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      Dear Reader,

      In my novels, there seems to be particular details that I need to research in order to get the setting or the details as accurate as possible. With this collection of poetry, the only research required was that oft-traveled road inward through the chaotic, treacherous landscape of my ego to the peaceful stillness of my True self. More times than not, I didn’t arrive where I wished to be, and so I would find myself peering through the fog and opaque glass windows with straining senses that I might find what, at times when my Small self was running the show, I desperately needed.

      Here you’ll discover a journey from the macro of Earth herself, to the vast space within my heart, to the limitless All That Is, which goes by many names. I don’t believe I’m alone in the trek through this quagmire. I think that many have traversed their own path, questioning, seeking, attempting to make sense of their place in the universe. Perhaps there’s a poem within these pages that carries a buzz of resemblance to your own experience. There might be a line or a concept that you feel is worth exploring. My response would be, “God speed, my friend.”

      

      Fondly,

      Michele Venné
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        My color is found throughout the lithosphere, from boulders the size of a barn, to grains of dust that cling to the soles of my boots.

      

        

      
        My color hides in the cracks and folds of mountains, pushed asunder and pulled upon high, centuries between the furnace of magma and the sun.

      

        

      
        My color sounds like the heartbeat of Earth Mother.

      

        

      
        My color feels like tiny spider legs clinging to the hairs on my arms, as a mini-massage between my toes, and as an obstacle to my hidden dreams that dwell on the other side of its great size that obliterates the horizon.

      

        

      
        My color’s job is to ground all beings, anchoring them to this plane, this dimension of reality.

      

        

      
        My color in geography is ALL, and whole, the canvas upon which other hues and tones emerge to stand triumphantly in contrast.

      

        

      
        My color wants change and stability, not so ironic, the same that is within my heart.

      

        

      
        My color tastes hard, with nuances of inner fire and outer moisture, blown cool by the  Mother’s breath.

      

        

      
        My color smells like home.

      

        

      
        My color keeps the essence of that which has already passed, either by decomposition or drops that encompass minerals that once flavored a place far away.

      

        

      
        My color speaks (when it talks) to everything, terrestrial, aquatic, aero-guild, whispering stories of life, shouting secrets of time, babbling coherent language should more than a deaf person feel the vibrations.

      

        

      
        My color’s secret holds all words and thoughts of those who were birthed and those whose broken physical parts have disintegrated to return again, to brown.
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        Lunar Eclipse, Blood Moon

        Astrologers, past and present, predict chaos

        and doom

        Globally, will governments confront

        anarchy soon?

        Media sources eagerly exploit the gloom

        Stolen personal liberties, fire or fume?

        Personally, many may alter with which they

        attune

        Dis-serviced habits creep like a dune

        Leaving doors behind through which never

        did opportunities bloom

        If only we can balance the cosmic energies,

        and be rewarded a boon
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        The Goddess speaks to me in tiny miracles of bright sun rays, silvery moonbeams, flowing water, intricate photosynthesis, and fauna’s breath.

      

        

      
        In dreams, She shows me what I feel as elusive emotions, missed solutions, hidden dreams, lost opportunities, and forgotten wishes.

      

        

      
        Her words come to me disguised as metaphor images, flashes of insight, colorful objects or moving persons, issues illuminated, but answers remain absent.

      

        

      
        Perhaps if I knew the “what” before I pass the turn, the “who” to which I speak, the “where” when I have no home, the “when” as if I seem too late, and the “how” because I exist with absent knowledge.

      

        

      
        Then I might be more than I am, fulfill a role that I don’t know, bring forth magic from a broken wand, love those that are forgotten, and forgive myself.

      

        

      
        But symbols are all She gives, so I grope as if blind, dumb to life’s lessons, other perspectives, different options, and Her will.

      

        

      
        I ask for Her attention as gentle nudges, I pray to remember, work to understand, strive to interpret, and vividly dream of divine communication.
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