night
Anything that strikes into souls

A heart that is born into its fight
Footsteps from concepts and roles

Love arrives without boundaries
Flowers in dust onward rising

A feeling from inside one sees
Never to true heart disguising
You and I and what remains
Ecstasies of the new born dawn
Pleasures bearing some pain
Each others roots together drawn

Time is of night and the morning
Like shadows dancing through day
The fire inside and its yearning
Anything burning within in its play
What becomes when love arrives
The unknown things of the heart
Feeling that stings and thrives

On something different from smart

Peter S. Quinn
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Above The Quiet Sea

Above the quiet sea

Where waves are waving
Love songs forever to be

And each heart is craving
Dreams that never come true
Only meet the lonely night

In its epoch flow renew

And their lost of tall flight

Where the billows are high
In their moments going
And their futures still lie
In surges of fresh flowing
For reality of the peaceful
In the windmills of the old
Every unfathomable is dull
With no moments to hold

Above schedules in making
That never becomes a plan
With their certainty waking
Every sun dreaming wan
Through openness of afar
Where the sails find a beach
From the guidance of a star
That the courses thru teach

Peter S. Quinn
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Abyss Of The Sea

The abyss of the sea
Forever flowing waves
Deep colors weaving free
In moment's time craves

Love song so endlessly
In everlasting of deep

Its timeless on eternity
That's never ours to keep

Flow flow on to dreams

On with your billows high
Ocean 's turning streams
Never broken down to die

Like dim beats in echoes

Drifting thru the currents
As our own years on goes
With its many furtherance

Arroyo gust of the river
Everything must stream on
For experiment to deliver
Until its flowing is gone

Into chasm Abscondence
The lot again must turn
Unknown in its despondence
Into our heart beat burn

Peter S. Quinn

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

384



Accenting Light (From 134 Picture Poems)

accenting light
the dashing bright

sun across the sky
anew on first flowers
and earth's

reddish leaves

Peter S. Quinn
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Accidental Opus (From, Illuminating Night)

Just an accidental opus,

A song for another occasion;
Not to cause abrasiveness,
Just to settle some persuasion.

Just an accidental song,

They were singing with a chorus;
A melody to get along,

To get sentimental and sonorous.

Just an accidental passing,

Into an oblivion tune;

A thought here and there classing,
Into time's afternoon.

Just an accidental way,
For whatever there inside is;
To meet the coming day,

And what a future may wish.

Peter S. Quinn
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Accidents Of Footsteps

Rain your heart with its inside soft tissues

The stimulus of the thoughts that from there fly
Every hour of the weaving dark dripping issues
Into the earth and up to the very high

Believes to be amused in with its ham
Rainforest leaves promoting natural lines

The instincts of ways in every lurked sham

The core of it all that no one defines

Accidents of footsteps in its own while

Everything since here from the vapors deep

With clever breath dispersal by a verve birth

Lonely thoughts gone walking through each its mile
The straight lines and curved ones you can not keep
Each to its stimulus and calamity worth

Peter S. Quinn
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Aching For You (#7 From My Musical, Lyrics...)

Aching for You,

Until the sky is clear,
Don't be to me untrue,
Love to have you here.

Searching steps through,
Each day and each year,
Please don't be so blue,

When I'm close and near.

Aching for you always,
Dancing my time away,
Moments blue and grays,
With my heart still play.

Searching I can't find,
What is gone and lost,
Love is sometimes blind,
Indifference that you trust.

Aching for You,

Darling so close and dear,
The day is coming anew,
But you aren't waiting there.

(The songs are available at my site at SibeliusMusic)

Peter S. Quinn
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Aching To The Pleasure - Sonnet

In my saying there is a playing that goes on

In each reckless and abandoning ways

From the understanding through thin air plays
That to my wonder of cold front is gone

Each dream has a beginning to be done

With those feeling that are clear within you

And come through like a thunder out of the blue
With their falling drum beat constipation

Causing chances that might be now too afar
Gliding through the compass holds of each time
Aching to the pleasure like a falling star

In their twinkling and glow of their shine prime
So much life has taught us in its innocence
Giving way to every steep deviance

Peter S. Quinn
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Across

I go my road of fate
Stronghold of my day

Its cry of timeless debate
On to the side way

To enter on to the dark
Once flowers were in shine
A glow like eyes spark

A shimmer of soul's define

Now here is dropp of night
In carnations of mystery
Dark wings in deep flight
Ever so wandering free
Taking eyes to somewhere
Where silences are black

A song of nocturnal somber
Never to return back

O tongue of deepest tongue
Inside this closing abyss
Each night where we long
And enter the garnet bliss
Fountains of evening veins
I cross you mask of bleed
To twilight’s coming reins
In all your shadows mislead

Peter S. Quinn
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Across (From Album, Like Love Is True)

When dim deep is around here
With mysteries beyond the sky
Reaching light from somewhere
Before the eve says goodbye
Sleep away to the faraway
Across the eternal dark sea
Somewhere to reach a new day
Coming like a caravan to be

Our yesterday is never more

It's gone into ever-flowing space
Like waves that reach the shore
For the sea again to embrace
When dim deep is here gone
Through endless motions wave
And the night is almost done
With its dreaming vision crave

We might recall those imaginings
When we once more are awake
Those were in the night singings
When dreams had their latest take
Across to the oceans of desire
Where thoughts forever revive
The conjures of nighttime’s fire
Forever to thoughts shall give

Peter S. Quinn
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Across (From, Rockstar)

Time is going through

And leaving from here to there

Into the lonely blue

Surrounding the moments everywhere
I thought of you in illusions

Nothing was sure to be

Minutes and hours intrusions

Can't we for one day see?

Across this empty room

A shadow is cast in dim
Light and some dusky flume
Here through the hours brim
Destiny has its place
Curving the moon and sun
With its easy foot pace

Until there is none

Anyone has a free choice
Giving or making decisions
Listen to your inner voice
With today's real envisions
People are searching finding
Every footstep is taken

With without reason blinding
Before again to be waken

Across this empty room

A shadow is cast in dim
Light and some dusky flume
Here through the hours brim
Because of all this confusion
Beautiful daydreams gone
Road of so many diffusion
Carry me through and on

Peter S. Quinn
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Across Rooftops

Across rooftops
Gently bring the quiet night

Waiting there in time
the little heart to please

Won't you whisper softly

Peter S. Quinn
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Adjusting With Its Times

Alteration like the wind that goes
Forever inside an outlying dream
Thoughts of the wilderness blows
Everything in its circling stream

Years of flowers and growing seeds
Adjusting with its times many years
Veins of the existence earth reads
Again and again through life appears

(Inspiration:

'It Will Not Change'

It will not change now
After so many years;
Life has not broken it
With parting or tears;
Death will not alter it,
It will live on

In all my songs for you
When I am gone.

Sarah Teasdale)

Peter S. Quinn
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Adorable Illusions'

There's something in the mood and mind
Feelings that always came through

Like a stirring instant far behind

All about something in a way to you

Everything into the dark and deep
Cast in its loosing inside my mind
Looks and touches within to keep
Everything that mood surly could find

In between
Hearts and moments made for two

Mind that's confusing and sometimes blind

All that is me and all that is you
Dreams of external moods hard to find

Everything into the dark and deep
Cast in its loosing inside my mind
Looks and touches within to keep
Everything that mood surly could find

Lost love

Pathways to moment's truest aside
Confusing in finding its lost deep
Lost love that in a heart will hide
Nothing in ours forever to keep

Light in a heart, life sunshine!

Days of love with peace of mind
Adorable illusions' line for a line

All in its mistrusts - love that's blind

Peter S. Quinn
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Adoration Of The Earth

'Adoration of the earth'

coming through at spring's birth,
flowers so bright

colors and light,

- all what the summer is worth!

Then summer started to come
with a small winsome blossom,
of color blue

innocent new,

- O who knows where it is from?

Refrain:

Blow blow western breeze,
hope new born and alive!

Give green growth to wild trees,
so blossoms leaves may arrive.

Merry-go-round blooming time

in jorth's colors and sky's rime,

a poem's birth

from life in earth,

- where the water fresh shall prime!

The white raven is winging

in peaceful harmony singing:

O what have we found

that not goes around,

- and joy to new eyes is bringing!

Peter S. Quinn
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Affairs Into Winter Textile Dressed

Under no sign my heart stood there now still
It is the season when dark to day's here

And sends its breath to flowers everywhere
So tinctures bleach and petals become frill

Of the night - to each day it must instill

More dark with the shadows surrounding near
And the premier desire away will steer

From the blossoms of pinks and daffodil

The radiance moments are now laid to rest
Into stillness of the added hours dark
Endeavor of bitter to rise in its line

Affairs we had into winter textile dressed
Love songs to memories instances hark
Till there is again summer in its sunshine

Peter S. Quinn
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After Rain

After rain comes sunshine
Everything is like this

Feelings low feelings fine
From their mood and its bliss

Tears away to the heart
Remorse feelings from inside

So much more from its start
Thru contrasting to glide

Every dropp of the rain
Showing moods of its own

Glisten glow or the pain
From the seeds time’s grown

Low and high to the sky
Or every ocean to fill

Every coming and goodbye
In the age of its distill

All your tears and mine
Every moment that we give

Like rainclouds or sunshine
In the way of lives to live

Bring a heart to its awake
Though the clouds are above

Everything for its own sake
Dry your sorrow - bring in love!

Peter S. Quinn
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Afternoon Dreams

Afternoon dreams

They are coming and going
Oblivion river streams

To forget-me flowing
Maybe it's all a dream
That we really know

So much in between seem
Like a morning glow

Dreams that can't follow
Where we are leaving

All so much hollow

In all their deceiving
Yesterdays won't be back
They are all gone

Onto their lost sidewalk
That carried them on

Love songs of life
Daydreams of yarning
On and on to strife

In their ways of learning
Nothing is everlasting
In the days that come
Always again recasting
In their instance poem

Peter S. Quinn
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Aged Walking Reality (From 134 Picture Poems)

aged walking reality
lingering on
losing and confusing

bloomed and lost time
in the stillness

remembered

Peter S. Quinn
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Ages Of Heartache

The day is like night into solitude
Playing its ongoing rhythm of soul
Anything touching its hours dilute
Songs of roads with its rock n roll
Quick into the past of touching hour
Wavering weaves of its gone vast
Sweet of soul and memories flower
Gathered and touched in the past

All in a light that came full of grace
When night and stars went through
Plentiful treasures all in their ways
With views to the futures of new
Songs of the songs where love falls
Days in times of the new and gone
Plunged in love when passion calls
Carrying their wisdoms on and on

Love shall call you into its name
When halls of fame are in darkness
Ages of heartache scalded in flame
Into coming and meeting of fresh
Songs of the roads in passion's fire
Hours and epoch of futures dance
Nothing's the same in day's desire
Flowers of fall grace in their trance

All in a light that came full of grace
When night and stars went through
Plentiful treasures all in their ways
With views to the futures of new

Ages of heartache scalded in flame
Into coming and meeting of fresh
Songs of the roads in passion's fire
Hours and epoch of futures dance

Peter S. Quinn
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Ah Mother And Son

Ah mother and son

going through the forest of life,
in their times going on

in life's work and strife.

Not much time for each dreaming
for time flowers are falling,

and sunsets glow beaming

as the winter is calling.

Ah mother my day

I long just to be with you,
for you are my way

to follow and get through.
Ah son I love you

you are me all inside,
when the times are blue
and winter nights abide

Ah together we go
through the forest of rain,
falling leaves they glow
with their sorrow and pain.
But we are still here

within all our dreams,

our souls are everywhere
like water that streams.

Peter S. Quinn
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Ah Touch (From 134 Picture Poems)

ah touch
the golden solemn day

with electric silence away

around bewildered days
now wearing a dress in grey

Peter S. Quinn
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Air In Its Blow

Each day by day is going unbroken through
Longwinded wasp and providing with its sting
What stumbles me its harmony can't sing

Or anything of worthy bringing new

I trust its nature's in marauding caught

With unbroken drag of air in its blow

Nothing that provides in breezy flow

Seldom are such fevers anything taught

Each is same where wind just comes to be
Gives from nothing that it drags through air
With its speedy play of flight unbroken
Somewhere its spirit comes to set free
The calked sandstones its waves will snare
And what between is trapped in tone stokin

4

Peter S. Quinn
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Alive (From 134 Picture Poems)

alive in nests
and asleep

in beddings
warm and cold

dwell all the animals
in their home shelter

Peter S. Quinn
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All About You

It is all about you

Every day that I wake
Like a symphony new

In its moment and take
Every dream that’s awhile
Of the echoes go

Form and its somber style
That we both now know

It is all about love

Every day and dark night
Moving clouds of above

Till the sun comes up bright
Every wandering going by
In their trips and desire
Burning sun setting sky
That's in the glow of its fire

Love is all about this

That you keep and you long
Like a morning freshly bliss
In a springtime new song

All that comes and is staying
With its gold spurring thought
In the times of its saying
That each love has on taught

Peter S. Quinn
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All Alone

All alone in the hours of night
Dreams are so tired in glowing
Feelings of doubts that's alright
For darkness keep coming or going

I feel your love is a one way heart
Nothing for sure is always so right
Lets come together make a new start
Love is a dream of dark and light

Going and feeling in all its loneliness
Nothing is coming to give so much
Please stay though near with your caress
Everything comes from the first of touch

All alone can't though understand why
Dreams are in sight in all I find
Thoughts like clouds going through sky
Love's so much what's inside your mind

Let me be where I can find you
Though so much is still in our doubt
Love is like time of days going through
That's what love to love's all about

I feel the night in dark and its deep
Nothing is real outside my mind
Flowers of love to my dreams to keep
I'm now leaving the past behind

All alone in the hours of night
Dreams are so tired in glowing
Feelings of doubts that's alright
For darkness keep coming or going

Let me be where I can find you
Though so much is still in our doubt
Love is like time of days going through
That's what love to love's all about
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All alone in the hours of night
All alone...
Yeah let me be where I can find you

Peter S. Quinn
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All Circling Around (From, Poet On Www)

I draw these lonely letters,

Around the lights and something;
Some thoughts are like abbreviators,
In space and time abducting.

Can't see the light in front of you,

With directions all circling around.

All is coming lonely too,

Going spinning to renew;

Like winds on the roads going through,
Identical intact the weightless blew.

I feel these words in a lightless falls,
Down the trees like agate whirlwind;
Spinning around something no one calls,
Nothing to lose in self pity disciplined.

Can't see the waves in front of you,
With directions all circling around.

All is coming lonely too,

Going spinning to renew;

Like winds on the roads going through,
Identical intact the weightless blew.

Under drone not flowing the same,
Hours presence beneath each stop;
Silence to sound in naming the game,
Pulsation movements after each hop.

Can't see the dark in front of you,

All is coming lonely too;

Going spinning to renew,

Like winds on the roads going through.
Identical intact the weightless blew,
Identical intact the weightless blew.
The weightless blew,

The weightless blew,

The weightless blew.
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All Dressed In Blue (From,

All dressed in blue,
Winter in frosty dress;
Wet and rainy too,
Weather fury duress.

All dressed in new,

Spring comes in seedlings young;
First colors impromptu,

Where cold once sprung.

Summer dancing dream,

Blooms fragrance and hue;
A thought flowing its deem,
For what a heart finds true.

All dressed in brown leaves,
A breeze comes to blow;
The moments go in eves,

And the rivers overflow.

Peter S. Quinn
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All Footsteps (From 134 Picture Poems)

all footsteps
through the ways

little places
in the heart

so softly
tattered
and huddled upon

Peter S. Quinn
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All Her Days

All her days are softly going by

With some dreams to be forgotten
Like clouds that are always in the sky
Only to drift away and be forgotten

Sunshine and rain each day sunshine and rain

Life is sometimes a dream rising high
With every opportunity coming to be

Or some loneliness that cannot die

Only to become an inside part you and me

Sunshine and rain each day sunshine and rain

There are dreams that cannot be hidden away
In the mirrors of glasses that make a day

Every love song

is rising in high

With the times

that come with new spring

And its hopes

with the dreams still lie

Bringing worth

to recollections of old gone thing

Sunshine and rain each day sunshine and rain
*(Thanks go to the late John Denver, for his song ‘Fly Away’, for without, this
could not have happened) .

Peter S. Quinn
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All T Ask For

All T ask for

Is your love and devotion
For I am not too sure

Of mine own emotion

The heart is so vast
Contained by feelings like this
Knowing its tender cast

What a beat might just miss
Like rain comes and goes

To bring growth to earth
Nobody really knows

What feelings is each worth?

All T ask for

Is your love and devotion
For I am not too sure

Of mine own emotion

Let conflagration burn on and on
Every day become the last

Like their moment are gone

Into the flowing past

Traveling there eternally

With everything it knows
Feelings from you and me

A withering toned rose

All T ask for

Is your love and devotion
For I am not too sure

Of mine own emotion

All T ask for

In this life's deep ocean
Varieties from the seafloor
Of love's lost notion

Peter S. Quinn
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All T Need Is You

Blue sky to you

And beauty each morning
In all the colors true

Love and love’s yearning
To the days giving

And to dreams that follow
Every shade of living

In its true aficionado

All T need is you

Heart to a beating heart
Torch of the moments true
Where our feelings start

Yellow skies in sun

Giving moment’s of shine
Darkness is on the run
Each shadow - line for line
Somewhere day is calling
New skies to the treat

As here eve is falling

On each corner street

All T need is you

Heart to a beating heart
Touch of the moments true
Where our feelings start

Love is love for everyone
Moods of times going

Soon this day is gone

Onto its reddish glowing
Moods and people’s feelings
Drips of drops from sky
Rain on windows ceiling

As the heavens cry

All T need is you
Heart to a beating heart
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Torch of the moments true
Where our feelings start

Peter S. Quinn
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All I'M Trying To Do (From The 'Upside Down')

All I'm trying to do is find you
With what you have to offer me
Something that is true or untrue
In the things you're set out to be

And I'll know if our dreams be there
Within this vast of everything
Something that we both might share
And outside to the world bring

If it is from within
Complete with your own
Something we can give
From our inside grown

A love that has its way
Even daydreams too
What you say and live
Inside by coming through

If it is from within
Complete with your own
Roads that meet your day
From our within grown
Let nothing just pass
Give it each a try

Living things to live

In your heart and why

All I'm trying to do is being me
Wandering about to find

Feeling my interior part that's free
Leaving the skeptical behind

And we will search on to fulfill
Every dream that isn't there

Walk the row and climb the hill
Trying to give take and share

Peter S. Quinn

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 417



All In All Within

All in all within

We speak and yet we spin,

All our wonderings while

Each word performed in style;
And what it is not now

It shall not make a dow,

For things are what they are
A perfect or a scar.

A start in moment fresh

That becomes less and less,

As years drive through the pain
Each one of them will fain;

Or echo quite differently

Form what we thought it to be,
A pain in it's own shell

Or something we couldn't tell.

All in all within

Our thoughts and our sin,

That makes us write more

To bring our boat ashore;

A step by step with time

From what is within begrime,
Where it becomes independent
From each and every attendant.

Peter S. Quinn
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All Inside This

There was a time

All inside this

In morning’s prime
The first of kiss
When light embraces
The hours on

And new dawn laces
To twilight's gone

There was a way

With passion's flame

In a new born day

Not done the same
When words were whole
Of inspirations thought
That had their goal

In what they ought

There is a word

That is worth knowing

That often occurred

When thoughts were flowing
It was of the kisses

New morning gives

One sometimes misses
When a loss relives

Peter S. Quinn
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All Is All - In The Night, Day And Year

All is all in the night
Under the breezing go
Love stories still so bright
That we formerly did know

Time is like the birds flying
Under the tiding’s eve skies
Everyone there's ever trying
To give of his best in his tries

All is all in the day

Sunshine gleam winter's sun
Our hope comes a long way
When dim again is on the run

Warmly a heart shall remain
Though there is an icily wind
Not much in darkness to gain
Or day in shudder disciplined

All is all for this year

Soon there will be new spring
Summer becomes quite near
Birds shall again then sing

Love shall be in a thought
With every feeling and sound
Life has both ways taught

Tide goes and comes around

Peter S. Quinn
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All Is Here To Give

(In memory of Freddie Mercury)

The day is never the same
Thru each morning and going
Love today in its new flame
Inside your heart and flowing

Refrain

Let this day flow

Thru its moment’s go

All is here to give

Be and thru time live
Moments lost in space

In their many ways
Some may return again
Others gone with the rain

Our life is like the flowers

In their way and the sun
Few moments in day’s hours
Before their times are done

Refrain

In the secrets of love’s go
In all its tomorrow’s come
Some we never do know

Where its passion is from

Let the days flow

Thru its moments go

All is here to give

Be and thru time live
Moments lost in space

In their many ways
Some may return again
Others gone with the rain
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All Is In Love

There is no gold

As precious as care
All love can hold
That lies inside there

The ways are for the light

To find its twinkling instance
To reach out in its flight
Through each love ways trance

Love picks moments true
Hour’s that "Il spark
When feeling come true
There "s no more dark

Only ways for the light
Dreams that touch and are
To reach out in its flight
Like glow of a glisten star

All is in love

Like dreams that come true
Glowing skies above

Like love s inside of you

All is in love

So let it come through

All is in love

It depends all on you

There is no gold

As precious as care
All love can hold
That lies inside there

All is in love

Like dreams that come true
Glowing skies above

Like love s inside of you
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All is in love

Peter S. Quinn
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All Is Inside This

All is inside this

What we have to find
Morning has its bliss
From the night behind
Days are coming clear
Thru fresh and new
Away to evening steer
If its ways come thru

All is tender while
Work in every aspect
In thoughts and style
What you did select
Now is summer near
Leaves of the green
Another sunshine year
I hope will be seen

All is inside love

As it comes on thru

In plenty beauty of

For dreams to renew
Like a little butterfly
Touches moment’s heart
So does sunshine sky
Give another start

All is inside this

What we have to find
Morning has its bliss

From the night behind

Life has what it takes

In each find and try

When summertime awakes
And winter says goodbye

Peter S. Quinn
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All Is Within

All is within moments to reach

As days come slowly with breeze
Bouquet with a morning to teach
Meadow’s grass - green leaving tress
With an instance to conquer and be
Till the day comes to its evening
Love is the inside flower to see
Feelings that give as they bring

Nowhere is never inside this place
What our longings give in its heart
Only the roads to following ways
Where from creation each will start
Listen to love as there it'll speak

From within deep - from where you are
Flowers of love never must bleak

If they are near - even though afar

All is within - even the deep river
That follows its flow till the end
Love is like Mercury the deliver
Each wild rose its foot shall bend
Wings of man’s heart drift till gone
Giving and taking what they can do
Carry life’s beginning: flowering on
This is the way for time to renew

Peter S. Quinn
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All Life And Love

The silver clearings of the sky

Will into the evening die

As sometime you and sometime I

All life and love must end this way

Be drawn with night curtains

Just end in its youthful play

For nothing holds on or can stay

Love is light and its dark

Its tender feelings in hearts will spark
And give clearance like sky blue

If it's beating with roots true

Pure like the waves of the fresh sea
Summer like the one you can now see
All feelings sparkling on in lights
When longings go deep into nights
Where oblivion stars glide

In darkness of memories hide
Freshness of spring youthful early days
Like the sun with golden rays

All life and love must end this way.

Peter S. Quinn
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All Life Is Going On

All life is going on

And finding lover's light
Until the day is done

And sun has lost its flight

And everything is you

A love song poetry

Those love words are true
In all its liberty

A feeling and its touch

Is everything of you

And deeper then so much
That high is and blue

And dreams they keep
Every song therein

Its tones are heart deep
In all its song and spin

Oh lover you are true

In each your song and play
Like light that goes through
And never same will stay

So much is in its hour
That no one can hear
It's like a spotless flower
That you hold dear

All life is going on

And finding lover's light
Until the day is done

And sun has lost its flight

Because of love and touch
The hours go and live

For love is love so much
In heart and care to give
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All My Daydreams Come And Go (From, Illuminating
Night)

All my daydreams come and go
Like the water in wave ways,

A thought may in a moment glow
Some are even for few days.

Loves are dreams not far away
Like the wind with its sweet kiss,
That will come and joyfully play
Like the hours in a summer bliss.

Like an open view to the sea
All is fronting to coming night,
What belongs inside of me

Shines and falls on its flight.

Peter S. Quinn
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All My Troubles (It's Also A Lyric)

All my troubles come and go,
All this love can never stay;
Even though I'll love you so,
There will always come a day.

Yesterdays in time will grow,
Shadows come and in they play;
Like the footsteps in the snow,
Will in @ moment - all go away.

What comes next who'll know,
What I long for is hard to say;
Minutes move so fast or slow,
With my feelings they'll play.

Like a seed will sometime grow,
I hope my love - will fortune lay;
In my heart there one time show,
Each my step in weight I weigh.

All my troubles come and go,
To and fro their fate will sway;
Sometimes happy - sometimes low,

Are my feelings right and astray.

Peter S. Quinn
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All Of The Heart

It's so easy going
Sometimes love
Like a day's glowing
Or blue sky above
Dreams in days

Like falling rain

In its tincture plays
Of pleasure and pain

It's so easy coming
All of the heart

Like nature blooming
When growths start
Wonders at night
Touches of stars
Glow winter's light
Love and its scars

Nothing is going

All is still inside

Like wintertime snowing
Inside pains hide

Give and take

Dreams still go on
Wonderments awake
Until it's gone

It's so easy going
Sometimes love

Like a day's glowing
Or blue sky above
Sorrows are here
Burning their aching
Memories everywhere
Feelings are waking

It's so easy coming
All of the heart
Forget-me-not blooming
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When coldness starts

Peter S. Quinn
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All Or Nothing

I have always tried
But times are roughing
Those life knots tied
Everything is between
And going nowhere
Love needs to be seen
To be around here

It's so lonesome

To give and make

And nothing returning from
Its thought's awake

Like the rain outside

It fills all in vain

Sorrows trial abide

From its wasted gain

All or Nothing

Like the tides going

Its circles round abolishing
Weaving water glowing
Far the deep echoes
Nothing returns again
Love comes and goes

In its joy and pain

Peter S. Quinn
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All Or Nothing At All (From, The River Sings On)

All or nothing at all,

Is all I make of this;

Take a stand or a fall,

Into a future kind of bliss.

Or rather have nothing,
Appeal to your heart;

What wrong or right will bring,
From very first start.

Come find or be lost,

From the things you seek;
Dices have been tossed,

For earth and its mystique.
Make your heart grow,

With a touch and a spell;

All the future it will show,
What the world can't foretell.

Would you be caught under,
Where love is between?

Our own feelings are asunder,
Like the deep aquamarine.
Have we lost each other,

In the ocean of our past?
There is no future's resolver,
Where fortunes are amassed.

Peter S. Quinn
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All Or Nothing In Twilight

All or nothing in twilight
Hours in blue yellow
Dawn with reddish light
Day in a drowsy hello
Nothing is too unclear
Skies in winter’s sleep
For the glisten is here
All our hopes to keep

Winter’s on lonely song
Days ago in their dream
Afternoons come along
Nothing to reality seem
Dream world in stars glow
Feelings are inside deep
Songs in the winter snow
Earth in its frozen sleep

Days in their new hopes
Everything changes fast
Drowsily coldness slope
Not for along shall last
New Year comes rapidly
Paths in new direction
Freedom again is free
Sparkle in its complexion

All or nothing in twilight
Hours in blue yellow
Dawn with reddish light
Day in a drowsy hello
Nothing is too unclear
Skies in winter’s sleep
For the glisten is here
All our hopes to keep

Peter S. Quinn

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



All Or Nothing Whatever It Is

All or nothing whatever it is
Coming or going by
Something small eternally this
Forever slipping high

Reasons are working

Rifting the past

Shadows there lurking

Making its cast

Time after the fall
Darkish in fever
Flickering fire on wall
The minute’s deceiver
Burning the candle
Flaming till gone
Wishfully to handle
Everything there on

Hours in the making
The minutes to go
Strangeness waking
Make anew flow

Are you the bringer?
Wandering man

The fancy-free singer
Of a yin and a yen

Take what you must
Enough of stupidity
Do not though unjust

What comes here free?

Peter S. Quinn
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All So Faraway

this is where we are all going
one by one we go,

not like a star galaxy glowing
butt dark matter flow

what the universe's about
why is it all so faraway
casting our eyes a doubt
nothing forever to stay

this is where we are living
strange by one and one
doubt through years giving
till we are also gone

why's strangeness among us
not just ordinary ways
communicating views across
nothing is certain or stays

all that we are in living

days nights and our dreams
energy of thoughts giving
though everything only seems

this is what we all are
yesterdays, today and more
brightly shining as a star

till we come to the crossing shore

Peter S. Quinn
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All That's In Green

All that's in green
And between

Now yellow ways
That I have seen

Leaves of brown

In the town

And streets of gray
In winter's gown

Full of dappled dreams
And gloomy beams

Of its dark mood

In nocturnal seams

Echoing in the city
All its glisten tidy
Of the rimes intrude
Glowing so witty

Hard in its shell

And whitish soft spell
Of little silvery star
Mirroring well

Now is time for gold
Light of twinkling hold
For the times are

Gifts from paper unfold

Peter S. Quinn
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All The Clocks Go On And On (From,
Night)

All the clocks go on and on,
With the time's withering bloom;
White pedals in clearings done,
Nothing to predict or assume.

Silence of nightfall will come,
In clearings of stars collide;
Who knows where time's from,
And what past hours applied.

All is in the numbers to fall,
Enormous forever eternity;
The clearings in time will call,
When past settles down to be.

Peter S. Quinn
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All The Days Get Lost (From, Lost Song Poems)

All the days get lost

For the hours don't stay,
Soon as they get acrost
The light path astray;
When the night returns
With moods of its own,
In colors alterns

We are all so alone.

All the days were sun
With feelings of their own,
Each drift in attention

In faces not shown;

When death came to light
To bring it all down,

We all must then fight

To bring back life's crown.

All the days that are gone
From the hours we have,
Some of them are anon
But never a caff;

If the fire will burn

That reflects what's blown,
Peace must not adjourn
We are all so alone.

Peter S. Quinn
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All The Dreams Faraway (From, Poet On Www)

All the dreams faraway,
They are always with me;
Like new morning day,
That comes just to be.
My heart is inside close,
With feelings some blue;
It stings like a torn rose,
When love turns untrue.

The night is coming clear,
Giving its shadows fall;
Oh close is now and near,
A day in the dark's call.
Where lies my road now,
With all the dreams to be;
Thoughts are still aglow,
For my envisions to see.

My wings shall fly soon,
Into the darkest dust;

In this life's afternoon,

I once gave all my trust.
Oh fly my peace to thee,
Spring has given and fall;
If this must be then be,
I'll take the peaceful call.

Peter S. Quinn
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All The Hope In Colors

All the hope in colors
From wintry autumn trees
Around the breeze hollers
Its many symphonies

Time and a time going
Falling leaves of yellow
Like gold on earth glowing
For winter says hello

All the hope in colors

To mornings dark and deep
All the hope in colors

No summer times to keep

Time is now in changing
To its dark and cold
New thoughts arranging
Of stories yet untold

Life is going around

And never the same again
New thoughts to be found
Old you search in vain

All the hope in colors

To mornings dark and deep
All the hope in colors

No summer times to keep

Merry go round on hand
Days like nights now on
Withering coloring bland
From the autumn sun

Remember what's departed
In all your days ahead
Journey of winter s started
On autumn blossom's bed
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All the hope in colors

To mornings dark and deep
All the hope in colors

No summer times to keep

All the hope in colors

To mornings dark and deep
All the hope in colors

Now summer colors sleep

All the hope in colors...

Peter S. Quinn
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All The Light Within

All the light within

Comes with knowledge's flow
In its accurately spin

With what wisdom shall know

Sunbeams in different clouds
Is everyone’s little fantasy
Somewhere with going crowds
Wakening dreams tenderly

All the stars to behold

That let us not be forsaken
Stories there all untold

For moments they’ve waken

Romance is only so true
As reality in its distance
Without actuality coming to
Every glimpse of its branch

All the light you will see

Is like conjecture seconds on
Thoughts that come to be
Before the verve is gone

Like deep blue sky above
Minutes that is inspiring
Plentiful perceiving thereof

Each in its tangling desiring

Peter S. Quinn
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All The Light Within (From, Myspace)

All the light within

Comes with knowledge's flow
In its accurately spin

With what wisdom shall know

Sunbeams in different clouds
Is everyone’s little fantasy
Somewhere with going crowds
Wakening dreams tenderly

All the stars to behold

That let us not be forsaken
Stories there all untold

For moments they’ve waken

Romance is only so true
As reality in its distance
Without actuality coming to
Every glimpse of its branch

All the light you will see

Is like conjecture seconds on
Thoughts that come to be
Before the verve is gone

Like deep blue sky above
Minutes that is inspiring
Plentiful perceiving thereof

Each in its tangling desiring

Peter S. Quinn
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All The Sweet Things From The Night

All the sweet things from the night:
like perfumed air in bluest sight,
day is born a wish

from my dreaming bliss,

- when a star has lost its flight!

Yes now is the time to be
when sunshine comes easily,
into my garden

for spring's start en’,

- to grow into colors free!

This my love shall always know,
I am hers with every glow;
again earth's born

from under careworn,

- winter's grave in grayish snow.

Peter S. Quinn
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All The World Is Looking

All the world is looking,
For some peace;

In beauty of nature,

To harmonize and please.
And in the lights,

Of things you see;

You shall be rewarded,
With the greenest tree.

For nature is like perfect art,
It bewitches your eyes with beauty.

All the world is looking,

For kindness of thought;
Every step forward,

Mankind themselves brought.
And if it's destructive,

They brought it self in;

All foolishness of any kind,
Seldom shall win.

For nature is one in every part,
And man soon pays for all his sin.

As I grow older,

I dwell on and see;
The beauty of nature,
In each every tree.
And colors of summer,
In blooms that glows;
And rivers with waters,
That freely flows.

Let there be nature on this earth,
Be its friends not its foes.

Our story continues,

As life goes on;
This purest of beauty,
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Under the sun.

Where we are born,
Innocent and all free;
Together to understand,
Both you and me.

Let our values have a rebirth,
As our love for all life grows.

Peter S. Quinn
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All Things Must Past

All things must past what of day is here born
First it gives pleasure and then it is gone,
Like a glow from dawn's new rising pylon
Light of the day that to dark is forworn;

All what to fate is impaired and forlorn
Turning to echoes like fading carillon,

Forgot in darkness what once was of dawn
First it was merry - but now it is lorn.

Dwell not on that - but forget like wish,

All must wither as this summer so sweet
That in shades and beauty welter will treat;
Like every thought that will drift from a mind,
Love is the thing that gives most anguish
And like purest of truth sometimes is blind.

Peter S. Quinn
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All Those Forgotten Songs (From Minutes Of Falling
Days)

All those forgotten songs that came
Inside a heart when its pure in love
Burning on and burning true flame
Just like the new morning above
Ours yesterdays are never forgotten
When they in dreams must glow
The memories full on and trotten'
Like footsteps in new drifting snow

Here I am with my wings free

To go through the sky in my dreams
Somewhere our feelings shall be
Inside its flow and its streams
Never alone shall I again walk

If I shall have you by my side
Flames of your lips and sweet-talk
Now my way of life and guide

All those forgotten fiery thoughts

That came around to be here

Their twisted on threads and knots
Those outcomes to the moments steer
Like a song in summer was sung

Full of expectations anticipation
Recondite inside passionate tongue
With every intuition of gradation

Peter S. Quinn
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All Time Goes Away

All time goes away

Into the emptiness
Forgotten nights and day
With their caress
Feelings touched a heart
One day in past
Emptiness from its start
Nothing's to last

All time is for truth

Touching its blue deep
There's eternal youth

For hours of the heart to keep
This is our only road

Into the futures on

Light walk or load

Till every minute's gone

All time for you and me
Passing here through
Setting the hours free
Loneliness and blue
Feelings that gave a day
When nothing was much for
Days now gone away

Into the deepen shore

Peter S. Quinn
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All Trust Is Of Love

All trust is of love and of feeling's touch

A tender music that fills the coming hours

Like a heart that loves with its beats so much
Or breeze among the summer wild free flowers

Their tunes of delights from inside tongue

Every touched desire of feelings and play

The beats upon thousands that each passion long
And never quite the same to the moments stay

Colors in fires that delight and give
Dissuade no senses that cannot ever be
Their beauty that's upon sanity to relive

To make each love feeling of hope and free

This all is from heart and its pounding beat
Forever true in its path none to deceit

Peter S. Quinn
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Allt Er Sem S6ngur

Ain hefur sénginn
sem timan lei?ir

eitt stef i einu

til dagsins angurveera
sem Kkyrjar i sifellu

O hjartalagi? er ?a? sama
allsta?ar i lifandi vonum
sem koma og fara

Ain breytir um farveg
og gefur okkur nyja syn
inn i dsnortna nattdruna
sem vilt hefur groi?

i aldarstefja hruni

Allt er sem séngur
um dagana ljdsu ti?
sem vekur og gefur

Ljufa tédna vorsins

i hjarta hvers einasta mans
sem gefur og me?tekur
songvana ljufu hljéma

sem hverfa i reetur jar?ar

Ténarnir bjortu

og ténarnir svortu
sem afram héldu inni
?agnarinnar hvarf

Allt er sem séngur
hugljufir tonar ?y?ir
sem vekja hvern vordag
til lifsins

Og slokkva ?a aftur
a? hausti
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Allt Hverfur Aftur

Dagur og nott

i eilif?ar eldi

afram li?ur

uns vor er a? kveldi
vikurnar koma

0g manu?ir renna
timarnir hljé?na

0g minningar brenna

Fotatak ?itt

hverfur i bliki?
bergmal timans
hljé?nar i hiki?

allt sem var hér
hvert stigi? skref
ver?ur a? lokum
a?eins undirdldu stef

?U og ég bae?i

sem gafum vort vor
endum i gar?i

vi? gengin spor
lifsdagsins ?réttur
sem ofarin sl§?

allt hverfur aftur

i gleymskunnar mé?

Peter S. Quinn

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 456



Allt Milli Vina

a milli okkar
vonin sem gefur
tekur og fer

allt milli vina
sem sameinast stundum
og brjésti? upp vekja

talin sem lokkar
astin sem sefur
hva? sem ég er

allt milli vina
i nyjum endurfundum
sem vonirnar hrekja

a milli okkar
regnbogann hefur
salin i mér

vonin sem gefur
talin sem lokkar
allt sem er okkar

fyrnist ei aftur
né i burtu fer

skyin sem rjufa
gramota?an dag
koma ?a aftur

voninni i lag

Peter S. Quinn
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Allusive River

Allusive river,

Life's colors and fate;
The illusion giver,
Both turning or strait.
What has a meaning,
Which is in your mind?
We must be dreaming,
Searching on to find.

For what never is,

Nor ever shall be;

It's only our mere wish,
Things we can not see.
Allusive river,

Running slow or fast;
Wishful things deliver,
Nothing's going to last.

We can not know,
Outcome of a dream;
What will be tomorrow,

Is just what it seem.

Peter S. Quinn
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Almost Nothing (From, The Barka Lyrics - First One)

Almost nothing

Close and near

Step by step it'll bring
Futures in very clear

Almost nothing

Here and now

With moments to string
Tomorrow’s sow

Like balloons into air
Worrying is going

Lightness up the spiral stair
Everybody’s showing

Take the plough

Almost nothing
Close and near
Step by step it'll bring
Every inch and square

Almost nothing almost nothing
And try you right on

Feel the minutes how they ming
In between till they're gone

Permanent dwellings
Always feel too small

There are endless retellings
One for each appall

(The Barka Lyrics are around or over 200...)

Peter S. Quinn
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Alone I Am Trying

Alone I am trying

To reach to a light,
For feelings are flying
And burning so bright.

Of thirsty hearts
Within searching souls,
It never departs
From all kinds of roles.

And reaches like water
That lives and then falls,
A continues starter

Of controversy calls.

From in my own thinking
Then gone like a blow,
Or a star that's blinking
Far out with a glow.

I know not its home
Nor its wind in the leaves,
But I hear just its roam

That stops here with briefs.

Peter S. Quinn

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 460



Along The Passion Way (From, Rock Star)

Everybody is going somewhere,
With each night and day;
Futures are here and there,
Along the passion way.

Hearts are looking dangerous,
With their wings and fire;
Thoughts so often feverous,

In their searching desire.

Love will walk through alleys,

And twisted dreams in cities;

With all its many dillydallies,

And heat of the nights kitties.
Dreams must flicker and burn,

In ways of the pretty moonlight;
There is no way to return,

When love catches the ways of night.

Everybody searches the streets,
Trying with a plan to start;

Fragile and heavy bittersweets,
Messages to understand the heart.
With simple ways for a survival,
Though nothing can be controlled;
Planing schemes for each rival,
Tonight in the city shall unfold.

Every heart is going somewhere,
With each night and day;
Futures are here and there,
Along the passion way.

Hearts are looking dangerous,
With their wings and fire;
Thoughts so often feverous,

In their searching desire.

Peter S. Quinn
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Always Be My Friend (A Lyric)

Always be my friend,
Don't let me go away;

I will understand,

When your days are gray.
Love me just the same,
Never let me go;

All T need's your name,
For my love to show.

Hear the wind outside,
Fall is coming in;

Hold my just now tight,
Closer to your skin.

You, I shall reclaim,

If I lose you now;

To your heart I'll aim,
Find you back somehow.

Love is like a glow,
Shining in the eye;
Never let it go, .
Never say goodbye
Feel my heart within,
I'll always be true;
For we are so akin,
In the love we do.

Peter S. Quinn
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Always Be My Too Close — A Lyric

Always be my ‘too close’

You must know I'll love you so much
Everything comes as it goes
Creating its nowhere out of touch
Love is to be for sure

With everything we’ll need
Sweeping each our ocean floor

With what we both read

Always times comes talking

Filling in its empty spaces

It’s going to be alright - while we're walking
And the nights our bodies graces

No one is taking you away

I'll be there for each your feeling
Like a night that meets the day
And our precious thoughts stealing

Night like day like always

Times coming in their moment’s place
Nothing forever there stays

Each and every different ways

Love is to be for sure

With everything we’ll need

Sweeping each our ocean floor

With what we both read

Always times comes talking

Filling in its empty spaces

It’s going to be alright - while we're walking
And the nights our bodies graces

No one is taking you away

I'll be there for each your feeling
Like a night that meets the day
And our precious thoughts stealing

I'll fill my heart with all of you
Take my time to be here still
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Always give to make it through
For our love to come down hill

Nothing is lost in all this love
Only the day of each day I feel
Like the clouds from here above
It's all drifting too far in real

No one is taking you away
I'll be there for each your feeling

Like a night that meets the day
And our precious thoughts stealing

Peter S. Quinn
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Always Dreaming (From 134 Picture Poems)

always dreaming
and quietly walking
over bridges

the emptiness
of days is infinite

and motionless

Peter S. Quinn
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Always In My Mood

Always in my mood for more
Fingertips of falling fate
Trusting what is in its store
Pulsating ting at temper's rate
Pressed to find feelings back
That I didn't get to know
Getting on to the right track
Way of thinking with the flow

Confused to be commonplace
Reminded of what it is not
Strange thoughts to be amaze
In each their approaching plot
The beautifully is never defined
Only sighted in shifty weight
Waves of water salty brined

Is sometimes their onward fate

Always in my own craziness

Never getting too left high and dry
Thoughts to take with caress
Without asking questions why
Physical worlds to come to

With spiritual opinion in mind
Something there still left to do
Roots that this state can not find

Peter S. Quinn
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Always Keep An Open Mind

Always keep an open mind

For the days ahead

Let them come - not hard to find
With or without, instead

Rain may cause some double clouds
Over the morning brim

Inside every street’s town crowds
There are ‘scratches’ to trim

Always keep the thoughts clear
For each their daily need

Old set ways can be like old wear
Connecting the lines you read

You need to read between the lines
What the thoughts are saying
Sometimes glossy words outshines
What in between is staying

Always keep your keys at hand

To unlock the unknown part

And you will come to understand
From where you did once start

It isn't easy to go somewhere

Where you can’t walk steadily through
There are pebbles here and there

To make you things to do

Peter S. Quinn
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Always Remember (From 'Always Remember')

Always remember the gone summer songs,
Constantly consider the days that were sweet
Into the instances of every young

That courses has drift on after life's treat
Flowers in the garden of shadows and light
Bringing you colors of everything

Moments of days and hours of the dim night
What you in your heart strings always shall sing

Always remember the moments of worth
They come very tenderly on their own
Trying to find you in your misty round ways
Seeds of left longings in roots of new birth
Everything coming not clearly shown

When hours so spotlessly in memory plays

*This song came 1st:

Peter S. Quinn
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Always Sing And Sing (From, Lead Sheets In July
2008)

Always sing and sing

To the weary mountain
Every hour shall bring
Love of its rising fountain
The hope is in the try

To show off and give

It opens every sky

With the enjoyment to live

Always listen and listen

To the moods waving

So much in there is hidden
In its ways of craving
Thoughts that no one knows
Because they are of distance
From the morning blows

In their coming trance

Always bring them forward
Freshly garden on

So much in its yard

With purposes of the spun
Lost themes there are found
Singing to your heart

And flow flow around

From a new beginning’s start

Peter S. Quinn
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Always Touching The Bare (From 134 Picture Poems)

always touching the bare
with stirrings

covering memory
found deep

the muse eats your anger
with sweet desire

Peter S. Quinn
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Always Unexpected (From 134 Picture Poems)

always unexpected
the silky night comes in

playing on the lights
desires mused and soft

Peter S. Quinn
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Always...

Lonely times are here today
Some will come and go
There is always some way

To let it be or to know

Maybe it’s often a mystery
How every this has a propose
Letting be what you see
Before it again all goes

Lonely times are here today
Some will come and go

There is always some way

To let it be or to know

You can be clear and through
Finding not what you need
Sometimes it’s all up to you

To see the lines in the fine read

Always it all comes to this
What you really need to find
For those are just what it is
In all its purpose combined
Right or wrong in either say
Nothing is completely true

In tomorrow from gone today
It's all just still up to you

Peter S. Quinn
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Ambitions

Look and look for evermore
Anything will do just fine

Know what this and that's for
Make a decision draw the line

You know what is for you

Help you'll get with what you need
Look into the past and new
Findings are there what you read

Sublime is each dream to move

If you know it's still there

Reality ways need it's prove

Bring it into the right atmosphere
Everything is worth its while

If it has a right life to know

Many ways thoughts and style

Will give more the more they grow

If you think you've got it right

Let the inside come all out

Straight on there you'll know its might
What each its ways are all about
Ambitions will then do its acclaim

Set the heart and world on fire
Admissions reaching the right frame
If you want to build your desire

(This is from an unnamed musical in progress. The author does much music) .

Peter S. Quinn
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Amidst My Illumes (From 134 Picture Poems)

amidst my illumes
realm of spells
capture serene
enchanted ocean

beauty weaves
reminiscent

ephemeral feelings

mystic art
endeavor

Peter S. Quinn
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Among Aging Trees

among stretching
aging trees

from steps
of fierce warriors

a playing garden leaf
softens the ground

Peter S. Quinn
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Among The Blossoms (From,

There is this rose,

In a garden beautiful;
And as life goes,

With thorns cruel.

Among the blossoms,
From earth seeds;

As the life possums,
And the roots concedes.

Like dragonflies above the trees,
In knowledge and abilities;
Finding out each contiguities,

In colored ways and poetries.

The blue of world beyond,
When clouds drift away;
Not to this earth bond,
Each night or new day.

With profound sky around,
So deep in its applique;
The horizon line is found,
Inside all this quixote.

Like dragonflies above the trees,
In knowledge and abilities;
Finding out each contiguities,

In colored ways and poetries.

Our world is so beautiful,
Daydreams fading into sun;
Their ways quite ignitible,
To break out of our ration.

Our spirt flies away high,
To get to the gleaming stars;
Let your imaginations try,
Radio waves distance pulsars.
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Like dragonflies above the trees,
In knowledge and abilities;
Finding out each contiguities,

In colored ways and poetries.

Peter S. Quinn
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Amphi Houses

It would be nice living there
Under the rainbow

With colors everywhere

In their dreamy glow

It would be nice and friendly
To have a morning shine
Under the bridge of medley
Of tinctures golden fine

Now the heart is playing

In Wishful thinking’s hue

As the clouds are graying
And winter’s coming through
For dream in urban Camelot
And all its worthy while

That time in reality hasn’t got
In all its earthly style

It would be nice to live and be
In those Amphi houses

The city worlds from there see
As the street traffic dowses

It would be nice and jovial

To have the night and moon
In their voyage enigmatical
Through eve of glow swoon

Peter S. Quinn
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An Evening Day

An evening day

in a fading breeze
circling play

to the hours

one by one

in blowing ways

Through meadows dark
and inside mountains
in the mist of haze

the shadows dance

the dark into twilight
one by one

they are softly gone

Oh flower so fine

in earth

and still

in the stillness

of time

going by

one by one

the hours come and go

So much to learn

and dreams to know
before the dark
comes again in

and rises the shadows
to deep blithe

sky of forgotten

day

Peter S. Quinn
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An Outsider In Tyrants Town (Iii)

We will never say good-bye
To our self even when we sleep
Our dreams are fresh and new
With clearance and in deep

The water waves we splash
Until our thoughts are quiet
We question not imagination
Nor color our canvas at night

Each window is countryside
To hills that are all in bloom
Without rimless waves flight
Our world is gray and gloom

The artist is ferment with brushes
None quiet his blossoms down
To aims and directions he ruses

He's an outsider in tyrants town

Peter S. Quinn
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Anatomy Of Each Fortune

Give us some young - old,
What it is I don't know;
Reasons bound to unfold,
Inside this and that show.
Rising like a heat wave,

All that is now going on;
Take away and all enslave,
What is differently done.

Anatomy of each fortune,

Is not what you say or do;
It's like more how you turn,
And if it has that patsy pooh.
Sometimes into empty space,
It's going into reviewers fry;
Not too many different ways,
That you can use or try.

Run away or make your day,
It's a strange turning state;
Feel and understand each way,
Styles apart in each debate.
Easy going one way street,
Where will it then all end;
Here's much rubbish indeed,
Nothing durable to comprehend.

Peter S. Quinn
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And Colors Hit

We are the ones,

In endless love;
Finding ourselves,

In purest of times.
We are the ones,

Of high and of spirit;
Letting everything go,
And colors hit.

I love you so,

For ever more;
This will just grow,
Of this I'm sure.
We are the ones,
Of youth so sweet,
Let bygones,

Go, an easy street.

Of this I know,
Because of you;

Such fondness glows,
Because it's true.
And if you try,

To break away;

You'll say goodbye,
For just a day.

Peter S. Quinn
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And I Love You So

And I love you so

In my wandering ways
Like the clouds that go

In the manner that plays
Lost and found everyone
Where the days meet night
And we are so alone

In the lost of late flight

With a heart catching fire
From the day of never come
Any loving aspiring desire
Where every love is from
Emotions of deep oceans
That reaches to the land
Flights of such devotions
Only we may understand

For this I love you so

In timeless space of thought
Like a morning coming glow
Those rainbows have taught
Something inside quite dear
Of every peripatetic play
When love is so much near
In words of closeness say

Peter S. Quinn
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And I Promise (From 'Meet The Moments')

Meet the stars where they fly

In the deep of the faraway
Through the dim on night sky
Before dawn of a new day

The feelings inside your heart
Will show you where to go
Traveling roads differences apart
Is the way to find and know

Meet my love inside of dreams

With stars in gleaming bright

It shall give its glowing beams
Through the haze of smoky night

All T know is that I love you

And I promise to be what I feel
Something to sense again so true
Instances of fondness becoming real

Meet me on love's own crossroads
Where continuation fiery desire is
I have tried many shading codes
But never found a happiness bliss
All T know is that I love you

And I promise to be what I'm able
Something to sense again for true
In a world unsecure and unstable

Peter S. Quinn
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And The Song Shines On To Me

And the song shines on to me,
From the top of every tree...

And I ask myself again and when,
We both each comprehend.
Wishing upon every star,

That has fallen from my sky;
Reaching out and reaching far,
Living full until I die...

Love is all like this

Dream, full - like a first kiss,
Heartfelt memory bliss

You never want to miss.

In my pocket is a buck,

That I keep for charms and luck;
Hope my fortune becoming soon,
Maybe before next full moon.
Inspiration's all I need,

I have full of them indeed;
Maybe something works for me,
To help my Pegasus fly free.

Peter S. Quinn
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And Time Will Change Everything

Just the way you are always
And time will change everything
Feeling of old interplays

With your heart and belonging

Like day and night is here
Torching each moment on
Love is a way to share
Everything till it's gone

Just the manner it goes
Into the evening ways
Memories like sun glows
Of to the going yesterdays

When everything was here still
Not too long ago

And hope was in time's fulfill
Within the reddish glow

Just like you and I

Feeling sometimes differently
Under hope's variety sky
That is here drifting free

Nobody knows the reality
Filling the nowhere now
So much is contrasting indefinitely

Into each high era and low

Peter S. Quinn
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Angel Eyes

There is always morning

In these blue blue eyes
Every sweet and longing
With faraway dream skies
You are comfortably near
When you are by my site

I love to have you here

Each morning, day and night

There'’s always dreamy glow
In your northern stars

Tears that from inside flow
Like celestial quasars

You have given me my dreams
From a night gone to day
Where blue to outside streams
Like new dawn on its way

There is always with you
Love with so much earnestly
Irises so sweet and blue
Giving love and hope to me

I will want to have here

With my dreams and longings
Reaching out to somewhere
Like the new morning sings

Peter S. Quinn
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Angels Of The Morning Sky

Angels of the morning sky

With their wings of dreamy night
Every low there and high

With their heavens light

On to the days of sunshine
Glowing fires of new daybreak
Every hour of day’s refine

As the morning comes to awake

Storms are waiting by you next door
Feelings that never where really trying
Peace in harmony but there’s also war
Hard for a commitment defying
Because all that is past is nhow dying

Angels of the morning sky
Morning after morning coming
Open up the bluest high
Yesterday before their blossoming

On to the days of early hour
Nothing forever gets there stuck
Bouquets of May blossom flower
If you are in its color’s luck

Storms are waiting by you next shore
Feelings that never where really trying
Peace in harmony but also there’s war

Hard for a commitment defying

Because all that is past is now actually dying

Angels of the morning sky

With their wings of dreamy night
Every low there and high

In a hope for a sunshine never to die

Peter S. Quinn
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Another Autumn Song

Just another autumn song
Where all the leaves are falling
And our hearts together long
Memories now back recalling

When days were starting bright
Young in every new shade
Those summertime flowers night
When our true love was made

Now another winter is near

With all its grayish on glowing
October and a lonesome year
Before again it starts snowing

So goodbye dear summer nights
I hope though to see you after this
When colors again come in lights

Through all next summertime bliss

Peter S. Quinn
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Another Dance

Another dance with you
Will be so graceful too
Bring its hours pleasure
That we'll both treasure
The time is deep and dark
With faraway glisten spark
That embarks to our sight
In the glimpse of the night

Another dance is found
That keeps steps so round
And gracefully moving on
Till dark of the far is gone
The wings of moment's time
In flowing and in its prime
Until new coming daybreak
Clears the dark with awake

Another moment is gone
To carry its memories on
Form new to the past along
In each its dance and song
That flickered on the wall
When shades to day did fall
O dreams say now goodbye
To the coming morning sky

Peter S. Quinn
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Another Midnight (From 134 Picture Poems)

another midnight
sinking across soft earth

hours fall
through fragments

of desire full dreams

Peter S. Quinn
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Another Potential (From, Rhythmicon - 50 Lead
Sheets With Poems)

Another Potential

Comes our way once more,
A route way for all

To keep it sound and sure;
Love is like life

Full of strange encounters,
To each moment arrive

So different and asunder.

Another walk through

The many nowhere stand,
You will meet it too

Not to understand;
Contradict in disguise

Flight through dark and dim,
With your pair of only eyes
Seeing through the brim.

Another Potential

In a world of contrast borrow,
Way of life are abysmal
Yesterdays and tomorrow;

All is there to take or give
Whatever the society prefer;
Encounter it and just live

You may have your signature.

Peter S. Quinn
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Another Summer Day

Another summer day
Now on the horizon

Coming of colored way
In form and deviation

Clouds are drifting by
In their wonderment

Filling up the blue sky
In their yawning distant

Another dream living
Finding the beautiful

Of pleasures in giving
Those never are dull

Their moments of joy
In all hours waking

A summer can employ
In dreams of a making

These days now here
With much to look for

Earth coloring year
That being all adore

In days clear bright
Where dreams on go

New emerald green sight
In opened vision flow

Peter S. Quinn
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Another Summer Song (...soon To Be Published At
Sheetmusic Publishing)

Another summer song
Just as sweet as before
For the heart to long
Something more and more
Love of the evening

In the gardens’ perfume
Where the flowers bring
Exotically hue bloom

You and I so close
While the hours go by
Into the dim red rose
Of amber nocturnal sky
Clouds above to fill
Dreams that go and find
Faraway places thrill
Leaving reality behind

Somewhere in our braces
We will float there too

Into the fair fairies places
That comes here through
When nocturnal hours start
Filling our celestial while

We from our thoughts depart
Through each dream mile

Peter S. Quinn
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Any Hour Of Love

Any hour of love

Into the mist of night
Plenty affections of

Till the sun is bright
Feelings that touch a heart
Going and coming

Some though depart

In their summer blooming

Any hour of you

Like a affection's full

Skies of silver and blue
Never a moment dull
Whispering winds hollow
Glow in colors high

There is plenty of tomorrow
As new times fly

Any hour of me

Into the growth of dreams
Always full and plenty
Summer golden beams
Silver skies and blue
Yesterdays gave so much
Now it's up to me and you
To make anew touch

Any hour of love

Into the mist of night
Plenty affections of

Till the sun is bright
Feelings that touch a heart
Going and coming

Some though depart

In their summer blooming
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Peter S. Quinn
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Any Hour Of Love 2

Any hour of love

Into the mist of night
Plenty affections of
Dark blue moon light

Dream going in glowing
Days to awake like new
Hours of the moments going
Light that gets through

Any hour of night
Streaming on to the dark
Dim in its scattered light
That ones in heart did spark

Softly like weaving ocean

Hours that once were

Full of their content and emotion
To distances afar everywhere

Any hour of new day

Now is the time of memory
As early dawn will play
Only for lonesome me

Any Hour of Love

That has all gone to afar
Life is a mystic so much of
Just like a faraway star

Now there's nothing forever more
Only the days that are coming
Thoughts like waves to a shore

Still in my heart are blooming

Peter S. Quinn
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Any Sour That Comes

Any sweetness comes there on
With hands to clap about

Things and thoughts that are done
In their meaningless doubt

What has been talked and played
With crowds thoughts drifting
Never for a whole lots long stayed
Nor was it quite much uplifting

Rush time hours are casting

With their untruth at last

Nothing worth in its trusting

That has showed its roughcast

You have thoughts that are shifting
Into dusty transportation fallen
Every opportunity rifting

With its unhelpfulness installin'

Any sour that comes from sweet
As a line of attack thinking

Must be lack or from some need
In its ways of connote stinking
Nowhere roads lead to nothing
Isn't faraway from here or ahead
Only its heart's desires bluffing
By means of their words dead

Rush time hours are casting
With their untruth at last
Nothing worth in its trusting
That has showed its roughcast
Circling ways of clouds lifting
Through their drift and sprawlin’
Quarrelsome words their grifting
From the faraway sky howlin'

Peter S. Quinn
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Anyone’s Nobody Knowing

I'll take my hat and leave
And walk the street of many
Where the moments are brief
Of thoughts from almost any

I felt cold but almost close
As I was walking there by
In this woven life that goes
Like clouds of drift in sky

Everyone seemed so lonely
In doing their restlessly own
We meet all with eyes-only
And nothing else is shown

The many crowded streets
Are always so alone going
And no one there really meets

For anyone’s nobody knowing

Peter S. Quinn
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Anything

Anything is possible

On a clear day

The world is full

Of opportunities to play
Anything is in luck

To give and try

You don't need to be stuck
In saying goodbye

Anything is out there
Find it and make

Good luck is everywhere
With your piece of cake
Anything is in you

Just start making
Dreams still come true
In their times of waking

Anything in new spring
With morning sky

Rise up now and sing
Give your life a try
Anything is out there
Like the stars are falling
Good luck is everywhere
To your day is calling

Peter S. Quinn
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Anything Seems In Time

anything seems in time
beyond lights and clouds

with sun and moon
running safe

in our sight

Peter S. Quinn
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Anyway For My Love (From, To Oscar)

O here we go then again,

With this problematic story;
Outside there is still rain,

It looks like the world all sorry.
What to do or say,

Can anybody know;

This or that - it's okay,

Just a little more snow.

The shorter it takes to be secure,
The better it is for the days to come,
Why be alarm when you can be assure.

Get lose, get lose,
Turning your fate around;
Get lose, get lose,

Make ways and expound;
Get lose, get lose,
Anything can be found.

Be smart in your wording,

These days are with flirting and coming in love;
All is in the sunshine,

And the blue sky set line,

That passes me above.

These days are in feelings,
Inside the heart ceilings,
That brings out love's peelings.

Get lose, get lose,

This is what its all about;
Get lose, get lose,

Take away winter's doubt;
Get lose, get lose,

Dance your way to breakout.

Get lose, get lose,
Into heights and clouds;
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Get lose, get lose,

From where it enshrouds;
Get lose, get lose,

Over doubting crowds.

Yes anyway for my love,
Anyway.

For my love, for my love,
For my love, for my love,
For my love, for my love,
Anyway.

Get lose, get lose,

Try to be much lighter;

Get lose, get lose,

You'll see the world's brighter;
Get lose, get lose,

If you are a real fighter:

For love, for all love.

Peter S. Quinn
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Anywhere I Wander

Anywhere I wander,

I'll be coming back;

I am an 'understander’,
Compassion I don't lack.
Give me some to take,
Inspirations I'll create;
So much is here at stake,
I can not abbreviate.

Anywhere I am restless,
I'll be filled with spirit;
There is no abjectness,
For it's all too affectionate.
So give me some to take,
More out of it will come;
With emotions I'll ache,
And all shorts of tantrum.

Anywhere I am asunder,
From the feelings I do;

I am not an abandoner,
When I need to disapprove.
Something I think's wrong,
Anything I can't understand;
Got to know where I belong,
So it's clear beforehand.

Peter S. Quinn
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April Is In

April is in with blossom flowers

At my door and some within
Whitish and yellow in their dowers
Shading gracious in a spin

Magical moments and lilies sweet
Garden in new refreshing ways
Everything for a bouquet you need
Turning on coming summer days

April of beginning spring touch
Making moments of pleasures high
Love songs in forest I love so much
Returning clear and bluish sky
Immortals in feelings awaking call
Through every gold blossoms made
To each new dream opportunities fall
In each fragrance and falling shade

Green and in silvery gown dress
Bringing the good day within reach
Summer new morning with its cares
Something of a way again to teach
Goodbye to winter in frosty white
Now here is spring returning again
From under rime and darkish night
Laid out in blossom of golden grain

Peter S. Quinn
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Archer Who Plays (From 134 Picture Poems)

archer who plays
with weaving desire

glowing candles
endless fading fire

Peter S. Quinn
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Architecture Hands (From 134 Picture Poems)

architecture hands
structure within blank

a wooden piece
and frosty accomplishment

today's lessening
and growing

through others kept chores

Peter S. Quinn
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Are The Hours Long Dark?

It’s finally gone

Beautiful yesterday bright
Carrying like drift on
Spaces of memories light
Feeling that gave a torch
To love like red above
When you are so much
With my heart still full of

It's finally evening

Glowing on to the night
When old thoughts will sing
What went wrong or right

In love of an love’s deep
Like that of oceans wave
Inside for all times to keep
When we a touch shall crave

Are the hours long dark?
With our moments on

Or shall those again spark
When this night is gone

So much is outside there
Always drifting on free
Giving its love to somewhere
Perhaps to someone like me

Peter S. Quinn
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Are These Lost Computers?

Are these lost computers?
Found elsewhere

Screen to eyes intruders
From under unreality there

Eyes to screen are living
In their made reality

For our enjoyments giving
That what comes to be?

I feel so lost there too
Inside my loneliness
Though I can still find you
In a keyboard's caress

This sweetness of the gray
That flickers its flame

Is never staying the same
In any given name

Are these lost inside souls?
Finding their mislaid way

In different kinds of roles
When computer is up to play

O hello there internet
How are you now playing?
I'll have to say with some regret

This night is not long staying

Peter S. Quinn
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Are You Confused

Are you confused about love?
Like the clouds faraway

Where they drift carelessly above
To meet a new coming day

Or the seagulls out on billows
They eagerly with wings play
With the waves and the flows
That never for long will stay

Are you confused about me?
That is here by your side
Giving love to teach and be
With each coming new tide
My heart is open to you
With every prospect in fight
And I come here to renew

A thought I feel as if right

Are you confused about life?
In each its uncertain way
How their turning give strife
In their much to and fro sway
Every road will come and go
In their widest reaching stay
When to leave you will know
If you trust the distances play

Peter S. Quinn
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Around The Moment

around the moment
when the breeze

speaks soft tongue of music
in timeless harmony

all the birds listen

Peter S. Quinn

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 511



Around The Sunshine Going — An Evening Song

I am dreaming into the lonely day
That slowly will make the evening play
Around the sunshine going

And subsiding shadows flowing

So much of autumn colors
Are coming in dark and dim
Around and round like crullers
The blossoming bud will trim

My heart wend away this eve

With thoughts that yearning weave
And makes one happy or sad

Of what one - once had

Like the wind in trees and on leaves
Each moment is so valuable

In what our mind conceives

And gives our thoughts to rule

Their secret lies in their breath
That momentarily comes through
And with their instant death
There comes in a different view

I dream like the flies passing by
Drifting away with the puff of air
Where the perspicuity will untie

What lines I've written here...

Peter S. Quinn
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As I Fade Away

As I fade away...

Like the flowers do
From lives ray

With my hours few
Loneliness occurs

With its contend

Long and hurting spurs
Each my will to bend

Rain is like sunshine
Giving to wake

Draw the simple line
What's at your stake
Nothing will come out
When you don't try
Everywhere about
Are bottomless sky

As I fade inside

And my wrinkles come
I'll touch and guide
Younger fresher some
With my little saying
Hopefully I wish

Every concept weighing
As a way to accomplish

Day is like night

Many worthy take

Some are lost in flight
When they finally make
Something to talk about
In their low and high
They'll show some doubt
And unworthy lie

As I fade in play

I'll feel comfortable
None for long will stay
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When day's almost full
Lights come to bear
Fading into rust

I'll become my wear
Until I am dust

Peter S. Quinn
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As I Grow Old

As I grow old

Times are changing
Waves forgotten cold
With new arranging

Dreams in days were
But now they're gone
Into the water I stare
And then I go on

Ocean in its blue
Softly still singing
Days coming through
Still freshness bringing

All is but a dream

Into the going deep
Their writings in stream
For no one to keep

As I grow old
Flowers falling autumn
Their stories untold

In a lost poem

Peter S. Quinn

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 515



As I Wander In My Thoughts

As I wander in my thoughts,

Long way out of the roads;

The curtain becomes more drawn,
And my ponder fills with loads.

The dreams are lifting the heights,
From ground and to the sky;

And all my head thus it fills up,
With questions such as why,

For all I know I'll ask again,

If reasons are behind a cloud;
I search and then I am taken,
To all forms of way and doubt,

The knowledge is so profound,
And everything in doctrine kept;
I've propounded a mystical night,

And have not much since slept.

Peter S. Quinn
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As Sweet As The Sin

There is love in moonlight

As sweet as the sin

With feelings in its flight

That dreams do spin

Every hour is of its kisses

And gleaming spell

World’s reality one don’t misses
For everything is well

Like the moon is always above
In its fairytale blue

So is everyone who's in love
Especially me and you

In moments that come to give
Dreams of feeling fine

We together them shall live
With touches one can'’t define

Every day is here to long

For night to come

With an easily breezy song
Where love is all from

There is love in all the dark
With an evening bliss
Together we will find its spark
When we meet to kiss

Peter S. Quinn
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As The Clouds Go By

As the clouds go by
The night is coming in
To the dark heavy sky
With its wistful spin

Stars like glow flowers
Upon heavens sphere
Timeless space hours
To flights of somewhere

As day becomes in dark
From the evening on shine
The Milky Way will spark
Each its constellation line

So much still to discover
Why on earth we are here
What shall space uncover?
What is still out there?

As the clouds go high

And the moon becomes clear
Thoughts of wonderment fly
And make these ways near

Beautiful glowing sight
On to the dreams flowing
Bewilderment dark night

Where is the future going?

Peter S. Quinn
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As The Night Comes

As the night comes

So goes my heart

As the day awakes

So starts my love

Every love is blossom red
Like awakening rose
Passion that lost has bled
Like love that away goes...

As the night comes

So is the black stone

As the earth a glows

So starts my love

Every love is weaving sea
Forever to and fro

Inside streams eternally
We in passion row...

I'm a sand corn in time

For heavens come calling
Now is my sweet prime
Before the autumn s falling
We both are the same
Days and nights on going
Burring on lives flame

Our kindle is now glowing

Refraind

Arrows, arrows, arrows
Steady gong here through
Arrows, arrows, arrows
Brief moments to renew

As the night comes
With wings desire
Every bloom blossoms
In its reddish fire

My heart touches you
In the coming shade
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Veins of yearning blue
Love sensation made

Refrain

Arrows, arrows, arrows
Steady gong here through
Arrows, arrows, arrows
Brief moments to renew

As the night comes

So goes my heart

As the day awakes

So starts my love

Every love is blossom red
Like awakening rose
Passion that lost has bled
Like love that away goes...
O

I'm a sand corn in time
For heavens come calling
Now is my sweet prime
Before the autumn s falling
We both are the same
Days and nights on going
Burring on lives flame
Our kindle is now glowing

Peter S. Quinn
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As The Night Comes - A Song

As the night comes here through

In its dimly mood melody

And every feeling is blue

In another morning somewhere free

I thought of a love we made

Through the hours with glimmering stars
While we both stayed up late

In the shadows of frosty isobars

We were giving a light to fire

Bringing something from under its sleep
Every love of our desire

That the flickering moods can't keep

And suddenly the night was going

With the doldrums of its fires flowing

And the moon was up there alone
Through the clouds drifting in its blue tone

I have always been so much in love

With every thought I remembered about you
They came and wafted without much thought of
While we were there with longings to do
Every hour is a love song to you

Every hour is a love song to me

There is always a time to be born new

There is always a time to fly free

Come give me the tones of your songs

I'll listen to your enticing melody

Where everything somewhere belongs

Like a love sweet orchestrated symphony

Peter S. Quinn
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As The Night Comes In

As the night comes in

I hear the flowing water

In its streaming travelin'

As it squashes and splatter!
Through time alone

With the winds of cry mystery
On down flow pebble stone
That time polishes for free

Every breezing blow

That circles here around
Gives mirror glow

On waves in stillness bound
Like eternity

That comes to my eyes
Forever so free

In its low voiced disguise

Peter S. Quinn
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As The Night Went Away

I felt the day closing in

As the night went away

Old dreams in twilight spin

Till they meet first of day
Quietness of the season
Holding its breath when awake
There's freshness in its reason
That the morning will take

Every day is the same

Only new dawn is different

In its glow blue reddish flame
And the whitish out bent
Cloud to cloud drifting high
With their many ways to give
In the awakening of each why
That every day shall live

Yesterdays is old news

Nothing more to wake the senses
As they dance together cues

Fill with answers every tenses
Hypnotize with wintry strings
Songs to entertain the awaken
When glow from dawn brings
Spectrum shades from dark taken

Peter S. Quinn
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As The Season Ends

As a season ends

all is here in going,

and its newest blends

in its timeless glowing.
Colors in their making
blossoms differently,
another view taking

for times to come and be.

Yesterdays tomorrows
all in turning flame,
trends of time borrows
never again the same.
seeds of growing wisdom
days that are going by,
start of time's blossom
where time's future lie.

All is in the knowing
what comes here to be,
beauties their showing
for new times eternally.
All colors are of beauty
in their style and view,
seasons come to be
timeless in their renew.

As a season ends

all is here in going,

and its newest blends

in its timeless glowing.
So much like our living
when we build and grow,
roots of futures giving
with their time to show.

All is in the knowing

what comes here to be,
time is coming and going
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for this - eternally.

Peter S. Quinn
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As The Wind Plays

As the wind plays

Its eternal harmony
Many tones and lays
Of floating on free
Tunes of ever songs
That the wind knows
And to no one belongs
In their infinity flows

Ringing times thru

Here gone tomorrow
Epochs of all too

Those chords do borrow
Some were for spring
Brightly tones on

Other in autumn sing
Till the shades are gone

Summer moods bright
Freshly pitches flowing
Fluffy and so light

In combinations going
Others moods are dim
Winter deep and dark

A little whimsy whim

In their Christmas spark!

Peter S. Quinn
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As The Wintery Breezy Plays

Sing a song of feeling's glow

In the night that is around here
Time comes and times go

With their kindling far and near
Love by circumstances beyond
Into the river of time’s broken
Some promises might be found
And their worthy living token

Rising glow without anyone's control
Into the evening of going

As the cold within sideways stroll

In its icily pearly glowing

Deep contained by my heart I'll sing
Of sunshine moody days

And back flowers from them bring
As the wintery breezy plays

Sing a song of autumn still

And the times that are coming by

With their wonderings to fill

With hope dark clouds in the sky

When the longings are hopeless illusions
With my dreams woven into them

In winter's coming confusions

Of instances and conditions ahem

Peter S. Quinn

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 527



As Times Go By

As times go by

Night dances away

Opens up bright sky

New time meets a new day
As passions on fly

And each ones forgotten
Breaks up old tie

The new once are tauten

But love is still here

Within everything going
From blossoms everywhere
And all its colors glowing
Their dreams are on high
And always from the free
They never completely die
But always with time be

As times go by

You might forget me

And what we did try
Each love so faithfully
But we stood test of time
Thru dark and the light
When we were in prime
And youth took its flight

Peter S. Quinn
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As You Are

as you are

every day and night
like a star

shining on so bright
love's forsaken

if all is for nothing
no fortunate making
only the bluffing

as you be

nothing to worry
just that you see
life in a hurry
moments and after
everything's clear
on a time's rafter
going nowhere

living so breezy
times in a day
some comes easy
others as it may
working and longing
by and bygone

in time's bonging
themes that go on

Peter S. Quinn
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Aspiring Time And Its Vignettes

My heart is broken from within
Because the world doesn't speak
There's only a downward spin

In the ways to know and seek
Flowers falling with their leaves
Not yet grown in summer breeze
No opportunities only grieves
Opening chance of success keys

Everybody needs their true just
With its reasoning's and its edge
Or seeds of the future will be lost
Without its proper claimed allege
Nothing ever goes the same

In our world of our many ways
There are desires and their flame
Turing colors with many sways

My heart wishes all its worth

From feelings given to be free

Let my confident be in its birth
Always I need to perform and be
Strangest things to happen yet
With their many assorted bouquets
Aspiring time and its vignettes

To be full blooming in the grays

Peter S. Quinn
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Assorted Flowers

Like drifting clouds we all are,

From the past to this day;

There are reasons like peace and war,
For what we do and what we say.
Come together for this age,

All will be here soon in the past;
What you have you got in wage,

So its time will come to last.

Wrong or right you may be,

That is not the question here;

For the coming ages are to see,
Where will it stand all from there.
Enjoying things for right or wrong,
You will soon not ish which is yours;
Please enjoy contemporary song,
And their picks of assorted flowers.

Same I say to all the poems new,
You either give or give not enough;
To make a bouquet of colored few,
Times are elegant or crudely rough.
Nothing here to pull out or provoke,
Only vegetables that you know;
Large and small some that'll choke,
As the times will come and go.

Peter S. Quinn
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Astin HUn Leikur

astin hun leikur

um ljufar stundir

hvort sem ?U vakir

e?a blundar

hver strengur hann syngur
i hjartanu hreinu

og aldrei & me?an
ver?ur?u einn

allt sem ?0 att er

i minningum fali?

hvort sem ?U vakir

e?a blundar

forti?in flygur um huga ?ér
0og upp koma myndir

sem minningin geymir

og aldrei & me?an
ver?ur?u einn

(The Crew)
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At Long Last Love

At long last love

Has nothing quite new

There’s so much inside there of
That never becomes true
Sweet as every day gives
Nothing forever stays
Memories that in our mind lives
With every thought plays

Strong as the outside far-out
That has no completeness
With every aspect there about
That gives of its lost caresses
Be what you are from now on
Like rain drops fall and dry
New futures to be gone

Just as a new morning sky

There shall never be the same
What we have tried to reach
The moments do counterclaim
What understandings beseech
Try reaching your goal to give
Epochs of its many times

You had to accomplish and live
When long last love

Was in its primes

Peter S. Quinn
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At The Viaduct

Under the moon sky of float

The wings of my heart are trying
To fill hand in hand note

Of silences from the night dying

Those drift in clouds of easy going
And twinkling sparkle glowing

Each swaying grass on earth alone
With its moistening dew soothing

When heart's in beat of speechless tone
And surface of dreams smoothing

Those drift in clouds of easy going
And twinkling sparkle glowing

In its departing and faraway curving
Of conjure that glow in wave's speeds
Those flames up high preserving

That through endlessness accedes

Those drift in clouds of easy going
And twinkling sparkle glowing

We've found in search of esteem

In dreams that came to be conferred
Of what not is - nevertheless seem
With each of the nightfall’s offered

Those drift in clouds of easy going
And twinkling sparkle glowing

Peter S. Quinn
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At Times In Shadows - Sonnet

Days of beauty are at times in shadows

Of the cloudlets coming through the deep sky
The feelings of dark in questions of why

With some radiance aspect of their glows

The tender light in a heart that once was bright
Is shading in more and becoming all less

When heaven is in rain clouds without caress
And days become like silhouettes in night

Such days are lacking thoughts in serenely
And impaired to half in their broken dark
Too calm to be in good or endearingly

And never in grace to kindness embark
Shades of their ways are irked yet beautiful
In their raven tress and discordant dull

Peter S. Quinn
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Attic Old Flowers

The morning has come

To give back to some

The attic old flowers

From past summer showers

The things from past days

That gave us times to remember
The turning and lost ways

Like autumn in September

You and I so very close

Going for sure and more
Believe in loving giving a rose
Kindness is what life is for
Always to please early on
Nothing could stop our believe
Flowers so sweet in the sun
Ours to give hours to weave

Living our lives caring be gone
Ride on to years with love
Much of it lost still there is fun
Drifting like clouds far above
The morning has come

To give back to some

The attic old flowers

From past summer showers

Peter S. Quinn
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August Songs

August songs are coming in

One by one they leave their roads
Sunshine giving with their spin
Sharing moments with their loads
There are not yet starry nights
Only perfumed evening scent
Happy longings no burning plights
Everything is quite well meant

Songs of heart in perfect bound
Crossing ways that haven't done
Eyes of wondering inside found
Everything that gives its fun
Desperation will not show up
Only thoughts that peacefully lie
Drinking the pleasures in its cup
Never catching the sullen sky

Whispering never a disappoint
Paranoid that in darkness comes
Happy existence together joint
Through the scales of mood hums

Peter S. Quinn
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Autumn Feeling

Feeling of love is everywhere
As the times go on by

I'll remember it here and there
Like sun glow in the sky

Days gone were lonely some
Everything is again calling
Emotions like summer blossom
Day to the autumn falling

Feeling of a dream in heart
Love like tones of deep
Everything goes night will start
Nothing is ours to keep

Garden flowers falling leaves
Songs of summer leaving
Moments in their lonely grieves
Hours in shadows deceiving

Feeling inside of loneliness]

As autumn says goodbye
Moments of green and caress
Falling leaves on their fly
Everything had its summer dream
Now it time is done

Yesterdays in the autumn stream
Hours of remembrance on

Peter S. Quinn
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'Autumn’ Haiku

The autumn
each leaf turning gold then brown
soon fallen to earth

We want to thank everybody, who has written comments to Peter’s poetry, - you
are most honorable people. Thank you all ; -)

The Crew

Peter S. Quinn
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Autumn Haiku...

Summer is weeping
In autumn leaves now falling
- One by one they go

Peter S. Quinn
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Autumn Songs

The river is in struggle

Because of the sand at the bottom and the pebbles that get in its way
But it shall overcome and flow again free

On its way to the sea

It's raining in the desert

Like teardrops from above

With galleries of unknown pictures

In the mud

My naked footsteps are gone in a while
From the heavy rain

That pounds the soil and my bare feet
With its soft caressing drops

I feel them as Inuit songs

From the wilderness

Where my alone thoughts wander
Among the spirits

Today I sat

In front of my tent

And listened to the birds
In their migratory songs
Singing their farewells
Before winter

It's now time for me

Once again

To dance the Rain Dance

And cut half of my long hair
And burry it into the soft earth
For mourning my ancestors
The going of summer

And for Good Luck

Peter S. Quinn
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Autumn Wind Haiku

Alone open bloom
to be forgotten next day
- in the autumn wind

Peter S. Quinn
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Autumn’s Avenues

Glow: It is leave. I had a joyful time
Under the bough of the firs
In the breezing of summer songs spurs

They had its pleasure till evening
So much there to find for yourself
A song to remember till spring

Of a sweetnhess that of moments tell

My house is nhow into its own

A darkness of a drifting shore*

The moods of the yesterdays have flown
And time - a stern - is as sure as before
That shadows stay up - whiles, long to go
They wander into avenues of cornered glow
Agitatedly - till they find a new light's row

(Inspiration: Autumn Day by Rainer Maria Rilke)

* Seamen tell me, - when they see a shore in darkness, it often drifts before
their eyes, especially if there is mist out there with the darkness...

Peter S. Quinn
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Autumn's In The Air (From, Illuminating Night)

Autumn's in the air,

And days of memories;
It’s this time of year,

In all gathering unities.
Flowers are withering,

To the colors of dark;

For summer is anchoring,
Its vigor and spark.

The roads to new dreams,

In twilight now are;

And everything seems,

In a mood swing afar.

The silence are prolonged,

In travail voice foretold;
That sully moments pronged,
Before winters behold.

Autumn swings in moods,
From day to days that come;
World of different attitudes,
Standing near and solemn.
Like the summer started,
Patently now going through;
The autumn heavyhearted,
Before its hue time is due.

Peter S. Quinn
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Awake

Awake - tones of the wind,

Shine - sunbeams from the sun;
Rise up distance soldiers,

Evoke your pen with words.

Hear your thoughts in the singing,
From the singers of the woods;
Find your heart again with freshness,
Among the newborn and the brave.
Awake in green growing covers,
That heals all earthly wounds;

Rise up and speak in freedoms,
That wilderness alone is born in.
Awake - waves of the water,

That hollows the hardest of rock;
Give birth to life of endurance,
That grows with timeless futures.
Awake - tones of lasting thoughts,
Shine - tolerance of all opinions;
Rise up distance soldiers,

Evoke your pen with words.

Peter S. Quinn
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Awake - Our Dreams

There is this time and hours,

We all will come and dream;

And find the little flowers,

That seeds will give to stream.
It's deep within our own heart,
And bright like day in dawn;
From there our wisdom will start,
And all our freedom is drawn.

Oh give that dream more sun,
And playgrounds of the bright;
Let shadows be on the run,

And freedom come with its light.
Though all is still a dream,

It may never be forgotten;

For time will sometime deem,
The shallow dark and rotten.

Break down a shadowed wall,
To bring more sunshine in;
Rectitude to each man s call,
And every dark corner win.
Our hands will build and make,
Freedom to touch the sky;

And every true dream awake,
That gives us the reasons why.

Peter S. Quinn
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Awake Two And Two (From 134 Picture Poems)

awake two and two
beyond despaired need

head to head
into desired dreams

from years of asleep reality

Peter S. Quinn
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Awakening Love

awakening love
with desiring eyes

flirting thick mouth
and purple lips

holding back dark
in a smile

Peter S. Quinn
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Awakening Sky

awakening sky
touching new believes

where night
of desires

comes from
old life's lamps

Peter S. Quinn
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Awakening Sky 2

Oh sweet awakening sky
My heart awaits you
Each feeling is for the try
In the summerset blue
The flowers in bouquets
Of the past never gone
Turn me to straight ways
Till my road is done

You and I drifting

Just like the clouds high
Moods of each others lifting
As the time goes by

You have my love therein
Moments together are

Each in their turning's spin
Your twinkling eyes afar

Oh my rose to you
I'll give with my heart
Always again to renew

Till the end of life's start

Peter S. Quinn
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Awaking Your Heart

Spring is always fresh and free

When it’s in here life to give

Greenery meadows and fields to see
Awaking your heart to live
Rearranging your longing ways
Flowers in garden to look

Turning to colors from monodies grays
Flowing a stream from the brook

Changing your heart to give fire
And eyes to gaze out the window
Passion with each feeling and desire
Coming in a pleasurable show

Rain that soothes and ever changing
Carefully giving its drops

Life and emotions rearranging

From hills and mountains tree tops

Where have you been for awhile?
When there were frosty cold roses
Now is the green to green style
With plentiful color overdoses
Night is perhaps the most beautiful
When there's twilight’s blue sky
And silently moments never dull
Bringing new dawn to its high

Peter S. Quinn
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Away

Darling we have our memories
Twisted and left behind

Some with hours made free

For the folk that go on to be blind
Rain is never for the senseless
Who can't understand a word?
Or an idea coming clear fresh
Into your heart like a crying bird

Flesh to jackal and lightening

I'm surrounded by wasteland

Only to establish the one thing

Not in ease or stricture command
Perfumed of enchanted lilacs

I'm surrounded to find and establish
For when someone in gifts lacks

He will most freshness dismiss

Keep away with such a jackal
That never will give to know
Each sentence for them too tall
To give it its spark or a glow

A scarlet it leaves or volcano
No slender in combatant foam
Like any old saying will go:
Away with such fakes’ chrome

Peter S. Quinn
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Away To A Dream

Come to sleep

The hours are so dark
Dreams to keep

Thoughts to hark

Fly fly away to a dream
Reality let go

Somewhere everything seem
Floating and moving slow

A yesterday is gone

The streets are empty now
Into a dream drawn

The hours of the row

A fantasy world to be
Catching a thought drifting
The inner eyes to see

To spiritual ways uplifting

Verse

Catch the wind and sail
Into the very deep
Through strangest fairytale
Drift and thoughts to keep
Catch with wings free
Beams of sunshine new
The fantasies to be

Inside a dream with you

Come to sleep

The hours are so dark
A placeless leap

The pathways of spark
So faraway from reality
Where deep oceans are
The dreamy worlds free
Sleeping eyes afar

Bring peace to your mind
In a world of fantasy
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Leave reality behind

Mend the road of creativity
Somewhere to go tonight
Many roads to adhere
Everything is going alright
Coming through and clear

Verse

Catch the wind and sail
Into the very deep
Through strangest fairytale
Drift and thoughts to keep
Catch with wings free
Beams of sunshine new
The fantasies to be

Inside a dream with you

Peter S. Quinn
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Away To The Dreams Of Morning

Away to the dreams of morning,

I will sing to you a little song;

For I have thoughts and a yearning,
Which in my heart are strong.

The blooms of summer are falling,
With the rusty colours on;

As autumn is back calling,

Each bouquet that is now done.

All beauty does surrender,

To the withering fall and frost;
And every affection so tender,

Is until next spring gone and lost.

Away to dream that once were,

But still in memories sleep;

For flames are momentarily done here,
Though dew from each dawn still weep.

For life is tender and living,
And passions of strong and week;
Every summer is forward giving,

Assortments each love does seek.

Peter S. Quinn
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Away With Each My Longings (From My Musical, This
Is My Life)

Away with each my longings
That came right down and beside
Like a theme of new singing's
That inside my soul did hide

So much of intermediate feeling
That faces the soaring gone

And each my new path is stealing
Till everything has drift on

Spinning webs spinning sublime
Daydreams from the heart of mine
Something of some every time
Like when day's full of sunshine
Reaching to everything in dulcet
Trying to give of its awake

From the hours gone in neglect
When old fall songs were at stake

Away and drifting on free

To the moods of freshly earth

When things come new to be

In every freshness coming worth
Those days will be different from now
Showing their tinctures play

Like a thought's old glow

That I remembered in a way

Peter S. Quinn
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Awesome Delight

Awesome Delight
The little cloud,
That wanders about
Day and night.

Above the earth
For us to look at,
From life's birth
Glad and sad.

Awesome Delight
Of mist and rain,
Mysterious flight
Without our pain.

Your fallen drops
Soothe every thirst,
So all earth crops
Into bloom burst.

Awesome Delight

I wonder why,

You lose your flight
To fall and die.

Peter S. Quinn

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 557



Babe All I Want Is You

Babe all I want is you

For good times to roll along
Everything is quite blue

When you are this young

The daydreaming goes on

And anything can happen

You and I could have some fun
Don't let seriousness be trappin'

Babe few years to and fro

Life is but a playground

Just like there's now winter's snow

Our young years won't be always around
Give and take pleasure

Lets be quite good friends

There is so much treasure

When feelings together blends

Oh darling you are my everything
Please bring out the good in me

Let my heart with yours sing

Lets fly with imaginary wings free
Together into fantasy land

They'll call it just puppy love
Because they can't understand
What two young hearts are made of

Babe all I want is you

For good times to roll along
Everything is quite blue

When you are this young

The daydreaming goes on

And anything can happen

You and I could have some fun
Don't let seriousness be trappin'

(From an unnamed musical in progress. The author does much music) .
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Baby Blue Eyes

Beautiful as a rose
Lovely as a tune,

I meet you up close

In the first days of June;
Baby blue eyes

Turning on blue skies,
What have you seen?
Where have you been?

I was turned on

In the early of spring,
With the summer sun
The heart would sing:
'Love is so true

When its all new,
Sweet as the days

It longs for and plays'.

Love is like trust

That comes and goes,
Falling down star dust
That for a time glows;
Longings and beauties
Imprisons and frees,
Inside a young heart
Right from the start.

Night and young days
We must go on,

Tide's turning ways
Almost nearly done;
The garden's so young
With all what we long,
The seeds in the earth
There in their first birth.

Baby blue eyes

Beginning to glow,
After winter's goodbyes
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And old frosty snow;

I feel so lucky

With what comes to be,
Knowing new life

When the colors arrive.

Peter S. Quinn
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Baby Here I Am Still

Baby here I am still
Giving my heart away
Promises to fulfill

Till the end of a day

All is of a sudden

Way to come and go
Some may be forgotten
Before winter's glow

But I am just this

With what I ever do
Little bit of remiss

And weighty there too
Come be my dancer

In my jungle daydream

I might not be an answer
To the principle theme

You got my invitation

To draw a line in rime
Ways of your imagination
Forwarded music time
Slowly into your emotions
Drawn away from limelight
Passions in its erosions
Love’s spirit and delight

Peter S. Quinn

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 562



Baby My Heart

Baby my heart is still with you
Every night and every day

Beyond the stars and deep sea blue
I'll be there finding our way
Summer will come in colors shine
Into the dawn and the bright

Every true shading will be fine

Till there again comes the night

You and I and the blue skies

With everything outside to come
Flowery bouquets in their surprise
With what comes to us there from?
Right or wrong whatever it is
Feelings we gave from the inside
All what's here and we miss
Whenever our feelings would hide

Baby my heart feel the beat I give
Just as long as I can do so

There is this feeling worthy to live
Because its importance it'll show
Everything is leaving forever stuck
Into the drafting’s of ways

If love hasn't got it its out of luck
Forever in oblivion's dim haze

Peter S. Quinn
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Baby, Tomorrow I Wonder

Baby tomorrow I wonder
Where my thoughts shall be
Oceans afar - asunder

Where doubtful questions flee
Try not to long too much
Feelings aside those play
Controls so out of touch

Into sallow fall's ray

Maybe tomorrow will give

What got lost right now?

And we could both live

Through this torment somehow
Yesterdays don’t come back

Only their memories

What each reality lack

An instant of actuality never sees

You are still steps missing
Where I'm reaching to
Though your lips I'll be kissing
In my dreams untrue

What did drive us apart?

Was it the differences we are?
Lacking a beat from the start
Our inside feelings of war

Chorus

Maybe tomorrow will give

What got lost right now?

And we could both live

Through this torment somehow
Yesterdays don’t come back

Only their memories

What each reality lack

An instant of actuality never sees

Baby tomorrow I wonder
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Peter S. Quinn
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Back Road To Izzard

Back road to Izzard,
Going from eternity;
The end has no start,
Onset none can see.

Refrain:

Tell me where I am going,
Is the road clear to get?
No sign of here's showing,
Who we before met.

Back road in blizzard,
Futures in fraternity;
Somewhere’s a wizard,
Knowing magic's a.b.c.

Traveling in the dark,
Somewhere long the road:
A village green park,

With a dwelling abode.

Refrain:

Tell me where I am going,
Is the road clear to get?
No sign of here's showing,
Who we before met.

Back road to Izzard,
Going from eternity;
The end has no start,

Onset none can see.

Peter S. Quinn
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Bad Boy — Because

There are moments lost in my natural sky
Feeling times that are done to nothing
Every time travel there asking reasons why
Sometimes giving no answers - just bluffing
Taking my heart to pieces in each try

When I reach down to deepest of my low
Finding no answers to keep me still high
When my life is a shadow of darkish glow
Answering nothing of its reasons and why
Only time spaces between goings to fly

I 'm not a substitute for agent 007

Only awake up call to be taken seriously
I'll give you a touch of my heaven

If you are behaving mysteriously
Because I 'm a man in black

Pointing my future at you

Keeping you on the right track

Anything to get you here through

Nothing to get exited either way

Only point-blank clear for its go
Feeling pressures of a coming play
To the hours that I don’t know
Drifting by and by in their flowing

In the answers that never come
Always something either way going
To somewhere it all is from

Nothing taking a turn to more

Just a seat in the corner of dark night
Coming to nowhere in what it’s all for
Because it has lost all its flight

Nothing more to be done or said

For my decisions are staying right here
Don’t worry- be happy - stay ahead
Just agree and everything’s clear
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Nothing to get exited either way

Only point-blank clear for its go
Feeling pressures of a coming play
To the hours that I don’t know
Drifting by and by in their flowing

In the answers that never come
Always something either way going
To somewhere it all is from

Nothing taking a turn to more

Just a seat in the corner of dark night
Coming to nowhere in what it’s all for
Because it has lost all its flight

I 'm not a replacement for agent 007
Only awake up call to be taken seriously
I'll give you a touch of my heaven

If you are behaving mysteriously
Because I 'm a man in black

Pointing my future at you

Keeping you on the right track

Anything to get you here through

Nothing more to be done or said

For my decisions are staying right here
Don’t worry- be happy - stay ahead
Just agree and everything’s clear

Whenever you try - it's getting lost

Like a flight into nothing from nowhere
Feeling downsides and double-crossed
Reaching to nowhere from here to there

I m not a substitute for agent 007

Only awake up call to be taken seriously
I'll give you a touch of my heaven

If you are behaving mysteriously
Because I 'm a man in black

Pointing my future at you

Keeping you on the right track

Anything to get you here through

Because I 'm a man in black
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Pointing my future at you
Keeping you on the right track
Anything to get you through

Because I 'm the man in black

Pointing my future to go

Because I 'm the man in black

In point-blank clear to blow

(People are heard singing faraway:

“Yes he can! Yes he can! Everything is coming now clear!
Yes we can follow...” ...)

*This poem and lyric was made for this image:

Peter S. Quinn
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Balancing The Happiness

Brought in to true life love fortunate way
Balancing the happiness one surmounts
Of humanity a heartbeat that'll play

In bringing to life what matters and counts
Basketful of strawberries - such is life
That is balancing the outcome in real

You must work hard in the effort to strife
Give every reason for what you feel

Be true to purpose - meet your destiny

The roads are elongated and stretching wide
Splashing and forgetting to toll your bell
What comes by you is set out to be
Opposite adversity or loyal guide

Use wisely - let future's foretell

Peter S. Quinn
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Barbara Allen

me? gys og hazi

ég harmi stra?i

i hjarta sem var ljuft og hreint
0g a?eins ast mina ?ra?i

ofar heimi hér

uns allt var or?i? of seint

6 astin min

ég sakna ?in

og einmanakenndin mig vefur
mitt brd?arlin

enn 6hreift liggur

?vi lengur ei una? hjarta? hefur

?in kalda grof
?in eina gjof

4

a kéldum dapurlegum degi

6 astin min

?U tar min ?iggur

?vi sol ekki sér minn salar tregi

djup eru sar

i dau?um nar

ég 6rmum ei fae ?ér haldi?
min follnu tar

eru soknu?ur fra mér

og si?asta og sarasta gjaldi?

Peter S. Quinn
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Basilfra?i Mani

blasilfra?i mani

sem um himininn fer?
og fjarlaegist

dagsins brun

ert saklaus sem lifi?
sem sofandi ?U sér?
er svartneettis néttin
brei?ist yfir tun

0 glit ?in eru

sem gylltar éskir

a gbngu sinni

um ora?na drauminn
?in kringldtta asynd
er aldrei kyrr

sem kenni leiti

sem fer um himininn

Peter S. Quinn
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Be

Be in love a little while

All is coming easy

Bring in hope with little style
Moments are quite breezy

Frequent love to remember
Closely beyond the reaching
Autumn song from September
Little by little bleaching

Bring in nothing but flowers
Rooted from the inside
Morning may come in showers
Every thought to hide

Understand what and why
If your love is not accepted
You at least gave it your try
Perhaps not your fault

To be rejected

Peter S. Quinn
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Be A Believer

Be a believer

for love is all,

truth its receiver
and last call.

What do you know?
Is there a reason?
Where do you go,
after this season?

Be and awake
love in your heart,
for it shall make
days new start.
All of its glow

in its own way,
seeds that grow
up to new day.

Be an advocate
for all its peace,
life is a debate
in eternal seas.
What do we see?
Is it the truth?
For life is a tree,
of eternal youth.

Peter S. Quinn
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Be A Light

I shall be a light

and so shall you
golden glow so bright
each hour to renew

Each day becomes night

in beautiful glow

then comes morning bright
in waking up slow

I shall be the night

with starry glisten on
faraway golden sight

till all the stars are gone

and so shall you

become a star of shine

fill every night too

with glowing that's so fine

And both we bliss the sky
with our tender torch
reach to afar and high
with all our giving much

Like lamp we both are
the life beat in our heart

shining on like a bright star
to love and to afar

Peter S. Quinn

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 575



Be A Pilot And Fly

Be a pilot and fly
Everything goes
Tomorrow its sky

For your future glows

Be a pilot and go
Into the afar

For life is a glow
From your star

Be a pilot and reach
On to the day

Learn and teach

That comes your way

Be a pilot and feel
Clouds going by
Dreams can be real
In opening sky

Be a pilot and give
What you have done
So other might live
To carry it on

Be a pilot and dream
Of tomorrow’s sky
For life is a stream

Of visions and try

For life is a stream
Of visions going by

Peter S. Quinn
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Be Close And Reach Out (From, To Oscar Act 4)

Everywhere you go

There are dreams so unreal
To letting you know

How you not ordinarily feel
Give a touch and flow

To a heart of longing

You will someday grow
Into times of singing

Our life is everywhere
Strong and easy giving
Past and futures there
Inside each ones living
Feelings saying goodbye
Filling the air with waiting
The coming morning sky
With its new debating

Be close and reach out
With your heart and reason
Love is what it’s all about
Each and every season

The days are going by

With so much for anyone to say
Every cast and every try

Shall be set to day

Reaching to the moments on
Believing is just being

Happy ends are never done
The futures are for seeing

They are perhaps still too far
To reach with any conclusion

But time is like a lucky star
With a heart beat as its fusion

Be close and reach out
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With your heart and reason
Love is what it’s all about
Each and every season

Everywhere you go

There are dreams so unreal
To letting you know

How you not ordinarily feel
Give a touch and flow

To a heart of longing

You will someday grow
Into times of singing

Be close and reach out

Peter S. Quinn
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Be Different To It All (From, Poet On Www)

There you are still standing
Trying to reach - expand
Give and understand

To be different to it all

There you are still standing
Feeling abused - guilty
All those thoughts so faulty
Nothing to hide the fall

But you have it inside
What it should all be worth
Now it's time to let it go

Rise about your vision
Make the moments come
One by one - show their face

There you are still standing
Trying to make a decision
What you can - what will be
Which suspicions you can see

You'll learn to reach and find
Every day to be different

Give your heart some struggle
There's no need for a juggle

For you have it inside
What it should all be worth
Now it's time to let'em know

Rise about our vision
Make the moments come
One by one - show your face

Giving it lose or use it completely up

All is there behind or in front of you
Clench it through - try everything out
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There is a day after tomorrow too!

And if you lose yourself in the hours
They are going to tick through the day
Don't be taken into debts of your egos
For they'll run across your skin like clay

There you are still standing
Trying to reach - expand
Give and understand

Be different to it all

Peter S. Quinn
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Be Happy And Dance (From, Occasional Songs)

Be happy and dance,

For the songs're coming;
Make a life - take a chance,
All the future is blooming.
Let the sunshine there be,
On the sky that's quite blue;
There is much prosperity,

In things that we can do.

I've gone the lonely road,
Many years before;

Carried on with my load,
Through the times and war.
Standing I'm though still,
Trying as much as I can;

All my wishes to fulfill,

What I may in draft and plan.

Be happy and advance,

To the future of the ways;
Life is fulfillments enhance,
Never the same to amaze.
Standing here I'll be brave,
For every moment's try;

For man's self is concave,
Reaching goal with birds eye.

Peter S. Quinn
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Be Here To Love Me - Just A Little Song

Be here to love me
And give me my turn

I only want to be free
To love and to yearn
Out there being lonely
Somewhere to go on
Wishes for dreams only
Until the days are gone

Be here to give ‘em too
Dreams that never come
Inside here to renew
Where feelings are from
Roots of their daytrip’s
Of an on going reasons
To get with today's grip
In each kind of seasons

Be not for too long

To understand wishes
There’'ll be a new song
Ruins of rustic kisses

No time to be too slow
Whiles are almost done
Setting the moods on low
To carry the darkness on

To carry the darkness on...

Peter S. Quinn
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Be Like Forever

We must stand together
In reasons to love

Be like forever

Like the clouds above
Don’t break a heart

If it’s for you

Give it its start

Fresh try out and true

You can not leave
Distances dying

Or give much grieve

When your are flying
Through the clear air

A sun shining day

Here there and everywhere
Drifting to the faraway

We must go on always
Giving our own

Open up to our forays
Colorful to monotone
Riding the waves
Through to new expose
Longings that craves
As the distance grows

Refrain

We must stand together
In reasons to love

Be like forever

Like the clouds above
Go through the altitude
Beyond the sky
Everything’s infinitude
If deepness you'll try

Be like forever — yeah baby don't cry!
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Peter S. Quinn
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Be Like Morning - Sonnet

Love should be like morning in tenderness flow
If you say in honesty you love me

Like daybreak to the rising in its goal go

That flickers on in its fire in sparks free

Love should be good friend and to get along
With every helping feeling saying it's true
Timeless conquered singing in its song

That puffs up like a smoke onto the far blue

You are what the night gives in your love
Drifting all passion that keeps coming on

Life is but a rain cloud or sunshine above

That with its time is trying before it's gone

Love me tender in your hearts crowded on space
We are both feelings and touches of its ways

Peter S. Quinn
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Be My Friend

Be my friend

And let me live forever
Everything to comprehend
And losing it for never

Love is at no end

If you give me this dream
With so much of ours to mend
In our own worthy esteem

Be my little love

Bring it all the best for this

Like eternal sun above

In its waking morning bliss

Bring me some peace of mind

Let me have my need

Lease those other thoughts behind
Just between love lines read

Be my only everything

In those hours that are coming
Let us both again sing

While breeze keeps on strumming
All T ask of you is love

Feelings that are clearly so

With this much to give of

Before its time again to go

Peter S. Quinn
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Be Of Love And Eyes

Be of love and eyes

Like the morning new
That into daybreak flies
Becomes something to you
Perhaps only careful

Its love is everything

From hours of the dull

Till they to you'll sing

A trifle less is this

When beyond is very afar
Like somewhere in dim bliss
Or lost with distant star

Be close and remember

Not everything is frequent
Love dices you like amber
And gives less as sequent

Anguish is with most
Forever in its starting
Problems entirely compost
In many views comparting
Sizelessly understanding
Opened to every why
Some even commanding
After each failed on try

*E.E. Cummings wrote about, “sizelessly sunlight” - as many others have
undoubtedly done...; so why not write about “sizelessly understanding” ...; -)

Peter S. Quinn
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Be The Anchorman (From, ‘rockstar’)

I want it so and so - more of this
There is so much to like

What ever comes - what ever is
From nowhere it seems to strike

Rain may fall and keep you wet

Or a wintry storm be outside

You may know little - or the alphabet
Play the piano and do the stride

But whatever it is never mind

All's for nothing if you have no plan

Don't be losing or left behind

Come to your senses - be the anchorman!
Fill up all this empty space

Become something - very important
There are so many different ways

Never be afraid for an improvement

I want it so and so - to be assure

Secure my stature for the time to come

Be more professional - not an amateur
Having the vibe to show your stardom
Sunshine may shine and rain may fall

Earth may be turning - tumbling and turning
I have my destiny - I have a call

Every inch of my body is burning

But whatever it is never mind
All's for nothing if you have no plan
Don't be losing or left behind

Come to your senses - be the anchorman!

Peter S. Quinn
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Be The Anchorman (From, Poet On Www)

I want it so and so - more of this,
There is so much to like;

What ever comes - what ever is,
From nowhere it seems to strike.

Rain may fall and keep you wet,

Or a wintry storm be outside;

You may know little - or the alphabet,
Play the piano or do the stride.

But whatever it is - never mind,

All's for nothing if you have no plan;
Don't be losing or left behind,

Come to your senses be the anchorman.
Fill up all this empty space,

Become something - very important;
There are so many different ways,
Never be afraid for an improvement.

I want it so and so - to be assure,
Secure my stature for the time to come;
Be more professional not an amateur,
Having the vibes to show my stardom.
Sunshine may shine and rain may fall,
Earth may be forevermore turning;

I have my destiny I have a call,

Every inch of my body is burning.

But whatever it is - never mind,
All's for nothing if you have no plan;
Don't be losing or left behind,

Come to your senses be the anchorman.

Peter S. Quinn
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Be What You Are

Whoever cinders of an ‘acanthi’ heart

To fill swelling ingathering of space

Must from its own erasing even start
Distinguishes between absence own ways

In the woven buried endures image

By oblivion entombed permanent while

Where the avail of passed on is scrimmage

Not its thoughtlessness haughty self praised style

A struggle without endurance is of doubt
There’s nothing to keep the houseflies away
Anarchical ship sails just through meekness
Dash during dark space is what it's about
Keep not the dissensions to see clear day
Be what you are though - it's becoming less

Peter S. Quinn
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Beam To Me A Spot

Beam to me a spot - so long time ago

With painted stories that aren't often told

That only pallet of colors still know

Though later through the moments shall get old
Somewhere in the sky of written words

Where stories come in shapeless black-drowned
And my thoughts are like the off gone flying birds
I have now in my empathy out gowned

Yellowing spread of memories leaves

The abysmally ripples of your saying

Those now sound to my essence fixed and strange
Yours many thoughts - like finger spreads cleaves
That in my heart of yesterday was playing

Like drops to the aquatic - dry will change

Peter S. Quinn
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Beat To Everywhere

Listen to my heart
In its beating today
Tick tack a start

In a pounding's way

Life came along
In its life and glow
A beautiful song
Love's still to know

Everything is turning
Into goings afar

Life its flick burning
Love of peace and war

Across the open sea
Blow blow time here
My heart inside of me
Is a beat to everywhere
Nothing is for new
Moments in their turn
Love is up to you

And what it must learn

Nothing's forever

Some are times to go
But we are here together
In its fire glow

Low on till its high
Fields of time come
Together till we die
Only moment's blossom

Across the open sea
Blow blow time here
My heart inside of me
Is a beat to everywhere
Nothing is for new
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Moments in their turn
Love is up to you
And what it must learn

Listen to your heart
In its beating today
Listen to your heart
In its beating today
Listen to your heart
In its beating today

It's a beat to everywhere
It's a beat to everywhere

It's a beat to everywhere

Love is up to you
And what it must learn

Peter S. Quinn
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Beats Of Hope

Now let me come

To your heart

With dreams

I have in my day

All future is there

From its start

Love that is inside

Each new play

And give

Of their many treasures
Something to declare
And to call

For each intellect

And its pleasures

Every summer and winter
For all

Yes let me be

The beat of the new
Steadfastly on

In each new going

Be something

Of a moment for you
Like summer memories
Still glowing

All is a dream

From the days of old
That once were here
For spring

Now are memories

In winter's cold

But still

With my beating heart sing

Now let me with you
To futures go

Finding again

Life's blossoming way
Be not memory
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But a growing glow
That meets new sunshine
In its ray

For life is growth

And building more
From days of gone
And giving a found
Each day and hour
To a hope's shore
From the beats of life
That go around

Peter S. Quinn
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Beautiful Autumn

Beautiful autumn
Before night's winter fall
Slowly with its strum

In frosty nights call

The dreams of darkish play
From evenings in the night
Each winter’s icily play
In lost longing's flight

Beautiful yellow red

Leaves of the falling decay
Each peeling blossom bed
That gives the night its day

Their garden going to brown
When life is in its sleep
Like evening in winters gown
In tinctures not to keep

Beautiful dreams going
Flowing the last of autumn
With all its golden glowing
And drowning of river’s hum

The dreams of the cloudy sky
In days of the fallen leaves
Questions to ask for why

The world is of smile and greaves

Peter S. Quinn
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Beautiful Child

Beautiful beautiful child

Give me a wonderful Christmas day
What can I ask for more

In my daily tasks and pray

May your star shine bright on us all

And we've those wonderful snowy flakes
What can we ask for more

On a wonderful Christmas day

There are candles to be lighten
And presents to have and give
May your holidays be up brighten
And the spirit of Christmas live
And those that are lonely still
May they take part and deploy

In their hearts to be fulfill

With the promises of Christ’s joy

Lets be merry and deck the halls
And give true love what it takes
What can we all ask for more

On a wonderful Christmas day
Beautiful beautiful child

Give me a wonderful Christmas day
What can I ask for more

In my daily tasks and pray

Peter S. Quinn
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Beautiful Daydream (From, Lead Sheets In July 2008)

Beautiful daydream
Everything is flowing
Like the river stream
Every mood is going
Lights in the faraway
Dark in the horizon
Love songs in sky play
Carrying my heart on

Wistful hour thinking

Early in the morning

Like new dewdrops blinking
Full of early yearning
Peaceful with the sunlight
In the darkish leaving

A new day taking flight

Full in instance briefing

Running here now through
Daydreams once shining
Both for me and for you
In their silver lining

Our yesterdays are old

Like sparkling autumn song
Those leaves paling hold
That you sometimes long
Love is a beautiful daydream
Giving and touching much
Like the early hours beam
Everything wishful to touch

Running here now through
Daydreams once shining
Both for me and for you

In their silver lining

Peter S. Quinn
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Beautiful Dreamer

Beautiful dreamer

Bring in your mind game
Yesterday’s news demur
Had its burning red flame
Love is a love to begun
Reaching its true destiny
Feeling like walk on the run
Giving true wanderings free

Love song of each hope
Taking and falling apart

Going up like cloud strophe
Into the beat and the heart
Where love is wandering away
To all the trials here alone
Morning comes after this day
Reaching a new different tone

Beautiful women and men
Knowing their true song style
Feeling their wings again
Those’ve been flightless awhile
New is its heart in the breeze
Glowing in fulsome shadows
Within everyone's peace

As every tide comes and goes

Peter S. Quinn
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Beautiful Evening Comes (From,

Beautiful evening comes,

In sweet rendezvous melody;
Like the silvery amalgames,
With it's wings so playfully.
Daybreak in orange grove,

In the blue blossomy;

That comes for a night glow,
And late hours so bonny.

Where can a brownie be,
That loves a glitter bloom;
And flies a round a tree,
Like summer's little groom.
Heart as gold at daybreak,
When the fairies all fly in;
Newborn in morning wake,
With their little fluffy spin.

Then starts the new singing,
For what was quiet and still;
The fiery light is clinging,
Over the sleepy drown hill.
Come closer you new day,
With breeze there roundabout;
Amid rose bay in the way,
Taking away the nights doubt.

Peter S. Quinn
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Beautiful Freedom (From, Spring Come Come)

Beautiful freedom come and gives a go

In with life's prospect from flowering do
Feeling of satin soft in here with you

Giving jade foliage and melting the snow
Magnificent daydream along spring's row
Embracing rain falling reviving the new

The skies of night now in with dawn's of blue
Rose colors blossoms are coming here now

Around every branch the greenery grows
Summer beginning to show many lays

Light of the air and the colors of sea

Feelings of love that moment only knows

That comes to these hours with budding grace
To give of its beauty to you and me

Peter S. Quinn
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Beautiful Good Night

Beautiful good night
Your hour is into sleeping
Lost in a dreamy flight
Each my wonder keeping

Hours of the good night
Lost in wishes wings
Until the morning light
Again with birds sings

Everything is so easy
In those forgotten places
Outside the wind “s breezy

In winter icicle laces

Peter S. Quinn
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Beautiful Hours

Beautiful hours

One by one they glow
Like winter flowers

In a new morning snow
Days onto night

Just like lives go on
Glow lost in flight

And then it's all gone

Day and its night

All for its clear beauty
Dark hour light
Flickering on so free
Light dreams for a heart
On its night play
Thoughts that depart
On a rising day

Beautiful deep

Stars that shine on

Dreams to keep

When these hours are gone
All that is done

Departing to memories
Flowing, going on and on
The winter breeze

Peter S. Quinn
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Beautiful Is True Love

Beautiful is true love

With all its inside flame
Dream drifts like clouds above
Never returning the same

All is true of inside this

Day and night in its glowing
Heart of a beat and its bliss
To affection of love going

Moments in reality like still
Sunset days to new directions
You and I forever to fulfill
True worship and its affections
Our life in its consciousness
Like light and dark in rising
Times of giving new caress

In all its mode and surprising

Peter S. Quinn
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Beautiful Love (From, Myspace)

Beautiful love

Never let it go away
If it is much of
Reality that you say
Then give it to me
Every word that's true
So the rest shall be
Something through

Every hour is waiting

For truth to come in

With its debating

For yours to win
Sometimes it's a mystery
What one has to do

To chance ways of history
And find courses for new

Though truth is of truth

There are many turning ways

In eternally living youth

That comes each time and plays
Beautiful summer

Is now outside here

Make it not a latecomer

For summer of love everywhere

Peter S. Quinn
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Beautiful Night

Beautiful night

Come here and be
With your faraway light
My eyes can see

On distances road
Where destiny is

And life with its load
And heart full of bliss

Misty full dark

In wonderments glow
Show me your spark
Before I go

On to the deep

Of dreams that are near
And gates keep

Still what's not here

Oh beautiful way

To the starry high
Tomorrow comes new day
And your dreams will die
Put let me still ponder

As the times go by

Yes let me still wonder
About timeless starry sky

Peter S. Quinn
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Beautiful Softness

Love is in the air

Though summertime's long gone
Softness here and there

Keeps my heart moving on

Life is like a coffee cup

Drink and taste its bitter

Losing what is down or up

But I have never been a quitter

Mornings I think about you
And how we used to be

As the day moves on through
In its ways and aberrancy

Love was once the two of us
And its happiness around

Now it's gone in a double-cross
Somewhere else now found

Refrain

Afternoons are closing by
Moments of bright and dark

Red horizon in the sky
Daydreams in vividness spark
You and I had it all

So much of right and wrong

Now time moves like a cannonball
Turning aside its sing-along

Love is in the dark

Nothing is clear aside

We to other actions embark
As we our loneliness hide
Life is like a coffee cup
Drink and taste its bitter
Mornings of future sunup
Finding its brightness glitter

Refrain
Afternoons are closing by
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Moments of bright and dark...

Peter S. Quinn
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Beautiful Stranger

Beautiful stranger

Be everything of love
Dreams far that lie

In the clouds here above
Wishful and laughing
Never to befall
Inspirations talking

With its freedom all

Take it easy with me

Let me come and stay

Love is for a freedom

In its every way

Something from the passing
Into its new dream

Love that falters never

In its time and stream

Beautiful and on going
That shall come all here
No time for dying

In its heart to share
Love in every arrow
High to cross the sun
Giving from its motion
Never away to run

You and I so real
Finding our own way
That is more and more
Every coming new day
Moving much too fast
Love that’s here living
Our touches to take
With what time is giving

Peter S. Quinn
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Beauty Is Everywhere

Beauty is everywhere
From distances to near

As sun rises to the air
Motorcars the wheels steer

Somewhere some else is found

Of beauties one day look

And as day to night goes round

A photo perhaps its instant took

Beauty is here and there
On roads to fates ahead
And if you take of it care
It never becomes quite dead

It'll live on in memories past
Give of its moments again
From earth - its pearly dust
Shall never be lost in vain

Beauty of you and me

Like a love in its flowing song
Forever to become free

And inside for evermore to long

Like stars that are shining bright
Bringing their flickering flame
Through day and through night

And never to carry the same

Peter S. Quinn
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Beauty Of This World

Beauty of this world is not forever

It comes like spring - fullest of its days
Playful feeling like wind that never stays

A breeze in treetops inspiring clever

Each foliage way or precious stones from
Blossoms of seasons in tinctures free

The harp of summer that beauties shall strum
Come to gatherer a bouquet - a tree

Like a light of gold in the fulsome air

With plenty of substances for daybreak

The astounding forms of mysterious found
Feelings with touch in closeness quite near
For tempers of the spirit to uptake

When each to each is closely tied and bound

Peter S. Quinn

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 611



Because (From, Lost Song Poams)

Because the stars all move,

I'll love you for eternity;
Because I need to reprove,
What love means just for me.
The night is young for both,
With feeling that touch and fly;
With love I've taken my oath,
Never to say again goodbye.

Because the night is young,

In its ever eternal ocean;
Because of touch thereamong,
That erodes each emotion.

The night becomes of dawn,
That brightens the darkest sea;
Let bygone be of bygone,

And set your love again free.

Remember all the days gone,
With love like autumn shade;
We carry this all with us on,
For a feeling can never evade.
The night that comes to fall,
With withering torch of time;
For the night is night to all,
That's past its blooming prime.

Peter S. Quinn
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Because I Love (From 'Meet The Moments')

I have found each new love because I love
And it's going on and on from my inside
Comes and goes like drifting clouds above
And someday in darkness it must hide
Bouquets of feelings because I love you
With every reason and probably not
Footsteps of passages to come and renew
Anything drifting from inside the lot

You and I always living on its fire

Finding its cold that adjusts every time
Like depth of the ocean always changing
My heart for you in its fullest desire
Though winter's glowing in icily cold rime
We with each tide are always rearranging

Peter S. Quinn
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Because I Love You

Because I love you

In so many ways

And because I need you
Through the hours and days
All the sunshine there is
Through our deep emotions
With its many colorful bliss
And its life's erosions

Because of everything

That in my heart is to keep
Because of this I'll sing
Through the ways - so deep
Every day going through
With their moments to hold
And the beats that are true
When their secrets unfold

Because I love you

I shall always be clear

Like the sky above blue

And try to have you with me here
Nothing unties us apart

If we have something to go
Cause it's you and my heart

That those feelings know

Peter S. Quinn
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Because I Love You

My heart of passion is like a flying wing
That goes from loving and not to loving
Like the pearls on a sunshine glowing string
Each is of beat to beat of fervor showing

So much there in for a darkish profound
With promises of a new tomorrow

Both which is fresh and what comes around
In each their much gladness and its sorrow

Maybe my heart will make it one day alright
And find the love that is still there missing
In the rays of all the footsteps going through
I shall search for its heartbeat in the light
Those future days of bright fires are kissing

Try to find its passion - because I love you

Peter S. Quinn
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Because I Love You, Sonnet

Because I love you I love you more still

In the falling footsteps that go to future
From all those waiting that our dreams fulfill
Till end of time and each unlike suture

This love is here because we always love
Like cloudlets drift in their never ending
With the blue sky and sunshine far above
In all its way and futures blending

Maybe this moment will make more freshly dreams
In love of days like circularity balls

With every beat that touches there on

For love in love in dreams sometimes seems

In rising high with all its giving calls

Until those beats in our hearts are again gone

Peter S. Quinn

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 616



Because You Are (From Album, Like Love Is True)

Because you are to me everything

I am here still to give

Because you to my heart still sing

I'll reach my goal and live

Every promise shall become someday
Full of sunshine in the sky

Clear the mists of yesteryears away
Reaching wonders that are high

Give me something for a moment's while
Love that is near and much like this
Filling my thoughts with its versatile

A smiling face and the truest kiss

Because you are to me everything

Like moon and the stars where they play
The pearls on heaven's nightly string
That twinkles in sights so faraway

Every promise shall become someday
Full of sunshine in the sky

Clear the mists of yesteryears away
Reaching wonders wherever they lie

Peter S. Quinn
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Become The Air (From, Poet On Www)

Fly, fly, to sky become the air!
For a day is darkening out.
You cannot hide a love that's fair,
That is what it's all about:

To enjoy and talk it out!

The moments are often too dull,
With silence to go between.

The breath of loneliness is full,
For in darkness some have been
Going the minutes between.

Come here to play and find the truth,
Of speaking and of weighing.

It is as much the inside youth,
As like the words you are saying,
Each time words you are weighing.

Peter S. Quinn
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Before It's All Lost

Soft is my heart like the wind blows
Reach a feeling of touch and more
Everything comes as it all too goes
Reaching days for what it is for

Life is a going and a turning ways
Giving its spin a gaze awhile

So many hours in moments and days
Each the embroidery of its own style

Love songs to feel light years away
Goals to teach and make into new
Something for love that awakes the day
Giving the clouds or making sky blue

Promises living and touching us all
Something in the making or broken to dust
Seasons coming to us making their call
Everything that turns before it’s lost
Everything that turns before it’s all lost

Promises living and touching us all
Something in the making or broken to dust
Seasons coming to us making their call
Everything that turns before it’s lost
Everything that turns before it’s all lost

Love songs to feel light years away
Goals to teach and make into new
Something for love that awakes the day
Giving the clouds or making sky blue

Time is taking footsteps

To forgotten rows

Feelings from our heart

With times to time goes
Everything is filled

With dreams of forgotten places
That once in the times filled
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Us with their graces

***Made for this picture:

Peter S. Quinn
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Before Love Was Our

Before love was our to go on and live by

With a new morning wavered through the streets
Nothing mattered in its coming of treats

Because our day was young in the new sky

The rooms of houses full of coloring shadell
With the tunnels of dreams that we once found
Each hour to our love infinity made

With pleasures and questions coming around

Darkness from gardens still empty of sorrow
For nothing had been abandoned or decayed
We had our futures fresh in tomorrow
Everything in first steps further on made
Love that belongs to plentiful of spring
Holding together beauty in pearly string

Peter S. Quinn
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Before Morning Rises, Or ...

These thoughts out of its stillborn time and sails
Of freshness flowing to shake on my soul

The vigor of its blood in living nails

That cannot still remain in wrenching role

Like the smoking wick at a keenly sight

Of something that turned in sleep astray

With thoughts or longings from deep under night
Before morning rises in flicker play

Whatever stands to arrive here or die?

With the runs on, from the voyage of a dream
Every glory step and turning high

Where shadows in dancing too glary seem
The mounted of time and its eternity

That comes to the stands to give and be

Peter S. Quinn
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Before The Moon Comes Up

Before the moon comes up

On to the endless sea

And the day pounding will stop
To become in dreams free
When every blue is a blue

On to the deep of time

And going with darkness thru
To reach out to dim's prime

Before the moon comes up

In mystical ways of dark
Reaching its way to the top
Where stars belong and spark
In its endless time and space
That no one really knows
Where the night is like the days
That turns time and goes

Before the moon comes up

And night is once more awake

In the dreams beyond worship
That fantasies alone ache

Where day is nhowhere found

In those shimmering threads

Of faraway Milky Way battleground
With night sky as its wingspreads

Peter S. Quinn
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Before The Night

Before the night

When dreams come through
Love's at sight

Just me and you

And everything that's turning
Echoes in the far

Touches of its yearning

To a bright star

Before the night

In cold of day

And the winter light

With flickering some play
All that is within

Darlings of the glowing
Taking a new spin

Before it's all going

Before the night

When light's aflame

And your heart's alright
But never the same

For soon there is dark

In dancing shadows

Fire of burn and spark
And all its fairytale glows

Peter S. Quinn
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Before We Forget

I want to show you this
What love is

In days and dreams of night
When love is look to look

Thru windows brightness flight
As evening the hours took

In ash impeccable fire

That carries me to you

When everything is in its desire
Sweet tender while and blue
In everything of aromas

And torches to morning bright
Each hour the look actualizes
Till there is dim twinkling night
In touches of crystal moon
And wings in the morning soon

Well now

There is little by little

And contacts of loving free
Their fragrance is so brittle
And so are the fires to be

That suddenly
Bursts like a sunrise
In promises not-forget-thee

The wind is on window morning
For the day is not yet spring
Each love is a sweetness yearning
As hours to evening sing

And playfully love roots to shore
Where the heart has its play
Bouquets set out for still more
Aroma remember its amour way
Let nothing be in its own still

If the roots are set off like wings
For desiring minutes to fulfill
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When love remembers and sings

But

Each day

Is still an hour

Of fulfillment and destiny to feel
The moments of days are a flower
Where nothing of love is real

Each touch extinguested misplaced
In instantaneous implacable peak
And moments to seek backspaced
When heart is with beat so weak
Roots that were set out to live
Now are for modest remembered
For nothing in love they would give
And only for moment adventured

Peter S. Quinn
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Beginning Of New Spring

Beginning of new spring

Is a chant sweet of everything
Of the green in glowing gold
When earth summers unfold
Every stream river's play

In a fresh waves that won't stay
When tomorrow shall bring
Fresh scent of early spring

Every hour of love

With the cloudlets far above

When the haze is sifting high

Thru the morning of dawn’s sky
Ready to the day’s awake

From the cold and yearning’s ache
As its mood grows in a trance

Full with breezes and fragrance

March closure to new April
When green becomes the hill
Every hour of longings true
Pleasures moments going thru
As the day in night glows

And the blossoms all grows
Filling pleasures moments high
On the earth and blue sky

Peter S. Quinn
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Beginning Time (From,134 Picture Poems)

beginning time
things and moment
to share

today is life
new in dawn

strong open
and trouble free

Peter S. Quinn
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Behind Is Everywhere (From, Spring Come Come)

Day and night is flowing

Inside here with me

Through the times locked going
Behind is everywhere

There is what I needed

Making it to the shadows
Everything - you read it
Before, from your eye goes

Lost there on the highway

With so many songbirds

Passing on life wandering ways
On to some old roads dirt

You have given everything

With the singings that’s behind
Nothing more through air to bring
What of is left in absent mind

Yesterdays were always

Full of its city starlight falls
Frilling up dirty ashtrays
Against some figured walls
Road is left for nothing
Circling around this freeway
Time to ages is bluffing

To the traveling homeward lay

Peter S. Quinn
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Behind Open Dusk

Behind open dusk
The truth dwindles

Towards the life
Of gentle years

Like today
Fading sky
Bleaches steps

slowly

Peter S. Quinn
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Behind The Streets Of Time (From, Poet On Www)

Behind the streets of time,
Hours never stop flowing;
The growing trees in climb,
Their age are now showing.
Hiding faces there falling on,
Creating erasion of a vision;
Before too long day's gone,
Into the twilight's precision.

Erasing the light creations,
In clouds that are drifting by;
Black electrifies abductions,
In the evening dimish sky.
Till morn hangs over roofs,
Downpour of glowing black;
Star spots and many spoofs,
Returning the sunshine back.

Behind the slowly minutes,
Never the same hour face;
Dawn together aggregates,

In the coloring aerospace

What has a man then seen?

In a nocturnal dreaming past;
Where have the thoughts been,
While the body lay bedfast.

Peter S. Quinn
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Behind This Street

Behind this street of somewhere to go
Is another backyard for you waiting
To another heart and a beat to slow
Through the times of stories debating

With its love in sleep and waking between
Through steps to another street somewhere
Where all the little boys and girls may be seen
Joyfully playing games from here to there

Each story with explanations to an end
From the corners where another street will start
And people meeting each other to befriend

From angles of their own trustworthy heart

Where another page shall be written more on
With the notebooks from street memories gone

Peter S. Quinn
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Behold The Very Fine - Of Love

Behold the very fine

That comes to give its made
A read between a line

Of every love’s grade

A day of night and dreams
Those give an affluent way
The touching inside streams
That with a heart might play

So much is returned here
And given with feeling's fire
It seems so in mind near
Of every its desire

The written words you give
And ask for even more
For if we them can live
We have something in store

Of love that's not unreal

But something that emerges true
That is of the means we feel

To be there and always new

We must so give and take
That we do it truly believe
And inside the imagining awake

That we might there conceive

Peter S. Quinn
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Belgacom Up Up Towers

Belgacom up up towers
Thru the open sky

Mirror glass empowers

To reach tomorrow’s high
Every hour in waking

Thru the life below
Telecommunications making
In their goals go

Yesteryears were different
Within other ways

Now it’s steel glass bent
With the sunshine days
Clear up on and going
Gathering futures revere
In all its glassy glowing
Thru its day and year

Dreams of fresh prospect
Giving more of hope

With innovative intellect
And holding to strong rope
Inside their days of living
More to offer to new
Together to future giving
Making dreams come true

Peter S. Quinn
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Believe In Love

Believe in love
There is nothing else
Like sunshine above
It has its spells

Like a glow in a play
From morning bright
It's a heart's way
Through dark and night

Believe its touch

It's like a melody
Simple and not much
But for eternity

Like bouquet beautiful
Its colors and shade
Never of moment’s dull

If it's truly made

Peter S. Quinn
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Believe In The Days Ahead (From Album, Like Love Is
True)

Believe in the days ahead

Filling the moments gone

The argues of everything's dead
Feelings locked down and done
Keep every new day to sing
Filling hearts with better outlook
Settling down to something
What the winter away took

Let's climb up a higher hill

Finding the cloths of the green
Moments of futures to fulfill

And everything there between
Summersets are yet to come
Numberless hours to find and fill
Where everything blossoming is from
Making each morning a thrill

Give every new step's walk

Into the unknown spring thrust
There are lots and lots of talk
How to behave and adjust

Let's not get into little details
Just let it all happening again
There are finding at each trails
Clearing the lost ounces regimen

Take another step to tomorrow
Bring each ones loneliness down
Nowhere around is how sorrow
Only the happiness in town
Move above ribbons of rain

Feel the new closeness to spring
Take away the dark numb pain
Talk to the morning and sing

Each day is coming in its glory
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Finding the beauty that's coming
Much is in earth's seedlings story
Raising the saplings and summing
What once was here is all undone
Nowhere around its coldness strands
Now is the time of golden twine sun
Joining together people in hands

Let's not now think of an empty room
With darkness bed of snow

With every bottomless winter's gloom
Coming in cold and dim glow

Every dark night in bluish moon

With some of its deep mystery

Are moment's months ahead of June
Love songs to come so passionately

Prurience plays go sometimes rough
Deep from the heart where it's taught
Ways of some are in its own bluff
Making no guarantee of what it ought
Something of new could again teach
Filling new thoughts of sure what's true
Harder to master even to reach

All is in the distances of me and you

Believe when I say you must now sing
Start just over to want so much
Everything to offer is in its new traveling
Reach in darkness that's now out of touch
You have the strings to match wholly
Letting old stories from you leave

You can let it come or pass solely

End of days stories into its weave

Everything is coming into rose's bed
Feelings of sorrow has now all left

Just days tomorrow and days ahead
Bring into the past all darkness bereft
Feelings so easy of something now new
Filling the dust of time and the old
Instead of newly tunes going through
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As days into clean fragrances unfold

Peter S. Quinn
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Believe In Your Destiny

Believe in your destiny

It's full of everything you love
Dreams that might become free
Full magical moods there of

It's a way of your own day
Making it clear and bright

As every temperament play
From your onward own flight

Those yesterdays weren'’t that clear
But now there is all tomorrow

With your own oars to steer

Flows of the waves that borrow

In green fields of happiness

And everything in it to be trueld
With your own destiny caress

On to the heaven of the blue

Believe in all that’s beautiful
Sky of the far and the deep
Never let those colors be dull
They are yours forever to keep
It's a way of your own day
That you can reach to and try
There need not be any of gray
To reach your own goal and fly

Peter S. Quinn
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Bella Air

Bella Air,

Bella Air,

With your beautiful hair,
Of golden color so fine
And of stars and sunshine.

Bella Air,

Bella Air,

Through the days and the year
You are everywhere,

With those eyes that shine
You are mine.

You are mine.

Like the waves on the seas,
And the wind in the trees,
You are mine.

I have waited so long,
Just to sing you this song:
Bella Air.

And then when the night
Turns out the light,

And you are out of
Reach and sight,

I still think of you always
My beautiful Bella Air.

(This song is available from SibeliusMusic)

Peter S. Quinn
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Bend And Break (From, The River Sings On)

You are in the light,

When in the morn you wake;
Lost your dream's flight,

In the new daybreak.

Don't you suffocate,

When you meet reality;
Simple means and complicate,
From the mere absurdity.

You are on the go,

With the morning bright;
Going to and fro,

Till you make things right.
Meetings on the other side,
Will have to wait again;
You need to set astride,
What reality might enchain.

This old world has its look,
Waiting for a new life;

You might bend its hook,

If you work and strife.

Meet again the morning,
When you wake up fresh;
Longings from night yearning,
Will be faced with less.

Peter S. Quinn
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Beneath The Nightfall Moon

Beneath the nightfall moon,
The autumn's beauty is in;
Approach of winter's dragoon,
Is near to my goose-skin.

A day now darkens soon,
With all its worldly chagrin;
But love songs are immune,
To the wet and cold yin.

Beneath my sorrow deep,
There is a shadowed morn;
So my eyes may then weep,
And my heart be inside torn.
The summer is how asleep,
And beautiful colors adorn;
Until the next year I'll keep,
The thoughts I had well-worn.

My spirit to darkness attune,
Though nothing there shall reap;
For all is grayish roughhewn,

That comes from cold outleap.

Peter S. Quinn
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Beneath The Willow

beneath the willow
slumber tales

of endless stories
lush array

with bordered green
and buried away

the unknown hero

Peter S. Quinn
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Beside These Autumn Lanes — A Song

I want to be your friend
Beside these autumn lanes
Along the verses penned
And fare-well leaving cranes
Were yesterdays were born
In longitudes of smiles

And today is rigors torn
Lonesome dimming whiles

I want to hold you near

And touch your feeling inside
The circles around the fear
That the wintry nights abide
I know this feeling too

When heart is upside down
And nothing comes new

Into my lonesome town

The heart of months to come
The distances of the heat
Where the colors are all from
And my moods your roots meet
Come here and be a friend

In diffusing skies afar

Hillsides of emotions transcend
Sometimes to catch a star

I want to hold you near

And touch you feeling inside
The circles around the fear
That the wintry nights abide
Come here to my melody
Sing memories that are gone
Be a friend here with me
Carry this song on and on

Carry this song...
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Peter S. Quinn

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

645



Best Of Luck One More Time

So here so much for nothing
Everything comes out lose bluffing
Giving the best of luck one more time

Any day is now on the lose
Through empty borrows and truce
Feelings get slain in their prime

This is just a song in making sorrow
Fill the void with its heart
Sometimes there is no one tomorrow
Only a fresh new start

This is the end of the game
Everything you said in its name
Going to flow through the drain

Somewhere to give and to take
Aspires of the mind in their wake
Flowing through sorrow and pain

This is just a song in making sorrow
Fill the void with its heart
Sometimes there is no one tomorrow
Only a fresh new start

You and I lost on our way

Nothing comes clear through this day
This is the world as we both climb

So here so much for nothing
Everything comes out lose bluffing
Giving the best of luck one more time

*(This is a lyric to a country song...)

Peter S. Quinn
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Between (A Lyric)

Between the sea and the sky

I'll stand on my own

Like leaves that fall from high
When summer of dreams is down
The autumn came yesterday
With flowers that were lost

Now winter is here in gray

And footsteps of green tossed

Between the sea and the sky

The river is always calling

Through times and between goodbye
That inside the heart is falling

Like a day going to night

With the hours of its dream

Lost in a lonely flight

Where love sometimes nowhere seem

Between two hearts of ours
There are spaces of many more
Among the deep seed flowers
Those grow up to be petal star
Man is made of love to give
And struggles with this in living
There’s nothing to die but live
In a hope for its dream to give

Peter S. Quinn
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Between My Heart And Yours

Between my heart and yours is everything

A tensing drumming beat and life's flower

The feelings of the strings we both could sing
Like dropp of time's eternity each hour

The withering and what becomes of dirt

In thousand intellectual transpired tears

Our own love in its burning and each flirt

The waves of tense devoured through the years

The light that broke free to reach the sky

To give us our inner most and truest fire
Like every cloud's dressed in drifting high
And fills our wondering with life's desire

The feelings of my heart that came within
And made you want to know - and me to win

Peter S. Quinn
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Between Oceans (From,134 Picture Poems)

between oceans
the year and sky

time and days
are crossing

only to die

Peter S. Quinn
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Between The Footsteps

Between the footsteps

Is easy going about

And everything that keeps
In between doubt

The road might be long

Or leading to nowhere
With steps deep and strong
Those were made there

On streets of many

Much is going on

Worth a dime or a penny
Or anything under the sun

The world is a big place

If you are quite small

And turning to many ways
But that is not all

For everything shall unbolt
In one way or two

Or go about and revolt
But that is all up to you

We are here together
In making this a home base
Or something even better

That we’d call our own place

Peter S. Quinn
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Between The Going Hours

Between the going hours
Of everything we are

What gets across empowers
The near and the very afar

Light that flows to dim

To enter the new morning
That looks like dreamy whim
In closeness and forewarning

As the moment goes turning

On shadows of many grays
Beneath the stretching churning
That into the beginning plays

When sun rise its arches flowers

Peter S. Quinn

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 651



Between The Injustice

Between the injustice

We shall overcome -

Someone on the street cries

Do you know where she's from?
Flowers of the hunger

Blossoms from the light
Children of world's monger
Their bodies at gravesite

What about love

That's before any dreams
Passions and much affections of
That nowhere now seems

Only echoes from the bomber
That started the crying game
Fire and ashes embalmer

War monster without a name

Do you know where a boy’s from?
That died much too young

His body now in earth’s bosom
With a heart that stopped to long
‘For-Get-Me-Not - my leaves
These open wounds of sorrow
With old days full of grieves

And no footsteps for tomorrow’

(from, The Complete Collected Poems of Strains)

Peter S. Quinn
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Beyond

Past the blue yonder
All my dreams go
Driven thru asunder
To the horizon glow

Where white is lifting
Times of cell space
Like clouds drifting
In its many embrace

On to sky beyond
Where no one has gone
In its timeless bond
Eternal carries on

Life is so much more
Than of this reality
Coast at different shore
To the deepest sea

On to heaven’s gate
Unknown to our mind
Thru the steps correlate
That we come to find

Oceans vast in deep
In their darkness still
Like dreams from sleep

Destinies to fulfill

Peter S. Quinn

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 653



Beyond Curves (From,134 Picture Poems)

beyond curves
of sun and moon

maybe nothing

or tingling heaven
fire lights

true harmony

Peter S. Quinn
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Beyond The Deep

Beyond the deep

In the ever growing sea
Where dreams do keep
Their growing treasury
The blossoms of shade
Forever to come and be
The mermaids did made
For each opportunity

Beyond the sky

In its cloudlets drifting

With the stars on high

That my thoughts are lifting
Onto the deeply blue

Of everything that's to be
As the dawn will renew

Its everlasting weaving sea

Beyond my heart

With its beating way

Where my love first start

And its strings all play

The glow of times billows[]
Against the afar unknown
Through time weeping willows
From seeds inside grown

Peter S. Quinn
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Beyond The Stars (From, Spring Come Come)

Beyond the stars
Where love of love lies
And wounded scars
Are errors of tries

And a day is showing
The time and stills
With every going

That gives and fulfills

The night that comes
To bring you dark
With its riffle blooms
In gloomy spark
Where there's elapse
And glowing lost
Tangles inside traps
With numb and dossed

A silence in its still
Wandering far sight
Over the beyond hill
With no wrong or right
Only dark garden roses
Bouquet of your time
And each reality closes
In its day of prime

Peter S. Quinn
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Beyond The Whispering Easterly

Beyond the whispering easterly
Of furious winter sky

The owls are raving to me
Without reasoning why

Moods that shiver the spine
And hedges high in snow
With red ragged sky line

In for an evening glow

Having encountered the scene
Of shadows moon rising

And the hours in between

In the blue and white disguising

Ensign to snow melting
The chill ramparts of love
With shuddering the skin welting

From the north breeze above

Peter S. Quinn
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Beyond...

Beyond the deep

In the ever growing sea
Where dreams do keep
Their growing treasury
The blossoms of shade
Forever to come and be
The mermaids did made
For each opportunity

Beyond the sky

In its cloudlets drifting

With the stars on high

That my thoughts are lifting
Onto the deeply blue

Of everything that's to be
As the dawn will renew

Its everlasting weaving sea

Beyond my heart

With its beating way

Where my love first start

And its strings all play

The glow of times billows[]
Against the afar unknown
Through time weeping willows
From seeds inside grown

Beyond the deep

In the ever growing sea
Where dreams do keep
Their growing treasury
Their blossoms of shade
Forever to come and be
The mermaids once made
For each opportunity

Beyond the sky

Thru the glittering clouds
Where mountains go by
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And street going crowds
Ages of time spin

And the lovers that feel
The spinning thread within
Where the heart is real

Beyond the dark

In the falling rain

The cobblestones spark
On the roadways and lain
Dust to dust falling
Blossoms and shade

The echoes gone calling
That was of earth made

Peter S. Quinn
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Bi Bi Og Blaka

Bi bi og blaka

bjort er hér stund
hljdmar heimsins taka
huga ?inn og lund
ve?rin bli?u vaka

vor fer & ?inn fund

grosin nu graenkast
grundunum &

allt i verold vaenkast
vonandi ?a

lifi? hefur laeknast
lei?indum fra

nyt ég lifsins na
naegar gle?i ti?ir
hamingjan og hju
huga sérhvern pry?ir
dasemdin er drjug
djup i huga stri?ir:

a ég slikt inni

elsku jor?in bli?a
einn af kynslé?inni
sem 6?ust vildi stri?a
?janing & mold ?inni
?0gull 1ét ég li7a

bi bi og blaka

baen er & ?ann veg:
latum til oss taka
tokum a ?0 og ég
haettum ?ig a? ?jaka
?essi jor? er falleg

(The Crew)
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Billowed Breeze

Billowed breeze
Toward ancient crops
And ways

You remember

Sun road
Roadside

Toward its atop

Down driving
Your thoughts

Peter S. Quinn
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Bird Of Spring

Like butterfly she is

Whispering to the breeze

Early morning cheerful kiss

Shall try her wing and please

On to colors of the sky

Bird of the green spring

Fly on and fly on high

Let your heart to your mood sing

All days have been calling

To reach your goal days

As night and night are falling
You'll have your winged ways
For love is in your hair

And the eyes that ask for touch
To reach an affection and care
In Venus of love so much

Like butterfly a dream

In natures own color symphony
In the rivers of fervor stream
Each stroke is forever and free
A day again turns to night

And fantasies of love begin

Bird of spring in her flight
Touches her passion within

Peter S. Quinn
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Bird Of The Faraway Sea

The bird that arrived from the outlying sea
With a pounding heart and two fair blue eyes
In throbbing of new love through fresh airy free
From the distances of aroused morning skies

It came from overseas of the faraway

To live in the passions of summer's true dream
And to meet the wilderness in its clean play
Where everything is in vividness gleam

Dangers are offered on its feathers whitel[
From coming sideways of the hills aside

In dark glow of mountains like shadowy night
Where wings of life aspirations onward glide
Her dream is to give birth to the free and new
Little sea gulls of young to soar the sky blue

For this picture:

Peter S. Quinn
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Bird On The Road

It's my bird on the road

In the hot clement tempered sun

Feeling lonely and tired inside

Every dream that comes free gives a flight
Like a dreamer on the road

Feeling wandering ways in wings

Distant giving that goes there by

Every feeling is its own

For the drifting times ahead

So much love is in his load

In every turn and in every fun

Like a leaf through skies will glide
Through the day of young and old night
Like a dreamer with his load

Through the time endlessly sings
Darling winged bird of blue sky

In your tender aching tone

And your wings of love ahead

It's my bird on the road
Flying high in the sky till its midnight...

Peter S. Quinn
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Birds (A Song)

A bird is a bird for another

With everything in its own day

Like a summer song coming together
In every tone and joyful play

A flight through the woods of singing
With wind that would pass in air

And love songs to lovers bringing
Those are hearing the tones clear

And when the night's coming in
With its dense and darkish flow
You'll hear every song from within
Until to your dreams you'll go
Between every journey returning
Where love is in suspending flight
And your heart is in there yearning
For what shall become to new light

Like perfumes in garden transmitted

With wings that are breaking the sky

And always to its occasions fitted

In every its flying and passing by

So many expectations of returning beauty
Whenever new daybreak comes near
With its mornings in songs of flutey
Through the forest and you shall hear

Peter S. Quinn
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Birds Singing

Birds singing in the rain,
Love song it is

Tones of beauty but plain
Before winter's kiss
Autumn is now going

On to the darkish night
But memories are glowing
Still in its fainting light

Nothing's ever the same
Tides come and go

Old and newly flame

In its time's glow

Dreams made to song
Moods of dark and light
Always something to long
For the winter's night

Birds are singing now
Wishes for spring
Cold-heartedly ice brow
Winter shall soon bring
Nothing's ever unchanged
Tides come and go

New world rearranged
With its fresh blow

Peter S. Quinn
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Black Angel

Black angels

In time and space,

Black angels

Shall find their ways.
There is this other you
Who lies inside and hide
You know of this too
Always in the night.

Black angels

Strong and wild,

Black angels

Never mild.

Sleeping in the days
When the sky is blue,
Then they show their face
When darkness comes through.
Black angels

Falling sin,

Black angels

All within.

Peter S. Quinn
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Black Diamond Heart (From,134 Picture Poems)

black diamond heart
o crying love

despair in
a bliss mirror

eclipse seas
of my heart beats

bewailing or lost

Peter S. Quinn
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Black Matter

The night is glowing
Through empty space

And our imagination’s going
To its subsequent place
Nothing forever lasts

Only little lights we are
Bringing our life's casts
Blinking like point star

How easy it seems to be

To say some words of wisdom
And think it's the truth we see
When it’s only our accustom
No truth will hold its water
Flowing continuing its flow
Expressions abstracts squatter
Rhyme to hold its glow

But don't judge these words
For they are something else
Flying and shifting dream birds
No one their future foretells
Wisdom isn’t always wisdom
And the rules who made them
The mind and matter dualism
Grow not always the same stem

Peter S. Quinn
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Black Sands

Take me to the turnpikes of the distance
I am there to become as one by one
Until the tracks of my footsteps are gone
And allows each opportunity its chance
Peaceful they appear - the lonely gist
The moods of all the forgotten roadways
Turning every instance of its ways

And coming thru the askance for its twist

The silences there will go down to dawdling

From arise of the peace in glimmer glows

That leads to the stand where the sea meets shore
The rise of the billows - to eyes is startling

And see how it comes while the breeze blows
Always from under the rippling sea floor

Peter S. Quinn
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Black Waves

Black waves are coming

Into the turfs thereon

Sea shells and weds summing
Each in their ways to carry on
What is it that we don't know?
How come the time runs so fast?
Why is this to and fro flow?

Each in the hours and cast

Years are drifting apart

Just like the black waves are shifting
Where will the morn new start
When the is vapor in lifting

Dances of hours are going

Finding their ways full blown

What do we feel we're knowing?
When there are doubts to be shown

Black waves oh black waves
How the moments pass on
Distance shore ways one craves
Until the hours are gone

How come the time is so lonely?
With every reason to find

There is so much for it only

To go and be left far behind

Peter S. Quinn
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Blackbird

Blackbird's sings a sweetest song,
Of love life's futures intend;

In his tune you can hear him long,
Though it's mere flute in blend.
He has so many joys alive,

But sometimes he's distressed;

I eagerly wait for him to arrive,
And with all his tunes I'm blest.

Oh blackbird sings so adorable,

Of everything that he has found;
There is no tone in his tune dull,
I'm happy in having him around.
They say the lark has a clarion call,
And the nightingale a lyre of gold;
But he has colors from them all,
That astonishes me manifold...

Peter S. Quinn
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Blanching Blossoms Dreams

Times are coming and going
For the days and nights gone
Flowers of memories glowing
In the thoughts that live on

Blanching blossoms dreams flown
Endlessly to a cloudy sky

Breeze through the trees has blown
For these times to say goodbye

Colored ways to evening wasted
For the months to come
Pleasures that autumn has tasted

Look now dim and numb

Peter S. Quinn
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Blau Augun ?in

Blau augun ?in,

ast vi? fyrstu syn.

?0 ert mér zti? keer,

eins og ?essar perlur tveer.

Og allt sem ég segi ?ér,

er astin i brjésti mér.

Hun aldrei uppurinn er,

eins og anna?, sem kemur og fer.

Blau augun ?in,
eru djasnin min.
Salli en sunnanblaer,

0g sumar sem vi? mér hleer.

Peter S. Quinn
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Blazing Inferno (From,134 Picture Poems)

blazing inferno
secrets elope you

thunderstorm

coming with

lightning eruption
powers beyond words
midnight in a hurl

mosaic spark

Peter S. Quinn
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Bleeding Love

Bleeding love

Always so much inside
Stars falling above

In their eternal glide
Giving its new start

First time is not enough
Interlace from in the heart
Smooth surfaces or rough

Happening for the first time
Into the pulling of truth
Could fall to steps of rime
Or be a spring of youth
Trusting a throbbing vein
Or so lofty above ground
Down to its grain by grain
When reality again is found

Closing and opening you
Love without boundaries
Crazy on going through
Blossoms of cherry trees
Passions to tow and closing
Making no time to bleed
Fires of alight on rising
Never too easy to read

Bleeding love

Always so much inside
Stars falling above

In their eternal glide
Bleeding from their desire
Some to smolder and shine
Steps of effusive higher
Close for two to combine

Bleeding love

Always so much inside
Stars falling above
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In their eternal glide
Happening the first time
Into the pull of truth
Could fall to steps of rime
Or be the spring of youth

Or be the spring of youth

Peter S. Quinn
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Bloom Upon A Mountain High

Bloom upon a mountain high
In every color known

Sunset to rising in new sky
Into the earth grown

Feeling of seeds in sowing
Endow the day of new

From the roots there growing
Something that's so true

Bright morning efflorescence’s
Coming through faraway
Clearing up all your senses
For the newborn day

Tilling the witness of fading
Nothing would be the same
In every tinctured shading

That came out of this flame

Bouquets of blameless flowers
Into the garden of love
Through the aspiring hours
That came rushing from above

This was from twilight’s own glory
Shining through on to here
New born themes and story

Now it's growing everywhere

Peter S. Quinn
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Blooming Of The Night (From, Rhythmicon - 50 Lead
Sheets With Poems)

Blooming of the night
Hiding in the daylight,
Frost roses on a window
In full moon they glow;

In white and silver gray
And flutter light they play,
Each bouquet delegate
That coldness only made.

You are so roses fine
Onward in darkness shine,
Without the fragrances

In beautiful ambiances;
So graceful is your art
That comes to my heart,
With windy argent linings
In every frost awakenings.

Blooming of the night

I want to hold them tight,
With daybreak they will go
These sculptures of snow;
The blossom colossal white
These beauties of the night,
In innocent they spark

The silvers of the dark.

Peter S. Quinn
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Blooming On Sideways

Blooming in sideways
Springing all out

Now is the right way
To saw seeds about
Sunshine is brightly
Filling the air

With smiles and lightly
In everything here

Yellow to the green

With shadings in glow
Wonderment you have seen
That now in time flow
Peaceful in daydreams

All the worrying told

In their quietness seems

As their moments unfold

Flowers on cobblestones
Peaceful in quietness
Shadings in grey tones
Within structured bareness
Love song of street on
With all the days living
Never to quietness gone
In their moods on giving

Peter S. Quinn
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Blossom Blue

There is a day and there's a night

Every coming blossom blue

There is a night and there's light

And some love still coming through

Night becomes day and day becomes young
All of the hearts keep going

Let us hear the wild wind how it's strong
Every blow of time knowing

There is a blossom there is a life

Inside their gardens of love

Let me hear your whisper let me know your strife
Like the drifting clouds above

Here I go singing another winter song

Into the night and futures going

Once I did long to still be young

But now I'm old and my wrinkles showing

There is alive and there is a death

All in the times of our own thoughts
Simple minded strategy and Macbeth
Leaves of 