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COURAGE

On the road of Ife, under the open sky.
Courage is the lighthouse,

itis the right breath.

Awaken in your bowels, like a shining flame,
Inthe puisating chest, in the hovering ar
Among dark shadows, she s light,

Walk fearlessly, without any cross

Itis the strength that lfs the tred spirt,

In the labyrinth of doubt,

e is the exalted guide.

I the felds of uncertainty, it flourishes,
Like a bold flower, that time does not undo.
Itis the bridge that leads beyond fears,
Inthe hear, it echoes like noble creeds.

In the face of challenge, courage smiles,
Challenge the impossible,

never neglect yourself

Its the voice that echoss, firm and serene,
In every battle, she is the full warrior

In the silence of doubts, she speaks loudly,
Like a brave, vibrant,loud poem

It the ink that wiites on the biank pages,
‘The audacious repor, the frank verse

It stands like a wall in the facs of fear,
Courage, noble and loyal, ke a trophy.

On the stage of lfe, in is spectacle,
Courage is the sta, it s the quist splendor.
That i every step, in every journey,

May courage be the compass, the dawn,
Inthe human hear, she is the foundation.
‘The strengih that makes every siep a prayer.
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TRAIT THAT DOESN'T TRANSLATE

On the vast stage of unfolding existence,

“The singular stands out, ik a twinkling Star.
Itdoesn't get lost i the crowd, its the singe note,
in the symphony of tme, t s the specific melody.
Like a pearl that stands out in the sand,

‘The singular, beauty that doss not permeate itself.
Itis the authentic expression in the vast spectacle,
In the dance of e, It is the singular step.

Don't get caught up in patiems o repettions,

The singuiar thing is the creation, the innovations.
Its the single brushstroke on the canvas of destiny,
In the gallery of existence, it s the divine picture.
Like a rare flower in a wide field,

‘The singuiar thing is the perfume that breaks free.
Itis the voice that echoes in the immensity of slence,
In the orchestra of being, t s the intense chord

It does not fade in the shadow, nor is it iluted in the fight,
‘The singular is the trat that cannot b translated.
Itis the singularity that weaves the fabric itself,

In the book of e, it is the page that ignites.

Thus, in the fabric of time and being,

“The singular is the being that happens.

Itis the unigue signature on the contract of lving,
In singuiar poetry, it is etemal rebirth
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TOWALK

Along the roads of ime, I going to walk,
Under the open sky, where the sun comes to set

Each step s a story, a verse to be recited,

In the dance of walking, Ife unfolds.

1walk with my fest on the ground, in simpiciy,

‘The ground we walk on is our truth

Walking is more than moving your feet on the ground,
Its about moving forward, its about designing your own truck
‘Along the journey, | encounter a thousand landscapes,
Mountains to challenge, valleys to embrace the profe.
I follow the path of hope, with faith guiding

Walking i the art of never stopping dreaming.

On the road, | meet fellow travelers,

Each step shared s a story told

Loneliness is sometimes just an ilusion,

Walking is also sharing your heart,

‘The path stretches, sometines with steep ciimbs,

But each challenge is a lesson that can be fulfled
Walking i leamning, growing with each step,

Inthe School of i, where time is the embrace.

‘The wind whispers secrets in my ear,

Trees tel storis, the world is a read book.

Walking is deciphering each leaf that als,

It s understanding that e, lie the road, is renewed.
‘Thus, in the cadence of persistent walking

I discover that i s an immersive joumey.

With each step, a new chance to start over,

Walking is dancing to the thythm of eternal walking.
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PHOENIX

From the ashes that the fire consumed,

The phoenix is reborn, like an endless poem.

In the cycle of rebirth, history is constructed,

Like the eternal flame, an anointed rebirth.

In the heat of transformation, the wing appears,

The phoenix takes flight, free and red-hot.

From the tears of the past, a flowing river,

In the rebirth of the phoenix, it is the new that blooms.
In the twilight of pain, the light insinuates itself,

Like the phoenix that is reborn, the sun on the street.

It is in resilience that strength reveals itself,

In the rebirth of the phoenix, life shines.

Each feather that falls apart, a symbol of renewal,

In the dance of the phoenix, it is eternal transformation.
From the shadows of farewell, she emerges in splendor,
Like a cosmic poem, a rebirth of love.

In the burning embers of affliction itself,

The phoenix rises, a song.

On the stage of existence she dances,

In the rebirth of the phoenix, it is hope.

Thus, in the epic of rebirth vibrating,

The phoenix is the poetry that never lets itself be erased.
In the ebony of the past, a constellation is remade,

In the rebirth of the phoenix, it is the eternal spring that takes place.
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INTERNAL SELF

In the hidden sanctuary, where the essence rests,
The internal self, a flame that intertwines.

Like the sun that inhabits the cosmos of the soul,
Itis in the inner self that calmness is revealed.
Among the corridors of truth itself,

The inner self is the compass of freedom.

In the eloquent silence of reflections,

It is the inner self that leads the directions.

On the banks of the river where memory flows,

The internal self, like waters that persist in flowing.
Each wave, an echo of the moments lived,

In the biography of the soul, there are chapters woven together.
In the kaleidoscope of feelings that pulsate,

The inner self, like constellations that light up.

Itis in the firmament of being, a guiding light,

In the dance of existence, it is the self that reveals itself.
Every sigh, an intimate melody sounding,

In the inner self, it is the song that echoes in the air.
It is the refuge in the storms of the journey,

In the poetry of being, it is the road itself.

Thus, in the silent dialogue of the inner self echoing,
It's the intimate connection that never breaks.

In the sacred temple of the being that takes shelter,
The internal self, an eternal poetry.

103





OEBPS/images/Simphony_of_100_Poems37.png
REASON

With each dawn that awakens on the horizon,
Your smile, a charm that you don't ide.

1tis the lignt that luminates my path,

Reason for my laugner, swest and divine.

Like a ray of sunlight that caresses the moming,
Your smile, a melody that soothes and soothes.
Its the reason that colors my gray sky,

Aray of light, etemal encouragement

On the stage of lfe, your expression is art,

Your smile, the painting that moves and leaves.
It the gentie dance of a butterfly n the air,
Reason for my charm, reason for loving

Every curve of your s, a posm,

Your smile, verse that e heart says.

Its the song that plays deep in your chest,
Reason for my smile, for perfect love.

In the simplicity of this simple gesture,

Your smile is the reason for my appeal

Itis the force that dives, that causes rebirh,
Reason for my sigh, for my Iing.

Thus, in the poem that the heart composes,
Your smile is the reason, the star that entertains.
Itis the joy that colors my desiny,

Reason for my love, etemal and divine.

a7
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WHERE PEACE NESTLES

In the calm of being, where peace nesties,
Serenity emerges, a breeze that cherishes.

Like the lake mirroring the clear and serene sky,
Itis serentty, a state of complete enchantment.

In the gaze that reflects the horizon without rushing,
‘Serenity, a garden where e soul confesses.

Itis the stilness that nesties in the hea,

In the fabric of Ife, it s the gentle song.

Like the leaves that dance in the gentle breeze,
Serenity is the dance that the soul records.

It the sigh that soothes, the whisper that luls,

In the peaceful fow, serenity s installed.

In the deep waters of clear thinking,

Sereniy is the reflection, it s the support

Itis the oasis in the arid joumey of existence,

On the path of e, it s the sublime presence.

In the embrace of stllness, in the serene mind,
Serenity is the seed that s ordered.

Itis the bridge that connects the being to the ethereal,
In the peace of serenity, the being becomes whole.
Thus, in the poetry of serenity unfolding,

Each verse is a prayer, a way of being

Itis the river that flows in a gentle current,

In serenity, fe finds its certainty.
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ESSENCE THAT LIVES IN ME

On the stage oflfe, love dances,
Between softlaugher, your hope.

On the wings of passion, fiy high,

Apure feeling, witout assauit

Inthe heart, a flame buring,

Like a radiant sun warming up.

IS postry writen in the stars,

Sung by the wind along it paths.

In the look, the shine of enchantment,
Between two beings, one feeling

It the bond that unites lost souls,

‘The soft melody of the promised.

In fouch, the magic of a caress,

‘The sweetness that soothes, does not fre.
Between clasped hands, walking
Together, the journey is easy to face.
Love is the ight in the darkness,

‘The symphony of ife on the rise.

It the perfume that hangs in the air,
“The flower that blooms in love.

I the exchange of oaths, a commitment,
Sealed by kisses, without artfice.

Its the dance of souls i love,

On the stage of ove, etemalized

“Thus, in the fabric of the days,

Love weaves ts harmonies.

Itis the thread that unites hearts,
Transcending all seasons.

May love be the guide, the inspiration,
“The song that embracss the jouney, the mission.
In an etemal, endless poetry,

Love is the essence that ives within me.
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DESTINY

In the lines iraced by the thread of destiny,

We walk in the dance of a divine script

Itis the tapestry woven by the threads of time,
Destiny, deep mystery, without regret

Atthe crossroads of ife, choices ahead,

Fate, subtie, patient weaver.

Aballof dreams, of pain, of love,

In the fabric of existence,

between sweetness and flowers.

Like shooting stars in the vast sky,

Destiny is designed on a faithful patn.

They are intersections, crossroads of luck,

O the siopes of time, he behaves.

In the intertwining of hands, in the look you meet,
Destiny draws your route, ifs ready.

Its the surprise that reveals itself in tomorrow,

‘The written joumey, the story that unfolds.

Although mysterious, destiny i a guide,

In the symphony ofIfe, a melody that is contagious.
These are chapters that open, close,

Destiny, narrator that the heart longs for.

In the flowing of the waters, in the whispering wind,
Destiny announces itseif at every tum

Itis the design that forms on the horizon,

The trail we followed, step by step, mountain by mountain.
Thus, In the cosmic dance of being,

Destiny reveals itsef, with each birin.

In each choice, a chapter {o be traced,

Destiny, eteral counter of our breathing.
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FINAL CONSIDERATIONS

We have reached the final chord of this Symphony of 100 Poems, and my heart overflows with
gratitude for your company on this poetic journey.

Each poem, a singular note, each page, a measure of the narrative that unfolded before us.

In this symphony of words, we seek to capture the many melodies of life: the love that dances
softly, the longing that whispers in the wind, the hope that shines like the rising sun. Like a con-
ductor leading an orchestra, each poem contributed to the unique harmony that is this book.
Throughout these pages, music inspired the rhythms, the visual arts lent their colors, and atten-
tive observation of the world guided the pen. May each reader find here an echo of their own
experiences, a hug in difficult times and a celebration in moments of joy.

May Symphony of 100 Poems be more than a book; May it be an invitation to contemplate
beauty in simplicity, to explore the deepest corners of the soul and to recognize the magic that
permeates our daily lives.

Thank you for embarking on this journey with me, for sharing this moment in the symphony of
our existence. May the words continue to resonate, may the emotions endure, and may this
symphony remain alive, echoing eternally in each heart that welcomed it.

With deep gratitude and poetry,

Fernando Kfer
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THE BREEZE THAT CARESSES

In the simplicity that dances like a gentle breeze,
Beauty blooms, like a flower that nfertwines.

No need for pomp or showy omaments,

Itis in simplicity that it reveals it precious charms.

Like the sunset that paints the sky in warm tones,

The beauy of simpicity s a briliant spectacle.

Itsthe sincere sl that ights up any face,

In the ightness of the gesiure, i the embrace without heartbreak
In the small details that go unnoticed,

‘The beauy of simpicity is where we are attended to.

It the gentle music of a running stream,

The breeze that caresses without asking to understand
Like  poem that is drawn in a few words,

‘The beauty of simpicity i the essence that plows

Itis the look that appreciates the flower by the wayside,
in the simple petalada, there is a divine universe.

In the comort of your home, at the table st with care,
‘The beauy of simplicity is an invitation to neighbors

It the unpretentious gesture that warms the heart,

In the gift of simplicity, there is pure gratiude.

So, inlfe where so many sesk complesity,

The beauty of simplicity s the jewsl of truth.

Itis where the heart finds itseff n serenty,

in simplicty lies etemity.
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THE MELODY OF UNION

In the score of lfe, the melody resonates,

Unity s the thythm, itis good music.

Every note, a beating heart,

In the symphony of union, love is to be found.

The chords intertwine like hands joining together,

The melody of union is the bond that is woven and held.
Each tone, a voice that harmonizes,

In the symphony of It it s joy that s etenal

It the softness of the piano, like a caress in the air,

In the melody of union, peace overfiows.

The violins sing the sweetness of afiection,

In the symphony of the soul, i is complete understanding.
The rhythmic rhythm, like dance steps,

The melody of union s the grace that advances.

Every beat, a heart that aligns,

In the symphony of love, itis the hamony that fascinates.
the song of union, we are verses i poetry,

/e sing togsther to the same melody.

Itis the celebration of diferences that intertwine,

In the symphony oflf, it s the bond that embraces.
Thus, in the score of existence to reveal itsef,

The melody of union is the song of love.

It the concert where everyone has their role,

In the symphony of union, its love that remains faithful

o5
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THE POWER OF GRATITUDE

In every dawn, a gift to discover,
The strength of gratitude, ke a flowering oot

It the magic contained in simple words,

When expressing gratitude, there are gestures that save us.
In the silence of prayers, giving thanks is a song,

Itis the energy that expands like light from a flash

Like 2 rver fowing towards the sea,

In the strength of gratitude, there is a swest place.

Itis the sun that warms the soul on its joumey,

In the strength of gratitude, lfe is blessed.

Every word of gratitude, a seed to sprout,

In the plot of destiny, t is a path o follow.

Gratitude is like a healing balm,

In the strength of gratitude, peace is established.

Itis the recognition that echoes like a melody,

In the symohony o lf, it is harmony.

In the constant cycle of giving and receiving,

The strength of gratfude is a bond that needs to be strengthensd.
Itis the embrace of reciprocity that surrounds us,

In the dance of existence, tis the bond that resolves.

So, on the stage of lfe unfolding,

“The strength of grattude is the power to emanate.

Itis the simple gesture that transforms iving,

In the grandeur of the simple, it is to be grateful
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THE LOOK

Inthe silence of the eyes,

mysteries reveal themselves,

Windows of the soul, where feeling s held.

Itis in the eyes that the world s translated,
Amirror of emotions that lfe brings.

Inthe serene biue o the deep black,

‘The look is the echo of what goes on deep down.
Reflects the sun of laugnter and the tears of pain,
Alanguags that ranscends labor.

Inthe eyes, the charm of discovery,

Secrets hidden in the calm offer

‘They are fivers of tendemess, oceans of passion,
In the curves of our gaze, we lose our reason.

In the dance of the pupils, the silent dialogue,
Stories told without a single shieid.

‘These are words unspoken, but understood,
nthe look, the paetry of united sous.

‘The look is 2 lighthouse in the dark night,
Drawing constelations of tendemess.

It's the bridge that connecs distant hearts,
Uniing destnies, transcends moments.

In shyness or expressed boldness,

‘The look speaks more than any promise.

I¢'s art that paints the picture of connection,
Inthe look, lies the truth of the song.

Thus, n the theater of e,

the gaze is an actor

A protagonist who has no unpleasantness.

It the niversal language of fesiing,

Inthe etemnal poetry that the eyes can weave.

11
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CLOAK THAT PROTECTS US

In a kaleidoscape of hope to weave,

Faith emerges, like a ray of ight being rebor.

Itis the strength that sustains the heart on the path,
in the symphony of if, it s the divine chord.

Like the stars that dot the night sky,

Faith s a quide, a lighthouse that designs destiny.
Itis the certainty that anchors iseif in the waters of uncertainty,
In the ocean of existence, it is the compass of clarty.
On cloudy days, when the storm rages,

Faith is sheter, a cloak that protects us.

1tis the fiame that burns, even n the darkest,

In the tunnel of e, it is the light that provides insurance.
Like a garden that biooms after a storm,

Faith is the seed that germinates and nourishes

Itis the confidence that rises, even in adversity,

in the soil of fath, ruth sprouts,

In the fatering steps of the uncertain journey,

Faith s the bridge that extends over the offering.

Itis the fink that connects being to infinty,

In the dance of faith, it is fight without fmits.

Thus, in the poetry of belief unfolcing,

Faith s the echo of the divine resounding.

Itis the silent prayer, the prayer n the heart

In the symphony of faith, inspiration arises.

s
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A PERFUME OF LOVE

In the fertile ground of the blossoming heart,

The soft poery of affection being reborn is drawn.

Like seeds sown with a simple gesture,

Affection is the bond that unites the sky and the ground.
Its the welcoming embrace, like a safe cloak,

In the fabric of the soul, it is the purest thread.

These are words that caress lie a sea breeze,
Affection is the ocean in which e can sail

Between the ines of the look that conveys tendemess,
Affection is the language that iranslates sweetness
These are small gestures, but of immeasurable value,
In the dance of affection, it is the unbreakable link
Like the sun that warms and iluminates the jourey,
Affection is the light that dissipates every dawn.

Itis the shield that protects, the strength that sustains,
In the lap of affection, I seties.

In the garden of existence, affection is the flower,
Colors that mix, a perfume of love.

Its the soft melody that echoes in the heart,

In the symphony of affection, it s pure inspiration.

So, in the unfolding plot of e,

Affection is the melody that makes the being vibrate.
Itis the magic that is present n every gesture,

In the book of existenc, itis the most honest chapter.

0
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GOD OF THE UNIVERSE

On the heavenly throne, where eternity rests,

The God of the universe, source of all creation, powerful.
Like a painter who weaves the picture of infinity,

Itis in the divine gaze that the cosmos finds its rite.

In the firmament, his brush traces constellations,

The God of the universe, master of creations.

Every star, a spark of His divinity,

In the tapestry of heaven, it is His majesty.

In the winds that whisper through the green fields,

The God of the universe, as a conductor in constants.
Each melody, a symphony of nature,

In the score of life, it is His great skill.

In the seas that dance in endless movements,

The God of the universe, craftsman, gardener and garden.
Every wave, a song of praise,

In the vastness of the ocean, it is

His voice that resonates with vigor.

In the creation of man, a masterpiece to be formed,

The God of the universe, shaping and caring.

Like a loving father who guides and directs,

Itis in the divine essence that life feeds.

In the essence of each being,

His presence reveals itself,

The God of the universe is the light that lights the candle.
Every breath, a breath of His holy breath,

In the symphony of existence, He is the eternal ruler.

So in the vastness of the unfolding cosmos,

The God of the universe, supporting everyone.

Each fragment, a work of love,

In the poetry of creation, He is the author.
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THE REFLECTION OF THE OTHER

I the mirmor of coexistence, where sauls intertwine,
“The other is reflected, the echo that embraces us.

Like a peaceful ake, n its serenity,

“The reflection of the other s the dance of dualiy.

It in the friend's gaze, in the companion'’s light,

That we See traces of ourselves, sincere and whole.

In the reflection of the other, 2 mirror without veils,

The truth i revealed, as in fales and trophies.

As the moon reflects the sun in ts orbit,

‘The other is the reflection, the light that encourages us.
Every gesture, an echo, every word, a miror,

On the stage of nteraction, it is the theater of longing
‘Sometimes faithful mirror, Sometimes distorted,

“The reflection of th other s the shared bond.

In the dance of differences, in the harmony of equalty,
We find true affiniy in is reflection

In the laughter that is contagious, in the tears that side,
‘The reflection of the other,in the fesiings that ride.

Itis the echo of empathy, it s the bridge of understanding,
On the screen of relationships, it i the frame of feeling
S0 on the journey we walk side by side,

“The reflection of others s the most beloved mirror.

In a silent dialogue, without words spoken,

We discover in s refection, the poetry of e

4





OEBPS/images/Simphony_of_100_Poems96.png
CONNECTIONS

In the great script of life to unfold,

Connections intertwine, it is the dance of love.

Like invisible threads, webs forming,

In the vastness of the universe, it is the eternal finding.
Each encounter, a star that lights up,

Connections like constellations, bonds that extend.

In the tangle of intertwining destinies,

It is the poetry of connections, an eternal pulse.

Like rivers that converge into the same sea,

Connections flow, it is the river of life flowing.

They are bridges that rise over abysses,

In the crossing of time, these are bonds that split.
Friendships that intertwine like branches of a tree,
Connections that bloom, like petals from a nobleman’s garden.
In the silence of looks, understandings are formed,

In the language of the soul, it is the connection that transforms.
Love, as a link that transcends borders,

Connections that resist, like towering towers.

These are words unspoken, but understood,

In the symphony of existence, they are lived melodies.
Thus, in the fabric of destiny unfolding,

Connections are the essence, it is the pulse of breathing.
It is the intertwining of stories, the dance of experiences,
In the poetry of life, it is the connections that flourish.
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RARE JEWEL

In the vault of life, a rare jewel shining,

A divine treasure, difficult to match.

Like a diamond cut by time,

It is the pearl of existence, a sublime complement.
Its colors shine like a rainbow at dawn,

In the palette of creation, it is painting in bloom.
Each facet, a story to unfold,

Arrare jewel, a book of enchantments to be revealed.
It is the light that hides in the eyes that dream,

In the vastness of being, it is the essence that enters.
Like an eclipse that highlights the unique beauty,
The rare jewel is the singularity that remains.

Its rarity is not measured in carats,

But in the authenticity that breaks the restrictions.

In the heart of the admirer, an intense glow,

Arare jewel, a magical and immense link.

Thus, in the chest of existence shining,

The rare jewel is a divine gift to be reborn.

It is the purest pearl, diamond, gold,

In the poetry of life, it is the treasure that | secure.
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LANGUAGE OF AFFECTION

In the subtle weave of the language of affection,

Words become hugs, a sweet discreet caress.

It is the symphony of feelings that intertwine,

In the language of affection, hearts embrace each other.
Each sentence, a smile in the narrative of the look,

In the delicate plot, it is the affection that reveals itself.
Like musical notes that dance in the air,

The language of affection, a song to enchant.

These are gestures that speak more than a thousand words,
In the language of affection, there are no masks or farces.
It is sincerity that flows like a serene river,

In the dialogue of affection, love is the terrain.

In the silence that welcomes, in compassionate listening,
The language of affection is the poetry that cultivates.
Each touch, a page written with tenderness,

In the book of affection, the story is one of eternal candor.
Thus, in the dance of expressions intertwining,

The language of affection is the link to vibrate.

It is the universal language of the heart,

In the language of affection, it is love in translation.
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MOONLIGHT NIGHT

He forgot that the night was full of mooniight,

In the fimament, the Star twinkles.

Under the starry bianket, in a dazzling setting,

Oblivion floated in space, temporary.

‘The moon, silent witness of the occasion,

He waiched over the earth with his tender ilusion.
Butn the distraction of the night n s splendor,

“The mooniight was not noticed, a forgetfuiness of love.
‘Shadows danced n the night breeze,

While the moon wated, Serene and tacitu,

Oblivion, like a cloud that covers the fight,

“The mooniight persisted, patienty, without reproach or cross,
The night scene, a stage of dreanis being woven,

But oblivion stole the shine of the Siver sunset

The moon, with its serene smile, held o grudges,

For the night always says goodbye, giving way to dawn
So, in the cadence of walking time,

Obiivion dissipates, it a breeze to pass by.

The moon, fathful guardian of the shining mooniight,

It continues o watch, even when we forget to adire.
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PAINTING THAT IS REDONE

In the gentle symphony of nature's magc,

Cham emerges, a swest beauty.

It the whisper of the wind between rusting leaves,
In natural magic, t i the secret to be revealed.

Under the blanket of the sky, like an endless canvas,
The magc of nature, a poem that has no end

Its the stars that twinkle, ke dancing ights,

In the serene night, it is the mystery that revea's tseif-
In the golden dawn, ike gold flowing,

Natural magic, a spectacle to fall in love with

Itis the awakening of colors, the painting that is remade,
In the dawn of nature, magic lis.

The waters that glide, like a flowing song,

In natural magc, t i the eloquent river

Itis the murmur that soothes, the song that cherishes,
In the MuSIC of nature, it the melody that nesties.

In the flight of birds, ike notes to be composed,
Natural magic is splendor blooming

Itis the harmony that intertwines, the ballet in the ar,
In the dance of nature, itis the magic that manifests tself
Thus, in the grand opera of the environment,

Natural magic is the immersive spectacle

Itis the divine touch that is present,

In nature poetry, it is eloguent magic.
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WARMING SHELTER

Walking together is treading the same ground,

In the dance of the steps, it is the heart in communion.
Under the starry sky or the farewell sun,

Walking together is sharing the same thirst.

It's the gentle linking of hands that intertwine,

On the journey of life, it is love that is embraced.

They are laughter that echo like notes of a song,
Walking together is experiencing the same emotion.
Between the ups and downs that life offers,

Walking together is the shelter that keeps you warm.

He is a friendly shoulder in times of trouble,

On the road of existence, it is mutual protection.

These are dreams that intertwine like branches of a tree,
In the symphony of partnership, it is noble harmony.
Walking together is finding strength in each other,

It's facing challenges, it’s sailing in the same port.

So in the unfolding plot of fate,

Walking together is the promise of never being separated.
It's writing a story together,

In the poetry of life, it is the verse that makes the whole.
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LONGING

Inthe mist of time, longing sighs,

Asoft echo, which the soul inspires.

Its the memory that weaves it thread,
Between yesterday and today, i the void
On the wings of the wind she rises,
Between sighs, the soul remembers

It the soft shadow of moments gone by,
“That intertwines with lost dreams.

In the silence of the night, longing murmurs,
Memories that float, the Swestness.

Ifs the absent hug, the distant ook,

‘The absence that makes the breasta lover.
In the album of the mind, photos stored
Stories lived, marked

Ifs the soft echo of past laughter,

The bittersweet taste of beloved hugs.

On the path of e, longing walks,

Asot sigh, a song alone It s the link between what
was and what willbe,

‘The whisper of time reminding us.

Between tears and smiles, she dances,
Longing, eteral companion, rocks.

Itis the poetry we wite in absence,

‘The soft melody of memory, presence.
So01n her heart she weaves her plot,
Longing, sweet and bittr, calls
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FATHER AND SON

In the ballet of life, a duo dancing,

Father and son, bonds that no one can unravel.
Like the sun and the moon, in eternal harmony,
Itis in the relationship between father and son that light shines.
In the arms of the father, a safe haven,

It's where the little one finds the purest hug.

Like the master in the great school of living,
Father and son together learn to grow.

In the complicit smile that is reflected,

Father and son, the love that is complete.

It's in the echo of shared laughter,

That the history of these journeys is written.

Every piece of advice, a compass on the road,
Father and son, the most sacred connection.

Like trees that bend in the wind,

It is in mutual understanding that sustenance lies.
In memories of fun and games,

Father and son, companions in dreams.

It is in the unconditional support that we weave,
The bond that never grows old in life.

In the silent transmission of values,

Father and son, fearless navigators on different seas.
Like headlights that light up in the darkness,

Itis in the father’s guidance that direction is found.
So, in the symphony of time playing,

Father and son, walking together.

Each step, a legacy to intertwine,

In the poetry of life, it is love that echoes.
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THE AWAKENING OF HAPPINESS

In the garden of the soul, where hope is sown,

The awakening of happiness, a dawn that brightens.

Like the sun that rises over the serene horizon,

It is in the morning of joy that the land is born.

Every ray of light, a smile that reveals itself,

In the awakening of happiness, it is magic that shines.
It's like flowers that bloom in spring,

In the season of contentment, life offers itself.

The heart, like a bird that takes flight,

In the wake of happiness, it is the song that echoes in the blue sky.
It's the symphony of feelings, a gentle melody,

In the score of serenity, it is love that is magnified.

In the small moments, that's where happiness is found,
In the awakening of gratitude, the soul calms down.

Like dewdrops kissing the grass,

It is in simplicity that happiness reveals itself.

In the mirror of the present, the reflection of joy is formed,
In the awakening of happiness, life is transformed.

It's like a dream cherished by the heart,

In the poetry of existence, it is the awakening of emotion.
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SEED OF REBIRTH

In the fertile land of existence to rest,

The seed of rebirth, a dream sprouting.

Silent, like a kept secret,

On the soil of hope, destiny is traced.

Small and fragile, like a beating heart,

The seed of rebirth is constant strength.

It's the promise of a new dawn,

In the symphony of life, it is rebirth.

In the womb of patience she rests,

The seed of rebirth, the strength that dares.

It is the resilience that is present,

Like the eternal cycle, always reborn.

In the waters of learning, it germinates,

The seed of rebirth, a divine flame.

Breaking the surface, like the sprouting of light,
It is the transformation, the metamorphosis that seduces.
Every root, a link to the past,

The seed of rebirth is the preserved link.

But each sprout, an invitation to the future,

On the journey of life, it is rebirth that blossoms.
So, in the cyclical dance of time turning,

The seed of rebirth is the new being formed.
It's hope in bud, promise in the wind,

In the poetry of existence, it is eternal rebirth.
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SINCERE SMILE

On the stage of life, a radiant spectacle,

The shine of a sincere, fascinating smile.

Like stars that light up the dark night,

A true smile is light that lasts.

Each curve, a constellation to form,

In the expression on his face, it's the dawn shining.
They are rays of joy that unfold,

In the brightness of the smile, happiness stands out.
The sincere smile, like soft moonlight,

It reflects purity, like a sweet swarm.

It's the magic that is drawn on the lips,

In silent language, they are hugs.

In eyes that smile, the universe reveals itself,

The shine transcends, it is a flame that sparkles.
Like a symphony, it's the melody of the soul,

In a sincere smile, the truth is embalmed.

So, in the dance of feelings intertwining,

The brightness of a sincere smile is the guiding light.
It's the promise of happier days,

In the poetry of life, it is the verse we dream of.
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CALLED TO EXISTENCE

In the ephemeral dance of tme flowing,

Living intensely is the call to exist

Like a flame that burns without fear,

Itis total surrender to the present, withot shame.
Every heartheat. a measure,

In the intense thythm of lfe, s the hug

It feeling the wind caress your skin,

In the symphony of existence, be faitful.

Living intensely is embracing the unknown,

Like a fearless adventurer.

It exploring the worid with eyes of enchantment,
O the inense journey, find the cloak

In the laugnter that echoes, in the tears that fal,
Living intensely is the art that never leaves.

Its savoring every moment like wine,

In the cup ofIfe, itis the divine eiir

Like the sun that sefs on the horizon,

Living intensely is being the source.

It leaving a mark on the fabric of the moment

in the fabric of iving, be vibrant

In the warmh of the hug, i the exchange of glances,
Living intensely are verses o be recited.

Its the beating of the heart, ' the unreserved deiivery,
In the dance of existence, there are curves.

S0, on the journey where time unravels,

Living intensely is the gt that pleases us.

Itis the celebration of Ife, the etemnal instant,

In the poetry of ving, being a lover.
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ENHARMONY OF UNEQUALS

In the symphony of the universe echoing,

The enharmony of unequals to enchant.

Like different notes in the same measure,

Itis in diversity that the embrace reveals itself.

Each tone, a color on the palette of life,

In the enharmony of unequals, the shared dance.
Like different pieces in the same puzzle,

It is in complexity that beauty blends.

On the stage of existence, an opera to be performed,
The enharmony of unequals, a spectacle to enchant.
Each voice, a hue in the song that is woven,

In the fabric of diversity, it is the richness that warms.
Just like the seasons that follow each other,

In the harmony of unequals, nature grants.

Like different flowers in the same garden,

It is in coexistence that the perfume is built.

In the social fabric, like threads that intertwine,

The enharmony of unequals is the harmony that embraces.
Each experience, a unique contribution,

In the symphony of life, it is the melody that leads us.
In the book of history, chapters to be written,

The enharmony of unequals, an invitation to understand.
Each page, a singular narrative,

In the poetry of humanity, diversity shines.
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THE SHINE OF THE EYES

In the vast universe of feelings,

‘The shine of the eyes is the cham of yeast

‘They are stars that twinkle in the night of the gaze,

In the dance of the pupils, the light shining.

Like lighthouses in the arkness of the journey,

‘The eyes are guides, the soul s revealed.

They reflect the joy, the sadness that hides,

“The shine of the eyes, the language that responds.
“They are mirtors of the soul, windows without curiains,
Where secrets and dreams meet routines.

In the depth of the gaze, stories intertwine ,

‘The brightness of the eyes, tears that embrace.

In the eyes, the smile gains fe and color,

Like a ray of suniight that warms you with ardor

It s the glow of passion, the fire that bums,

‘The sparkle in the eyes, the flame that leaves.

In the silent exchange of intense glances,

‘The sparkle in the eyes reveals immense desires.

It the spark that ignites, the fire that ignites,

In the dance of the eyes, the magic that clears.

In the eyes of a chid, pure and without veils,

‘The brightness of the eyes is the worid that stands by.
It curiosity, wonder that enchants,

Ininnocence, the look, the liht that helps.

‘Thus, on the Stage of emotion and feeling,

‘The shine of the eyes is the shining reflection

Itis the silent poe, the voiceless song,

I the melody of lfe, t s the shine, it s the executioner
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MESSAGE OF PEACE

In serene letters, a message of peace,

Words that calm, like a gentle rising sun shining.

It's the silent song, the wind that caresses the heart,

In the message of peace, it is the promise of a new light.
Each word, a ray of light that draws the path,

In the message of peace, it is the invitation to the divine.
It's the murmur of the river in harmony with the forest,

In the symphony of peace, the melody that we have left.
Like the waves that kiss the beach tenderly,

In the message of peace, it is hope that endures.

They are petals of affection unfolding,

In the garden of tranquility, it is the perfume to exhale.

In the silence that speaks volumes, in the peace that nestles,
The message echoes like a hymn on the hill.

It is the fraternal embrace that calms the storm,

In the message of peace, it is serenity that nourishes.

So in the scroll of time to unfold,

The message of peace is the compass to guide us.

It's the gentle poem that echoes in every heart,

In universal language, it is the message of peace in song.

76





OEBPS/images/Simphony_of_100_Poems36.png
IDENTITY

On the screen of ffe, identty is drawn,

A complex painting, 2 work that does not embarrass itself.
Intertwined colors, ines that reveal the jourey,

Idenity, mosaic of the acclaimed soul.

Itis the unique melody, composed in the symohony,
Each note, a line, a part of postry.

In the dance of the days, it is the rhythm that puises,
‘The identiy, the essence that the soul cultvates.

Like an open book, pages to leaf through,

Identity is writen as you walk.

Chapters of smies, verses of pain,

In the plot of I, she becomes the author

Itis the reflection n the mirror, the look that recognizes itself,
Identity, a growing kaleidoscope.

In the echo of choicss, in shadow and ight,

Itis the portratt that time transiates.

In what we wear, in the words we speak,

Identity is the shadow we project and feel.

Itis the echo of the values we embrace,

In the incessant search, i is the being that we embrace.
In the labyrinth of doubs, n the clarty of knowledge,
Identity is the beacon that makes us rebor

In authenticity, in deep truth,

Itis the fiame of the soul, the revealed identiy.

Thus, in the vastness of being o be discovered,
Identity is the song that never stops flowing.

Each note, a line, in the score of eternity,

Identity, masterpiece of our realty.
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THE DANCE OF JOY

On the illuminated track o the beating heat,
The dance of joy is drawn to shine.

Like light leaves i the swiriing wind,

The dance reveals itself, an invitation to celebrate.
There are lignt steps that echo like laugher,

In the dance of joy, everyone is wise:

Itis the ballet of feslings,  iving choreography,
On the stage of I, t 5 joy that capivates.

Feet touch the ground like dancing nofes,

In the melody of joy, there are brillan verses

Its the thythm accelerating, the heart beating,

In the thythm of the dance, it is ecstasy to be Surendered.
Like a ray of sunlight that brightens the day.

The dance ofjoy, enerqy that is contagious

Its the frank laugh, the smile without measure,

In the dance of joy, tis shared ife.

Its a dust with happiness, a sincere hug,

In the dance that rocks, Iove is the seasoning.
They are spontaneous, pure and free movements,
In the balet ofjoy, it is the essence that revives.
Thus, on the track of existence to shake,

The dance ofjoy is a resounding anthem.

Itis the celebration of fe in s fulness,

In the dance that enchants, joy s virtue.
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TO THANK

On the stage of gratitude, a simple act,

My “thank you” is like a pearl, a link.

Simple words, but of profound value,

They express the sincere gratitude that floods me.

Like a flower blooming at dawn,

My “thank you” is the sweetness that makes you bloom.
It is the humble expression of the heart that recognizes,
In simplicity, the truth that ennobles.

It's a ray of sunshine that illuminates the darkness,

My “thank you” is the light of gratitude.

Each syllable, a hug of recognition,

In the dialogue of life, it is gratitude.

In the fabric of coexistence, my “thank you” is thread,
That unites, that strengthens, that weaves the challenge.
It is the bridge that forms between souls and paths,

In the journey of existence, the bonds are so thin.

So, my “thank you” is more than an expression,

It's a gesture of affection, a sweet connection.

It is reverence for the beauty of shared moments,

In the dance of life, it is gratitude in rhymed verses.
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EXPERIENCE

On the effervescent stage where lfe unfolds,
Experiencing is the art that the heart entangles.

Its the spectacle that blossoms every dawn,

In the Symphony of existence, t s the pleasure of iving.
Like the river that embraces the bed with sweet caress,
Experiencing is flowing, a dance withou delight.

Each moment, a scene to be unveiled,

In the fabric of experience, itis the desire to dare.

It savoring each note in the melody of time,
Experiencing i the path, it s the movement

In the ballet of emations, in light and darkness,

Its the intense joumey, its evolution

Its the gentle touch of the breeze on a smiling face,

To experience is o feel, to be present

In the Scent of flowers, in tears and laughter,

It a ich narrative, its a precise book.

Like the wind that gently caresses the skin,
Experiencing is the embrace, it s the flight without embargo.
Each chapter, a page to tum,

In the history of ving, it s the lesson to take away.
Thus, in the poetry of existence to be drawn,
Experiencing s the ink that makes the heart beat.

It the celebration of now, S the bond to e,

In the dance of e, itis the pleasure of surrendering
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BELIEVE IN YOURSELF

On the trails of dreams, where the horizon is drawn,
Believe in yourself, because at every step you can guess.
Like a star shining in the night sky,

Its potential is an eternal fire, a return.

On gray days, when the storm blows,

Believe in yourself, the sun is about to shine.

It is in resilience that strength reveals itself,

Like a persistent flame, a spark.

At the crossroads of the uncertain journey,

Believe in yourself, confidence is your alert.

Every challenge is an invitation to transcend,

In the dance of life, it is courage to learn.

When the shadows of doubt try to overshadow,
Believe in yourself, like a beacon to shine.

It is within that power resides,

In the conviction of being, it is the self that is reborn.
In the words that echo in the inner mind,

Believe in yourself, it is the voice of radiance itself.
Every sigh is an affirmation of faith,

In the poetry of existence, it is believing that gives.
Thus, in the intertwined web of his trajectory,
Believe in yourself, it is the essence of victory.

Each step, a note in the symphony of achievement,
In the book of life, it is the page of the song itself.
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DRAWING OF MY HEART

On the role of emotion, delicate lines to be embroidered,
The affective map is drawn, the heart beating.

Each e, a story to reveal,

In the design of my heart, love is sculpted.

The gentle curves, like a flowing river,

In the geography of feeling, it is pleasure to exist

Every curve, a sigh of charm,

In the design of my heart, it s the dream that | acvance.
The intertwined lines, ke bonds of affection,

In the design of my heart it s affection that leads the way.
Each ik, a promise of stenity,

In the dance o love, it is compiicity.

In the contour of the scars, ke marks of the journey,

The design of my heart s the strength revealed

Every wound, a lesson to leam,

In the tapestr of e, it is maturing

Thus, on the blank paper of existence to be unveiled,
The drawing of my heartis the art to be surrendered
Each stroke, a poem to recite,

In the symphony of being, tis the heart that beats.
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LIGHTHOUSE OF CHALLENGES

In the deep ocean of fesiing,

Love blossoms, pure and fuil

It a flame that bums incessantly,

Unconditional love, radiant bond.

Like 3 sun that heats without measure,
Uncondiional love, source of Ife.

1tis the embrace that involves, without imitation,
In the symphony of ove, itis the song

In the garden of the sou, t blooms serenely,
Uncondiional love, stemal earthy.

Itis the lignt that luminates dar days,

On the path of Ife, itis a beacon of challenges.
Like the moon that bathes with siver ight,

Unconditional love, deiicate art.

Itis forgiveness that flows like a river without banks,
In the heart that loves, there are no disappointments.
in donation without asking, in delivery without measure,
Unconditional love s the flower of fe.

Itis the bond that ranscends the ephemeral,

In the fabric of existence, it is a sincere bond.

Thus, in the poetry of love shining

Uncondiional love is the pearl that blooms.

1tis the treasure that is found in giving,

In the saga of the heart, it is the noblest song
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THE WISDOM OF SILENCE

In the kingdom of serenity, where silence is king,
Wisdom emerges calmly, gently, without aw.

Itis the prayer that s nof expressed in empty words,

In the stilless of silence, peace and moming live.

Like 2 river that lows without fanfare, serene and desp,
“The wisdom of silence, an oasis in the world

It choosing the fight word at the exact moment,

In the eloquence of silence lies the most sensible

In eyes that speak without uttering a sound,

The wisdom of silence, a Ink that never breaks.

Itis the sirength that is expressed in the contained gesture,
In silence, the truth emerges without fanfare.

In the temple of reflection, where deas dance,

“The wisdom of silence, like a light that advances.

Itis the respect that s nourished by the unspoken word,
In stilness, understanding becomes infinte.

Like the stars that dot the night sky.

“The wisdom of silence, constellation that returns.

Itis the mastery that leads the inner symphony,

In the hamony of silence, greater knowledge echoes.
Thus, in the fabic of existence to inertwine,

“The wisdom of silence is a resounding hymn.

Itis the song of the soul that speaks to the stilness,

In silence, we find peace, plenitude
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SONG OF CONNECTION

In the vastness of feeling, the unconditional,

A bond that transcends, deep and special.

It's like an ocean without shores getting lost,

In the web of affections, love blooms.

No strings attached, no restrictions to impose,

The unconditional is a river, constantly flowing.

It is generosity that does not expect reward,

In the symphony of delivery, it is the purest defense.
It's the sun that shines without asking permission,
The unconditional, like rays of passion.

It is the dedication that pours like gentle rain,

In the land of the heart, it is the seed that advances.
It is not measured in measures or in counted time,
Unconditional is an unarmed hug.

It is fidelity that knows no limits,

On the journey of life, it is the lighthouse that encourages everyone.
It is friendship that persists in storms,

The unconditional, like a root that nourishes.

It's the silent promise that love carries,

In the poetry of existence, it is eternal surrender.
Thus, in the dance of affections to be revealed,

The unconditional is the melody that never stops sounding.
It is the force that unites hearts without distinction,

In the grand opera of life, it is the song of connection.
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TRIP’S PARTNER

In the thythm of the journey, where the steps are drawn,

‘Your heart, a traveler on roads that e traces.

But you ses, he s not the guide that the route determines,
Not even the teacher who teaches in the school of experience.
Itis a brave organ, which puises in a faithful cadence,

Butin lfe’s choices, it not always Laurel

Your heart, in truth, s a traveling companion,

But not the wise mentor, nor the mirage compass.

The heart, that pulsation of emotions and desires,
‘Sometimes it takes us along trais of anious feslings.

Butn the vast terrain of decision and discemment,
Itis in the mind and reason that we ind the foundation.
Your heart s  poet, who writes verses of passion

Butin the school of e, there are lessons beyond emotion.
The teacher s time, the master that wisdom brings,

In the school of experience, it is where knowledge is made.
So, sten to your heart with affection and understanding,
But allow reason {0 also have a voice and reason.

Life is the classroom, where we leam with fervor,

Your heart s a student, but it s not the only teacher.
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THE VALUE OF A MOTHER

In the book of life, a golden page,

The value of a mother, a rare treasure.

Like a radiant sun, your love radiates,

On the journey of existence, it is light that guides.
Your lap, like a safe and serene shelter,

The value of a mother, like the sky without land.

Each gesture, a work of art to be revealed,

In the maternity tapestry, it is the fabric to be embroidered.
Like a flower that blooms in spring,

The value of a mother, a sincere essence.

Your eyes, like stars that never go out,

In the constellation of affection, there are ties that cannot be untied.
Your smile, like the sweetest dawn,

The value of a mother, like eternal prayer.

Each sacrifice, a silent gift,

In the score of love, it is the music of new beginnings.
Your heart, like a constant beacon,

The value of a mother, a vibrant bond.

She is the warrior who never puts down her sword,

In the battle of life, it is the sacred fortress.

Thus, in the story of each life to be drawn,

The value of a mother is the shining jewel.

It is the love that transcends, it is the light that warms,
In the poetry of existence, it is the hand that deserves
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COLOR THEORY

In the palette of the universe, a spectacle emerging,
Color theory, an opening rainbow.

Each hue, like a secret to be revealed,

On the screen of existence, it is art to enchant.

The blue of the sky, like the cloak that covers us,

It reflects calm, like a river that doesn’t charge.

The yellow of the sun, like the morning smile,

At the dawn of life, it's the heat shining.

The green of nature, a carpet unfolding,

It's renewal, like spring blooming.

The red of passion, like the fire that burns,

In the fire of the heart, it is love that yields.

Orange and pink, like the stretching twilight,

They are soft tones, like hugs that life offers.

Purple and violet, like the night that reveals itself,
They are mysteries, like stars that sparkle in the darkness.
Each color, a pulsating emotion,

In color theory, it is the expression that manifests itself.
Like brushstrokes on the canvas of reality,

It is visual poetry, the language of diversity.

So, in the grand picture to be drawn,

Color theory is harmony dancing.

Each key, a note in the symphony,

In spectrum poetry, it is magic that guides us.
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JUST CRAZY

In 2 world of reasons, where sensible rules,
There s beauty in madness, a spark that clears it

Just crazy, dancing like a butterly,

Coloring the monatony, in the secret palette.

Between straight ines, the SINUOUS cUve appears,

Just crazy, like boisterous music.

its a deviation from the norm, It laughter without measure,
In the realm of madness, the soul becomes intoxicated.

In a ook that defles conventions,

Just crazy, creating your own songs

itis the echo of boldness, it is the cry of passion,

In singuiar madness, inspiration flourishes.

Like 2 poeic delirium, a dance without a beat,

Just crazy, in a world of embrace.

Itis the rebelion that challenges the status auo,

In the boldness of madness, being shows iself

Itis not disorderly chaos, but personal cosmos,

Just madness, lice a gale.

Itis the touch of insanity that awakens genius,

On the stage of Ife, it is madness, it s dualiy.

Thus, in the complex web where the mind unfoids

Just madness, like a note that stands out n the thunder.
Itis the sigh of freedom, the dance of madness,
In singuiar madness, the being finds himselfdivine.
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KNOWLEDGE WORKSHOP

In the knowledge workshop, a space of enchantment,

Where minds intertwine, like threads in a cloak.

Every tool, a source of wisdom,

In the art of knowledge, it is poetry that is created.

The gears of learning in constant rotation,

In the workshop of knowledge, it is the mind in transformation.
Each experience, a piece of a vast puzzle,

In the construction of understanding, each piece embraces each other.
It is the constant chisel that sculpts thought,

In the knowledge workshop, it is improvement.

Each book, a window to new horizons,

In the search for knowledge, they are bridges.

The master, as a craftsman, guides with dexterity,

In the workshop of knowledge, it is the light of clarity.

Each class, an invitation to explore,

In the learning journey, it is movement.

Thus, in the workshop where knowledge is woven,

Each mind is a work, a painting that heats up.

In the tapestry of understanding, every thread is a connection,
In the workshop of knowledge, it is inspiration.
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UNNOTICED

On the stage of life, an act often unnoticed,

A soft murmur, like a hidden secret.

Among the tones of routine, in the subtle interweaving,
Unnoticed, like the sigh that is lost.

These are small details, like stars in the morning,

In the vast sky of existence, a constellation of sane actions.
Alook, a gesture, like rays of sunlight shyly emerging,
Unnoticed, like footprints in the sand disappearing.

In the dance of the hours, like silent steps on the floor,

The unnoticed is the melody, the note without vision.

In the heart of the moment, where the ephemeral hides,
Unnoticed, like the whisper of the breeze that responds.

It is the beauty that hides in the intervals,

In the empty spaces, in the small details.

In the book of life, it is the verse that goes unnoticed,

But it holds a hidden meaning within itself.

Thus, in the comings and goings of existence unfolding,
The unnoticed is the treasure that rests.

It is the silence that speaks, the simplicity that endures,

In the poetry of life, it is the lines between the lines that are murmured.
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NEW HISTORY

In the blank book of dawn breaking,

A new story, like lightning flashing.

The virgin pages await the ink of life,

Itis in the narrative of now that the journey begins.
Every word, a choice to form,

In the new story, it is destiny to unravel.

Like petals that fall in the season gone by,

The new story is the spring that is reborn with each dawn.
In the chapter of hope, promises are woven,

In the new story, these are dreams that mature.

It is the fabric of the present, a carpet unfolding,

In the fabric of time, life reveals itself.

The characters, like actors on the stage of existence,
In the new story, it is the art of resilience.

Each challenge, a plot twist,

In the dance of life, it is learning that is the hero.

Like a river that flows, serene and steady,

The new story is the current that enchants us.

Every turn of the page, an invitation to change,

In the poetry of life, hope is the new story .

Thus, in the epic trajectory to take place,

The new story is the invitation to be reborn.

Every moment, a chance to recreate,

In the eternal narrative, it is life itself that reinvents itself.
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THAT FLOWER

In the clearing of my heart blooming

That flower that | love emerges, a sweet wel-wishing.

Its petals, brushstrokes of dancing colors,

In the Symphony of nature, it s poetry that reveals iself.

Your perfume, an invitation to the garden of the senses,

In the fabric of Iove, there are infertwined and united tiss.

Each leaf, a chapter in the story (o be intertined,

In the narrative of passion, it is the song that moves.

In the Soft blossom, ke an embrace of dawn,

That flower that | love is the beauty that enchants and enchants
Each button, a sigh in the symphony of desire,

In the melody of love, it s the perfect measure.

Under the radiant sun of the shy moonlight,

That flower that | love is the muse of my sireet.

In the garden of affection, s roots o deep,

In the sweefness of feeling, it is the promise that never withers.
Soin the tapestry of i to intertwine,

That flower that | love is the art of drawing

Itis the symbol of affection, tenderess and peace,

In the poery of existence, its the fower that never fades.
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SYMPHONY OF DREAMS

In the score of the heavens, where stars intertwine,
It echoes the symphony of dreams, a melody that embraces.
Its a celestial concert, where the ruling moon dances,

In the serene might, the symohony launches,

Each star, a note on the score of nfiniy,

‘The symghony of dreams, a poem in s rie.

It the soft song of the stars that twinkle,

In the fimament, the orchestra of desires shines.

In the golden twilight, the sun says goodbye,

‘The symphony of dreams, in the dim light, precedes.
Itsthe rusting of the leaves, the whispering breeze,

In that twilight, dreams begin to sound.

“The crickets tune their noctumal violins,

“The symphony of dreams, in sighs and murmurs,

Itis the serenade of the moon, which sweetly enchants,
While dreams weave the dance.

In the dead of night, the orchestra persists,

‘The symphony of dreams, an invitation.

It the music that ulls you to sleep, the serenade,

In stilness, dreams cascade

And when the dawn awakens with s tones,

“The symphony of dreams ives way (o flashes.

But at dawn, hope resounds,

‘That the next night wil bring new dancing.

‘Thus, in the stemal melody that the universe commands,
“The symphony of dreams is the song that commands us.
In the stany night, in the ilence of desires,

Dreams intertwing, and life offers opportunites.
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THE EXPRESSION OF THE LOOK

In the glow of the face, the deepest scene,

The expression of the look, like a window that floods.
In the eyes, secrets that do not remain silent,

In the dance of the pupils, the truth that rocks.

Itis in the silence of the gaze that the soul is laid bare,
Like a blank canvas to be filled.

Every spark, an emotion to reveal,

In the symphony of feelings, the look vibrates.

In the serene gaze, like a peaceful lake,

It reflects calm, like the sun in exile.

In vivacious eyes, like stars at a party,

Joy becomes visible, a useless flame.

The look speaks languages that words cannot reach,
It is the communication of the soul, which barriers overcome.
Like an open book, the look tells stories,

In the library of time, there are pages of memories.
Itis in the eyes that love writes its poetry,

Like an invisible ink, a melody.

In the complicity of the gaze, secrets are shared,

It is the universal language, where hearts walk.

Thus, in the gallery of intertwining expressions,

The expression of the gaze is the art of revealing oneself.
It's the visual poem, the silent dance,

In the poetry of life, it is the most sincere prose.
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FEELING

In the garden of the sou, feeling flourishes,
Akaleidoscape of emotions flowing

1tis the color of Ife in each pulsar,

“The mosaic of dancing feelings

In the chest, the heart ke a poet,

Write verses of oy and comet

Itis the gentle melody, the song of being,
Feeling, the source of al iving

Atthe dawn of ove, the sun rises,

Golden rays, lie a ready promise.

Itis the flame that buns, intense and pure,
The divine symphony, the score.

In the web of days, sadness weaves threads,
Tears that well up in dark challenges

Its the storm that echoes in your eyes,

The feeling, the storm calming down

In the tight embrace, fiendship blossoms,
Bonds that sirengthen, time enriches.

Itis the light that guides in the darkness,
The feeling, beacon of loneliness.

In the subtle dance of hope and fear,

We walk the thread of desire and piot

It the beating of the chest, the beat,

The feeling,in the dance of space.

So, in the tapesiry of feelings,

Each thread, a story, a lament

Itis poetry that embroiders being

The feeling, etemal sorce of rebith
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ETERNAL EARTH

In the simple garden of the heart,
Alove blooms, pure, without reason.
Unpretentious, ke a breeze that caresses,
Itsthe soft song that the chest begins.

Does ot seek greaness or notable gestures,
Unpretentious love, like kind whispers.

Itsthe hand extended at the fight time,

In simplicty, it s discovery

Like a stream that lows siowly,

Unpretentious love, purty that never ceases.

Its the spontaneous hug, the serene kiss,

In the compass of love, it s the etemal earthy.
Don't dress in appearances or excesses,
Unpretentious love, like fleible verses

Itis the complicty that is woven ino everyday e,
in the dance of affecton, it is the melody

Like a ray of sunlight that luminates the moring,
Unpretentious love, light that is not in vain.

Itis the sharing of smiles, the tears hat flow,

In the simplicity of love, everything blooms and occurs
So, in the ife where love Is graceful,
Unpretentious love is the most beautiful

Itis the hidden treasure, the jewel in the chest,

In the plot of affection, i is perfect love.
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PURIFICATION

Under the immense sky, where the light spis,
The rtual begins, purification cries out
Crystal clear waters, like tears from the sky,
They bathe the soul,renew the veil

In the clear siream, the gentle current,
Purification s ke Soft singing

Take with you the impurites of the journey,
In the dance of the waters, the soul is acclaimed.
The rain that fals, kissing the tirsty earth,
Itis purification that nature invents.

Wash the leaves, cleaning every trace,

In the alchemy of rain, a touch of prestige.

In the fire that crackles, the flame dances,
Purification s heat burning.

Burn the remnants of the past,

Atthe boniire the burden is thrown.

In the wind that sweeps, soft and light,
Purification s the final sigh.

Take away what no longer serves,

Like a breeze, it caresses, brings kidneys.
In the silence of meditation, in introspection,
Purification s calm in action.

Cleans the dark comers of the mind,

it makes space for being more conscious.
Thus, on the jourey of purification,

‘The soul becomes light in transformation
Its the iver that flows, the fire that bums,
The breeze that calms, the rain that sows.
May purification be the path 1o follow,

In the constant search for renewal.

In the etemal cycle, as nature teaches,
Purification, a divine song that the soul sings
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THE KISS

In the subtle mesting of ips that fouch,

Aliss, poetry that unfolds in silence.

It the gentle dance of two hearts,

In the unique language of sensations

In the tenderess of a kiss, time calms down,

Like petals that fall, one by one, complete.

It the mumur of desire, secre revealed,

In intertwined lips, an enchanted world

It the swest taste of passionate surrender,

The heat that melts the Soul n love.

In the gentle touch, the whispered proise,

Akiss, living poetry, on every joumey.

Itis the sigh that is released, the breathing in unison,
In the kiss, tme stops, t is an stemal second.

Itis the echo of love, which resonates throughout the universe,
In the silence of worcs, the kiss is verse.

Whether in the shyness of a brush of ips,

Orin the intensity of a flery hug

Every Kiss is a story 1o be fold,

On the skin, in the memories, in the marked soul
‘Thus, on the stage of affection, the kiss presens itseif,
Achoreography of tendemess that ife invents

Itis iving poetry, the song that the heart composes,
In the sweet touch of s, where love is placed.

6





OEBPS/images/Simphony_of_100_Poems17.png
REALIZATION

On the joumey of e, the dream reveals itsel,

“The achievement, a dance that enchants and appeals.
1ts the top of the mountain that we aspie o reach,

‘The frut of effor, the echo of persisting

On the wings of hope, the fight begins,

Each stepis a note in the melody.

Fulfllment is the destiny that one embraces,

On the uncertain trail, on the adventure that doesn't embarrass you.
In the heart, the puise of conquest,

‘The realization, the test of the soul that insists

It a sigh of relier, a well-deserved srile,

In the tapesiry ofife, a chapter surrendered.

‘The path may be steep and tortuous,

Butin the goal achieved, the eflort s glorious.
Achievement i the reward of the journey,

In the fabric of existence, a goiden page.

It the diploma from the School of perseverance,

‘The medal that shines in achieving change.

Fulfilment is the poetry that the heart declaims,

‘The deserved prize, the victory that s prociaimed

On the stage of existence, itis a consummated act,
‘The achievement, the deserved applause, the dream come true.
It the hug that the heart gives itself,

In the true essence of the achievement, the theme tssif
So1n the symphony of i, realization resounds,
Aunique melody that the soul sings.

Itis the song of victory, the dance of plenitude,

In the scenario of existence, true beatitude.

i





OEBPS/images/Simphony_of_100_Poems32.png
THE POWER OF TRUTH

On the stage ofIfe, where shadows intertwine,

“The power of truth emerges, a ligh that cannot be disguised
Like the sun that raciates, without fear of showing tsel,

‘The truth, sovereign, is the essence to shine.

Itis a rver that flows transparently, without secrets,

Cutting the terrain of lies in thei piofs.

Indeed, foundations of honesty are firm,

Itis the lighthouse that guides, in the darkness, they shine.
In the silence of words that echo with righteousness,

“The power of truth transcends any ilusion.

Itis the bridge that connects souls in communion,

In sincere speech, there s an etemal song.

In the fabric of existence, where masks fall apart,

‘The power of truth i the strength that cannot be shaken

Itis the cure that heals, without shadow or disguise,
In transparency, the truth reveals itself, embraces it
Like the star that guides lost sailors,

Truth is the guide in the mos feared seas.

Its the faithful compass, aways pointing north,

On the path of integrity, she is support

So1n the reaim of autheniciy to flourish,

‘The power of truth is a giftto understand

Its the force that transforms, that iluminates the being,
On the joumey of e, itis the purest essence to be rebom
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THE WHISTLING OF THE WINDS

On the vast plains of the biue fimament,
“The whistle of the winds, an echoing song.

There are whispers of stories, secrets to ell

In the infinie fields where time flows.

Acolian musicians, dance through the fields,

Whisting melodies, lie birds wihout nests

They sing songs of distant lands, paths,

‘Guiding dreams through vast comers.

On the high mountains, the wind sings a balad,
Between peaks and valieys, a winged symphony.

The whistle echoes in the deep gorges,

The serenade of the wind, calming the worid.

Through woods and forests, secrets he biings,
Whisting among the leaves, like a trail of peace.

A soft murmur, an intertwining song,

The whistle of the winds, postry that embraces.

On vast beaches, where the waves break,

“The winds whiste, as i the Sea were focking them.

Its the serenade of the sands, a melody to dream,
“The whistle of the winds, echoing through the ar

And when the night comes, the wind oes not fal asleep,
He whistles among the stars, in the silence that warms.
Its the night's lament, a farewell song

“The whistle of the winds, n the immensity of .

Thus, in the trails of the wind, poetry s inscribed,

The whistle, etemal song that the universe weaves.

An invisible melody, an art without borgers,

“The whistle of the winds, n the ears of the spheres.
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SOUL HEALING

In the secret abode, where the soul takes shelter,
The cure unfolds, gentle as a breeze.

Like a balm that touches the most intimate being,
Itis in the healing of the soul that we find rebirth.
Every tear that falls like gentle rain,

It is the purification, the healing that advances.

It is the embrace of time, a divine caress,

In the journey of the soul, it is the path of destiny.
In the silence of understanding, healing insinuates itself,
Like a gentle echo, peace that flows.

It is in acceptance that wounds transform,

In the healing of the soul, the light that the shadows disarm.
Like the sun that warms the sleeping landscape,
The healing of the soul is the dawn of life.

Each forgiveness, a flower that blooms,

In the fabric of existence, it is love that emerges.
As we collect our sorrows, the soul calms down,
Itis in patience that true calm lies.

Healing is a gift that is given,

In the poetry of being, it is harmony that is woven.
Thus, on the inner journey to unfold,

The healing of the soul is a ray of light to illuminate.
It's the gentle embrace of self-healing,

In the dance of life, it is the essence that endures.
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TRUE FRIENDSHIP

In the fabric of lfe, between laughter and struggle,
Friendship emerges, dear wealth.

Its a bond of affection, a warming sun

In the dance of the soul, t s the light that biooms.

True friendship, ke a flowering garden,

Grows over time, resists torpor.

It a tight hug on days of pain,

Laughter comes out in buring moments.

Like the stars that shine i the night sky,

True friendship is an etemnal beacon.

Guide us i the arkness, ighten the patn,

Itis the safe shouider, t s the divine sheler.

In simple words, in sincere gestures,

True friendship is the greatest of treasures.

Its the soft song that rocks the hear,

In the symphony oflf, it is pure emotion.

In the stumbling blocks of the jouney, t s safe suppor,
True friendship is ight in the dark.

Itis the fink that transcends fime and space,

In the tapestry ofIfe, t s the embrodery of embraces.

Its sharing dreams, it smiling and crying,

In the web of friendship, there is a thread to be intertwined.
Itis the complicty that requires no explanation,

True friendship is rich inspiration.

So on the great stage of existence shining,

True friendship is the constellation to navigate

Itis the giftthat e offers and teaches us,

In the eterniy of affection, t i the light that never deciines.
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HUMILITY

In the grandeur of the unfolding universe,
Humilty fourishes, a pear shining.

Like the breeze that caresses, soft and simple,
Humily is the light that iluminates the path.

Itis the tree that bends before the wind,

Humilty, the root that feeds sustenance

In the Soil of understanding it takes oot

In the dance of i, it s the true breeze.

Like a siream that funs down, without fanfare,
Humilty is the curren that fiows without delay.

Itis the river that unites valleys and plains,

In the vastness of the sacl, it Is the essence in harmones.
In the eyes that see others with equaliy,

Humilty is the lens that adjusts clarity.

Itis the recognition of the other as a brother,

In the context of coexistence, it s the art of union.

In the silence of Itening, in measured speech,

Humilty is the virtue that softens ife

Itis the hand that extends, the gesture without vanity,

On the stage of existence, it i frue friendship.

Like the star that shines i the night sky,
Humilty is a beacon that guides the tacitum

Itis the wisdom that expresses itseff without fanfare,

In the plot of destiny, it i the seed that sprouts n the aftemnoon.
So, in the symphony of the humble heart,

Humilty is the melody, the sang

Itis the strength that manifests tself in simplicty,

In the greatness of humiity, we find the truth
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APPROXIMATE FRACTION

In the complex equation of life to be traced,

An approximate fraction of happiness shining.
Like a ray of sunshine between scattered clouds,
It is the portion of joy that the heart speaks.

It's like getting a piece of the starry sky,

A fraction of happiness, a sacred moment.

In moments when laughter is intense and full,

It is the portion that makes the heart feel full.

It's like tasting a bit of sweet charm,

A fraction of happiness, a treasure in tears.

In the small victories that the journey presents,

It is the portion that makes life fuller.

It is not the incessant search for a totality,

But the celebration of the fraction, with humility.
It's like picking a flower in the garden of serenity,
A fraction of happiness, a gentle truth.

So, in the mathematics of joy to be calculated,

An approximate fraction of the happiness to be revealed.
It is the recognition of each ephemeral piece,

In the poetry of life, it is the verse of eternal being.
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DESIRE

On the stage of passion, where the flame bums,
Desire awakens, the fire blares.

Its a soft whisper, a touching breeze,

Desire, eteral dance, quiding us.

In the ines of the body, where the skin pulses,
Desire enters, an artthat repulses.

It the shiver that runs through every inch,

In the symphony of touch, a swest enigma,

in the eyes that mest in compiicity,

Desire is a spark, tis electricity.

Itis the heat that emanates from within,

In sient language, it s easy to understand

In sighs that escape like melodies,

Desire, composition of sweet harmonies.

It the aroma inthe air a perfume that numbs,
In intimate dance, desire happens.

In the dim room, under the cover of nigh,
Desire Is a star that twinkles and whips.

Itis the meeting of bodies, the fusion of souls,
In the magic that esire weaves, without calm
And lie the fide that obeys the moon,

Desire is the sea that floats within us.

Itis the magic that transforms the ordinary,

In the alchemy of desire, everything is assumed.
S0, on the stage of the beating heart,

Desire is poetry that never stops rhyming.

Itis the force that dives us to seek,

In the eternal dance, in the sweet surrender.
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REBORN CONTAINED

In the etemal dance of cycles that inertwine,
Life weaves stories, memories that embrace

Itis a continuous movement, lik the tuming of the seasons,
In the cycles ofIfe, emotions unfold

Rising at dawn, ik a biossoming light,

Childnood, pure cycle, innocence shining

Itgrows ke a bud, t blooms in youth

In the cycle of Ife, t i the promise that deceives.

At the height of the joumney, ike the sun at the zenith,
Adutt ife, ull cycle, at the peak of invitation.

Itis the search, the conquest, the construction of history,
In the cycles of e, it s the rise of memory.

Gently declines like the farewell sun

Maturity, a serene cycle, that tme grants.

Itis the wisdom that penetrates the essence,

In the cycles of e, itis the calm that experiences.

Like faling leaves dancing in autumn,

The cycle of i, fransformation to be revealed.

Its the change of colors, the entering into the mystery,

In the autumn season, it s the end and the beginning.

In the Serenity of winter,like fallng snow,

The cycle of i, stlness flowing,

Its the recollection, the well-deserved rest,

In the cycles of e, it s contained rebirth

In the spring that awakens, lie fowers biooming,

The cycle of ife, renewal to celebrate.

Itis the fiowering of hope, the rebirth,

In the cycles of e, it s efemal movement

Thus, on the vast stage of intertwining cycles,

Life, poetry constantly revealing itself.

These are the seasons that follow each ofher, the woven web,
In the cycles of e, itis the journey of e
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PRIVATE WORLD

In the infimate comer of being, a private worid,

Wnere dreams bloom, fke vibrating floers.

Itis a protected universe, made of thoughts,

In the private sphere, they are experiences and feelings.
In this particular world, the heart is sovereign,
Architecting castles of emotions, of arcane.

Itis the canvas on which the singular story is painted,
On the stage of the soul, it is the show to be staged.
Like stars that dot the nignt sky,

In the private worl, each drean is a brooding star.
They are constellations of desires and fantasies,

In the celestial vault of the mind, they are poems.

In this restricied universe, like a sealed book,

Stories are writien, secrefs revealed.

Itis the refuge of the essence, where one is true,

In the private world, the being is the craftsman, the worker.
Itis the wings of imagination that unfold the ficht,

In the private world, it s the heaven of naked thaugh.
Itis the freedom to be, to dream, to create,

In the intimate sphere, it s the universe that is iluminated.
Thus, in the silence of the pulsating private world,
Every heartbeat s an echoing sigh.

Itis the sanctuary of individualty thrving,

In the private worlg, it s the being that etemalizes itsel.
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MISMATCHES

In the complex web of life to intertwine,

Disagreements arise, like dancing shadows.

These are paths that cross, but do not embrace,

In the choreography of destiny, there are steps that come apart.
Like stars that shine in different skies,

Mismatches are like loose, distinct verses.

Paths that move away, like flowing rivers,

In the geography of love, these are lines that will not be seen.
These are stories that intertwine, but do not complete each other,
Mismatches, like pages that are not repeated.

Every word, an echo in the silence of no,

In the poetry of life, there are verses that disappear.

In the ballet of chance, steps that don’t meet,

Mismatches, like petals that the wind dismantles.

They are sighs that are lost in the vast horizon,

In the score of existence, there are notes that come apart.

But in the disagreements, there is also an opportunity,

To learn, grow, follow a new desire.

For in the dance of life, the steps adjust,

And the disagreements sometimes come together again.

Thus, in the unfolding web of existence,

Disagreements are chapters that come and go.

In the book of life, it is the lines that intertwine,

And disagreements, sometimes, are encounters that embrace each other.
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SYMPHONY OF GOODBYE

In the symphony of goodbye, a chord to say goodbye,

Like leaves that dance in the breaking wind.

It's the melody of farewell that echoes in the air,

In the score of life, it is time to close.

Each note, a sigh that rises,

In the symphony of goodbye, it is the longing that remembers.
It is the compass of separation that is present,

Like a gentle farewell to a loved one.

The violin cries, like tears that spill,

In the symphony of goodbye, memories come to light.

The piano resonates, like footsteps moving away,

It is the farewell, the page that is torn.

But in the sadness of parting, there is beauty to be found,
Like a last ray of sunlight about to fade away.

The symphony of goodbye is a dance of emotions,

It is a tribute to what was, to vivid memories.

So, in the orchestra of life playing,

The symphony of goodbye is a chapter to end.

Each chord, a tribute to what is gone,

In the poetry of goodbye, it is the love that remains forever, in the end.
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GRATITUDE

In golden fields where the sun decines,
Grafitude blooms, Soft and divine.

Agarden of verses, a song of enchantment,

Inthe symphony oflfe, it s the sweet manle.

Like the leaves that dance in the light breeze,

Gratitude is the song that the heart weaves.

I every ray of sun, in every rain that fals,

In the fabric of existence, it is the bond that cannot be undone.
On radiant days, we thank the light,

In the darkness, gratitude leads us.

Itsthe soft echo in moments of caim,

In the storm, itis the lighthouse that guides us.

For the smiles shared, for the hand that caresses,
Grafiude Is the seed fhat love propagates.

In the sharing of bread, in the tight embrace,

Its the treasure kept in the sacred vaut

Like a iver that flows, steady and serene,

Gratitude is the fullet tribute

In memory of the blessings that ime traces,

It the flame that warms, the spark that embraces.

In the Spectacle of the seasons, i the change of the wind,
Gratitude is the strongest and most exempt ink

Itis the seed pianted. the frut harvested,

nthe dance of i, tis the meaning.

‘Thus, in the poetry that gratitude sings,

Each verse is a prayer, a jewel.

Itis the gift that is given, the hug fett

In the etenal song, gratitude is the fabic.
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VITAL ENERGY

In the subtle dance of the vibrating universe,

Vital energy, like a pulsing thread.

It is the invisible breath that animates existence,

In the fabric of life, it is the essence of coexistence.
Like rivers of light that flow through being,

Vital energy, as a force to be reborn.

It is the fuel of the journey, the inner flame,

In the cosmic symphony, it is the rhythm of breathing.
In the dancing atoms that make up being,

Vital energy, like music to fill.

It is the spark that weaves the fabric of creation,

In cosmic choreography, it is the dance of connection.
Like a river that flows, unstoppable and constant,
Vital energy, like a vibrant vibrating current.

It's the beating of the heart, the beat that echoes,

In the poetry of life, it is the melody that sings.

In cycles of renewal, like waves in the sea,

Vital energy, as a force to guide us.

It is the sun that radiates, warming the soul,

In time travel, it is the light that embalms itself.

So in the intricate web of existence to unfold,

Vital energy is the thread that connects, pulsating.

It is the source of life that flows and transcends,

In the grand symphony, it is the vital energy that extends.
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SOLIDARITY

On the vast stage of humanity shining,

Solidarity emerges, like a twinkling star.

It is the outstretched hand, like a bridge that is formed,
In the dance of empathy, it is the light that transforms.
Like a river that flows in a current of kindness,
Solidarity is the essence of fraternity.

It's the soft echo of compassion resounding,

In the concert of life, it is the melody that unfolds.
Each gesture, a note in the symphony of good,

In the score of solidarity, everyone has their share.
It's the heat that warms souls on cold nights,

It is the flame that illuminates the dark paths.

Like a web that unites scattered hearts,

Solidarity is the fabric of diverse bonds.

It is the strength that rises in the face of adversity,

In the journey of existence, they are bridges, not walls.
In the look that welcomes, in the hand that supports,
Solidarity is the light that never goes out.

It is the echo of kindness, like a soft song,

In the poetry of life, it is the message of the heart.

So in the unfolding web of time,

Solidarity is the art of giving.

It is love that multiplies, a gift to spread,

In the great work of life, solidarity must be built.
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THE SONG OF THE WAVES

On the shores of the ocean, where the horizon stretches,
The song of the waves, a melody that moves and captivates.
It's nature’s gentle symphony whispering,

In the dance of the tides, it is the poem of the sea unfolding.
Each wave, a verse that gently kisses the sand,

In the recitation of the waters, it is the poetry of eternity.
The sound of the waves, like verses that intertwine,

On the beach of time, it is the poem that embraces itself.
The back and forth, like a slow and serene dance,

The song of the waves, a song that echoes gently.

It's the salty voice of the sea, whispers that enchant,

In the score of the ocean, it is the music that disenchants.
Like seabirds that glide in the twilight,

The song of the waves, a poem that flows in multiple ways.
It is the ancestral narrative of the waters to tell,

In the salty vastness, it is the tale of the sea that echoes.
So on the edge of the world unfolding,

The song of the waves is poetry to lull you.

It is the eternal serenade that the sea offers,

In the great epic of life, it is the song that exalts.
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Dear Readers and Fellow Seekers of the Writen Word,

With immense joy and gratitude, | extend my deepes appreciation to each one of you for ent-
barking on the postc joumey within the pages of “Symphony of 100 Poems.” It s an honor to
share this collection of verses, a sympnony woven from the threads of emofions, experiences,
and the cadence of ffe.

“This book s not ust a collection of poems; it is a tapestry of thoughts, an exploration of the
human spirit, and a celebration of the beatty found in the ordinary and the etraordinary. Each
poem s a note, a melody that resonates with the shared experiences that make us human.

AS you immerse yourself i the verses, may you find solace, inspiration, and moments of reflec-
tion. Just as a symphony is a hamonious arrangement of diverse elements, | hope these posms
create a fesonance within your hearts and minds, weaving a connection between the words on
the page and the echoes of your own Ife.

I express my gratitude to those who have supported and encouraged me throughout this creati-
ve endeavor.To friends, famiy, and mentors, your belief n the power of words has been a qui-
ding light. This symphony is not just mine hut a collective creation inspired by the shared human
experience.

To the readers, you are the most vital notes in this symphony. Your engagement with these po-
‘ems brings them to lfe, transforming ink on paper into a living, breathing piece of art. May this
collection accompany you in momens of quiet refiection and i the depths of your imagination.

Inthe vast symphony of existence, | am grateul for the opportunity to contribute my voice, my
perspective, and my emotions. Thank you for being part of tis lerary joumey. May the “Sym-
phony of 100 Poems’ resonate within you and add a harmonious cadence to the melody of your
own e

With hearfelt appreciation,

Femando Kfer.
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INVISIBLE

On the hidden stage of existence he hides,
‘The invisible, a mystery that the gaze does not answer
Among the shadows and beyond the reach of vision.

In the invisible plot, the vastness echoes

On the wings of thé wind, on the ines of though,

‘The invisible Gances, subte movement

It the softsigh, the intangible touch,

In the hidden kingdom, where everything is possible.

In the light that nides betwean the lines of being.

‘The invisible whispers, making itssif understood

It the echo of emotions, the aroma in the air,

In the unexplored kingdom, where you can dream

In the love that cannot be seen, but feels strong,

“The invisible s the bond that the soul supports.

‘These are the connections that transcend the tangible,
In the vast ocean of the invisible, irrsistble.

In the music of silence, in the strength of intution

‘The invisible s the essence, it s the inspiration

It the embrace of the wind, the kiss of though,

In the invisible universe, there is vast sustenance.

In the poetry that is writen between the lines of the paper,
“The invisible s the paint that gives ife to the brush.

Itis the feeling that transcends form,

In the invisible, the beauty that vision transforms.

Thus, in the hidden reaim that the gaze cannot retain,
“The invisible reveals tsef, lie a Secret beyond.

In the dance of partcles, in the essence of the invisible,
‘There is a vast, complex and incredible universe.
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THE SOUL OF A DREAMER

In the vastness of the heavens, where the stars dance,
“The soul of the dreamer, a universe that advances.

Like a comet cutting through infinty,

Itis the essence of the dreamer, a blessed fire.

In the heart that beats in chimera time,

“The soul of the dreamer waits for constancy.

Itis poery that fows like a perennial rver,

In the veins of imagination, a world that unfoids.

Like the moon that inspires a poet's verses,

‘The soul of the dreamer projects itselfin each cream

Itis the rainbow that paints the sky of utopia,

In the palette of desire, the dreamer's soul becomes intoricated.
In the labyrintn of the possible, where borders dissalve,
“The soul of the dreamer, on invisible wings, takes pleasure.
Itis the seed planted in the soil of the ideal,

In the forest of dreams, it the echo of the ancestral song.
Like the wind that whispers secrets in the belly of the night,
“The dreamer's soul seflles info daydreams.

Itis the lighthouss that guides n the sea of uncertainty,

In the compass of hope. the dreamer's soul is govemed.
So, inthe cosmic symphony resounding,

“The dreamer's soulis the twinkiing star.

In every glimpse, in every longing,

On the joumey of e, the dreamer is the herald of desire
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FALSE POSITIVE

In the complex plot where the truth is woven,
Sometimes a false positive pops up in town.

It's like a mirror that distorts reality,

At the crossroads of sincerity.

Colors that mix, forming illusions,

In the field of truth, confusion arises.

Sometimes the light is deceiving, it creates shadows on the way,
It's a false positive, like a subtle dishevelment.

Like a mirage that forms in the desert,

The false positive result is an uncertain dilemma.

It's the trap that the mind weaves,

In the dance of truth, it is the step that stumbles.

But, O traveler, do not fear imperfection,

For in the search for truth, there is light and darkness.
The false positive is a temporary deviation,

On the path of sincerity, it is an extraordinary episode.
The truth, like the sun that always shines,

You will overcome mistakes, dispel the shadow that appears.
In the scenario of sincerity, she is the protagonist,

And even in the face of false positives, it persists.
Thus, on the journey of searching for truth,

The false positive is just a duality.

True truth is like a ray of penetrating light,

In the poetry of existence, it is the constant foundation.
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MOMENTS

In the ephemeral dance of tme that passes,

Moments blossom, pearis for nothing.

These are moments embroidered in the fabic of Ife,
Each one, a page, a story rebom.

In the smile that warms, n the tears that flow,
Moments are fragments, pearls that unfoid

There are pieces of eternty in every breath,

In the web of the moment, the heart beats.

Like sunbeams that giid the horizon,

Moments are epiphanies, the present affront.

These are the colors on the memory palete to be painted,
In the gallery of time, there are pictures to be unveiled.
In the embrace that welcomes, in the goodbye that tightens,
Moments are melodies, an alert symphony.

Each chord, an emotion that reveals itsef,

In the score of lfe, the simple meody.

Like leaves i the wind, they dance in space,
Moments are treasures, a rich Compass.

They are the footprints left on the ground of existence,
In the ephemeral journey, they are pear's of resistance.
Thus, in the tapestry of ephemera to be embroidered,
Moments are fragments of etemnity shining.

Each moment, a jewel, a link in the chain,

In the fabric of Ife, they are pearis of the present.
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STARLIGHT

In the cloak of ight, ke shining jewels,
“The light of the stars dances i the vast gaze.

They are cosmic pearls, embroidering infinty,

In the tapestry of heaven, it is the beautful spectace.
Twinkiing headiights in celestial Garkness,

The light of the stars, a constellation that invests.
They are messengers of ancient stories,

In the eterniy of the cosmos, they are witnessss.
Like beacans of hope in the firnament,

“The light of the stars, beacon of thought.

They are poetry written in the heavenly vau,

In the book of the universe, immortal chapter

Every star, a song in space,

The lignt that travels, an stemal embrace.

‘They are divine lamps, iluminating the dark,

In the dance of time, they are rays of the future.

In the silent night,like lantems twinkiing,

The light of the stars, an invitation to ream

They are whispers of magic, secrets in light,

In the heavenly theater, they are actors on the cross.
S01n the vastness of the shining cosmos,

The ligh of the stars s poetry echoing.

They are verses writien in light and chimera,

In the cosmic spectacle, it s the light that prevails
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PURE POETRY

In the soft gloom of postry emerging,

Purity emerges, a delght to reveal fself

These are verses that dance like leaves inthe wind,

In the symphony of words, it s the charm, itis the breath
The purity of poetry, like morning dew,

It falls softy, ke an nsinuating kiss.

Each word, a peari to intertwine,

In the tapestry of language, itis poetry that dazzles

Itis the delicate dance of metaphors Intertwining,

The purity of poery, a flowing stream.

Each stanza, a painting to be composed,

On the screen of expression, it s the beauty of love.
Purity s like silence that speaks Softy,

In the melody of the phrases, there is serenity.

These are mymes that echo iie bells at dusk,

In pure poety, itis the dream biooming.

Thus, at the dawn of the postic to be designed,

The purity of poetry is the essence to be manifested
They are lines that intertwine lie hands that touch,

In pure poetry, t s the universe that reveals fself in each poem.
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MAGIC THAT INTONES

On the vast stage of existence opening,

“The invitation to exist,like candy flowing.

Itis the dance of the days, the ballet of being,

In the symphony of I, it s the invitation to be rebom.
It the gentle breeze that touches your tred face,

The invitation to exist, ke an expected hug,

Itis the road drawn by destiny to weave,

O the paths of the soul, it is the invitation to be reborn
Like 2 ray of sunlight that breaks through the darkness,
The invitation to exdst is the light of direction.

Its the opportunity to reinvent yourself,

On the jourey of e, it is the invitation to sail

In the blank pages that time offers,

The invitation to exist, ke ink that draws the prayer.
Itis the postry that is written with every breath,

In the melody of Ife, t s the inviation to sing.

In the silence that welcomes, i the laughter that echoss,
“The invitation to exist is the magic that sings.

Itis the spectace of existence unveiling iself

In the dance of e, it is the invitation to dance

So, inthe theater of Ife unfolding,

The invitation to exist is the verse to rhyme.

Its the promise of tomrrow, the chance to persist,

In the grand symphony, it is the invitation to exist
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SEED THAT GERMINATES LIFE

In the fabric of I, ke intertwined threads,
Trust, woven from consecrated bonds

Like 2 ray of sunlight that warmss the morning,

Itis trust, the light that iluminates the healthy joumey.
Itis the bridge that spans the abyss,

In trust, the heart becomes a sublime song.

Like the wind tha caresses a serene face,

Its trust, a gentle bresze that poisons us.

Itis the silent pact, a word that cannot be broken,
Trust, the promise that tme perpetuates.

Like 2 tree that grows on fim ground,

Itis trust, a root that is admired In the heart

In the deep waters of fisndship and loyatty,
Confidence is the compass that guides with fruth.

Itis the covenant that stands fim, ike an unshakable fock,
In the construction of I, it is the reliable mortar.

In the gaze that meets, n the unmeasured delivery,
Trust s the seed that germinates in Ife.

Itis the solid foundation that supports being,

In the dance of destiny, trust prevais.

So, inthe poetry of trust blossoming,

Each verse is a vow, an oath to understand

Itis the link that is forged, in the strength of the aliance,
In the tapestry o lf, trust is hope.
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THE TRUTH

In the vastness of being, truth rises,

Like a ighthouse that iluminates what cannot be seen
Itis the naked essence, the light that cannot be hidden,
In the eternal dance of the real, where everything responds.
I the heart, ruth is a seed,

It sprous lie a flower, pure and transparent.

Its the clear echo in the words spoken,

The sincere song that silence imitates.

On the fine line between shadows and light,

“The truth s laid bare, without artice t seduces.

1t s the faithful reflection n the miror of the soul,

“The authentic narrative that time embaims,

n the look, the truth is the password,

Like amap that lfs draws.

‘They are naked truths, without disguise,

Building bridges over the abyss it encompasses.

In the never-ending search for the trutn,

‘The being finds itsel in ts own loyalty.

It s the compass that guides through uncertain seas,
‘The certainty that in the midst of doubts awakens.
Truth is the flame that burns within us,

Like sacred fire that is not made up of us.

Itis the bond that Unites souls in sincerty,

‘The essence that transcends fleeting vanity.

‘Thus, on the journey of existence to end,

‘The truth s a lighthouse, a compass to guide.

In the poetry of ving, each verse, each act,

‘The truth is the melody that echoes in the contract.
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THE MELODY OF THE MEETING

In the etemal dance of intertwined souls,
Ahug ranscends, it s the essence revealed

Like leaves that ntertwine in the wind.

Two souls, in embrace, find time.

“The warmih of tis embrace, soft as the bresze,

Itis the melody of the encounter,

the song of precise complicy.

‘Sous touch, like hands that intertwine,

In the embrace, it s the universe that

reveals itselfin the embrace that embraces.

The hug is the refuge, the safe haven

Two souls embrace, creating pure love.

In the silent exchange of affection and warmitn,

The hug is the language of affection, it is the gentie ardor.
Between laughter and tears, the hug is a bond,

Alink that transcends the simple compass.

Itis the sient dialogue, where hearts understand each other,
In the embrace, souis mest and hold each other.

S0, on the stage of lfe to be drawn,

Two souls embraced, s the poem to form

Itis the magic that transcends spoken words,

In the embrace, love reveals itselfin every beauiful comer.
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ENCHANTMENT TO BE UNVEILED

On the stage of Ife, a soft vellis drawn,
Sweet mystery, dance that enchants the heart

Like 2 whisper of the breeze in the srene aftemoon,

Itis the charm that hides, the beauty that radiates.

Among the shadows of uncertainty and the hidden,

Sweet mystery, enigma that dazzles the tumu.

Its the smie that reveals itself In the eyes of the dawn,

O the screen of the unknown, it is the promise that emerges.
In the comers of destiny, where time weaves,

Sweet mystery, its the ot that warms the heart

Like 2 shooting star cuting across the night sky,

Itis the fascination that reveals Itself n the eternal hue of the universe.
In the gentle melody that flows in the cim light,

Sweet mystery, it is the song that the soul adumbrates.

it the dance of shadows, te fight that fickers,

In the silence of mystery, ruth i instiled

Like the moon that keeps secrets in its shine,

Sweet mystery, itis the enigma that is never followed.

Itis the poetry that hides among the stars,

In the magic of mystery, it reveals tself.

Thus, on the joumey where the unknown is an aly,

Sweet mystery, itis the cham to be unveiled.

1tis the sigh of the soul in the face of the enigma,

In the dance of mystery, existence is establisned
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THE TOUCH OF LIPS

In the meeting of two sous, in the dance of feeling,
“The touch of the lips, soft and blooming.

Itis the sient poery that hearts whisper.

In the sweet encounter, where desires embrace each other.
Like petals that et n the wind,

The lips touch, s the moment, its the moment

Itsthe Kiss that reveals kept secrets,

In the symphony of touch, dreams are forged.

‘The touch of lips, Soft and deep,

Itis the language that goes beyond the second.

Mute expression of a love that emerges,

On the skin screen, the story becomes entangled and entangled.
Itis the sigh that is released, the intertvined breatn

In the touch of s, passion s revealed.

Itis the sweet link, the promise that is writen,

In the kiss, the delivery, the gt that revives

Like the sun that caresses the face of the morming,

“The touch of lips, a caress that cannot be mistaken.

Its the heat that spreads, the swest bum,

In silent language, love endures.

Thus, in the theater of inimacy and ardor,

“The touch of lips s the purest praise.

It the kiss that transcends, that echoes without end,

In the poetry of love, where lips have their garden.
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WOMAN

In the graceful dance of dawn, it emerges,

‘The woman, the muse that lfe prepares.

In each gesure, a poem reveals iself,

An eteral symphony, her dance.

Like the moon, she shines in the dark,

Reflecting sirength, beatty, pure charm

Your eyes, stars that tel stories,

In the firmament of the soul, ight and memories.
Its storm and calm in the same being,

“The woman, the ocean where anything can happen.
Your har, waterfalls of flowing dreams,

I the cho of the waters, the song persists

In her amns, a hug that soothes,

‘The woman, a strength that never shakes.

In the tendemess of the touch, the world becomes quiet,
Her skin, the canvas where love is completed.

She is spring, she tums into flovers,

In the metamorphosis of ife that reforms

‘The woman, gardener of hopes,

Cultvate dreams, water with confidence.

Like a phoenix, she rises from the ashes,

‘The woman, a force that cannot be extinguished,
In resilience that defies time,

1tis the verse that is etenalized in the firmament.
And in the traces of your smile, the dawn,

“The woman, poetry that lfe decorates.

Itis the lignt that guides, a beacon in the arkness,
In the immensity of the Universe, t i a constelation
Thus, in the symphony of puisating existence,

‘The woman is ar, she is music i the air.

Your being, a masterpiece, a song,

In the etenal poem that is creation.
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HAPPINESS,

Onthe screen of lfe, happiness dances,
Aradiant picture, a sweet bonanza.

Its the soft melody that the heart sings.

‘The etemal symphony that the soul embraces
In chidren’s laughter, a shining sun

Inthe serenity of being, a fiver flowing.

Itis the pure essence, lie the flower blooms,
In the sinuosity of time blooming.

Happiness is the light of dawn,

Painting the sky with colors to ive.

Its the warm embrace, the outstretched hand,
‘The song that echoss on the journey of .

I the small moments, she reveals herssif,

In a sincere smile, on a simple canvas.

Its the gentle scent of a cherished memory,
“The grace that s found in the journey of ife.

In gratitude for today, in the dream of tomorrow,
Happiness is the star that never goes ou.

Its the heat that warms you on cold nights,
‘The lighthouse that guides the empty trails
Inthe arms of love, she finds 2 home,

In compassion, it s a seed planted.

It the gentie echo in the valleys of the soul,
‘The eternal song, the calm of calm.

May happiness be the guiding ligh,

On the roads of I, iluminating us.

Inthe book of time, page by page,

Happiness is poetry that never gets old
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PRESENTATION

Dear readers and poetry lovers,
Itis with great emotion and enthusiasm that | share with you my latest work, a eep dive into the
universe of words and feelings. This book of postry is an nfimate joumey throug the nuances
of e, where each verse is an echo of the heart, each stanza is a sigh of the soul.

Symphony of 100 Poems

Synopsis: I these pages, | sought to capture the ephemeralty of love, the melancholy of fon-
ing, the bravery of hope and the mysteries that weave the web of existence. Each posm s a
painiing of emotions, an invitation to refect on the wonders and challenges that permeate our
joumey.

What to Expect: Feel free to explore the pages of this book like diving into an ocean of words.
Each poe is a bridge between the tangible and the ephemeral, an attempt to express the in-
describable beauty of human emotions

Dear readers,

It with immense orattude and joy that | dedicate these

words to you, who kindly embarked on this postic journey with me. Creating this book was an
‘experience of profound meaning, and it could not have been possible without the support and
inspiration of so many incredible people.

First of al, I would like to thank my family fo their patience, unconditional love and constant en-
couragement_ To the friendships that brightened my days with laughter, understanding and
Support, my sincere thanks. To those who shared their stories, fesiings and experiences, you are
the true essence of these poems.

o the dedicated team who made this book  realty, from editors to designers, | thank you for
transforming loose words into a tangible work. To the mentors who guided my literary path, my
deepest gratitude. And, finally, o you, Gear readers, for allowing these poems t touch your he-
arts. May this book be more than words on paper, but a meaningful echo in your lives.

With all my love and gratitude, Fernando Kier
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THE ART OF SINCERITY

In the palete of i, colors of truth,
The art of sincerity, in all ts majesty.

Like brushes that draw transparent lines,

Unveiling sous, revealing sparkiing beings.

Itis the painting of authenticity in every gesture,

A painting where the hear is manifest

In sincere brushstrokes, without retouching,

The art of sincerity, designing flourishing estinies.
Like Sculptures carved In pure transparency,
Sincerity models, without false appearance.

Itis the masterpisce that time does not corupt,

In the museu of truth, the look deepens.

Itis the ballet of words that dance without disguise,
O the stage of sincerty, where there are o barbaric arifces.
Every step, an authentic expression,

In the dance of truths, purity is poefic.

In the theater of i, with curtains unveiled,

The Art of Sinceriy s an acclaimed play.

Real characters, without masks or dissimulation,

In the authenic saga, sincerity is the staging.

So, in the symphony of tuth echoing,

The art of sincerity is music to inspire

A concert where sincertty is the melody,

In each note, the beatity of harmony is revealed.
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LOST DIARY

On the vast beach where the horizon merges,
Adiary lost n the sand, a secret that leads.

Its pages, whispers writen by the wind,
Intertwined stories, traces of ime.

The letters, like footprints marked by the tide,
The lost diary, silent witness to living.

It a reliquary of crting memories,

In the dance of the waves, f i the captive narrative.
Words, ke shells that keep secrets,

In the lost diary, they echo like echoes of plots
These are verses written by the hands of destiny,
On the beach of existence, it s the dvine legacy.
Each page, a joumney through the waters of emotion,
The lost diary, poetry that flows like a song

Itis a map of the hear, a treasure to discover,
O the trail of nostalgia, the papyrus shines.

In the sway of the waves, like a serene melody,
The lost diary, a story that unfoids and orders.
Itis the testimony of the marks of walking,

On the beach of e, the epic unfolds.

So, in the vastness of the stretching sand,

The lost diary i the secret to be rebom.

Itis the reliquary that tme does not undo,

On the beach of destiny, itis poery that lies.

55





OEBPS/images/Simphony_of_100_Poems31.png
FEAR AVERSION

In shadows that stretch across the ground,
Fear aversion Is the light of reason.

In the dance of fear, we face the darkness,

Its courage that designs redemption.

Like a star that shines in the night,

Aversion to fear is the force that lasnes.

In the brave heart that is not shy,

Itis the light that never shines in darkness.

1t s the resistance that biooms in the storm,

Fear aversion is a fuelng flame.

In the shadows of doub, she falls apart,

Itis the audaciy that rises, it s the gift of peace.

In the labyrint of fear, where shadows are woven,
“The aversion to fear i the resurgent anthem.

Itis the chalenge launched, the flag unfuried,

On the path of boldness, it s the acciaimed joumey.
Like the tide that defies the calm,

Fear aversion is the wave that guides us.

In the ocean of uncertainty, she is captain

‘The bravery that faces, without a shadow of tomorrow.
‘Thus, in the saga of courage to challenge,

Fear aversion Is the herald 1o proclaim.

It the breaking of the chains, the sun emerging,

In victory over fear, we see the new exist.
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PERFUME

In the garden of sensations, where nature dances,
‘The scent of a fose, song that advances.

Itis the essence that floats, soft and fragrant,

In the plot of the aroma, i is the acciaimed fiower.
n unfolding petals, a poem emerges,

‘The scent of a fose, magic that emerges.

Each olfactory note, amelody playing,

Inthe subtle balet, the fose enchants to breathe.

In the morning dew, secrets she reveals,

‘The scent of a rose, poery that intoxicates and seduces
It the sigh of spring, its the dance of dawn,

I the aura it exudes, it i the enamored rose.

Like a kiss stolen in the afternoon breeze,

“The scent of a rose, sweet as boast.

Itis the affecton that hides in the folds of the petals,
In the aromatic embrace, secrets are revealed.
Under the mooniight i blossoms into mystery.

“The scent of a rose, ethereal charm.

Itis the color palette that perfumes the darkness,

In the silent night it is the rose in devotion

S01n the symphony of nature whispering,

The scent of a rose is the echoing Song

Itis the gift that the garden offers us,

In the fragrance of the rose, poetry blooms.
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LOVE DOESN'T MAKE YOU CRY

In the theater of emotions, where the heart is exposed,
Love, in s essence, does not make us cry, but matures.
Itis the symphony of fesiings, a spectacle that welcomes,
In tears, the dance of ove biooms

Love s the sun that warms the soul,

A soft hug that soothes.

Itis not a source of sadness, but of strength,

In the saga of love, the ight that never ceases

It doesn't make you cry, but it makes you smile,

It the reason to persist.

On aray days, its a ray of sunshine,

In the melody of love, each note s a beacon.

Love s the rain that feeds the flower,

Itis not a reason for pain, but or buming

In every tear, there s a leaming,

in the school of love, Tt i the sacred i,

It doesn't make you cry, but it teaches you to grow,

Itis the bond that unites, causing rebir,

Inthe heart that loves, there s no sadness,

Love s the flame that sefs everyifing on fire.

Thus, in the poetry of fe to be declaimed,

Love doesn't make you cry, it makes you transform.

Itis the beauty that reveals itself o the journey,

In the dance of love, the saul is i love.
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DANCE THAT CANNOT BE DENIED

In the subtle atmosphere of feelings floating,

The contagion spreads like a caressing breeze.

It's like the gentle perfume that the wind carries,

The contagion of feelings, a dance that cannot be denied.
Like sparks from a spreading fire,

Contagion is the flame that burns in hearts.

A smile, like a spark, unleashing,

The contagion of feelings, like magic at work.

It's laughter that spreads like waves on the sea,
Contagion is the joy that invites you to dance.

Like a tear that finds another in tune,

The contagion of feelings is empathy.

Sadness also dances in this game of exchange,
Contagion is the hug that is placed on the chest.

It is compassion that multiplies like rivers that meet,

In the contagion of feelings, fraternity comes together.
Thus, in the symphony of affections intertwining,

The contagion of feelings is the music echoing.

It is the energy that propagates, the link that is woven,
In the poetry of life, it is contagion that happens.
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TOHUG

In the hug, tendemess emerges,
Abond that the heart cherishes.

Amms that intertwine, ife that embraces,

In the sweet encounter, emotion gets tangled.

Itis the heat that spreads, soft and serene,

In the embrace, the language is complete siience.
Words that don't need to be said,

“The communion of souls, infnte poetry.

In the affectionate grip, time dissoives,

And the soul, in the caress of the embrace, resolves.
Its peace that setties n, a calm that sootnes,

In the embrace, life becomes slower.

On the wings of rust, the embrace expands,

Like a safe haven, where the pain melts away.

Itis the gesture that speaks when words are sient,
In the hug, the connection is the language that cradles.
It s comfort on stormy days,

‘The hope that is renewed with each siow tum.

In the embrace, differences dissolve,

And humanity, in the gesture, resalves itelr

“Thus, in the theater of Ife, the hug is an act,
Aperformed poem, a pact.

Itis the touch that transcends the ephemeral,

In the embrace, the truth becomes sincere.

That in every gesture of involvement,

‘The hug is a link to strengthen.

In the silent dance of emotions,

Hugs are poery, they are connections.
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PERSISTENCE

On the road of ife, where the sun sets,

Persisting is the breath that the heart makes

Its the light that shines in determined eyes,

On the uncertain joumey, these are bold steps.

In the face of challenges, lie an unshakable rock,
Persisting is strength i is being unbreakable.

Its the echo of resilience that echoss in the sou,

I the storm, itis the sai that cannot be abandoned.

In the fields of hope, where the seeds fall,

Persisting is the promise that fath outiines.

It the daily struggle, its the sun after the dark night,

In the melody of persistence, lfe is structured.

Like a drop of water that fals on a stone,

Persisting is the perseverance that time measures.

Its the river that carves the rock with care,

In the patence of the current, desiny is drawn carefuly.
In the heart that houses dreams and desires,

Persisting is defying the weight of fears.

Its the determination that faces the unknown,

In the fabric of history, it is the thread of the promised.
And when the clouds cover the horizon,

Persisting is the lighthouse that cannot be dismantied
Its the belief that, in the twiliht, glimpses the day,

In resilience, t i the star that aliays guides.

‘Thus, in the poetry of fe to be bu
Persist s the verb that never tres of existing.

Its the fider that weaves the tapestry of persistence,

On the joumey, itis the essence that makes the difference.
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BEST LOVE MESSAGE

On the page of my hear, the most beautiful message blooming,
Itis a love poem, where the feeling is made to smile.

The words, like Soft petals gliding,

In the song of afecton, it is the melody that enchants.

Each verse, a subtle statement,

In the best message of love, the heart s the civil host

Its a duet of emotions, a dance of tendemess,

On the stage of affection, tis the purest sculpture.

The sentences, like rivers that flow in sweet symphony,

In the best message of love, it is the promise that is announced.
Itis the sun that iluminates the fines of passion

In the dawn of feeling, it is the rebirth of song

Every word, a kiss whispered i the wind,

In the best message of love, it is the ik that does not break over time
Its a sient dialogue, a deep look,

In the choreography of love, itis the fruiful beat

So, inthe writing of the heart to surrender,

The best message of ove s the truth resonating

Itis the bond that unites souls, th refuge of being,

In the poetry of love, It s the message that causes rebirth
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ELLIPSIS

Along the path of life, reticence emerges,

Pauses along the way, where stories come together.
They are suspensive points, like floating mysteries,

In the fabric of existence, there are chapters to unravel.
Paths that intertwine with questions,

Reticences that announce new explorations.

Between the before and the after, a space for reflection,
In the reticence, there is an invitation to introspection.
These are moments that last, like infinity,

In reticence, time is a gentle rite.

Each point, a sigh, a pause to consider,

In the symphony of life, reticence resounds.

The path is a sentence that never ends,

In reticence, the journey is eternal spring.

They are ellipses that suggest a next act,

In the play of existence, the plot becomes exact.

So in the script of fate to intertwine,

The ellipsis are verses to be revealed.

Each point that appears is an invitation to dance,

In the poetry of life, reticence has hope.
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FEEL THE MUSIC

In the symphony of silence, the melody appears,

Where the heart dances, in complete tune.

Feeling the music is like touching the unouchable,

Its transcending words, s becoming unshakable.

In the chords that foat ke leaves in the wind,

Its where the soul inds ifs swest seat.

Each note, a caress in the innermost being,

Fesling the music means undressing yourssif and being rebom.
In the thythmic pulse, the heart resonates,

‘The beat that echoes, the lfe that sings.

Itis the lament of sadness, the laughter of oy,

Feeling the music is letting yourseif be carried away, it s pure magic.
Violins caress the night sky,

While the drums echo ke adjunct thunder.

In the orchestra of Ife, each instrumentis a sigh,

Feeling the music is being the conductor of your own spin
‘The guitar cries, as f tellng secrets,

And the piano, delicate, weaves dreams in fingers.

Itis a universal language that everyone understands,
Feeling the music is something that no words can offend
Itis the ballet of emations, the duet of passion,

I the thythm of the music, there is pure communion.

It the soundirack that guides the journey,

Feeling music s transcending, being winged
Thus, in the concert of existence echoing,

Feeling the music is letting yourssif be inspired

Itis a silent prayer, a divine baim,
That resonates in fhe soul ike an etemal hymn.
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WHEN NO BECOMES YES

On the stage of the impossible, where nothing is agitated,
Between uncertain shadows, the wat is seen.

Butin the heart of doub, a secret hides,

No, subly, turs into dreams that respond.

The no, a bridge to maybe,

In the Kaleidoscope of waiting, something happened
Itis the metamorphosis of possbilties,

In the field of the impossie, collecting realities.

Like a seed that breaks through the hard earth,

No becomes fertle Sol, 2 pure promise.

Its the dance of the stars, the universe conspiring,

In the alchemy of desiny, the non-transforming

On the banks of discouragement, where nothing setties,
Persistence weaving the cover of hope.

Itis the force that defles the infial decres,

nthe No, the Yes rises, in the triumphal dance.

In the symphony of denial, a rebelious note,

The no that surrenders, ke a leaf in the wind that boasts.
It the twist, the change of scenery,

In the theater of Ife, the improbable is daily

What does not fall apart, dissolves in courage,

In the weave of destiny, itis just a passage.

It the lesson that teaches that anything can be,

In the no that fals apart, the yes that is rebom.

S0, on the stage of uncertainty and piot,

The no tums into a tale that ionites.

In the plot ofIfe, magic announces tssf,

And no, surprisingly, fums into joy.
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DELUSION THAT REASON REMOVES

In the buming fire that devours the chest,
Passion, a lame that bums in the bed

Its a volcano erupting, lava flowing,

In frenetic dance, it Is desire that s buit.

Like 2 gale that shakes the calm,

Passion, the wind that sets the day on fire,

Its the storm that tums the ocean,

In the beating of the heart, t i insane fervor

Itsthe heat that burns on goose bumps,

The passion, the fury that doesn' disappear in the earty hours of the morning.
Itis the impetuous river that runs unbridled,

In the current of fesiing, love is prociaimed

In the touch that electrifies, in the mouth that sighs,

Passion, deliium that reason removes.

Itis the perfume that intoxicates, the fragrance that envelops,

In the symphony of the senses, ecstasy biooms

Like 2 shooting star streaking across the sky,

Passion, the spark that ignites the ball It is the dream that is drawn in the eyes,
In the constellation of the soul, itis desire that shins.

Thus, in the poetry of passion to surrender,

It the heart vibrating, pulsing.

Its the sirength that moves mountains in your chest,

In the orbit of love, passion is delignt
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BEACH AND MOON

On the serene beach where the waves sigh,
“The moon rises, a shining beacon.

Moonlight pains the sand with pale silver figh,

At night dancing, it the iluminated beach.

The waves, like whispers, tel secres,

In the symphony of the sea, there are echoss of fingers.
The moon, silent witness to the sea ai

At night on the beach, she i the guide of postry.

The sand welcomes the steps on the walk

On the beach and moon, i's the enchanted joumey.
The breeze caresses lie a divine caress,

Under the lunar mantle, the beach lights up.

In the cosmic dance between sky and sea,

The moon and the beach, a singular duet

Silver reflections i the vast night,

In the celestial palete, it is art that floods

The ocean kisses the shore with Sweet melody,

O the beach and moon, t s the symphony of harmony.
“The stars bear witness t0 celestial romance,

In the etemal dance, itis love that s invested

Soin the evening serenade by the sea,

The moon and the beach, a uniaue encounter.

It the poem wiitten in the ines of the sand,

In cosmic syneray, it is poetry that sows.

o





OEBPS/images/Simphony_of_100_Poems97.png
COURAGE IS THE SPEAR

At the crossroads of doubt hovering,

The wise advice is to venture out.

In the dilemma that dances in the mind, undecided,
Do it, because in action it becomes precise.

Do not fear the shadows that the unknown casts,
In uncertainty, courage is the spear.

For on the road of life, it is in the step forward,
May the veil of the moment be revealed.

In doubt, like mist that dissipates,

Do it, and clarity becomes clear.

Hesitation is a silent prison,

Action, the key that frees the mind.

Every choice is a bridge to cross,

When in doubt, this is the way to go.

Learning is in the act of doing,

Do it, and you will see the horizon blossom.

In the theater of possibilities, enter the scene,
When in doubt, achievement is the sentence.
For it is in the execution that destiny is revealed,
And uncertainty turns into a path.

So, at the crossroads of indecision,

Do it, and you will feel the gratification.

Doubt, like mist that disappears,

In the poetry of life, it is certainty that is made.
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