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            In the silence of the Void, the self learns its shape.
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In this series of poems, I turn toward the otherworldly — not for spectacle, but because the otherworldly exposes the unstable core of Humanity itself. It is in the strange, the liminal, and the unclassifiable that our finest virtues and darkest impulses reveal their true shape. Imagination, often dismissed as childish or indulgent, is the one faculty that allows us to step beyond the narrow perimeter of our physical form. It can liberate or destroy. It can illuminate or distort. And the act of using it is never entirely safe.

Some express imagination through movement, ritual, or art. Others channel it into science or invention. I work with words — because words open doors. They slip between the cracks of certainty. They reveal the contours of the Void.

These poems explore the otherworldly through the creation of Beings that sit at the edge of what we recognise. Some resemble us. Others do not. All of them are mirrors — reflecting our frailty, our potential, and the illusions we cling to. Because imagination has no limits, neither do they. You will encounter creatures, shapeshifters, monsters, and entities that resist classification. They are not here to entertain. They are here to test the boundaries of what we call “Human.”

At the centre of these books lies a simple question: What makes us Human? And if we dare to answer it, another question follows: Are the qualities we value — empathy, fear, longing, consciousness — truly ours alone? If they are not, then our sense of specialness collapses. We become Earthlings first, Humans second. And with that shift comes responsibility. We must choose whether to act as Guardians or continue as Parasites.

Beneath all of this runs the philosophy I call Voidian Cosmology: the recognition that we know nothing in any absolute sense; that universals are illusions; that meaning is something we forge, not something we inherit. Only by acknowledging our limits — and the vast indifference of the cosmos — can we begin the work of self-actualisation. The Void is not an adversary. It is the canvas upon which the self is written.

If these poems allow your mind to move freely — to wander between certainty and possibility, to glimpse the strange beauty that lives within the Void — then they have served their purpose.

Safe journey.

D. James
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1

The moonlight shone and Kashu’s voice rang true and pure

The hearts of those who listened did to the heavens soar

Her heart and soul were pure and she sang with devotion 

Every song was carefully crafted to evoke a rich emotion

The songs she decided to sing were affected by her mood

It was her curse because on dark thoughts she did brood

2

Kashu was born gifted and learned that her gift was to sing

She discovered her moods could different emotions bring

As she grew older her sweeping moods grew more intense

And from the power of Kashu’s voice, there was no defence

She sang her songs when in a state of mania or depressed

But each time Kashu sang it seemed as if she was possessed

3

By her teens, she was able to manipulate moods with her voice

The audience was like her puppets and moved without choice 

Each who heard her sing felt the joy or agony within her soul

She could make them all feel elated or bury them in a dark hole

Kashu would create euphoric joy that was sublimely seductive  

But when she was depressed, her songs could be destructive

4

The strength of what I feel does heighten the listener’s mood

When I am joyous, my songs fill their souls with divine food

Yet when I am manic their souls soar into the Heavens, elated
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