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	Presentation 


 

        This book gathers a moving collection of poems shaped by the joy, wisdom, and quiet guidance drawn from the teachings of the Human Spirit. Each poem speaks of spiritual awakening, inner calm, and the transformative grace of faith.


        Created to uplift and inspire, these verses invite you to pause, reflect, and reconnect with the divine presence woven into everyday life. Whether you are on a path of personal growth, seeking solace in difficult times, or longing for a deeper connection with the sacred, you will find words here that resonate with the soul.


        Let this collection be a trusted companion, offering hope, encouragement, and light as you embrace the profound joy that comes from living in harmony with spiritual truth.

 

Carlos Eduardo Mariolani


001 – The Hand of Time

 

A question flares, bright as a sudden dawn,


met by the earth's profound, articulate hush—


warm granite drinking light, the trembling leaf


caught in the heavy gravity of intent.

 

Out of the primal dark, a solitary ember


dragged its gold filament across the void,


a single thread unspooling endless space


to hollow out a sanctuary for awe.

 

Some quiet sentience thrums beneath the loam,


sculpting the buried root and hollow feather,


coaxing the ancient rivers through the rock,


instructing fragile breath to harbor light.

 

The planets wheel in their deliberate arcs;


the seasons pull like slow, celestial tides.


Through every pulse, from birth-cry to the fading dust,


the cosmos writes its own vast name in us.


002 – Nature's laws

 

The world's deep measures move in quiet certainty,


older than the fragile beat of memory,


scored in the slow, deliberate script of rivers,


and constellations drifting like cold ink.

 

Galaxies flare and pale in distant corridors,


while moss subdues the granite where we tread—


each murmur of the loam a sudden kindness,


each angled shaft of light a testament.

 

These laws are no remote, indifferent edicts,


but vital currents rising to sustain us,


distilling every breath into an offering,


each pale dawn opening as a chance to yield.

 

Across the waking world, hushed wonder waits—


the fire along the leaf, the wind-borne prayer.


To honor this is holding the weave whole,


to walk as kindred to all breathing things.


003 – The First Thread

 

Where does the sacred finally come to rest?


Not in the sifted ash of murmured vows,


but in the sudden, forward sheer of thought—


a living pulse that stakes its earthly ground.

 

The open void affords no sheltering roof;


some vital marrow must ignite the bone—


a widening ember, braced against the dark


to bear the silent ballast of the stars.

 

Turn aside, and the fragile vision thins,


yet some deep gravity gathers up the fray,


cinching the restless, heavy weave of being


into a single, trembling mesh of light.

 

Above, the dark is stitched with drifting fire—


each star a syllable of an ancient tongue.


From swirling dust to heavy, quiet dew,


one primal radiance breathes us into form.


004 – The Laws We Carry

 

Not chiseled into stone nor bound in vellum,


this doctrine travels strictly in the blood—


waking in the shudder before a wound,


in the quiet, warm heft of a parted loaf.

 

It pools within the silence drawn between us:


the steady anchor of an unguarded gaze,


the hollow we excavate to harbor grief,


the weight we bear together, unbowed.

 

Name it divine or intimately mortal—


an asterism wheeling beneath the skin,


drawing the pulse like a heavy tide,


training the blind instinct to soften first.

 

It summons a devotion without measure,


our passage through the dark on borrowed breath—


relinquishing the rigid march of hours


to step toward grace with quiet, unclenched hands.

 

005 – The Grand Design

 

The sky leans heavy in its lucid currents—


an incandescent tension, wholly awake,


winnowed from the blind throb of chaos,


and poised like a caught breath between the storms.

 

Day yields its quiet ember to the dark,


and night unspools an ash-pale edge of dawn;


they pivot in a silent choreography,


light tracing the slow geometry of waking.

 

The deepest edicts govern in undertones—


not as a rigid cipher gouged in stone,


but as a wind threading the hollow rib,


a heavy tide hauling its crimson moon.

 

Listen—no final dissonance gathers here.


The stars wheel outward in their patient gyres,


impelled by a gravity bereft of a name,


yet beating in the bright thrum of the living.


006 – The Law Within

 

Where does the sacred edict come to rest?


Not chiseled in rock nor bound in flaking vellum,


but banked as a quiet ember in the sternum,


preserving the steady flare of a captive dawn.

 

Unseen, it currents through the rushing vein—


an updraft suspended just before the word,


the sudden stricture when we slip from truth,


a quiet gravity pulling the center back.

 

It steers the footfall toward the narrow ridge,


away from the velvet hollows of the shade,


speaking through the heavy thrum of the wrist,


the dark insistence of water beneath the ice.

 

Search no distant zenith for a guiding light;


it breathes alive in the marrow's quiet vault,


a stubborn lantern braced against the squall,


leading us safely through the turning night.

 

007 – By Invisible Threads

 

A cosmos murmurs just beneath the skin,


thrumming on filaments too sheer to trace.


We are propelled by neither fate nor blood,


but by a cadence folding time to breath.

 

A quiet architecture drafts our days:


wind lifting sheer white cotton into dawn,


and grief arriving at a sudden slant


while we stand blindly buttering the bread.

 

We forge our choices; not a single route


is etched in bedrock laid before our birth.


Yet we step onward, resolute or frail,


bearing a gravity we cannot name.

 

Within the seam of birdcall and the hush,


a draft reminds us we are woven, never watched.


Each ragged ache, each laugh in idling cars,


is sheer light threading through the everyday.


008 – The One We Follow

 

In him we caught the shape of our own yearning—


no distant, unyielding symmetry,


but a life laid open like storm-washed loam,


the briars swept back so others could cross.

 

His syllables fell with the gravity of water,


instructing not by the rupture of thunder


but through the quiet, unbroken rhythm of care—


a doctrine lived in how he gathered the bruised.

 

We saw in him a chest stripped of its iron,


a radiance that clarified rather than blinded,


forsaking the crown for the ballast of a voice,


a single ember passed from palm to palm.

 

So we journey within that lingering warmth,


each footfall a soft shadow of his stride,


not to mimic, but to breathe a fierce grace—


to spill morning where the earth is most starved.


009 – Mind, Unspooling

 

Not chance, but a hidden geometry—


a quiet pulse stitching the astral silt,


the mind lifting like a bird at first light,


its passage warmed by an inward sun.

 

Each thought a solitary filament,


too fine for the heavy loom of earth,


forged in the hollows between heartbeats,


drawn from a depth where syntax fails.

 

Inside, a single chord catches fire—


color shivering in the marrow’s dark,


untethered from logic or the iron clock,


rising like vapor from a shadowless spring.

 

Behind the ribs, in windowless rooms,


ideas unfurl their soft, relentless wings;


they flare—like sudden light trapped in glass—


then scatter galaxies on the arriving wind.


010 – The Law of Kindness

 

He shaped it softly,


a truth slight enough to travel on a breath:


to grant the very grace we ache to hold—


a seed slipped down into the furrow of the heart.

 

No shattered stone, no sky ruptured by thunder,


only a vow that thickens in the choice of mercy,


when we halve our bread against the edge of hunger,


and unspool the tight fist into an open palm.

 

This law is no iron yoke, but a lodestone,


a slow lantern swinging through the heavy dark,


a thread to navigate the daily bramble,


drawn taut by every ordinary act of grace.

 

Listen—the summons does not echo from afar,


but rises as a tremor beneath the ribs


whenever we stand at the fracture line of harm.


To answer is to wake, striking flint where morning is lost.

 

011 – Whisper of the Unseen

 

A silence wends the architecture of the trees,


pressed into grain where light first cleaved the dark—


a maker’s pulse still trembling in the shade,


the drawn-in breath before it finds a name.

 

We raise our spires and etch our fading glyphs,


but still the origin outpaces us—


alive within the river’s freezing braid,


veiled in the heavy drift of constellations.

 

The more we reach, the deeper it takes root—


a quiet vastness turning in the loam,


a consciousness of wind-scatter and dusk,


of latitudes no parchment can enclose.

 

Whole galaxies revolve like glowing seed,


each star a bead upon an unclasped thread—


a frequency that thrums within the bone,


long before thought awakens to receive it.


012 – The Law Beneath Our Feet

 

The moral law is never etched in slate;


it breathes within the hesitation of the hand,


a silent pivoting of inward sight


toward the gravity that roots the bone.

 

Observe the turning seasons folding back—


the river carving its unhurried vein,


the yielding oak that rides the sudden gale,


the sparrow breaking seed to feed her brood—

 

to trace the pattern tethering the whole,


a quiet syntax in the living earth.


The wild defines its border as a tidal seam,


a gleaming margin we transgress to ruin.

 

Each hunger drawn too taut becomes a wound,


each excess a deep undertow of shade.


To honor the law is to move by the earth’s long pulse—


not purged of want, but weighing what it costs.


013 – Where Light Begins

 

His wisdom moves like a low current in the world—


not thunder, but the shimmer inside birdsong,


the held breath between slow-breaking waves,


morning light sliding clean over wounded streets.

 

Truth arrives quietly.


It glows in the mind’s unlit rooms,


a warm pulse easing the air,


as if a gentle hand brushed the dust aside.

 

From ridgeline frost to drifting pollen,


from rust blooming on steel to the thrum of blood,


a vow drifts through the raw work of becoming,


steady as planets turning through their dark.

 

Doubt still casts its nets,


yet light slips through every opening—


threading frayed curtains,


entering the seam grief leaves behind.

 

014 – The Test of Virtue

 

The trespass rarely sounds a warning bell;


it wears the softness of a trusted face—


the velvet of a shortened path,


a doorway breathing in the dark.

 

Grace is not an innocence of hearing,


but the driving of the heel into the loam—


the weight of choosing not to cross the sill,


a quiet mutiny as bright as dawn.

 

The steadfast turn to solitary lanterns,


their narrow amber widening the road,


proving that goodness is no sheltered calm,


but marrow measured by the breaking storm.

 

Within the gale, the center stands revealed—


unyielding, fiercely burning in the draft.


We turn to face the steeper, fractured climb,


flawed, but holding an enduring spark.


015 – What the Light Holds

 

Bred of breath, of loam, of cooling ash,


the earth cradles its green like a lingering chord—


a sudden hush beneath the cedar’s pendulum,


as fractured light spills through the shivering leaves.

 

Along the ridgeline, an invisible swell—


not merely fire, nor the solitary wind,


but the instant the air remembers its own lifting,


exhaling raw gold across the waking terrain.

 

A patient architecture of early stars


clings to the rim of receding dusk like a quiet grief;


they flare entirely blind to our gazing,


anchored in the widening rift where belief takes root.

 

No hand could author such a quiet grace:


the rime that sharpens on a sparrow’s beak,


the rush of blood ascending in a lover’s cheek—


a presence grazing the silence before language forms.


016 – The Weight of What We Leave Undone

 

The hours extend their quiet invitations:


to anchor the tremor of a reaching hand,


to split our warmth against the leaning frost,


and strike a sudden match in someone’s dark.

 

Yet we retreat behind familiar latches,


shunning the raw, unpolished risk of grace,


as if a hoarded silence could protect us


from fractures only courage might have healed.

 

When the breath eventually surrenders to the still,


memory will unspool like a thinning smoke—


drawn not merely from the fires we dared,


but from the mercy left starving in the shade.

 

The undone settles heavier than failure,


a barren stone where sudden joy might root.


Let us move while the blood still keeps its rhythm,


casting our narrow light before it fades.
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