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For Earth and all of her creatures.


For our creators.









 


 


 


In Essence









No End


I will go on loving


and being loved


because


there is no end to


LOVE


I will go on fighting


until fighting has


no name


because


there is no end to


ME









My Name is Hélène


My name is Sunshine.


I am a daughter of the Sun.


I am a daughter of Fire.


I offer the gift of transmutation.


What is your name?


What is your power?









 


 


 


Part I









Four-Year-Old Superbhero


You said,


actually


you screamed:


“NO ONE CAN DEFEAT MY LOOOOOOOOOOOOVE!”









The Three Of Me


Thumps, stomps, screams, squeaks, clicks of the tongue upstairs.


Then:


“Mumm-y-y-y-y-y!”


An uncombed little head appears on the landing: “We should be three children here!”


(The mother freezes.


At her last tarot reading, she was told something like this:


“Two more children are planned for you. Twins. A boy and a girl.The girl is very determined. But, you know, what’s planned doesn’t necessarily happen. Because of free will”—the woman had seen her startled face.)


The mother asks the child:


“A brother and a sister?”


“Huh huh.”


The child nods their head as they hop down the stairs to meet her. They go into the living room, stop by the sofa.


She doesn’t want to make them sad,


but still she asks, dreading their answer:


“Is it going to be okay if it’s only you, your daddy and me?”


The child rolls themselves into a ball in a thin comforter:


“Mummy, grab the three of me!”


The obedient mother complies.


Gosh, are they heavy! — their hair, flesh and the rest times three.


The mother asks:


“What will happen to your brother and sister if they don’t come live with us?”


The child frees themselves from the comforter, jump to their feet.


Silence.


Then, drawing little circles with their hands in the air:


“Let’s turn them into fruits and EAT them!”


they say, laughingly.









Dead Babies Are Reborn


She says,


“I’m going to eat you!” while carrying you in her arms at bedtime.


“No, mummy, don’t say that!” you reply, and the mother spots fear in your eyes.


Do you really think that your mother is going to gobble you up?


At your daycare, you said:


“Dead babies are reborn.”


The mother is intrigued.


The mother inquires:


“Would you like to have a sibling?


You answer her: “No.”


The mother wants to know:


“Why not?”


You: “Because if you want more children, you’ll have to eat me first.”


Who’s been telling you all along: “When you were in my


tummy…?”


It’s high time


for a lesson


in female anatomy.









Love Popcorn


The child tells their mother:


“Mummy! I need to tell you something: Love Popcorn, eat it, and you become lovable again!”


I hope this invention comes to fruition, because


we need all the help we can get


when we turn into monsters.


Beyond judgment, blame and rejection


thank you for thinking of a


tasteful solution


for us to come back home


to ourselves.









Before


Before the child was conceived,


before the child was born


a beautiful white arum lily appeared


in their mother’s dreams


followed by a


vision


of a half-lit room:


there, she was sitting peacefully,


surrounded with warm air,


when Babaji delicately put the child


into her arms.


She gleefully accepted them.


The child was born before they were conceived.


But you know that, don’t you?


Later on,


in another dream,


the mother saw her child up close—


you, old soul.


And now, you tell your mother that you saw her grow up,


and that she had a happy childhood.


Knowing that warms her heart because,


for the longest time,


she thought that the contrary


was true.









Problem Solved


“Mummy, did you love my dad when you were little?


“I didn’t know your dad when I was a little girl


because we met when we studied at university.


He and I lived in two different countries


when we were growing up.”


“So did you love him when you met him?”


“Well, I thought that I was in love with somebody else, but then, as our time together was nearing its end, I realized that I couldn’t live without him.”


“So you got married, and your problem was solved?”
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