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    To all of us meandering through this realm trying to make sense of it all - the good, the bad and the ugly - turning curses into blessings, and lemons into lemonade.

May we all find what we are looking for - no matter what it is we search for and where we look.

I pray we live in peace and equanimity as a humanity, now and forevermore.
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Part One
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‘Bout S**t

Life is a series of ups and downs, light and dark.

In this part of the book we explore the stark

contrast, between opposing forces at play -

some themes quite obscure - I have to say.

Bear with me, for this part is quite heavy, but short.

The battle between these forces is currently fought.

Without having gone to hell and back, it seems,

we don’t get the value of life and what it means.
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Chapter 1
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The Woman Behind The Window

Sitting, she silently stares,

into an empty void glares.

The room fills with her presence,

its space shines with her essence -

her thoughts,

her ideals,

her beliefs,

her goals -

her dreams.

Out toward the rapidly rambling river she gazes,

as the early morning mist, the water hazes.

She looks vacantly into a bleak open space,

despondent at what befalls the human race.

It seems that asleep most people walk,

and their voices dementedly squawk - 

filling the void with a deafening din,

upsetting the silence that lies within.

The woman longs to see the trees speak,

whilst humans their wisdom heed and seek.

Humans have sadly all gone to hide,

behind a mask, four walls inside

stone-cold houses,  no cash for heating

the cold wind, their beings depleting

of life-force that keeps them going - 

of life there’s none, of death the knowing.

Human’s spirit lives, yet their bodies are dead.

Watching this, her mood is as heavy as lead.

Tears streaming down her cheeks,

her whole being for humanity weeps.

This sorry state of the world at the mo,

she cannot comprehend, yet it is so.

They walk with their eyes wide shut,

thinking that they are so emancipated, but...

They breathe in poisoned toxins, true,

that infect everybody, me and you.

Their breathing stinks of many a lie,

their demons like bats in the dark fly,

sucking blood from innocent standers-by,

at they breathe, instead of live - they die.

Asleep, they slumber day and night -

what is wrong - has been turned to right.

At night she dreams of a renewal,

hope and more hope fuel

her determination not to give up,

to wake people, and not to shut up.

She observes how each human being,

their own inner power are not seeing.

They live in hiding, ruled by fear -

their soul’s voice, they do not hear.

The Lady weeps at this sad status quo -

where it’s all been leading to, she does know!

And many others, like her too, do see,

the emergence of a new sacred humanity.

Because of the thorns - the flesh is cut,

a new portal opens -the old one - shut.

Strayed wildly from their sacred originality,

now called to embrace their innate divinity.

Have they strayed far too

far? If only they knew,

not only just a few,

that this is the end of time.

Soon the twelfth hour will chime.

What they sowed, so shall they reap,

what will lie in the golden wheat heap?

Will they wake,

before it’s too late?
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Dark December Day

Every year in the depths of winter without fail,

a dark December day’s wild wind comes to wail 

at me, with a shattering grief, not of this dimension,

more like that of a tormenting hell, I’d like to mention.

It takes hold of my spirit - of all hope leaves me bereft,

walks off with my sanity and joy, a seemingly legal theft.

Every year I hope its visit I’ll miss.

But, it seems to incessantly insist

of robbing me of the joys of the upcoming feast,

sparing me not, in the festive season, at least

to enjoy the revelry of the time

as for lost peace and joy, I pine.

Every year I hope it’ll miss my closing door,

shatteringly opening it wide once more,

with a yearning for what could have been,

for a life so shortly cut, it does seem.

A few days before that great feast day,

determined to kill herself, come what may.

Every year that ghastly ghost comes, right!

Not white on black, but black on white,

unto my heart recovering clearly,

by December healed yearly, nearly.

Until the dark December day does dawn,

windows shut, black curtains drawn.

Every year I wonder how long it’ll stay,

as invariably,  come what may,

it comes religiously death to avenge,

from my weary spirit to seek revenge.

It takes advantage of my resident guilt,

whilst I hide under my dark black quilt.

For that first December day that this transpired,

going back in time to how things had spiralled

completely out of control and reason,

her suicide like an act of treason -

to my spirit young full of hope.

Of this tragedy, what is the scope?

It seemed like a betrayal that first dark December day,

as committed to take her life, come what may,

she had been. Scheming, trying to find a way

which would end her hell on Earth, without delay.

She ended it, on that particular afternoon.

It had to be done, very quickly and soon.

For her spirit had grown weary with its sense of despair.

Not out of self-pity, although life wasn’t fair.

In matters of the heart and romantic love a dark cloud 

had gathered thick,

a cloud so thickly suffocating, leaving her no air to

breathe, making her sick

to the core with loves lost and not found,

woe after woe and sorrows abound.

Every time, ahead with eyes wide open, she would look.

The vision - her heart, mind, body and spirit shook.

A long corridor made up of many a door,

from a high ceiling to a black marble floor.

An infinite number of doors,

high ceilings and black floors.

A thick black cloud filled the corridor walls,

as pitch black snow suddenly falls

into each room between each door,

filling it from ceiling to floor.

Every time she entered a room,

it was filled with a desperate gloom.

A way out there never seemed to be.

Where is the wager whicht would set her free?

How can she get out of this mayhem and mess,

she did not quite know, she did openly confess.

Neither pills, nor pure alcohol spirit,

did send her off the limit...

onto the death she so wildly desired,

her spirit weary, her soul tired.

Every such attempt had sadly failed.

All her efforts always miraculously  derailed,

mostly through my efforts and sixth sense,

decreasing my sense of hope and confidence

that she would live much longer,

as over the years she got weaker, not stronger.

When all else failed she mustered all her strength and will-power,

amidst terror that the realms of hell, her soul would devour

if she did not put an end to this- oh -  hair-pulling madness;

finding a way out of this living despair, and resident sadness.

She decided on a whim what she would do!

She got dressed quickly and put on a shoe...

And then the other - and to the bus stop she rushed.

By now her mind and spirit were critically crushed,

by  demonic thoughts that had taken a strong hold,

on her sanity, darkness, doom and despair untold.

When she got to the country’s historic capital city,

decorated for Christmas, looking ever so pretty

She rushed out of breath to the overhanging gardens -

her favourite place. Today, there seemed to be a no wardens

watching over the bastion walls, and the WWII remaining lift,

which hadn’t been working at the time –was this  a gift?

Or a curse? She clambered up the low bastion wall,

standing on the thick wall, straight and tall -

uttering a prayer for her God’s pardon. She does suddenly jump,

crashing through a parked car with a deadly, deafening thump.

The innocent red car covered in blood red,

her body crushed, mutilated it’s been said.

For I,  on that dark December day, did not go

to see her desecrated body, and so -

the extent of the damage I don’t know for sure.

Apart from the fact, that she’s not coming back!

Since that fateful day her ghost does haunt me still.

The treacherous pain tears me fully apart until,

I struggle to  breathe, for the life of me -

seizing my lungs, my heart, my entire body.

I writhe in pain and agony,

no way out of it, can I see.

I sit and stay still on this deeply dark December day.

I leave all work, duties and chores. I need to play.

I rediscover the joy in every breath breathed -

Grateful for life and how delicately it’s weaved,

a blanket of cherry blossom so delicate and abundant,

with a sacred life, love, light and joy resplendent. 

The dark thick black clouds are suddenly shifted.

MY deep dark despair is magically lifted -

high into a clear blue sky...

I wonder why,

and how it’s done.

I underestimate the value of fun -
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