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João Calazans Filho crossed the path between the abstract and the reality when he wrote Doubts & Desires, work in which I had the opportunity to make the cover.

Now, in Connections – Strength and Weakness, he poetically attacks as if he was building a big bridge between God and man, combining: religious, politics, diplomacy and art, in only one theme.

Connections are a big work filled with love and emotions from the author, when expose from his inmost a mystic non-dimensional religiousness.

In this work you will find pieces in every part of our being, scattered in every verse and in every poem.

Connections will be without a doubt, a bible to the lovers, religious and curious that want to know more about life.

Ed Ribeiro

Plastic Artist
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The Strength and the weakness
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In any concept the “strength and the weakness”

Necessary tools to the human survival

Like love and hate, or any other feeling

With or without torment we cannot run away from their deeds.

The imaginary line that separates strength and weakness

With coldness of steel that run through the veins and, without means of actions and dexterity.

Shrouded in ebullition and emotions at uncertain times

Bewildering hearts in open struggle.

But why do we feel the presence of these two forces?

At all times protagonists of battle to weak and strong actors.  

Showing themselves the battering ram and the door

The victim and the executioner in all the moments of our lives.

I wonder if the human duality is so present to the point of mix those emotions.

Where perplexed brains and emotions realize that something produces, notions of domains that conspire against the good and light.

We feel that the strength that induce to bad and good, judging with personal criteria who is who?

Without the necessary serenity and choose in what harbor to arrive.

Sometimes we are strong to alert

Sometimes we are weak to be alert.

But also, sometimes the strength and the weakness show up in pathetic moments

Wishing to control everyone

Causing a shock between the two forces, that at the same time, in the same moment comes to materialize themselves.

In an equal moment

Without identifying its futilities

The weakness makes us strong and invincible to the point of killing 

To safeguard the most precious that we don’t give the science to count

Putting ourselves against any obstacles, it either being in coming or going

Or protecting like crazy its own life.

Sometimes we don’t fight against each other

Aiming only to protect the life

But we fight to defend positions 

Regardless if it’s intellectual or political

We bring to the stage balances and unbalances

So that in it, the balance, the weakness and the strength don’t deteriorate

Protecting or being protected of desires, feelings and pride

Against or in favor of life they incorporate feelings of values

Uniting forces in favor and for the well-being of man.

The strength takes us to resurgence, arrogance isolation

It gives us the capacity does smash the inferior’s one

The weakness is a terrible evil for the soul

Letting itself be smashed by the extreme nature

Without fighting for right or wrong positions showing the force another side

Smashed yes, by the weakness of a silent spirit.

Through shouts we call: something that may save us

From spiritual hardships and uncertainties that only belong to us

Wanting to bind with others

Principally, when it, the weakness install itself in our souls 

Without no calm

Weakening the spirit core that is crying out for help...

If the strength talked to weakness, we could be rich of moments: sometimes sad, sometimes violent sometimes reflective, sometimes compassionate 

Especially when the duel discussed is about war and peace

They would be shrewd on hearing the cry of wisdom begging to hear again the cry of weakness begging for a life or cuddling someone capable.

The imaginary and real precipice between strength and weakness is immensurable

Something unimaginable to foresee

It can be big or small, wide or narrow

Of the size we allow ourselves to feel.

Depending on the right to arbitrate

Letting ourselves verify 

That to be weak or strong

It does have neither south nor north to materialize itself.

It is very hard to be weak or strong

Even because we are not always strong

We also don’t exercise even at the same time being weak

Something from the spirit let flow revelations in strength 

That will surprise our wills making the feeling unconfutable.

To learn to cohabitate with the strength and the weakness

It allows it to surge the greatness

That with certainty

Increases the will do contribute

Helping the unification of the soul to persist and exist.

Not always the sweet words that goes through our ears

They seem tenure of the morning breeze  

That without gasp would look like some product of the own weakness

But, against the sense not existing improbability

For the strength is contained in famous moments of 

Pleasure in good sounds that echo like the floating of a flying or the country smell leaving the pain.

The presence of abandonment to the strong is weak 

Face to face with loneliness the strong become dim.

Almost becoming a living dead

Without the chance to choose what they would like to be

With nothing to fear by navigating the invisibility and not being.

The strength thinks it’s rational the capability of cheating

When being held uncountable it uses the right to omit

Showing itself capable of materializing violence with no compassion

Even if the request for forgiveness comes up.

In the simplicity the weakness forgives

And let so that everyone hears its shout when it reverberates

Suffering without knowing its inner suffering

When the capability of forgiveness leaves the conscious and knows that something was lost

Feeling bothered by something that died in itself for life.

In the dementia we don’t know if we are weak or strong 

Following no course even though marching to any luck

Being at mercy of our victims that of weak became strong

By giving, it shows that to forgive is to feel each time stronger.

The strong forgive

The weak mock

The strong kiss

The weak torture

Those who deny suffer for being weak when they thought they were strong

Those who embrace it live because they know that from it comes the blessings, redemption and forgiveness are the way that takes us to elevation.

When the strength is in our spirit 

We condemn what is most similar to us

We behave like a reptile in defense of the territory

Even if in a symbolic moment.

We faint in sight of what we don’t know

Specially of the hate that we feel for being what we really are

Without, however, search something that may comfort us 

To try, more times, equilibrate life...

At the end of everything

When we fight battles

And the razor’s thread shows itself sharp and dim 

With death comes the weakness

And the end of the fortress that the strength ultimately exercised...

If we use too much strength

One day they would take away from you what you wish the most and what you love the most

And what was strength, change itself in weakness

Materialized in cries, screams and sadness...

Taking from the strong the few that remains from the calm

Directly stealing the serenity form the soul...
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Life and Death
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Sometimes we talk about death

Like something that would take our luck

That it arrives at an inappropriate time

Without scheduling or a secondary desire.

Without death

We would be left in life to any luck

Suffering from shallow and deep wounds

Without the rest that is offered by it, the death.

Millions of partings

Suffering and living dead around the world marching

Lost between two unknown worlds

That without death, the seconds become centuries.

To live without the certainty of the death

Everything would be equal

There wouldn’t be accidental or natural lost

All in life would be artificial and abnormal.

Wanting or not, the death is benevolent

When we are at the worst of our lives 

It is up to it, the farewell touch

And what if death fails? Who would care to relieve the suffering lives?

Just like the life

From which we don’t want goodbyes

The death despite being shy

In some moment celebrates its own life.

We spend days, months and years like this

In this dilemma about life and death

Knowing that we live life in various ways

Without even knowing what it is to death.

It is not how long you live that matters,

But the way and intensity you live

There is no earthly immorality 

Therefore, life and death are truths that for a short period of time beckon us.
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Moral stoning
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I am tired: I am really tired

Of seeing by my side 

Stones being thrown from every side

In someone who has never being condemned.
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