There seems to always be two choices in this balance of duality forces. 
You see what humanity causes or is there something else? 

Excuses verse justifications. Time-off or just a vacation. 
My mind’s lost in juggling spaceships or is there someone else?
I’m not sure how I got here or why I’m going through this, but I trust that God has it all figured out. How can I change my destiny without contradicting my memory? Instead, I’ll just place a seed inside of my heart. Maybe these tears can water them and give them the life they need to sprout. 
Sometimes I feel like I want to shout, and simply let it out.

But why scream when I am at peace. I have already conquered my inner beast. 

And I stand strong, ready to fly.

You see that one… is for the mothers raising children. Female children raising women in order to give them, what they couldn’t give to someone else.
But this one is for children raising mothers, tucking them under the covers, teaching them what love is when they just started learning it…. themselves.

That one is for stories that have happy endings, without having, to be pretending, knowing that descending to heaven is something to not be feared

This one is for the stories that had happy beginnings, with nobody losing or winning, just feeling this feeling of inner peace and allowing smiles to overcome tears.
Wait. I’m not ready just yet.
You see, that one …..is for those reaching the end of their lives. 
Afraid inside and ready to cry because your heart feels torn.

But this one…is for those who realize, that life is just a womb

And now that you’re ready to fly, you’re about to be born.

Pain is inevitable. Suffering is a choice. 
We are not victims. We are not saints. It is our costume that feels. But our soul that heals.

So meditate- Eyes closed- Meditate- Eyes closed- Meditate- I’m told- Elevate-I’m sold!
On the concept that love is all that there is and the rest is just a painting.

On the concept that love is all that there is and the rest is just a painting.

The beginning only exists as you experience it. 

Memories become tainted by hindsight reflections. The beginning of this poem doesn’t exist anymore. Let it go. The end of this poem hasn’t been birthed yet. Release expectations. They are just invisible thoughts that pull you back and forth. Analyzing your past and fearing your future. This one breath is all that is real during this moment of time. Connect with your breath. Enjoy your breath. Love your life. It’s time to accept. 
Let go of your fears. You are loved in more ways then you can know.
 You have angels that are watching you. Ready to take you home. 
Now inhale….And don’t let go…
Until you exhale with gratitude and allow the love to flow.

Are you present with this moment? Are you grateful for this moment? Are you allowing your soul to heal? Your body to feel. What it thinks is real. 
Good.

Now Breathe.
