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Prologue


My words are there to lead me.


They take me to places that tell me stories of the soul. I allow them to bring to the surface that which slumbers beneath. They perceive that which tries to hide. That which covers and twists around the structures built. That which has been planted and nourished, harvested and eaten. I allow them to reveal these emotions that are real.


I enter the garden.


What I find there are the beauties and dangers inside the mind. The joys and horrors of the heart.


The light and heavy weight of the soul. The familiar and foreign encounters of the eye.


My words are there to lead me.


They help me unravel.


They help me breathe again.


They help me turn pain into joy.


They help me gain sense of what is happening.


They are the shade for my heat.
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