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e.02 foreword

Poems of love hold no disdain, they show, not preach, they heal, not reign. They teach,
one lesson stays, another fades in time’s embrace. To weave a verse is to let go, to drift, adapt,
let goodness flow. To honor words, to stand up tall, with love forever over all. For nothing
builds the way love does, nothing strikes with such a cause. Even when she’s feeling low, even
when her stomach’s sore. Hear her spirit, not her sound, let her roam, don’t pin her down.
Even when she plays her part, don’t take her matters to the court. Love needs air, not an extra
gene, needs compassion, not obscene. Walk your path, let love be near, | can show the way,
but won’t demand your fear. These poems are a guiding light, they tell more than they have
the right. They hold more than they dare to say, accept the call, don’t turn away. Read with
openness, not haste, not for rushing, not for waste. Speak with love as pages turn, feel the
lesson, make it burn. For love will hold and soothe you tight, you won’t die from birth’s first
fight. To live is more than gaining weight, the soul will rise, it’s not too late. Poems have their
way to dig, to stir the conscience deep within. They whisper of warm summer days, where sun
and laughter paved the way. They bathed, they dreamed, they took their time, ate and
wandered, watched the shine. So lean in closer, take their call, these words were made for
you, for all. I sit and write, | think of you, of what you do, of what is true. Are you locked within
your mind? Far from love, yet trapped in time? Poems will remind you, anger’s path won’t
ever guide you. Poems will recall that pride can make the weak one fall. That reason matters
more than rage, no need to whine, no need to cage. To fill your gut, to plan, to thrive, who
cares? Just learn to feel alive. | don’t mind if dreams come true, just make sure they live in
you. Think, digest, and smile bright, take these words and feel them right. Take them slowly,
don’t consume, live inside them, give them room. Make a shelter, let them grow, let them
soothe or wake your soul. Let them rock you into sleep, or curl beside you, soft and deep. Or
shake your mind with sudden force, to bring you wholly on this course. To fill your chest with
love so vast, to show what truly, deeply lasts. Love will measure, love will weigh, she won’t let
you drift away. She won’t quit, she won’t resign, she will guide your every line. Don’t twist the
road, don’t walk astray, don’t tighten bolts or turn away. The road of love is straight and clear,
lifting you, no need for fear. It carries you with steady arms, it pulls you up, beyond the storms.
It lifts you high into the clouds, where you can see the world aloud. A forest maze you would
have lost, if love had never been the cost. Love won’t shift with modern trends, won’t fade
away as seasons bend. Love won’t cheat or play pretend, it understands, it makes amends.
Through these poems, love will speak, show how strong, yet soft and meek. Show how much
it still can give, how it leads, how it lets you live. Love remembers, love will stay. How much?
We hope, let’s simply pray. That she lingers, that she won’t flee, that she thrives with you and
me. Love can shock, you’ll see it soon, it’s not a trick, nor market’s boon. It’s not some cheap
and hollow price, it’s priceless, pure, and truly wise. She won’t bow to passing time, won’t be
carried by the tide. She hides her riddles, veiled and keen, yet holds a beauty bright and clean.
With one hand, she guards the glow, with the other, she lets you know that love is more than
just a taste, it’s more than meals, more than waste. That when the fire starts to fade, you need
to fan, not turn away. Add some coal or add some wood, to keep the flame where love once
stood. A poem is the kindling bright, a piece of cake, a guiding light. Or maybe just the words
you need, when love’s unsure, when doubts proceed. A poem will embrace you whole, a poem



will mend what time once stole. It won’t deceive, it won’t mislead, it stands for love, it plants
the seed. Love is here, she’s here for you, she’s in the sky, she’s in the dew. In daily steps, in
wind so light, in morning sun and fading night. Cherish her, for time won’t wait, love’s embrace
won’t hesitate. But if you let her slip away, it’s on you, don’t shift the blame. Half a life, half a
dream, half a heart, don’t live between. Almost happy, almost free, don’t get trapped in that
decree. Take these words, take this sign, let love’s presence fill your mind. Let it guide you, let
it stay, don’t let fear get in the way. Poems lead, poems heal, they won’t break, they won’t
steal. They will show what’s pure and real, they will teach you how to feel. Read and smile,
don’t look down, read and wear no bitter frown. Here’s a piece of truth, my friend, not all will

getitin the end.
e

TROUBLEMAKERS

Poems of love,
Bring joy from above.

They’re here to remind,
That love’s always been in your mind.

You just forgot, let it stray,
Greeted strangers along the way.

But now you know what’s false, what’s true,
So don’t let the smoke blind you.



the centipede they called
Love

(1st from the right)

Love unites,
Love won’t divide.

You won’t find her beneath a bar sign,
Toasting Sundays, full of pride.

You won’t see her lonely,
Lost in housework, worn and tired.

She won’t beg for pennies,
No one’s business, uninquired.

How she earns,
Or if she pays her dues,

If she stays loyal,
Or breaks the rules.

What are her plans,
How will she raise her child?

How long till pension?
Is her trash well-filed?

Does Love have dreams,
Hopes that gleam?

Does Love have debts?
A debt so long - it never forgets.

Does she have faith?
Hope suits her best.

But once | saw her
Love, dreaming like the rest.



(1st from the left)

Love once handed me a bill,
| was surprised - it cost so little still.

| left a tip, just to be kind,
Yet she packed her bags, left me behind.

She didn’t look, she didn’t stare,
Didn’t flinch or seem aware.

That | was silent, yet still smiled,
That | stroked her soft with words so mild.

Not a sound,
Love speaks without being bound.

She only gazed into my eyes,
Then turned to hatred in disguise.

No longer did she drift away,
For she had mocked herself that day.

She asked for pain, for retribution,
For every debt of our conclusion.

She asked for furs, a coat so grand,
| pulled a sack with my own hand.

| packed up Love,
That wasn't love anymore,

And drove her off to be disposed,
To change into something worth much more.



(2nd from the right)

| once wrote Love a letter so true,
Telling her how much | miss her, too.

How much | long,
How nights feel wrong.

Love wrote back,
A poem intact.

"Don't say you miss me,
Don't claim you break,

For | saw you with Greed,
As Mercy made you hesitate.

You laughed so bright,
A grin so wide,

Telling Greed your clever jokes,
Thinking fate won’t turn the tide.

You thought I'd never know,
That it'd stay just between you two,

That you’d meet in secret halls,
Mocking all the loves you knew."

| apologized,
Begged to be recognized.

Swore "Never again."
And washed my hands of sin.



(2nd from the left)

One day, | took Love for a walk,
Not too long, yet full of talk.

Love kept sighing,
At strolling crowds, at heat so trying.

She grumbled about the burning sun,
The people swarming, everyone.

She’d rather flee to mountain peaks,
Or hear the ocean when it speaks.

| told her that the seaside shore
Would hold even bigger crowds, for sure.

She answered, "No, away from here,
It feels so different, don't you see?"

"On a trip, we turn into waves,
Just like the sea-no one behaves.

We only chatter,
On what should or shouldn't matter.

We only claim,

What’s good, what’s wrong, who's to blame."
So | said, "Then let’s stay home,

At least for now, let time roam.

Let’s demand from us, not them,
And talk, just we, again and again.

Let’s cherish moments,
You with me, in pure devotion."



(3rd from the right)

Love once boasted, full of delight,
That she had bought new shoes so bright.

Another time, she showed to me,
A pearl necklace, shining free.

Then one day, a ticket in hand,
A flight to somewhere far and grand.

| asked her then, "Where will you go?"

She smiled and said, "Where pearls will glow."
| asked again, "But with what means?

Where does love find such grand schemes?"

Love just answered, soft and light,
As if my question wasn't right.

"Money matters not," she said,
"When it flows, or when it's dead.

When it's gone, it plays pretend,
Unless one longs with no clear end."



(3rd from the left)

Love once told me, bright and bold,
How she skied down slopes so cold.

She learned from scratch, step by step,
Falling down with each misstep.

Yet she never lost her way,
Always stood and tried to stay.

After years of falling, striving,
She became a pro, kept thriving.

Led expeditions to the peaks,
Raced down slopes so wild, unique.

And not a cloud could dim the sight,
Of truth she carved in trails so white.

That love must train, it must endure,
While time allows, while life is pure.

For if ignored, it fades away,
And stumbles long before the race.



(4th from the right)

Love stood waiting in a line,
For a ticket, for some time.

But they sold out, not one left,
Love just stood there, lost, bereft.

"How could this be?" she asked, confused,
Yet fate had played the path she’d choose.

Left outside in bitter air,
Drowning sorrow at a square.

Drowning pain though she can’t swim,
In every martini, an olive dim.

| asked, "Why the sadness? Why the gloom?
Was it just a ticket, just a room?"

But Love just stared, her voice turned rough,
Then cursed the world, she’d had enough.

"It’s the system, it’s the greed,
They preach of love but never bleed.

They speak of passion, deep and bright,
Yet throw it out before the night."



(4th from the left)

| once sat with Love, flipping through old frames,
In one, she stood with Wholeness, calling her name.

In another, she sailed with Unity’s grace,
On the third, she fought with Emptiness’ face.

Love just shrugged, said she couldn’t recall,
Only the pictures remembered it all.

| told her softly, “You don’t need to know,
It’s not your fault if memories don’t show.”

That her mind was light, never dwelling too long,
That she never clung to what felt wrong.

Love just smiled, said, “That’s how | stay,
| only keep the good, let sorrow drift away.”

“That pain and loss fade out with time,
That it’s not my fault if smoke starts to climb.”

“l never stoke the fire bright,
Sometimes | just set things right.”

“It doesn’t matter who strikes the spark,
What matters is that Love still holds the heart.”



(5th from the right)

Love once drove big rigs at night,
Smuggling joy past border’s sight.

One day they caught her, did the math,
Calculated loss and tax.

For happiness held, yet duty unpaid,
Love just smiled and calmly said,

"It’s for the people, for their sake,"
But law replied, "That’s no escape."

"The law is law, the toll must stay,
No love can simply give away."

So Love paid up, what had to be,
Though it lost a hefty fee.

It took on debt, it borrowed deep,
Still, joy’s worth was hard to keep.

It couldn’t count, nor memorize,
How much joy was whose, or why.

Even Joy itself confessed,
That its own price was anyone’s guess.

At last, Love struck a deal,
Under sunlight, firm but real.

They agreed they’d never met,
Just crossed paths by mere regret.



(5th from the left)

Love was drowning once, deep in a pond,
| leaped to save her, no second thought.

| swam to her, arms open wide,
She smiled and thanked me for my pride.

She said she was only pretending to sink,
Just testing the waters, just wanting to think.

To see if someone would dare to dive,
Or if all were too busy just staying alive.

Would there be one, brave and true,
Who'd risk his life to pull love through?

But now she knows, and she feels fine,
For there are still souls who cross the line.

Who value love beyond their breath,
Who don’t count life in fear of death.

Who don’t believe when they are told,
That love is just a habit old.

That when two live side by side too long,
Love appears as if by song.

She comes and says, "I've always been,
Just standing quiet, never seen."

"I never pushed, | never cried,
It’s you who thought | lived inside a dream."



(6th from the right)

| once stepped into a newsstand bright,
Picked up a paper, and there in sight...

Love was nestled between the pages,
Smiling back from glossy stages.

She asked me why | looked so lost,
| said, “Just puzzled, that’s all, not cross.”

Love just laughed, “I’'m making my name,
I’'m famous now, I’'m in the game.”

| praised her for the rising fame,

She sighed and said, “Oh, what a shame.”
“Get in line, if you want a photo,

Get in line, if you want to follow.”

“I'm a star now, a face to see,
With stylists and a strict routine.”

“A diet plan, a polished glow,
To keep my beauty on the go.”

| answered, “To me, you were just right,
Before the fame, before the lights.”

“Before you turned into a star,
That’s a bittersweet remark.”

“But still, it’s good to know, it’s grand,
That even strangers get to sit with Love firsthand.”



(6th from the left)

Love once joined me on a fishing day,
We took a boat and sailed away.

| cast my line into the deep,
Love called out, “They start to leap!”

She said, “I've got one, look and see,”
She pulled the line - Joy broke free.

“What’s Joy doing in the lake?”
| asked Love, but she just swayed.

“Maybe she had enough of land,
Maybe she longed for different hands.”
“Maybe she wanted a world so vast,
Or just to swim, to dive at last.”

Love just laughed, so light, so true,
While Joy just smiled, said nothing new.

Love let go, no chains, no ties,
And Joy swam off with turtle’s stride.

Never looking back to shore,
Love just whispered, “She had her more.”

“No need to fish, no more today,
Lest Anger bites or Stress betrays.”

“For some emotions weigh too much,
And Love should never bleed from such.”

So she sat back, watched the waves,
And hid from tempests she could not tame.



(7th from the right)

Love took a sip of coffee black,
Then frowned and pushed the cup right back.

She said, “It’s not the taste for me,
| crave the past, the way it used to be.”

Feasts of meat, fine wine, delight,
But Love won’t waste her time on vice.

She’d rather sit in silent air,
And read my verses, soft and rare.

Or rise within the noisy streams,
Lifted high by vapored dreams.

From misty heights above the land,
She watches peaks that humans stand.

And tells the clouds, her drifting kin,
Of wagers made with mountains grim.

That they would never rise above,
That Love would match them, strength for strength.

The mountain lost, in anger steeped,
For Love was small, yet reached the peak.

For though she seems so faint, so slight,
She holds the key to endless life.

For when you seek what never dies,
You'll find Love staring in your eyes.



(7th from the left)

Love picks the dirt from under her nails,
Strokes her elbows, frail and pale.

Her hands are sore,
From working the fields before.

She plowed the land, she cut the grain,
Yet still she smiles, she won’t complain.

She never asks what time it is,
She never checks when | might cease.

She doesn’t question why we live,
She has no grander words to give.

She simply is, and that’s enough,
She lives, she breathes, she ties things up.

She gives existence meaning true,
She makes the old beliefs renew.

That life without her turns to dust,
That food without her lacks its crust.

You chew just to fill the void inside,
But Love is richer than meals worldwide.

She won’t leave you bloated, sore,
But Love - you must desire her more.



(8th from the right)
Love once wandered through Paradise fair,

Yet found no joy beyond the air.

She saw no charm above the trees,
No golden gates, no sense of peace.

She felt no honor in the land,
No sense of purpose near at hand.

So down to Earth she chose to fall,
To find herself within us all.

Here, where Hatred walks so near,
Where opposites shape what we hold dear.

Where nothing lasts, where all things shift,
Where nothing’s sure, where meanings drift.

That Love on Earth is just one thing,
And Hate, its shadow, following.

Hatred mocks and shakes Love’s core,
Love wonders, “Was this the right door?”

“Is this the way it’'s meant to be?
Where every contrast silences me?”

She’s tired, questioned, pulled apart,
They ask why paleness veils her heart.

But how could she shine, when traps are laid?
When every step feels like a blade?

Where Love must fight to find her place,
Unlike in Heaven’s soft embrace.

Yet still, despite the weight and pain,
She longs to stay, to live again.



(8th from the left)

Love set sail upon a ship,
Greeting strangers on her trip.

Then, without a warning sign,
Seasickness struck, stole her time.

Locked inside her cabin tight,
Shoes a mess, hair far from right.

The journey still had miles to go,
Yet Love felt weak, rocked to and fro.

She wondered why the rest stood tall,
Why she alone would rise then fall.

How could they stand while waves still spun?
How could they dance when she came undone?

Love complained, she moaned, she cried,
While I just heard the ocean sigh.

The sea and Love - a chorus grand,
For what is a ship without command?

For what is a journey, if none may learn,
That all must face the waves in turn?

That every tide, both high and low,
Still shows the path where courage flows.

That even Love, in swaying motion,
Might wretch from drowning in devotion.



(9th from the right)
Without Love, we are hollow inside,

Empty shells where nothing hides.

A fragile shell that eats, that drinks,
Yet never feels, yet never thinks.

Without Love, life makes no sense,
With Love, we long for existence intense.

In Love, with Love, and for Love’s sake,
That never bends, that never breaks.

That knows no fear, no bitter rage,
That won’t be found upon a ledge.

That won’t hide inside a shed,
Or watch me eat alone instead.

She only wants to share it all,
She only wants to hear my call.

Love longs to be a part of you,
To live, not rot, to stay in view.

Not cast aside as something old,
Not locked away, not left in cold.

Not judged as cruel, not caged, restrained,
Not fed with scraps, not left to wane.

Love is light, a feather’s flight,
Love wipes your soul and makes it bright.

If you listen, if you care,
She will stay with you, always there.

And in her voice, you’ll find a way,
The answer to what life must say.



(9th from the left)

Love feeds the fire when winter is near,
To keep herself warm, to chase off the fear.

She chops down trees, the ones untrue,
Cuts them apart, in measured view.

She breaks them down, piece by piece,
So they may burn, so warmth may reach.

Yet once they're split, they can’t return,
Your dreams now lost, no bridge to burn.

For those who wish to use Love’s light,
To twist, to mold for selfish might.

Love won’t serve, won’t play along,
She’ll leave, she’ll drift where she belongs.

She’ll stay afar from fleeting hands,
From those who crave what time demands.

From those who claim, “It’s mine, it’s due,
If it is there, then | want it too.”

But Love stays faithful, Love stays whole,
She’s like the air that fills the soul.

For those who long to truly breathe,
For those who learn what Love believes.

So hear me now, take heed, be wise,
Cherish Love before it dies.

For if she leaves, she won’t return,
And time won’t grant another turn.



(10th from the right)

Homeland teaches us to love,
To cherish her, to rise above.

Homeland teaches us to be free,
In love, in faith, in loyalty.

She shows that love, so strong, so pure,
Brings heaven down to earthly shores.

She teaches how, through sacrifice,
We find belonging, deep and nice.

She tells the tales of those who gave,
Who stood in love, yet stood so brave.

Not just for her, not just for land,
But for the truth, on which they stand.

She tells the stories of those who fought,
Not just for love, but all it brought.

They marched with love onto the field,
They taught her war, they taught her steel.

She learned to strike, she learned to shield,
To guard the ones who’d never yield.

And to this day, she still defends,
Those who call her home, as friends.

Those who see, in fields and trees,
A homeland longing for her peace.

For days where love won’t lead to death,
Where hate won'’t steal our every breath.

Where enemies will cease to fight,
And love will bring us all to light.



(10th from the left)

Love stepped onto a speeding train,
And rode ahead through sun and rain.

To lands unknown, so far, so wide,
To search for self, to look inside.

She saw the past, she felt the glow,
She watched how kindness used to flow.

She saw how joy could light the air,
How people thrived with love to share.

She learned how much she had to give,
How much it took to truly live.

Then Love decided to return,
To rest where Polish hearths still burn.

But when she reached into her coat,
No ticket back, no way, no hope.

She asked around, but none would lend,
She fought herself, her own best friend.

And from that clash, a storm arose,
She stood alone, with doors all closed.

No one claimed her, none had seen,
Love was foreign, lost between.

She thought, “I should have stayed at home,
Not chased the world, not fled to roam.”

"For even in the poorest nest,
| had a place, | had my rest."



(11th from the right)

Love needs a withess, someone to see,
To swear she is who she claims to be.

Love needs a grandfather’s gaze,
Where his wife still lives in endless days.

Love seeks proof, a sign, a name,
That she transforms yet stays the same.

The one who stands, who saw her shine,
Who knew her soul, who read her sign.

The one who knew, without a doubt,
That she’s the dream they spoke about.

For Love, he’d fall, he’d fade, he’d break,
He’d never turn, he’d never fake.

No other path, no second way,
No other hands to steal her stay.

He lost his mind, he tricked the sky,
Yet Love still saw devotion’s cry.

He swore, “With you, I'll always stay.”
Love held his arm and laughed away.

And whispered soft, “I am for all,
For those who dare to take my cal

III



(11th from the left)

Love went to the market on Thursday at dawn,
To buy some Tenderness, but it was gone.

So she thought, “Then Mercy instead,”
Yet Mercy was sold out, nothing was left.

Only a handful of Faith remained,
So she took it - and fate was regained.

For Faith had wished to spark once more,
To find a reason to restore.

A reason to trust, a reason to see,
That Love could still expand and be.

Not fleeting mist, not fading air,
But something firm, something rare.

Something steady, small yet true,
Growing vast in every view.

Love, content, returned with Faith,
But Faith fell ill, fevered, swayed.

Love was touched, she caught it too,
And suddenly, Love felt renewed.

“It’s just a dream,” she thought, unsure,
Yet life with Faith had now endured.



(12th from the right)

Love arrived to visit me,
| am just another stop to see.

She came to check if I’'m the kind,
A place where she might stay, confined.

Where she could settle, doubt-free, whole,
And love me without regard for the old.

Will | succeed, will | endure?
It all depends on if I'm pure.

On how much openness | hold,
And where my heart may now unfold.

On whether | embrace mankind,
On whether | seek the divine.

On whether | am built to last,
Or let her slip away too fast.

For every step, a path is sown,
Will Love remain, or be my own?

For a moment, she may stay,
In my heart, she leaves a trace.

But what if Love should walk away?
What if she is not meant to stay?

Will | return to what | knew?
To anger’s weight, to bitter hues?

No, I'll do it differently,
I'll grow Love as a living seed.

I'll plant her deep within the ground,
And watch her bloom as spring comes round.

I'll guard her well, I'll let her grow,
She’ll never leave, this much | know.



(12th from the left)

| found Love beneath the tree,
Wrapped in ribbons, just for me.

A brand-new toy, a gift so bright,
Something to hold, to bring delight.

I’d take her out for walks at dawn,
I’d stroke her hair as days went on.

I’d show my friends, I'd proudly say,
"What a wonderful time has come my way!"

That Love is mine, all mine alone,
That she is here, that she’s my own.

| hoped she’d listen, stay polite,
And take her baths without a fight.

| hoped she’d learn to heed my call,
To echo words, repeat them all.

To do just what I'd wish and dream,
To shape her world inside my scheme.

But Love grew tired, Love grew weak,
She couldn’t stand the rules I'd keep.

And after just a week or so,
She left, she chose to let me go.

She walked herself to where they keep,
The Loves abandoned, lost, or beat.

For those who held them far too tight,
And drained them out in selfish light.



(13th from the right)

Mama baked Love in the oven bright,
With rose-filled heart, so soft, so light.

With Tenderness mixed in the dough,
And not a trace of Cold to show.

Mama baked, and Love was glad,
To be desired, to be had.

To be the taste that all would crave,
To be enjoyed, warm and brave.

To feel the bite of Love so true,
Still fresh, still hot, still breaking through.

Yet those who wear a bitter guise,
Won't grasp the taste, won’t realize.

And those who choose a different way,
Might never know how Love could stay.

For they ignore the signs so clear,
And rot alone in empty fear.

Half-eaten, wasted, cast aside,
Without the scent of love inside.

Not like the warmth a mother brings,
Where Love still bakes, where memory sings.

From ovens rich with tender tones,
Where hunger finds its heart, its home.

One Love, one taste, pure and wise,
No need for poppy seeds to rise.



(13th from the left)

Love went walking on a trail,
And met with Silence, calm and pale.

Love was stunned, yet didn’t part,
She stayed, she spoke, she touched her heart.

She shared herself, she showed her way,
And Silence, curious, chose to stay.

To prove that Silence eats as well,
She took a bite, and Love could tell.

Silence, full and satisfied,
Smiled with Love now by her side.

She felt the taste, so new, so sweet,
A flavor she had yet to meet.

And eager now, with joy so bright,
She ran to Noise to share delight.

She told him all, she spilled the tale,
Of Love’s embrace, so rich, so pale.

And Noise grew troubled, deep in thought,
For how could chaos fight what’s soft?

How could the world still rage and cry,
If Silence let Love settle by?



(14th from the right)

Love went to live among the trees,
To rest, to breathe, to find her peace.

No one came, no footsteps near,
For fear had claimed the world that year.

All were scared, all held their breath,
They fought, they cursed, they feared their death.

Without Love, they learned too late,
That life alone was sealed by fate.

Without Love, they saw with dread,
That harmony was cold and dead.

For Love gives life, she lets hearts shine,
She teaches warmth, not bitter pride.

She shows the way to gentle hands,
Not how to sulk at fate’s demands.

And so, one day, they left in search,
To find the Love they’d lost on Earth.

To see where she had gone astray,
To bring her back, to make her stay.

They found her weak, her lips so dry,
Without the world, she’d fade, she’d die.

Love can’t exist in silent halls,
She needs the world, she needs us all.

So Love returned, she said goodbye,
To forest winds and moonlit sky.

She walked among us, stood once more,
And stayed with us, forevermore.



(14th from the left)

Fulfilled Love,
Is a wife embraced.

Fulfilled Love,
Is a child first traced.

Fulfilled Love,
Whispers, “Love me more.”

4

Fulfilled Love,
Calls, “For Love, endure.”

For Love, give all,
For Love, leave pride.

For Love, seek God,
And know your kind.

Know who's a brother, true and near,
And who just wears a brother’s gear.

Who speaks of light, yet walks in shade,
Who knocks with good, who knocks with pain.

Who aches to see you love and trust,
Who dreads the fire of Love’s bright touch.

Who dims your heart, who drains your glow,
Who tires of kindness, lets it go.

Who longs to love, who longs to take,
Who fears to live, who fears to break.

Yet | have tried, and Love | found,
Embraced the world, stood safe, unbound.

| loved, | gave, | chose to stay,
And left the dark to walk away.

For evil stands where hearts grow weak,
| hear it not. | will not seek.



(15th from the right)

Today, my mother cooked me Love,
| stirred the pot, | spiced it up.

My wife just sighed, "I’'m not that hungry,"
So | stood alone, my plate still lovely.

| served myself a feast so bright,
A plate of Love, a meal of light.

She sat with me, she did not stray,
Not out of pity, but to stay.

She told me how the world now spins,
How Love is born, how Love begins.

That one will shape it, build it strong,
A brother’s bond, a lifelong song.

Yet others push Love far away,
Ignoring signs, lost in the fray.

Unsure of where their feet should land,
Unsure of where they ought to stand.

Love drifts down,
Like autumn leaves.

And | just wonder,
What it means.

That not all stomachs can digest,
A tale of Love, a truth confessed.

That Love should be for everyone,
Not just for few, not just for one.

Yet forcing Love is never right,
Nor stirring Hatred just for spite.



(15th from the left)

Love went to college, eager to learn,
To study, to grow, to take her turn.

She listened close, she took her seat,
She wanted more, she stayed discreet.

She filled her notes, she wrote them well,
She read, she learned, she knew the spell.

She learned how the world is shaped and spun,
That not all seek her, not everyone.

That not all see the signs she leaves,
That not all know what Love believes.

That not all grasp why she exists,
That life itself is Love’s true test.

She finished school, she laughed, she shone,
A journey grand, a lesson known.

She held her diploma, proud and tall,
She met herself and knew it all.

So honored now, she felt so bright,
Like a wife, adored in light.

Cherished, grand, yet just too small,
To grasp the weight, to hold it all.

And full of pride, Love lost her way,
For ego turned her bright to gray.

For when the self grows far too wide,
There’s nothing left of Love inside.



(16th from the right)
Love once thought of ending it all,

The thought consumed her, a silent call.

How to do it, swift and wise,
How to leave, with no goodbyes?

How to show the world so blind,
That she no longer cared to shine?

How to prove to those she knew,
That love received no honor due?

If they can live without her grace,
Then let them drown in Anger’s place.

If they won’t give her room to stay,
Let them taste life, stripped away.

Let them feel the weight of gloom,
Let them learn how fate can doom.

“1, Love, refuse to play this game,
| won’t exist in loss and shame.”

“No one will mourn, no one will cry,
Perhaps they’ll learn, but I'll be gone.”

But time was late, and Love had left,
For those who lived, just emptiness.

Yet Love was wise, she saw ahead,
She knew her story wasn’t dead.

She’d rise again, where life begins,
In newborn hearts, in children’s dreams.

For those who mocked, who cast her out,
She left a trace, a crimson doubt.

She staged her death, she faked her fall,
For Love refused to die at all.



She played the part, she took the stage,
For Death was not her rightful cage.



(16th from the left)

Grandmother wished to teach me Love,
To share her wisdom, passed from above.

She wanted Love to thrive, to grow,
To settle in me, soft and slow.

She hoped that we would bond with ease,
That Love would choose to stay and please.

But Love just smiled and shook her head,
"It’s never that simple," she softly said.

"You cannot claim me at first sight,
Or steal my secrets in the night."

For Grandmother sighed, "You seem so grim,"
And Love just laughed, yet stayed so dim.

"No, Grandma, words won’t pull me in,
Not even if you fade within."

"For Love, like marriage, is never light,
It comes with burdens, dark and bright."

"It comes with in-laws, flaws, and weight,
You fry it deep, you serve it straight."

With Love, one walks with measured pace,
Discovering truths, not forcing grace.

One shapes her slow, with tender hands,
Not mocks, not bends to own demands.

Not claims to know, nor acts so wise,
For Love still seeks what love supplies.

For Love will always chase its kind,
And only Love will make Love bind.



(17th from the right)

Love once tried to strike a deal,
To name Joy’s price, to make it real.

The seller stood, firm and tall,
Unwilling to bargain, to bend at all.

Love insisted, "Joy must be weighed,
It has a price, a cost to be paid."

The seller smiled, unmoved, untamed,
"Joy is priceless, it can't be claimed."

Love grew restless, turned to leave,
Pretending fate she would deceive.

Yet just before she walked away,
The seller sighed and chose to stay.

"Joy without Love is worth no gold,
So take it now, let fate unfold."

Love lit up, embraced the prize,
And in an instant, changed her guise.

For Joy and Love are one, the same,
And Love had won her rightful name.

And so, the deal did more than thrive,
For Joy now spread, began to rise.

It doubled, tripled, soared so free,
And price no longer meant a thing.



(17th from the left)

Love once dreamed of catching a ride,
To see the world, to roam outside.

She stuck out her hand, free and bright,
But Journey refused, dodged from sight.

"You, Love, are trouble, don’t you see?
Who will fill the world if you leave with me?"

"Who will spread warmth, who will mend hearts?
How will you chase your own restless spark?"

"How will you travel, dream, and explore,
If those who need you stand at their door?"

"Maybe someday, but not today,
Perhaps in years, when skies aren’t gray."

"For now," said Journey, "stay and be,
People need you, desperately."

"Without you, Anger takes the throne,
Without you, Mercy stands alone."

"Without you, sorrow fills the air,
And pride grows bold, beyond repair."

"Without you, life begins to fade,"
Love simply smiled, and chose to stay.

She nodded once, with knowing grace,
And Need stepped in to take Love’s place.



(18th from the right)

Love sat upon the sandy shore,
Building castles, dreaming more.

But soon a child came rushing near,
Screaming loud for all to hear.

With playful feet, it kicked them down,
Then laughed so hard, then spun around.

Love just sighed and walked away,
But trouble was not kept at bay.

For the child chased with wicked glee,
Destroyed again what Love set free.

For this was Hatred, wild and small,
Sent to make Love trip and fall.

To break her joy, to see her weep,
To steal her peace, deny her sleep.

Yet Love stood firm, refused to fade,
And slowly, surely, she gained weight.

She swelled, she rose, so vast, so bright,
Until she towered out of sight.

And when that child of spite and pain,
Tried once more to bring Love strain

She crushed it whole beneath her might,
And cast away the endless fight.

No hands remained to strike, to tear,
No voice to mock, no feet to snare.

Love stood tall, no need to hide,
At last herself, with arms stretched wide.



(18th from the left)

Love once rode into the ring,
To taste the thrill, to hear it sing.

She craved the rush, the roaring sound,
The weight of fear, the shaken ground.

She wished to feel the rising heat,
To stare at trouble, eye to eye.

And trouble came - but to her sight,
It seemed like mischief, nothing dire.

She thought it all a fleeting game,
So she played along, she staked her claim.

And after moments wild and raw,
She sent the bull to flee in awe.

She gave it Freedom, tore the chain,
Refused to let it act in pain.

For Love could never stand and cheer,
For cruelty masked in grand veneer.

For Love was born to heal, to feel,
To break the cage, to bend the steel.

For Love finds joy in life unchained,
Where winds run free, where hearts remain.

Where mint leaves dance in summer air,
Where passion breathes with tender care.

Where Freedom whispers, fresh and bright,
A life of love, both fierce and light.



(19th from the right)

Love was stuck in endless lines,
Trapped in traffic, lost in time.

She couldn’t reach the one in need,
Who longed for Love, who sought to be freed.

Who wouldn’t bow, who wouldn’t break,
Who wouldn’t live by strings so fake.

Who faced a world where Love was scorned,
Yet chose to rise, to be reborn.

Could Evil now just walk away?
Could Love outshine, could Love dismay?

At last, she reached, she made her way,
And met with Love, who chose to stay.

They spoke of truth, they spoke of pain,
They spoke of being whole again.

They made a vow, a soft decree,
That peace would stand where Love must be.

The Love that traveled, stayed in part,
The rest went seeking another heart.

A Love now stronger, bold and bright,
No longer feared the dark of night.

And as she grew, and stood her ground,
At last, she knew: she had been found.



(19th from the left)

Love is a keeper of olden ways,
She trims the tree on holiday.

She builds the manger, bows her head,
Beneath the cross where tears are shed.

The cross that people place on her,
Yet will not bear, yet will not stir.

Love forgives, she tells the tale,
Of one who walked a road so pale.

For Jesus was Love, so pure, so bright,
He bore the weight, he faced the fight.

He lived for all, he knew the cost,
He taught the world what they had lost.

They knew that Love could heal the blind,
That Faith and Love would soar, aligned.

They grew so used to Love's embrace,
They lived in peace, they knew her grace.

Until they placed her on the wood,
And wept too late, misunderstood.

They missed her touch, they missed her light,
They missed her Faith that burned so bright.

For Love without love is nothing at all,
A hollow trick, an empty call.

Yet Love returned, in time, once more,
But not for all, not as before.

She lives within the faithful soul,
Who longs for Love in something whole.



(20th from the right)

Love once spoke of days long past,
Of times that seemed to race so fast.

She said, "Back then, life was bright,
| ran through summers, bathed in light."

She laughed, recalling joy so free,
The dreams she shaped, her destiny.

She traced her youth, the way she grew,
The spark that made her heart so true.

She spoke of her very first kiss,
A moment charged with electric bliss.

She smiled at memories fresh and sweet,
Like Tenderness slipping on new shoes for her feet.

She sighed at the first little lies she told,
The cracks where trouble took its hold.

She frowned at fights with Anger deep,
That left her torn, that made her weep.

For memories live between the lines,
They linger softly, left behind.

They never fade, they never stray,
They always find some words to say.

They tell the tale that Love has spun,
Where she remains the chosen one.

And even if she bends, distorts,
Love still remains life’s guiding force.



(20th from the left)

Winter held on, fierce and tight,
The roads were glazed in frozen white.

Love got stuck, could not ascend,
Her wish came true - but not as planned.

She dreamt of snow, a world so bright,
A fairy tale wrapped up in white.

And so it was - but then she learned,
How winter twists, how ice can turn.

She left her car and walked ahead,
Embraced the cold with no regret.

She longed to wander, breathe the air,
Yet found herself caught unaware.

For on the way, she chanced to meet,
A Love transformed, yet bittersweet.

A second face, unknown before,
A side of Love she’d not explored.

She stood in awe, she had no say,
As Love was changed and slipped away.

People missed her, longed to see,
But winter shaped new memory.

They learned to live, they learned to stay,
With Love now formed a different way.

A stranger now, a sharper tone,
A Love that burned, yet felt alone.

But people take what they receive,
They bend, they break, they still believe.

For Love may twist, for Love may ache,
Yet lovers love for love’s own sake.



(21st from the right)

Love longed to be a mystic true,
She prayed to God, sought out His view.

She searched for Him within her chest,
And God just sighed, with quiet jest.

For as He watched her strive so deep,
He heard her plead, He heard her weep.

So many words, so much unrest,
Love sought and sought, yet failed the test.

Until one day, the vision came,
God was not lost, nor hid in pain.

He dwelled within the sacred walls,
Not just on Sundays, but through all.

Transformed within the Host so bright,
Stirring hearts, dispersing night.

Calming minds that burned too fast,
Pointing toward the truth that lasts.

Giving meaning, piece by piece,
Offering Love a taste of peace.

And so she took Him, held Him tight,
Embraced His warmth, embraced His light.

She merged with Him, she stayed the same,
Yet Love now bore a holy name.

Still Love, still gentle, still so pure,
Yet now she healed, she could endure.

For Love made sacred, Love made whole,
Found her place in every soul.



(21st from the left)
Evil set its sights so high,
And hunted Love beneath the sky.

The chase began, the shots rang loud,
A war of fire, a restless crowd.

Love ran fast, her heart beat wild,
She fled, afraid - no more a child.

But in the end, she found her way,
She hid where shadows dare not stay.

She took her place in Father’s home,
She found her refuge, found her throne.

Yet Earth still longed, yet Earth still wept,
For Love had left, for wounds had crept.

So much anger, so much lost,
A world now cold, a world embossed.

Then God looked down and spoke anew,
“Go back, my Love, let fate ensue.”

And so she stepped upon the land,
Returned to reach out with her hand.

She took new form, she bore new light,
She walked no more in mortal sight.

She lived as honor, faith, and grace,
A boundless force, a known embrace.

She never hid, nor played pretend,
She sang for God, her voice ascends.

And from that day, Love changed her name,
With God she stood, with Him she stayed.

No longer touched by hands of sin,
For Love became divine within.



(22nd from the right)

Love once thought she’d play it smart,
She’d steal the world, she’d win each heart.

She showed herself in every way,
Proclaimed perfection, night and day.

She danced at concerts, grand and bright,
She bathed in opera’s golden light.

She graced the halls where nobles swayed,
Where masks were worn, where fortunes played.

She smoked the finest, sipped the rare,
Draped in silk, beyond compare.

Yet later on, she stood and stared,
Why had she shrunk? Why no one cared?

For Love had learned, though late it came,
That hearts were never won by fame.

That they had liked her, nothing more,
She’d met them all, yet felt ignored.

And so she changed, she let them yearn,
No longer begged for their return.

She ceased to boast, she ceased to shine,
She chose to live by her design.

Now Love is humble, soft yet strong,
No longer plays, no longer wrong.

She does not chase, she does not wait,
She soars through skies in feathered fate.

If now you seek her, look up high,
She races swallows in the sky.



(22nd from the left)

Love once walked through Love’s Grand Fair,
Where every kind stood bold and bare.

There was Love infused with Care,
And one so soft, dissolved in Air.

There was Love of Vanity bright,
And Love that wandered, chased the light.

There was Minimalist Love so clean,
And Love obsessed with perfect sheen.

There was Love that craved delight,
And Love that itched when out of sight.

For Love that’s ignored will scratch and sting,
It frets and fumes, it longs to cling.

There was Selfless Love, so pure, so kind,
And Gentle Love with peace aligned.

There was Love that gave with grace,
And Love that begged to be embraced.

There was Love that longed, Love that roamed,
Love that sought but found no home.

There was Love in colors bright,
And Love that lived in art’s own light.

Love sold in bulk, Love passed for free,
Love in ads, on screens, on streams.

Yet of them all, one caught her eye,
Not Joy, not Care, nor Love that sighed.

It was Anger, fierce and strong,
For Love had seen where it belonged.

She saw in Anger a space so wide,
A place where Mercy still could hide.



A place where Love could shape, could heal,
Could speak her truth without a quill.

And so our Love embraced the fire,
And Anger turned to Love entire.



(23rd from the right)

| once fell in love so deep,
With all my heart, with every beat.

But she belonged to someone new,
So | just waited for my cue.

| waited long, till night had come,
For that was when he would be gone.

With no one left to claim her hand,
| took my chance, | made my stand.

| spoke my truth, | showed my soul,
| brought her close, | made her whole.

We talked for hours, raw and real,
No walls, no masks, just what we feel.

She told me all, | listened still,
Two drinks down, yet time stood still.

And as | sat and heard her speak,
A thought crept in, a truth unique.

It wasn’t her | longed to own,
But Love itself, | should have known.

For Love was kind, Love knew no spite,
Love welcomed guests, Love shone with light.

So | let go, | walked away,
For Love had taught me more that day.

And bound to Love, | found my peace,
She made me brave, she set me free.



(23rd from the left)

Love once found herself ringside,
At a fight where giants collide.

She felt the thrill, the rising roar,
In polished boots upon the floor.

She sat among the men of war,
Great commanders, minds at war.

All engrossed, all deep in thought,
As blow by blow, the fighters fought.

She watched them clash, she watched them fall,
Each strike, each hit, she felt it all.

She wondered who would stand the test,
Who'd take the pain, who’d be the best?

She wondered how it'd feel to hold,
The victor draped in glory’s gold.

To lift him high, to taste his might,
To keep his triumph firm in sight.

The fight was done, the crowd stood still,
A victor rose, imposed his will.

And Love, she leapt, she ran, she soared
But not to him, not to the lord.

She knelt beside the one who fell,
Who bore defeat, who knew it well.

She held him close, she took his pain,
She whispered soft, erased the stain.

For Love does not embrace the strong,
But heals the wounds of those who've lost.

For victory is cold and bare,
Yet mercy gives a heart repair.



For kindness grants the fallen grace,
And courage grows in Love’s embrace.



(24th from the right)

Love once pondered, lost in thought,
What would it be, this act so sought?

She dreamed, she mused, she asked her ex,
But found no answers, only specs.

She tried to picture, played pretend,
She kissed her hand, she let it bend.

She scratched herself, she wore a dress,
Yet still, the mystery felt no less.

How does it work, how should one start?
How do you give, how do you part?

How do you choose, how do you dare?
How not to flee when laid so bare?

She thought and thought, yet found no way,
Till Wisdom came to save the day.

She turned to Wisdom, sought her grace,
And asked the truth, face to face.

"Tell me, Wisdom, what is this art?"
And Wisdom smirked, played her part.

"My dear," she sighed, "you try too hard,
It’s ink that smears upon the card."

"You dream of crafting words so grand,
Yet find a scribble in your hand."

"You plan, you think, you break your mind,
But rush too fast, and fall behind."

"If you overthink, if you control,
You'll steal the pleasure from your soul."



(24th from the left)

Love once wished to watch TV,
To sit with Tenderness in harmony.

But Tenderness chose a drama bright,
While Love craved nature’s ocean light.

A show of dolphins, wild yet free,
With simple joys, with modest needs.

But soon the air grew tense and thin,
A clash, a fight - the war began.

The remote was struck, the voices raised,
And love was lost in fleeting rage.

No longer tender, no longer kind,
One moment’s spark had left them blind.

And so, with coldness, harsh and clear,
Tenderness cast Love out in fear.

And as she left, just at the door,
A parting slap, one final score.

Love walked away with lowered head,
And filled the void with words instead.

She swore to find a kinder touch,
To seek a bond not strained as much.

She swore that screens would rule no more,
She’d seek what warmth was made for.

And there she found, beneath the store,
A different Tenderness - just as poor.

And both, as fate would now decree,
Ended up on live TV.



(25th from the right)

Love once wished to take a break,
A trip, a journey, an escape.

She packed her bags and left in haste,
She reached the station, scanned the place.

She checked the routes, she weighed the stays,
Yet what she found sparked no amaze.

For nothing seemed to fit her mind,
No simple choice, no peace to find.

She settled then on Ciechocinek,
Not for romance, nor for cheap thrills.

Not for the crowds, not for delight,
But for the quiet, for the night.

She longed to fade, to not be seen,
To live beyond the camera's screen.

She reached her place, she dropped her bags,
Yet found herself beneath the flags.

For even there, where air was thin,
Where spa days slowed what rushed within

She was known, she was pursued,
Asked for words, her name renewed.

So Love then fled, without a trace,
She left behind the crowded place.

She sought a path of prayer and grace,
A pilgrim’s road, a sacred space.

She walked among the faithful ones,
Yet even there, the tale was spun.

For in that march, in hymns so high,
She was embraced, she felt their sigh.



She found no cloak, no veil to hide,
For Love was seen in every stride.

And so she sighed, her path was clear,
She let go of escape, of fear.

No journey fit, no place was new,
So Love remained where Love was due.

She stayed at home, where she belonged,
For Love is sought the whole world long.



(25th from the left)

A friend once met with Love one night,
He offered her a cigarette light.

He watched her pause, he watched her sigh,
With pity gleaming in his eye.

She hesitated, weighed the thought,
Yet gave no nod, no answer sought.

She would not break, she would not bend,
She'd rather perish than pretend.

She’d rather lose than trade her core,
She’d rather be herself, not more.

And so it was, she stood her ground,
And Love was left without a sound.

For smoke and scent she could not bear,
The poison thick, the heavy air.

She could not watch him waste away,
Nor drown herself in his decay.

She would not stay, she would not bend,
She would not break just to pretend.

And since that day, the smokers burn,
Yet Love no longer takes her turn.

They smoke by habit, not by need,
Without her warmth, just scent of greed.



(26th from the right)

Love sat down to watch the news,
Expecting rain, a softer gloom.

Yet cold arrived, without a sign,
A sudden chill, no warmth, no time.

And Love grew tense, her breath ran tight,
She almost choked, consumed by spite.

For she had thought she’d never stray,
From lands where sunlight paved the way.

Yet here she stood, against her will,
A test of strength, a bitter chill.

How to live? How to survive?
Must she adjust, must she contrive?

Must she change, must she endure?
Or find escape, some fleeting cure?

Love no longer knew her course,
She only knew she craved much more.

A place where warmth would let her rest,
Where work and peace could coalesce.

Where cold no longer shaped her fate,
Where life was calm, not locked in wait.

Where she could breathe, where she could be,
Not shiver through eternity.

Where she would give herself in full,
Not fight the frost, not play the fool.



(26th from the left)

Love sat down to play a game,
With Honesty, both bold and brave.

Yet in the end, she bowed, she fell,
She lost with grace, she lost too well.

She let Honesty take the crown,
She let her win, without a frown.

For Love could bear the weight of loss,
If it would save a greater cause.

Honesty, pleased, stood tall and proud,
Declared her strength, she spoke out loud.

"I have won, | walk away,
Nothing now stands in my way."

Yet Love then smiled, and softly spoke,
A whisper calm, a gentle stroke.

"Remember this, though you may shine,
Without my touch, your win’s not mine."

"For truth alone can stand too cold,
Yet Love gives warmth to what unfolds."

"For victory may blind the view,
Yet truth is formed by reasons true."

"A bond of pieces, linked and tight,
And Love’s the core that holds them right."



(27th from the right)

Love stepped out to walk her hound,
The air was crisp, the rain poured down.

She met a neighbor on her way,
A friendly face, a voice so plain.

He asked if Love must bear the cold,
Or if she longed for warmth to hold.

Love just smiled and softly said,
“The weather matters not a thread.

Of course, I'd wish for skies so bright,
For golden sun, for softer light.

But what’s in my hands, what is my part,
Is what | choose within my heart.”

“It’s not the rain, it’s not the chill,
But what | do, the way | feel.

It’s not the clouds that write my day,
But what | give, the steps | take.”

“For all that counts is joy that stays,
A dog that wags, a bill that’s paid.”

“When all is placed where it belongs,
There’s nothing left to fear or wrong.”

“For life still calls to start anew,
To shape the day in colors true.”

“With Love tucked deep inside my coat,
It warms my heart, it keeps me whole.”

“Even through the storm, through rain,
Even when temptations reign.”



(27th from the left)

Love wandered through the stores at night,
A thief so skilled, so swift, so light.

Not drawn to coins, nor stacks of gold,
She stole what few could grasp or hold.

She took Insomnia, snatched up Change,
She slipped away with Difference strange.

And yet one day, she met her fate,
A guard stood firm, she took the bait.

He caught her hands, his voice grew tight,
"Did you not know? All thieves lose sight."

"Did you not see, that in the end,
Each one who steals must break, must bend?"

But Love just laughed, she tossed her hair,
Her voice was light, yet filled the air.

"I know, | know, yet still | take,
For Love was made to bend, to break."

"For Love is fresh, Love can’t grow old,
She steals the moments, turns them bold."

"She craves, she hungers, takes what’s near,
To fill her pockets, kill her fear."

"For what'’s on shelves, | claim as mine,
To taste, to hold, to make divine."

"And | will never change my way,
For Love must steal to make her stay."

With that she turned, with that she ran,
No words, no guilt, no shifting plan.

For Love had tired of words so vain,
She stole her breath - and fled again.



(28th from the right)

Love was strolling through the park,
When she met Hatred, cold and stark.

She asked, "May | sit here a while?"
And took her place with softest smile.

Then gazed upon her weary face,
"What makes you sad in such a place?"

Hatred sighed, "The sky is cruel,
The world is cold, the air is dull.

No one sees me, no one cares,

They trade me off for Love elsewhere."

Love just nodded, soft but wise,

"The world has changed - so change your guise.

Rebrand yourself, be something new,
Turn into Love, like | once knew."

"Then people will adore your name,
They’ll call for you, they’ll chase, they’ll claim.

They’ll long to meet you, wait in line,
And write you poems, make you shine."

Hatred pondered, deep in thought,
"Could it be done? Could Love be taught?"

Love just smiled, her voice sincere,
"Simply love, and let go of fear."

Hatred listened, let it in,
And let her darkness fade within.

She chose to change, to shift, to grow,
And where Hate stood, Love came to glow.

She never harmed, she never swayed,
For Love had come - and chose to stay.



(28th from the left)

Love was weary, weak, unwell,
So off to see the doctor she fell.

He checked her pulse, he shook his head,
"My dear, you’ve run yourself half dead."

"It’s time to rest, to step away,
To slow your breath, to let time sway."

"Take some days, just stay inside,
Let warmth and blankets be your guide."

"Drink your tea, take healing sips,
Let silence pass upon your lips."

But Love just frowned, she raised her eyes,
"And what of them? What if they cry?"

"If | retreat, if | stand still,
Who'll hold their hearts? Who'll mend their will?"

"They’ll wash away, they’ll tear apart,
Without my hands, without my spark."

"A single day, a fleeting pause,
And all will fall to rusted flaws."

So Love refused, she broke the rule,
She left the room, still fever-fueled.

She walked, she gave, she carried light,
Though sickness dimmed her steady sight.

For Love knew well, she understood,
That without her, none withstood.

For Love had built the world so vast,
And held it firm through ages past.



(29th from the right)

Love was never one for dawn,
She’d leave her bed long past the morn.

She’d grumble, sigh, complain aloud,
As if they woke her with the clouds.

Yet by that time, the world was bright,
The sun stood tall, the sky burned white.

While Love still fought her lazy fight,
The world without her felt too tight.

For people, small and drained of care,
Were left with Anger in despair.

They spent their morning lost, unsure,
With only Wrath to reassure.

They'd sit and wait, they’d count the time,
Till Love would rise and cross the line.

Till she would dress, would brush her hair,
Would eat, would stretch, would start to care.

Till noon had passed, till time was spent,
Till Love at last felt her ascent.

And once she walked, once she had shown,
The world then softened, hearts had grown.

For rules of Love returned anew,
Respect replaced the morning’s feud.

And Anger fled, it lost its reign,
For Love had woken once again.

And so they learned, though Love may sleep,
She stirs, she lifts, she plants the seed.

For all she needs - a gentle start,
To warm the world, to mend the heart.



(29th from the left)

Love resigned, she walked away,
From corporate chains, from cold decay.

She’d had enough, she’d seen too much,
Of rigid rules, of time’s tight clutch.

Where minutes ruled, where eyes would glare,
Where late-night work was met with stares.

Where bosses yelled for no real cause,
Where kindness met unspoken laws.

Where colleagues frowned, where stress would reign,
Though Love had shared, she’d given, stayed.

Yet once she left, they saw her worth,
They longed for all she’d brought to earth.

For only now, when Love was gone,
They saw how much she’d built upon.

They whispered tales of brighter days,
When Love had danced in every space.

When office walls were filled with light,
And even coldest hearts felt bright.

She had no fear, she called them out,
She ran through halls, she shook the doubt.

She scolded fools, yet with a grin,
And maybe, just maybe - she had been right within.

But now no voice could chide their greed,
No hands could push, no heart could lead.

For Love had left, she’d found her way,
And they had lost their right to stay

Within her warmth, within her light,
For Love had gone, and so had sight.



(30th from the right)

Love went out to shop one day,
To find what kindness had to say.

She bought a bit of Tender Care,
A touch of Truth, some Smiles to spare.

Yet Mercy sat beyond her reach,
Too high a price, too much to keep.

A moment's stress, a hands-clasped sigh,
For what is Love if Mercy dies?

Then someone laughed, and in a rush,
Threw in some Anger, loud and lush.

But Love refused, she stepped away,
She would not let the fire stay.

For Love and Rage can’t share one space,
And Love must rise, must leave no trace.

She saw at last what held its weight,
What mattered most, what shaped her fate.

She left the store with what she’d won,
And clapped her hands - her work was done.

For all she gained, for all she knew,
Had made her bright, had shaped her view.

And as she walked, her heart felt light,
For Love had grown, for Love shone bright.



(30th from the left)

Love once wrote a letter sweet,
To Tenderness, with heart’s heartbeat.

She wrote of longing, dreams at dawn,
Of lonely days forever gone.

That with Tenderness by her side,
She’d never again in sadness hide.

She’d never doubt the path she chose,
Even if fame around her rose.

Even if cameras watched her move,
Even if all the world approved.

For all she wants is Tender care,
She’d trade the spotlight then and there.

She’d stand on her head, she’d cross the sea,
Just to keep Tenderness close and free.

She wrote, “I may sometimes mislead,
I’'m neither he, nor she, indeed.

At times | soothe, at times | sting,
But | swear to you - | feel everything.”

Tenderness replied, “l do,”
And joined with Love, both strong and true.

Together now, they shared one way,
Their joy lit up each passing day.

They had some children, love-born and wise,
And posted photos full of surprise

Of tiny hands, of newborn grace,
Of joy that time could not erase.



(31st from the right)

Love set out on a river glide,
In a kayak with Joy by her side.

They drifted quiet, wordless, free,
Embracing sun and scenery.

Love thought the moment would end in peace,
That stillness would bring them sweet release.

But Joy, out of nowhere, gave up the game,
Flipped the boat and walked away in shame.

She left the water, climbed the shore,
And vanished into forest lore.

She didn’t look back, not once, not twice,
Didn’t ask if Love paid the price.

Didn’t care if Love was sinking deep,
Or struggling hard in boiling grief.

Didn’t ask if she made it through,
If she found someone kind or new.

If she still leapt from soul to soul,
Filling hearts, making broken things whole.

And Love, now dripping, caught in the stream,
Stared ahead like in a dream.

For she had thought that Joy was true,
That Joy would never bid adieu.

But now she knows - not all that glows,
Will stay when the river overflows.



(31st from the left)
Love was drafted, sent to train,

Marched with weight, through dust and rain.

She bore a pack upon her back,
And shame beneath each gun-filled track.

They handed her a weapon cold,
Told her to shoot, be fierce, be bold.

She pictured evil in her aim,
Yet all the rules still felt the same.

They made her pour out water clear,
To fill a bottle full of fear.

They made her trade one life for loss,
A soldier's fate at any cost.

But this was not the life Love knew,
Her soul grew faint, her strength withdrew.

She shrank down low to Anger’s size,
Her fire dimmed behind her eyes.

In uniform, she looked so wrong,
Like joy misplaced in warlike song.

She’d rather wear a beast’s disguise,
Than dress her heart in battle’s lies.

So one day, Love made her escape,
To warmer lands, to softer shape.

She baked beneath the golden skies,
With sun-stained hands and peaceful sighs.

No extradition, no commands,
Just space to dance and sink in sands.

Love didn’t mourn the life she fled,
Though part of her still hung by a thread.



She’d dreamed of changing every troop
But armies feed on a different soup.



(32nd from the right)

Love tried baking Tenderness
In the oven, no more, no less

Hoping it would rise so grand,
To share it proudly with the land.

To bring it to a village square,
And toss it high into the air.

So people’d cheer and fight to hold
A piece of warmth, a heart of gold.

But something went a little wrong
One key ingredient was gone.

She’d left it out without a thought,
And panic quickly came and caught.

Too late now, the tray was hot,
Tenderness was all she'd got.

Out it came, half-baked, too dense
Not a treat, but consequence.

Not the showpiece she had planned,
Not the warmth to gift the land.

Love grew angry, pacing wide,
With disappointment locked inside.

"How to live without this grace?
How to fight off Anger’s face?"

Then someone whispered, kind and low:
"Why not just let your own Love show?"

"Share yourself, you’re more than sweet
You carry all that hearts could meet."

"Within you lives what people seek
Compassion, care, the strong and meek."



Love began to softly smile,
Realizing all the while

That even when her plans collapse,
She holds the world within her clasp.

Now they call her bold, sincere,
A hero dressed in warmth and cheer.



(32nd from the left)

Love dreamed one day of something new
A wardrobe change, a different hue.

She went to visit her tailor old,
With thoughts of silk, of threads, of gold.

She scanned the fabrics, touched with grace,
A connoisseur in every case.

But many colors made her frown,
She shook her head, she turned them down.

"Not yellow, no, nor golden shine
I'm not a wheat field in a line.

| can’t wear anything too plain,
They’d laugh at me - I'd wear the shame.

I’'m popular, | must stand tall,
Not like the nameless, faceless small."

"Everyone knows me, all eyes see,
So | must dress accordingly.

| need a look that hides me well,
While letting all my essence swell."

The tailor paused, then gave a smirk,
“I've got just what will do the work.

A red corduroy - it’s bold yet kind,
It hugs the shape and frees 