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The Lightning Bolts 
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The sky was quiet, once. It breathed

in softest tones of lavender.

The trees stood robed in emerald grace,

no harbinger, no whisperer

foretold the storm to soon awake—

no crow did caw, no branch did shake.

But high above the hills it stirred,

a tremor hushed in heaven’s word.

A hush so loud it cleft the time,

the hush before the stormbell’s chime.

The roots grew tense. The sap ran cold.

The oaks, grown wise and centuries old,

trembled beneath their leafy spires—

they knew the scent of ancient fires.

—-
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Then came the wind, a siren shriek,

a gale with tongues that dared to speak

in chaos-song, in cryptic tongues,

as if the air itself had lungs

and breathed the fury of the stars—

it tore through woods, through doorless bars

of leaf and lichen, moss and bark,

until the forest moaned and darked.

The light withdrew. The thunder roared.

The clouds amassed like angel-swords.

And then—

with fury laced in flame,

with godlike hate and sacred name,

the lightning struck the tallest tree

and etched a wound eternity

could not erase from soil or bone—

a mark of fire, wrath, and throne.

—-
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Oh, it was no mere bolt of air,

but something more—divinely rare.

It cracked the world in spectral light,

a burst of suns within the night.

The fir ignited, gasped, then died.

The ash leapt up like ghosts denied.

The woodland held its breath as one,

for something else had just begun.

Each tree stood silent in its prayer.

The burning scent perfumed the air.

And in the circle scorched and black,

the waiting forest did not slack—

no owl, no fox, no hare, no beast

moved foot or paw or fang or feast.

The world, transfixed, could not resound—

they waited for her to touch the ground.

—-
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The legends told in bark and song,

passed through the pines the ages long,

spoke of a goddess born from flame

who only came when called by name—

not by man, but earth and fear,

and when the lightning cracked the sphere.

They said she rode the storm’s wild mane,

her eyes like fire, her breath like rain.

She does not walk where light is tame—

she falls through storms, through bolt and name.

And so the trees in silence stood,

the kindled altar made of wood.

They’d known her once in ages past,

when mountains rose and seas were glassed.

She danced then through the cypress shade,

and kissed the roots the rivers made.

But centuries had dulled her tread—

since man had come, the goddess fled.

—-
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But now the forest prayed anew.

Their boughs were bent, their hopes were true.

The lightning summoned what was lost—

no matter now what it had cost.

And far above the molten blaze,

through coiling clouds and crackling haze,

a shape began to form, and fall,

a presence vast and fierce and tall.

She did not fall like mortal stone—

she poured, like thunder’s blood alone.

Her cloak was stitched from stormy thread,

her eyes were flames the stars had shed.

Her limbs were wind, her skin was dusk,

her breath a fragrant, earthen musk.

With every step the ground did sigh,

and flowers bloomed as she passed by.

—-
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The trees bowed low in reverence then,

as if they were her loyal men.

The ferns unfurled, the moss grew wide,

to cradle where her footfalls lied.

And where the bolt had split the pine,

she knelt to touch the blackened line.

Her fingers traced the wounded bark,

her voice a song both clear and dark:

“Oh ancient woods, you called me home,

through thunder’s gate, through tempest’s dome.

Too long I’ve wandered wind and flame,

too long you dared not speak my name.

But now you burn, and now I rise—

reborn in fire, crowned in skies.”

—-
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A thousand birds took flight as one—

the sky grew clear, unmade, undone.

The rain began—a soft lament,

as if the storm itself now bent

to beg her not to leave again,

to dance once more in bark and rain.

She walked through ash, through flame-kissed fern,

and where she passed, the trees did turn—

their leaves grew green, their wounds grew closed,

the charred and fallen trunks reposed.

And in her gaze, the stars returned,

for what was lost was now relearned.

She whispered to the forest deep,

and woke the gods from ancient sleep.

She kissed the stones, the branches bare,

and left her breath in every prayer.

The forest sighed, reborn, alive—

its soul no longer cast to strive.

—-
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And when she vanished, mist and shade

reclaimed the glade the fire made.

But not before she turned her face

toward the sky with silent grace,

and raised her hand, and made it known—

she would not leave the woods alone.

Now when the lightning splits the skies,

the forest opens unseen eyes.

And all who walk in storm and tree

may feel the goddess, wild and free.

She is the spark, the breath, the sound—

the voice that waits beneath the ground.

She touched the earth, she heard the cry,

and once again, she did not die.
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Like a nightmare 
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She looked at me—not like the rest,

not with warmth or joy or jest.

Her gaze was cold, a breathless wind,

the hush before the knife begins.

It wasn’t love. It wasn’t hate.

It was the stare that seals your fate.

Not passion—no, not any flame—

but something wild, without a name.

She stood there, still, beneath the pines,

where fog dissolved in twisted lines.

The forest watched, the shadows crept.

I blinked, but still, her silence wept.

—-
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She didn’t flinch. She didn’t move.

Just watched me, quiet, out of groove

with all I thought that humans were—

there was no fear. No sigh. No slur

of trembling lips or teary eyes.

Just moonlight cast in her disguise.

Her eyes—they didn’t shine or gleam.

They swallowed light, they drained the stream

of sense and reason, calm and breath.

She stared like death had found its death.

Like hunger masked in something sweet.

Like roses blooming where blades meet.

—-
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She looked at me like trees might fall,

and none would hear my final call.

Like storms that stalk, not scream or run—

like thunder made of teeth and gun.

Like every shadow wore her shape,

and every path led to escape...

from her, and yet, not far enough—

because she followed like the rough

of boots in mud, the echo's track,

a whisper always at your back.

She looked like woods at dead of night,

when stars have fled and wrong feels right.

Like nothing holy dared draw near.

Like prayers would crack and bleed with fear.

—-
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The trees around us didn’t speak.

No owl, no bat, no branch did creak.

As if the forest bowed to her,

the silent queen, the bloodless stir.

She moved a step. I felt the ground

recoil beneath her measured sound.

And still that gaze—it pinned me still,

like butterflies the killers kill.

Not for study, not for grace—

just to own a lifeless face.

—-
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I saw in her a storm, unchained—

not wild, but cruelly preordained.

A predator in velvet skin,

a howl wrapped up in violin.

The way she looked—like she had fed

on boys like me, then mourned them dead.

Not out of guilt, but ritual,

as nature’s right, as sovereign call.

She looked at me like winter waits—

with hunger pacing past the gates.

Like woods that smile with sharpened grin,

inviting foolish souls within.

Like sirens dressed in human guise,

with knives that shimmer in their eyes.

—-
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And I—I stood, too dumb to flee.

A branch, a pawn, a man-to-be

who’d never known such eyes exist—

so full of storm, yet void of mist.

So focused, sharp, and carved in stone,

yet swaying with a dance unknown.

She breathed, and I forgot my name.

The air grew thick. The forest—flame.

Though no fire bloomed, it seared my core.

I knew I’d leave that place no more.

—-
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She looked at me—and I felt seen

by something more than in-between.

Not demon, god, or ghost, or fate—

but woman forged in feral hate.

Or maybe just in longing long
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