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            Love's recipe, a secret often sought,Is not a measured thing, a simple sum.No beaker holds the potion, pre-devised, naught,Can guarantee the heart will overcome,Its cautious fears. Instead, a gentle hand,Must sow the seeds of kindness, day by day.A patient heart, that tries to understand,And listens closely to what others say.Forgiveness, too, a vital element,To smooth the edges worn by daily strife.Acceptance is a gift, divinely sent,To cherish differences that colour life.So mix these things with honesty and trust,And watch as love from simple virtues must.By Donovan Nefdt
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Sonnet (I)
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Each point a lonely island, self-contained,

A number on a line, a dot in space,

No bridge to neighbour, utterly unchained,

A singular and isolated grace.

Then calculus arrives, a gentle hand,

That draws a line, a curve, a flowing grace,

Connects the points across the silent land,

And finds a pattern in this lonely place.

A tangent touches, barely, then it's gone,

Yet leaves a trace, a slope, a whispered plea,

Of where the path has travelled, where it's drawn,

A hint of future, for the eye to see.

So even in our distance, find the art

To build the bridges that connect the heart.
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Sonnet (II)
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When two hearts touch, a special sum takes hold,

A quiet whisper, gentle, newly made.

It's not just counting stories, brave and old,

But something deeper, making us unafraid.

Add honest trust, a smile, a helping hand,

Subtract the worries that can make one frown.

Then multiply the hopes across the land,

And watch love settle gently, softly down.

Divide the troubles, share the happy days,

A gentle comfort, chasing shadows far.

Through winding paths or any misty maze,

Love shines within, a bright and guiding star.

This perfect sum, a truth that softly gleams,

The core of love, fulfilled in waking dreams.
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Sonnet (III)

[image: ]




The alchemist's heart, a hidden, warming fire,

It seeks to turn dull lead to purest gleam,

With ancient hope and burning, strong desire,

To make what's common into a bright dream.

It stirs the pot, watches the smoky breath,

Through endless days of trying, long and slow,

It knows the sting of failure, even death,

But still believes a truer path will show.

Not just for gold, this yearning deep inside,

But for a spirit's change, a soul made new,

Where heavy burdens have no place to hide,

And light can break the dark, cloudy view.

So beats this heart, a quest both grand and deep,

While precious secrets it will ever keep.
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Sonnet (IV)
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The world was once a tangle, knot on knot,

A puzzle box with pieces misaligned,

A hidden truth, a secret long forgot,

A quest for sense, for order to be mined.

Then came a light, a whisper in the air,

A pattern found, a link between the parts,

A gentle touch to banish all despair,

A revelation blooming in our hearts.

The theorem unfolds, a flower bright,

Each petal shows a reason, clear and bold,

It chases shadows, fills the world with light,

A story whispered, centuries old.

And now we see, with newfound, open eyes,

The beauty hidden in its simple guise.
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Sonnet (V)
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The sunbeam dancing on a dusty floor,

A tiny seed that pushes through the ground,

These simple things I often see before,

A joy profound, without a single sound.

The kettle's whistle, bubbling with its steam,

A robin's song upon the window pane,

A childhood memory, a waking dream,

To feel content, to ease away the pain.

A friendly smile from someone on the street,

A helping hand when struggles start to rise,
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