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“Poetry the idea is everything, the rest is a world of illusion, of divine illusion”,
(Arnold, 1973). 
It is one of the most divine and pure form of literature writing. It is the extension of visual creativity and the visual language of poetry. While on the opposite side, it performs a violent role as the; 
“cloud of glory playing round a classic is a mist
as dangerous to the future of a literature as it is intolerable
for the purposes of history”,
(Arnold, 2009). 
It engages between the wonder of the worlds and the virtual reality of our true forms of ourselves. It can go beyond, even pushing towards the boundaries to the very edge or just let it flow; let yourself to be free from all the chaos you feel from. It can be the picture of a picture or an object of an object.
Everything and all around us are full of poetry; the voices in our head; the way we speak knowingly or unknowingly; the figurative artistic movements or the performance gestures; the atmospheric world that we breathe in; the taste of the shallow air; the smell of the red, blossom flowers; the way we see is something on what we believe in; the true fact of humanity survived all the extreme disasters is the truth that hides the truth.
We speak all in different forms but we are all this same image; this same feature but different lifestyles. Everything and everyone are the form of poetry. The notion of the sublime spectacle shape of the perspective viewpoint. The notion of the opposite’s equality or inequality; we are all in equal pattern but different points of view. The world reflects on us and we reflected it back. Poetry is the new dawn of the Golden Hour; the dawn that reflects back the history and go forth today’s society, and towards the future. And beyond.
Soon, mankind needs poetry to interpret one against each other. The way on how we behave and the way we use it. Words are indescribable things they are, they are the thingness to this world. These words are unknown to us, they are the sea of life; clashing against one to each other and ripping us to apart as we; 
“mortal millions live alone.
The islands feel the enclasping flow,
and then their endless bound they know”,
(Arnold, 1852). 
As the evolution of today’s society evolved into greater good and power, the humanity’s end has become more thinner and disappearing from the face of the world. As a human being, they identify themselves to know who they really are, to sort their problems or tried to find their beauty of life as if they find their world is enough. The world is everything we need. It connects the history and towards the future. It helps us to learn what had happened during the great world war 1 and 2; slavery that does still exists today; racism and inequality; climate change and global warming; the last survival of humanity’s life and death. 
“Beauty, midnight, vision dies”,
(Auden, 1940) 
As we vision the whole world to be truly peaceful and perfected but as the way others see it, it slowly devours the whole life into destruction and lastly…extinction.
The past is history and the present are today’s future. Living the basic knowledge and living at war has truly become empty hearted because the whole world knows it and we ignore all the truthful lies they bestow us. As we acted in ignorance to understand the lack of information, but in a way of learning the;
“difficult transcendence of knowledge”,
(Bachelard, 1958). 
We all worry of something, something that we afraid of; something that we fear of. We are all scared of something. I do frighten of something like the height of standing the highest tower and whilst looking down, my heart drops beneath the bottom of the earth. Also, swimming across the deep, dark, devouring ocean, swallowing you whole as if someone or something grabs to the depths of blackness, but; 
“whatever happens now,
some things that used to terrify have not”,
(Feinstein, 2007). 
Yet, I am still young but getting older. I am growing and evolving, learning everything as much and time I have still left; the words that absorbs into me flows right back at you; the way I look towards the future can be changed because every single one of us has still a human soul inside us, and has a voice to shout out the loudest cries we still have. Inside of us is a human spirit, standing as high as we can, reaching our arms to grab something that holds dear to us, and our voices can make a difference. Life are dead and unexpected but reality is reality. We can’t expect what they expecting to predict our future on what is ahead of us because every day, we lose something precious to us and; 
“every day won from such darkness is a celebration”,
(Feinstein, 2007). 
War is nothing but death and pain, anguish and terror, alarmed and darkness. War exposes the sacred truth and horror, and lacks the honour or nobility while they suffered in pain as the soldiers out there are doing nothing to protect, but controlled as pawns to the very end. The truth leads nowhere, it leads where they already face their darkest fate, not their glory of war nor the appreciation we get to deserved. Words of war interfere the people all around us as the; 
“world of violent emotional effects,
of picturesque accidents of wild nature,
and this was a long prepared reaction from the complacent sophistication”,
(Fry, pp 8, 1920). 
It drags ‘war’ back to hell; filled with pitch-black darkness and disturbing point of views.
Praying for those who needs the most but the heat, the sweat across the surfaces of their skin, peeling and decaying of dark terrors surrounded them; bullets flying and passing by; nuclear fusion bombs dominating the lands one by one; screaming in pain as they volunteered and promised a better life for all humanity. So much sacrificed, so much death in one day but war will never be a never-ending peace because war is the war they want, and war will give it to them.
“I shall not see the shadows,
I shall not feel the rain,
I shall not hear the nightingale sing on,
as if in pain”,
(Rosetti, 1862). 
Blaming for those who fought against them and why do we have to fight? Fight for what? Fight for freedom and integrity! Fight for the innocence! For those who started the war has to end the war but only for greed and power. As an artist, an; 
“artist does not create the way he lives, he lives the way he creates”,
(Bachelard, 1958). 
Instead of fighting as one another, try forgiving as one another, just like Mahatma Gandhi, he did not use violence to fight but he stood up and embrace the hatred and pain against him. He; 
“was the leader of India’s non-violent independence movement against British rule and in South Africa who advocated for the civil rights of Indians”,
(Gandhi, 2017). 
Many people inspired him from his civil rights and freedom all across the planet;
“You may shoot me with your words,
you may cut me with your eyes,
you may kill me with your hatefulness,
but still, like air, I’ll rise”,
(Warwick, pp 66, 2004). 
Memories. Forgotten memories. Lost memories. 
“Memories are motionless,
and the more securely they are fixed in space,
the sounder they are”,
(Bachelard, 1958). 
It plays a significant role in person’s everyday life. It holds what truly dear to us or a person you hold a grudge on him or her. Whether the memories are there first kiss or losing someone and thinking over, and over, that you blame yourself for not being there. It doesn’t happen to you only but happens to everyone. Everyone holds memories; it might not that be accurate enough but when they truly remember something…kept close in their heart. Yet in such memories are very old as indeed. They hold such great kingdoms of the undated history. By wondering all over the;
“crypts of memory,
without realizing it,
we recapture the bemused life of the tiniest burrows in the house”,
(Bachelard, 1958). 
They are to remind us to share with one another; to laugh each other jokes; to spend time together and some we’ll never see any more. Our mind lets go a thousand things. They could be the thousand stars that dive into the dark sea or dates of conquer, or even the deaths of kings and queens. 
Memories can go across through millions of planets and beyond. They explore and discover behind the hidden, sacred scenes and meanings. A memory we hold is the most valuable gift than any other presents will be. It holds a true moment of time and identifies who we are and what we are capable of. It contains immense life forces to recreate a form of site-specific location;
“through such length of hours,
such miracles performed in play,
such primal naked forms of flowers,
such letting nature have her way”,
(Browning, 1855). 
Music plays a part of role; through dynamic sense of style or through igniting flow of melting lava, or a sweet, sensation breeze of cherry blossom petals. It courses through words that describes the sublime of life; whether if it’s imperfect or flawless. It symbolises an expression of the sound of a heavy fall, grey gloomy skies, and how the sky cry in pain. On the other side, it indicates of shining in the sky high, of golden hour till dusk till dawn, and the whole world alights a new dawn of glory. It could be the snap of wind against the canvas or a tale of murder or paradise, shame or nobility, or a love so penetrating it was best forgotten, or the absence of light;
“Music, at the other extreme, is too far beyond the world
and the designatable to depict anything
but certain outlines of being – its ebb and flow,
its growth, its upheavals, its turbulence”,
(Merleau-Ponty, pp 161, 1964). 
As a painter, we stroke a brush to express our feelings towards the dusty paper. We use our distinctively obsession to throw ourselves in to mid-air as we are physically throwing punches to each other; whirling wind and fists of fury, raging through our heart desires and acted like we were mad kings, the paper and I. Words are played with but pride and prejudice has been tainted by sin. Therefore, in fact, that the words are nothing more than a vessel in our hearts. The heart…the soul is the only thing that truly exists. And what determines the nature of our soul is us alone. The whole words and the spirit merely follow in your heart, but cannot be tainted by sin. Life is full of ups and downs. I could lose everything but you can never lose your heart. Just like the word of fire describes as ferocity and murderous, but;
“fire can work miracles,
but rampaging free,
reduces even his own hearth to ashy desolation
then creeps back, surly,
to sit weeping in the ruins”,
(Abse and Abse, pp 181, 1986). 
Poetry expresses in who we are and what we feel of like a sentimental lady with a soft heart. Many people would be amazed by the petals dancing in the sky, and a few would pity the flowers torn apart. As we are not a thousand times enough than the hundred years we spent will be. It feels like a trivial obsession has become into thin air. The air that reveals a universal war or an absence of their true feelings between conflict and intimacy. The word war indicates on how greed conquers over people, conflicts and an act of violence spreads like a virus, famine and diseases runs through the blood in our veins, the death takes over life, and everything we have is at stake because words are nothing more than a slithering snake passing by, but an act of violence is way we put things down from today’s society.
Heaven implies as the holiest place and in contrast to that, is the underworld, the lowest place between heaven and hell.
“Heaven signifies night and day, cold and heat, times and seasons”,
(Tzu and Cawthorne, pp 16, 2016).
 According the earthly beings living here, it shows that it contains divine mercy, goodness in our hearts, and devoted through faith and hope. While hell exhibits as the matter of life and death, lust and greed, power and darkness, and death to us apart as we deliver us from evil. But;
“they that have power to hurt and will do none,
that do not do the things they most do show,
who, moving others, are themselves as stone, unmoved, cold,
and to temptation slow”,
(Shakespeare, 1609).
Poetry and poems. The eyes that are in us is the way we see things, the way we imagine unordinary things, and the way we daydream are the thingness upon the materiality of an object.  We stop and we pause. We see and gaze up towards the azure sky. We touch in the empty air with an elegance gesture and an informal glance. As we daydream and imagine things that are not there, we still feel something in our inner mind, the body and in the heart of peacefulness. We still feel the movement upon the air and form an object within our eyes.
These are the attributes for being a human being; a human who doesn’t want to live a normal life, but imagine what is ahead of him. We can create our own image within a congested space, or living alone in an empty house, even listening to instrumental music and imagine the things that are real today. For example; 
“when we dream of the house we were born in,
in the utmost depths of revery,
we participate in this original warmth,
in this well-tempered matter of the material paradise”,
(Bachelard, 1958). 
Daydreams are much more valuable than dreams because daydreams are very much likely to be different towards dreams. Dreams occurs on random events that flows into your mind, while daydreams explore on controlling in your own life into a world you haven’t been before. It can be a violence that causes us to be silence; a silent broken the voices of angels or a shadow lurks back the light that fades away. Under the sea, another dream, of fading scarlet gems and twinkling little stars; turn the silence back towards the deserted skies and the dark ages of time to renew the light of all worlds, all over again.
But in life, life is unexpected and we can see the cultural goal in an object of misunderstanding meanings or a simple child’s play of truth about life; it captures a monumental moment of a chaotic order on the world, itself. The lands, the ocean, the life we live in and the world’s atmosphere has changed; of complete desolation and sadness is now being blind for those who do not see the truth about this world, and we told in today’s and future society, that the world is still living and how wonderful it is. Bear in mind, the animals in the blue sea are dying by plastics we have thrown away. We do not deserve this planet at all because at the beginning, it was first served for those who roam the lands and the seas, then us came in to destroy them all. The imagination and daydreams we feel from the ocean breeze swept away from my bare, burnt feet sinking onto the cruel sand, and hearing the sound of drums when the waves clashed together has been departed. 
The life we developed…we cannot go back because our powers have been depleted and within our powers escaped from world’s virtual reality. The lands were taken by our ancestors. The ocean has been polluted by disgusting things and the fantastical journey on the seven wonders around the world has become to an end. It was once beautiful, the Earth was. Now, the children who lives within us today, will know the truth about the reality and the negative lies about the future lies ahead of them. The way they envision has become an alternative course of their lifetime. We have too much images in our heads and we create the things are way too far, that we do and don’t need at all.
“The imagination is ceaselessly imagining and enriching itself with new images”,
(Bachelard, 1958). 
In the past events that leads from destructive human manipulation of planet Earth, which is a failure to visualize about the future we hold in today, but carrying that imagination we see that lies ahead in the future is we can’t have it. Predicting the unpredictable is too predictable. Any possible and common dreams is disappearing as if a; 
“lonely impulse of delight drove to this tumult in the clouds;
I balanced all,
brought all to mind,
the years to come seemed waste of breath,
a waste of breath the years behind in balance with this life,
this death”,
(Yeats, 1918). 
Think and imagine of this as planet Earth…broken down and shattered apart. The way I deconstructed an orange box are the way humanity destroyed the world, slowly and steadily. Then, the way I placed them in order, counting as many deaths as a bald eagle has ever seen, is the way I start to find my way to create a new beginning. The way I reconstructed into a new form of a performance piece and a physical action of a materiality of an object, is the way I solve the problem. The way we figure out the problem is the way we find the solution. Out of shape, we can’t see the things on what we make but contains memories of who we want to change. Our imagination are the most thunderous and powerful minds than can ever be. The way we imagine is the way we invent things. And the way we invent things is the way we change the future.
“This canvas yells the fury of the sea,
across a quiet room,
where people murmur their poised appreciations,
it shrieks out the madness of the wind.
How can that be?
Woven of voiceless threads,
its pigments laid with ‘no more sound than the mice make’,
it hurls the tempest at my eardrums,
and my eyes smart in the lashing spray”,
(Wain, 1840). 
Stories are ageless and ancient as the mountains never grows. You may not believe everything on what I say but what has given to you is the gift, that even more powerful than the words itself; the knowledge is what we all seek and within that knowledge lies the power contains the supreme energy that connects to all of us. The stories on who and what we tell indicates the value opportunity to link us all as one united nation. The stories could be on a site-specific location, a context of explorations and discovery, a myth or a legend that was true from a long time ago, and it could be a tale with wonderful, indescribable things.
Each and every single one of us holds a story that carries on and on, like a legacy and generations that passes onto us. A story can lift up you hearts and defeat all the sorrows and painfulness back where it came from. It gives us a challenging opponent wherever we go, we follow what is ahead of us. No matter the risks are, whether if its life and death, we can turn back the clock and faded them into dark;
“Beyond this place of wrath and tears
looms but the horror of the shade,
and yet the menace of the years
finds, and shall find, me afraid”,
(Henley, 1888). 
The story can be a dream within a vision of what we treasure with. A nightmare or a dream that holds a memory of someone you loved or a Remembrance Day for they have given us a better life and a better future, or an empty mind. A mind that has been lost in the mist of sound and escaped the fury of madness, a logic of sadness, a taste of blandness, and in broken heart of faithfulness. As I reclaim my crown without the life I have deserved nor the appreciation I seek nor the command I have achieved. But the silence will burn throughout the sky, when they try to suffocate me and I will never become speechless ever again. Is that all we could see in the past remaining years but a dream is all I could every dream of. A memory is all I could remember of. A story is all I could tell a tale of;
“Yet if hope has flown away in a night,
or in a day, in a vision, or in none,
is it therefore the less gone?
All that we see or seem is but a dream within a dream”,
(Poe, 1849). 
Why do we tell stories? Because each of us tells the same stories but in different perception. It’s because the stories we told on, the tales we spent the lives on, and when we are poor in our shallow hearts, we tell the lonely mountain about the riches and purest jewels you could ever find. Before we were born into this new world, we could feel the blood boiling and rushing through our mother’s veins. And when we were defeated, we could only tell the riddles that we can solve, we can start a story with only one word; a word that describes the heroic and extraordinary adventures we ventured throughout the world in 80 days’ time.
The tale of art is long and undefeated, ageless and ancient, admiration and inspirational; 
“Life is but an empty dream!
For the soul is dead that slumbers,
and things are not what they seem”,
(Longfellow, 1838). 
But a quiet graveyard is not the goal we are looking for, but the life of heaven and earth, and the world is at its battlefield. 
Stars were only visit in the darkness and the light enters openly into the Golden Hour. The wind taste of vinegar as it breezes along the path. The narrow, steep hills screaming for the lungs of air. The rotten tree decays the appealing skin as nature perish the withered pain. It is not the flesh that beats the heart, but of the darkening soul. It is not by bone and made by blade. It is not made by fire but of the walking flame. It is the illusion of the hallucination that indirect the soul of the undead. This could be a story of describing an unfortunate life where the crisis begins.  
A story with a life, a memory, and a dream. Begins in delight and ends with wisdom or lost at living. If he could turn back into time, and turn the dark into light; spend every minute of every day and every hour. As he reaches the top of the mountain and swam through the depths of the ocean, and fixed what he had broken inside his damned soul. There was something she was trying to hide as her voices starts to tremble and began to break. It was the feeling of betrayal as he starts to walk away. Every single lie, he wasn’t measured for love, but he learned the truth was too late. The warmth you were born to fight hasn’t healed, but it doesn’t matter anymore but it will never be okay. As if he glances into the distance and saw the hatred in his face, his eyes, and his soul has been forgotten all the way; 
“I worry there is something broken in our generation,
there are too many sad eyes on happy faces”,
(Atticus, 2019). 
At the age of men and women goes on, the pain, the agony and the blade crawled back the surface of your skin, torn apart from our sorrowful deeds and the moonlights of eclipse. Only if stars have turned into darkness, fear changes us apart, and poison for those who do not seek the shouts of our battle cries and the screams of ripping claws, and the fury of the hurricane strike.
A story contains commitment that everyone thinks we don’t have this in our daily part of lives, but we experience through it. The story we lived on is unexpected and as this generation, this century has become a cruel and a wonderful place to carry on. Nowhere and no walking-distance is safe. Everywhere I go, it follows. Everywhere I stay, it hides. Everywhere I observe, it watches. As if a shadow staying close behind me, waiting for its prey, to slowly overcomes and devour my fear.
Overall, poetry is everywhere. It is in you, your body, your soul, your mind, and in your heart. Poetry is one of most unique and creative part of life. It is here right now. The language of your unspoken truthful words. The words that lies beneath the earth. The words lay upon the shooting stars and lies beyond the horizon. It can be the place of a battle has been fought or when the spirit departs. It can be in a place of an optical illusion or a sublime of beauty and imperfection, but the best knowledge is to know yourself.
As we imagine a brighter future as anything we can make it happen and to this day, anything is impossible is possible. As we are a human being with human rights, and a loving soul tells us in who we are and what are we made of. No matter how many times we fall, we can still succeed and fail better with our loudest voices, and cry to the top of the heavens inside our beating flesh and in our living, poetic soul.
Speaking within my inner peace, I could see my life departing again, and see the rest of my soul in discrete. As we feel unattached and disconnected, but in every living human being in this world are shards and fragments floating around the empty space. In that empty room, the disfigurement of the human spirit has still not yet been detained but in our hearts, we can still link for those who are in special needs.
Not just Poetry, but dramatic, lyrical, narrative stories are another way to create in who you are and what it makes us feel alive. As; 
“we stretch toward this glory,
while the lands we journey through are hidden
from our sight dim and mysterious,
folded deep in night”,
(Lowell, n.d.).
As we pondered ourselves onto this gripping battle of losses and victory with utter horror, seizing the rightful moment of hour in their cold-blooded flesh. A tidal wave of warrior’s blood and as the wind blows through the horizon, time has proven them wise, and time commanding time itself, will cause an obliteration to the world of failures.
But speeches of histories like Samuel Beckett says in a short story of Worstward Ho;
“All of old.
Nothing else ever.
Ever tried.
Ever failed.
No matter.
Try again.
Fail again.
Fail better”,
(Beckett, 1983).
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