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Red Light & Rain

jaye robyn

A collection of poetry alongside photographs I took. I wanted to do a follow up
to Vanishing Point for quite some time and, finally, this is it. To anyone who gives
it a read, thank you. Please be aware that many themes are visited in this booklet
including some which may be considered uncomfortable.
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the tilt / a word that’s me
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people like to say
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i love you / inhuman
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states of being / laser light

faulty parts
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another dollar

five o'clock- you're let out of your pen,
and the voice in your head starts to sing:
black out, black out, black out.
your pocket glows- it's your mother's voice,
but you've never known it to be kind.
ignorance finds its rhythm when truth hurts to hear.
spend your life with the seconds second guessed,
or spend it trying to avoid the inevitable,
you'll reach the same conclusion either way:

nobody gets out of life alive.



the worst thing you can ever be is someone else

when the day is done and your farewells finished,
you'll crawl back home in a gentle daze

and stagger slowly up the stairs

towards an empty bed that you may or may not reach
before you pass out into sleep's blissful vacuum:

but only if you're lucky.

because when the sun is down and the streetlights dim,
thoughts will creep and worm their way

into painful places against your will

forcing you to maybe, possibly, conceivably start to realise
that the worst thing you can ever be is someone else:

leaving behind another day untrue to you.




red light and rain

soaked head to toe in red light and rain,

half gripped by love and half gripped by pain:
i felt once more like falling apart.

i look at the ground and i’ve been here before,
where potholes fill up as the sky continues to pour,
drawing a landscape study of ruined hope.

it’s a very familiar despair once all is told:
will i ever mend the trust that i used to hold?
maybe love is no good for a fragile heart.

i’ve been spun around in circles time after time
with each new dream treated like a crime
and every exit out of scope.
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when you leave,

i listen out for your train

as it echoes like a heartbeat

getting further away.




the bells at the harbour

wind and waves make quiet music with the buoy bells at the harbour

in a moment that she alone will ever know and alone will ever lose.

she listens with the solemnity of a priest taking the confession of a dying man
with a list of sins that demands more time to explain than he has left.

before her, fickle lamplight scatters over the discordant waves

in an unwinnable struggle to mark down its place in the world.

the pubs are empty and the punters safely tucked into their beds,

leaving these cobbled streets to the festivities of rats, starving and mad.

times like these are dedicated to that which can no longer exist anywhere else.
before the sun rises, she is gone.
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glass girl

glass girl

whose soul shatters so easily.

try and see her,
\
3 [ N don’t look through her.
TR
& 3 she’s good for very little
b "i '_'“ ;’
- so treat her very gently WL

if you have the patience.
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she certainly can’t save you

and might not even be worth it
but that doesn’t mean

she loves you any less.



what i'm thinking about

sipping cold coffee as the rain pounds against my window,

and i’'m thinking about you.

strolling through the suburbs at night with nowhere to go,

and i’'m thinking about you.

being jostled by the movements of the two forty five train,

and i’m thinking, i really fucking love you.

obligation

you have no obligation to
make anyone else happy,

but if you're really just
doing what's best for

yourself

it will be the smiles on
other people's faces that
let you know.
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ode to the nhs

persistence is key- i know it’s true-

so i limp out of bed and into clothes

to spend another day at the hospital
and another twenty on taxi fares,

and another anxious wait in the lobby,
with another disappointed trip home
where i hide my tears from the driver

after a five minute meeting with a medical
menace

who seems convinced i can keep living
this way

but who never bothers to look into my
eyes-

cut short as she takes a phone call
and gestures swiftly towards the door.
even now, i am in pain.

‘we will contact you in the next three
weeks,’

which is code for six months of
uncertainty,

and thoughts of death come flooding back.
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you pay for my glitz and

my curves and
all of my hope and
you make me
what i should be and
as you want me and

i am yours and

happy to be your doll
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if god made me right

if god made me right
well, if god made me right
i’d be barefoot in the kitchen
of someone i didn’t love-
knocked up for the fourth time,
and knocked out in the evening,




don't touch the grass

don’t touch the grass
that lies mangled on your lawn,
run your hands instead through the wild grasses

that are bejeweled with dandelions and daisies
that nest in patches between trees and bushes

that are tickled by the wind’s gentle breeze
that travels from afar across land, sea, and sky

that stretches away into icy feathers of cloud

that smile down the light of the setting sun

that streams through and blesses the earth
that provides for creatures both big and small

who sing their songs of love around you

and remind you of humanity’s place in nature.




nettles on knees

nettles on knees, hands for holding,
love hit you like a closed fist kiss
and sets your whole body off-balance.
something is stabbing you in the heart!
but it it fills a desperate void of longing
with a deep and beautiful aching
that makes you want to write poetry
about how he puts his arms around you
at 3am, to give you a shoulder to cry into
without a second of judgement or resignation-
let it swallow you up, and let it hurt.




the tilt

when we finish talking, i always want to die-

you make me so happy that i feel like shit.

you're the problem and the fix, the sickness and the cure;
a brilliant light that eats me whole,

and spits me out with an aching soul.

and there are a million words that i could say to you-

to mend a moment of this pain in my heart.

i could tell you the ways you twist me up, the ways i fucking need you;
but before the night is up and done,

i won't have squeaked out a single one.

a word that's me

if you gave me a sentence to describe myself,
i’d take a word and then let you keep the rest.
that word would be a short one-
in the simplest font style i can find-
in the tiniest point size available-
small.



i get small

when you praise me ¥

or berate me e —
i shrink down for you
=AY

i get small st
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when you walk past me (oot
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or look me in the eyes \m NN
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i shrink dowp for you %
i get small NN

and if a stranger sees me \—=
i get small
and if i have to speak
i get small
and if i have a desire
or a feeling
or a need
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i shrink it down
and i get small



people like to say

people like to say im doing better

and when im getting things done, i tend to agree
but people like to say a lot of things.

people have said i landed on my feet

and when i look down at my toes, i tend to agree
but people dont know how carefully im balanced.
people claim ive gone up in the world

and when i look out the window, its hard to deny

but people talk about all kinds of shit
and i haven't been asked what i think.




poem from a dying world

remember who these men want dead

to know why we turn their wishes around.
some things can never be innocently said
it they aim to put people in the ground.

when laws make lives impossible to live
each new rule becomes a violent deed.

the suttering of others is only easy to forgive
when you’re not next in line to bleed.

don’t shake your head at the thought of dissent
or mistake your comfort for peace on earth.

it others struggle while you stay content

it will soon become clear what you are worth.
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ily. i need you- i do.
but you wedged a bullet in those three words and shot me dead.
ily. i need you- and you know this, you do.
but that doesn’t mean that you know the rest of it.
ily. i need you. i love you- it’s true.
i just wish you’d said it back sooner.

inhuman

certain sights and slight sounds, little words and lucid moments,
they’re all the reminder i need that i will never be fully human.
there’s a correct way to come into this world,
an exact way to exist, and a right way to rest in peace,
a human order to toil under even if the world beyond has none,
and definitions to live by no matter how thin the idea of truth-
no, i’m not human at all.
















































