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How should I begin this? Let’s be honest: this is little more than a filler, and it’s unlikely anyone will read it. Yet here you are, having made it past the first few lines, which means you’ll probably read a few more. Human nature is predictable — I studied it, even tried to teach it once. Tried being the operative word. One colleague told me I’d have been better off keeping quiet, though she never liked me anyway. Truth be told, I was never a good teacher, even if my intentions were decent. Some may disagree, but I doubt it.

I suppose I should give you some background, for those who care about such things. For those who don’t, feel free to skip ahead — I usually do. Let’s avoid the Dickensian flourish and start with something banal: I was born. Although my mother swore, I was spat out of the pits of hell, which may be more accurate. Perhaps she was right. Who am I to judge?

My formative years were... “interesting.” Bowlby would have had a field day diagnosing me, though he was something of an ass. (Forgive the speciesism.) As you can see, I’m writing this with tongue firmly in cheek.

Once upon a time, I had over a hundred poetry books published. Then a certain large platform decided I’d broken some obscure rule after locking me out of my original account for reasons never explained. Five years later, they wiped the slate clean — along with my books and my hard work. I should have been furious, but in truth they did me a favour. I think I sold one book in all that time, earning the princely sum of £3. At least I was spared the joy of filling out a self-assessment tax form.

So, I started again, publishing elsewhere. The lesson? Never give up. If someone’s being an ass, go with the flow — it might work in your favour. And honestly, it would be hard to do worse than I did before.

To make things more cost-effective for readers, I’ve combined several volumes of poetry into one. More poems, less money. Not that I write for money or fame — if I did, I’d have starved long ago. I write for myself, to clear the chaos in my head, and perhaps to help others see through the lies and labels imposed upon them. If even one person reads these words and feels less alone or decides to strive toward being a better version of themselves tomorrow, then my efforts won’t have been wasted.

A note of warning: there may be overlap. Some poems appear in multiple collections, sometimes altered, sometimes rewritten entirely. Chronology matters too — I’ve arranged them in the order I wrote them, so you can watch the slow evolution of my voice.

Labels, though useful, are limiting. I refuse to be boxed in. I am not a label, not a number. I am simply myself — and by the time you finish this sentence, I am no longer the person who began it. Identity is fluid; don’t let others fix yours with their labels.

Beyond my narrative poetry, these collections range widely: Romance, Love, Life, Pain, Nature, Micro-poetry, Politics, Philosophy, Metaphysics, Spirituality, and Satire. To call them “Romance” alone would be absurdly narrow. If you must give them a genre, call it Voidian — or Voidian Cosmology — for they are nothing but echoes bouncing off the Dark Matter that surrounds us.

_____________________________________

The theme of this category is Nature.

We live in a world filled with extraordinary beauty, though many pass through it without truly seeing or valuing what surrounds them. Nature has so much to teach us. When we learn to respect Her, our lives naturally fall into greater harmony.

Because of the joy and peace, I find in the natural world, I chose to create a series of poems inspired by Her shifting moods and expressions. Through these words, I hope to invite you to look again at Mother Nature in all Her majesty — to recognise how fortunate we are to share a world so vibrant and alive.

Yet even in Her strength, She is becoming increasingly fragile. Treat Her with care. Honour Her presence wherever She reveals Herself. Her eyes shine in the stars above, and Her heart is the very earth beneath our feet. May we learn to nurture Her as faithfully as She continues to nurture us.
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